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and strengthened France, to include Belgium, and pos-
sibly by offering Heligoland as a naval base to Eng-
land. The war has shown the worthlessness of navies
for attack upon any mainland; and England is an
Island Empire with a right to hold open her channels
of communication. Germany would also agree to a
limitation of her fleet; in fact, she would no longer
need this weapon.

The only possible access to India save by sea is
through Afghanistan and Beloochistan. The idea of
invasion through the Pamirs is a joke at least fifty
times as funny as that of invading Austria through
the Trentino. England must, therefore, be allowed to
defend herself by expansion towards Persia if neces-
sary. The Turkish Empire must be reconstituted and
consolidated on a religious basis, and united under a
Caliph. This will act as a big buffer state between
India and Mittel-Europa. The Turks, on the other
hand, must abandon Palestine to the English, for the
weak spot in England’s communications would then
be the Suez Canal. This, however, would not be so
vital, once India became impregnable.

A matter of further benefit would be the federation
of the South American republics, and a Latin league
of France, Spain, Portugal and Italy. The outlying
States, Scandinavia, Holland, Switzerland and Greece
would gradually be forced into one or other of the
great combinations by the peaceful pressure of eco-
nomic forces.

It is true that Germany, under this scheme, would
be forced to surrender her South American and Afri-
can ambitions. But the South American adventures
were mainly commercial, and the proposed scheme
would rather help than hinder them. As to the Ger-
man colonies, they were a weakness. Germany has
no talent for dealing with alien psychologies, and is
not the collapse of the Russian menace and the gain
of that huge territory a more than adequate com-
pensation?

We should thus have a simplified and concentrated
planet, as a preliminary step towards world federation.

(1) The Island Empire—DBrittania.

(2) The Latin League (includes N. Africa).

(3) Mittel-Europa.

(4) Islam.

(5) Cossack Russia.

(6) Mongolia.

(7 The North American (Anglo-Saxon) Repub-
lic.

(8) The South American (Latin) Republic.

If England and Germany can agree on some such
programme, there is nobody who can stop them.
(Except, of course, the unconquered and unconquer-
able U. S. A.)

I heartily commend this plan to the consideration of
all parties concerned.

. TWO PROSE POEMS

THE SILENT PARTNER.

Since childhood she had been with me, disturbing
my peace, mocking at content, filling me with wild
restlessness, with strange longings.

I grew up. I knew love. . .. Did I know love?
She shook her head derisively. She laughed at his
reverential tenderness. She made mock of the sanc-
tuary of our affection. It was then I rose up against
her! 1 thrust her out of my life for ever. And, to
be sure she neyver would return, I chained her with an
iron will, deep, deep, into the darkest dungeon of my
heart—so deep, so dark, that I never dared to look
into it again.

The years passed. I lived a life of quiet, peaceful
happiness—wifehood, motherhood—I quite forgot the
silent partner who lay fettered and twisted, far from
sunlight and life and love. . . . Perhaps she had died?

One magnificent autumn day, ablaze with gold and
scarlet and lapislazuli, the fulness of life suddenly
thrilled me, overpowered me. . . . Oh! all that had
gone before seemed so drab, so poor, so meaningless.
I heard a call insistent, throbbing, irresistible. And
I followed, intoxicated, delirious—I became queen 1n
a universe of passionate glories.

And then, of a sudden, my silent partner stood
before me—wan, tortured, perverted. She had broken
her chains. She had arisen terribly . Flame-eyed
and insatiable, she drove me from orgy to orgy. And
in the fulness of my irenzy—she slew me.

HeLEN WOLJESKA.

NOCTURNE.

A yellow satin ribbon across the mat ivory of her
frail shoulder held up the tattered batiste chemise.
Long black silk stockings shimmered on her slender

legs. And her delicate feet, in yellow pompommed
slippers, tapped the floor impatiently. She had thrown
off her peignoir, let down her red hair, and prepared
to go to bed, yet could not find courage to carry out
this resolution. 1o turn out the light—to lie alone in
the dark; alone with that horrible feeling of forsaken-
ness znd blankness; alone in the awful stillness which
only the thumping of her own bleeding heart would
interrupt. . . . It was impossible! She smoked
cigarette after cigarette. Stretched out on her couch-
bed she tried to read. Then made the round of the
studio, examined wet canvases without seeing them,
picked up open tubes and flung them down again.
. . . Horribly useless, this business called life. What
does it all matter, when love is gone? And who can
hold love? Oh, misery! misery! And still so many
years to live. To live alone. Or would he come
back? Could he come back? Oh—if only for a little
while! Oh, to see him just once more—his dark
face, his black eyes, to smell his tobacco breath, to
feel the grasp of his strong hand. . . . One o’clock—
no—he would not come back. This time all was over
for ever—she felt it, she knew it. But perhaps to-
morrow? He might regret—repent—he.mlght come
for breakfast, like the last time. Oh! jolly. happy,
divine breakfast! No, no, never again. His love
was dead. She knew it. And would he love some
other woman? Would his eyes burn into another’s
eyes, his kisses crush another’s mouth! God—God—
this was hell. She could not bear it. She would not.
She must make an end—now—immediately.

With feverish hands she felt for a tiny Japanese
dagger he once had given her. It must end her agony

Yet—he might come to-morrow !
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