
CORRESPONDENCE 
Dear Sir, 

Blue, decayed streaks of silliness are healthy in art as in cheese. 
I have the honour to offer a prize of ten pounds annually, as long as 

HORIZON is published, for the silliest contribution, to be called ‘The Alfred 
Wallis Prize’, and to be awarded by subscribers. All contributors will be 
eligible with preference for the old and famous rather than the young and 
contemporary. The work need not be complete in itself or in anything else. 

Your obedient servant, 
EVELYN WAUGH 

LAW OFFICES OP 

MILLER, CANFIELD, PADDOCK AND STONE 
PENOBSCOT BUILDING, DETROIT 

, 

29 December 1942 
Dear Mr. Connolly, 

I should not think it worth while to notice Henry Miller’s article in your 
November issue except for the fact that this curious medley of Arcadian 
dreaming and Marxian bitterness is apparently the work of an American and is 
accepted by you as an accurate picture of my country. 

I doubt whether any hostile foreigner has ever regarded the United States 
with such wildly distorted vision, with such venom and such deep disgust. 
Surely none has ever expressed himselfwith such recklessly misplaced emphasis. 
It is an old aphorism that an American who goes abroad and dislikes Europe 
has not stayed there long enough, while one who goes abroad and then cannot 
endure his own country has stayed there too long. Evidently Mr. Miller has 
dwelt too long on the Lefr Bank; he reflects that contempt for the work of 
painstaking citizens which, in the words of Professor Von Mises, usually 
characterizes bohemians. Thus bankers and brokers are described as superfluous, 
carnivorous swindlers, newspapers are all venal, the workers are slaves, and all 
the ills of the world are laid at the doors of capiralists and politicians who 
destroy the natural goodness of man. Mr. Miller’s love of anarchy, his faith in 
the noble savage, his eulogy of the primitive life on American Indian reserva- 
tions and his fierce hatred of the machine age will not seem new to any reader 
of Babbitt’s Rousseau and Romanticism or of Brandes’Main Currents in Nineteenth- 
Certtury Literature; it is astounding to see them uncritically accepted in 1942. 

To Mr. Miller, the world, which has always been a battlefield, ought to be 
a picnic ground and would be so if it were not for the capitalists. Voltaire, it 
will be recalled, expected peace when the last prince had been strangled by the 
bowels of the last priest. We have almost achieved this goal without any 
appreciable resulting amelioration of man’s estate. The business man is merely 
the latest bogy; all the altruists from the Third Earl of Shaftesbury to Bertrand 
and Dora Russell offer us these fraudulent explanations ofwhy the world is not 
the paradise of which men dream. It i s  less flattering to human vanity but 
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