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, .
EveELYN WAUGH

Law OFfFICES OF
MILLER, CANFIELD, PADDOCK anp STONE

Penosscor BuiLbing, DeTrROIT :
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 himself with 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 Left 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 capitalists 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~
Century 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 of why the world is not
the paradise of which men dream. It is less flattering to human vanity but
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more sensible to accept the conclusions of Aristode and St. Paul that che ills
of the world arise largely from the natural wickedness of men.

I don't hope to persuade Mr. Miller that America offers much beauty as well
as energy and . Of course our life, like that of the rest of the world, has its
dirry, sordid, and depressing aspects. Most of us and our ancestors have been
too busy developing a conanent to produce all the urbane, leisurely virtues of
d&rcuhmrr.%mhwmwkkamdﬁvmmdfm
our gardens and parks and boulevards and ysvmd:.ourmpﬂw’umd
symphony orchestras, our libraries and sch hospitals. Has he no word of
praise for our universal education, social security schemes and slum dearance
projectst Do we not deserve some credit for a society in which, by President
Rooscvel’s own admission, two-thirds of the population are well-clad, well-
housed and well-fed:

No doubt something can and will be done to make the world more beautiful
and more comfortable, although it is neither possible nor desirable permanently
mdimiuaupomqmdm&mmploymxpmummm&
completely solved so long as i and incompetent people exist. But the
necessary reforms of an ing world must come from men who have
character and education as well as humanitarian benevolence; such

Yours sincerely,

the Arthur Machen Fund, and crossed Westminster Bank (Maryle

Max BrerBOHM Epwanp Marsu
ArGERNON Bracxwoop Joun MaseFiELD
WALTER DE LA MaRe A. E W. Mason

T. 5. Brior ArTHUR QuUILLER-CovucH
DesmonDp MAcCArTHY MicuAEL SADLEIR

ComrroN MACKENZIE G. BERNARD SHAW
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THE GHOSTS OF THE STRATH Adam Drisan . B
THIS WATERING FLACE., - . Frank Buchanan « Bo.
NABOTH'S VINEYARD (a play) . . Fraok Buchanan - i,
BALLET SHOE - e A . Alan Hull Walten ., Gs.
FIRST POEMS . » 3 . Stephen Coates . Bs.
VOICES FROM THE CBOWD X . Beatrice Mayor . 6s.
QUESTIONS FOR WAKING . . Wrey Gardiner Gs.
LYRICS OF LOVE AND DEATH . A, Viocent Bowen ., 6s.
THIS IS THE HOUR . . . Agnes G. Herbertson . 5s.
OUT OF THE OBLIVION . . ,  Maurice Oughtoa . 6s,
TO THE LIGHT (trans. from Polish) . Mieczyslaw Marczak . Gs.
NO WEED DEATH . . Gervase Stewart . Bs. 64
REQUIEM FOR THE WAR DEAD . Raymond Tong . 4s. 6d.
FREEDOM IS MY FAME . : . Philip Sylvester Gs.
AVIATOR LOQUITUR 5 . . Ian Davie 6s.
MOTHER AND CHILD . . Ida Graves 8.
THE CABARET, THE DANCEB . Nicholas Moore 6s.
THE ISLAND AND THE CATTLE . Nicholas Moore Bs.
A WISH IN SEASON . Nicholas Moore . 48 04
g2 POEMS > 3 . Kenneth Gee . Ba.
THE MEN OF THE ROCIS : . Adam Drivan . . O
UNTIL NOW . ; - . Ruthven Todd . . B
W@POEMS . . . . . DylanThomas . 6s.
REMEMBER MAN - - . Christopher Lee B
FORTUNATE HAMLET . . John Waller 6s.
FORTY POEMS AND B&LLADS . FPrancis Scarfe . Ga.
INSCAPES p - . Francis Scarfe . Ba.
THE KANTELE (tnm) < - . Larin Kyosti . . Os.
LOVE POEMS , = . Edgar Anstey , . 4 6d.
PROSE CHANTS AND PROBMS . BRoss Nichols A
POEMS AND SONGS E - .  Gavin Ewart . o Ons
58 POEMS * % - . Henry Treece . . 45 Bd.
OUT OF THIS WAR . & . Tambimutta . s 48 Gd.
Anthologies
THE FORTUNE ANTHOLOGY . e e oy Ol
POETS IN BATTLEDIESS , - - . . . 5%
THE NEW APOCALYPSE . . . . . . bs.
PROEMS. , 7 % = X . ba.
GEMS OF MODF.RN POE'I'BY . . . . - o 15%
Three Novels by Esmond Quinterley
USHERING INTERLUDE gs. 6d. THE TRAGEDY OF
CLIMBING BOY . . g% 6d. ISMAY SOMER . . gs. 6d.
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