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16 FANTASTIC NOVELS

catastrophe of the ancients (authorities
have definitely fixed the date between the
years A. D. 1980 and 1989) as the visita-
tion to the solar system of a sky wanderer
of the same nature as several of the
greatest known comets, though probably
vastly larger and more powerful in its in-
fluence on terrestrial life.

At the time of that visitation men had
come to depend entirely on what the
ancients termed electrical energy. There is
little doubt that this electricity of those
days is the same energy of the spheres
which is the keystone of our complex
society, though in that day it is plain men
knew absolutely nothing of its source or
characteristics. Humanity had harnessed
a servant of which it was densely ignorant,
and upon that servant depended for trans-
portation, communication, heat, light, and
health. The universal use of electricity
had supplanted all earlier and clumsier
machinery of society.

Knowing this, we can easily understand
how the visit of the great comet almost
instantly paralyzed that simpler civiliza-
tion and threw the world into chaos.

Probably this one mechanical fact was
the chief reason for the complete break-
down of all society, though there are
grounds for belief that unsettled political
conditions, long in ferment, played some
part in the catastrophe. And surely there
is proof, even to-day, of the terrible visita-
tion of earth shakings and storms which,
within a brief space of time, reduced the
proudest cities of that distant past.

The author of this tale has endeavored
to present a truthful picture of human
life as it was in the saddest time of world
history, basing his descriptions on ancient
manuscripts and the testimony of the
latest scientific investigation. We know it
to have been a time of dense ignorance
and superstition. Learning, in the shape
of the few written records that survived
the great catastrophe, was in the hands of
a few, who used it for their own selfish
advantage.

The little communities were isolated,
one from another. There was no commerce
nor means of communication save on foot
or by frail, water-borne vessel. The wild
beasts of the great American jungles ren-
dered the first means almost out of the
question, and ignorance of modern marine
construction limited the second to a nar-
row radius of inland waters.

The miserable remnants of a great race
huddled in the ruins of what had once
been proud cities, their life .a. perpetual

struggle against nature and their own
kind; their society the most primitive state
of absolute monarchy; ignorant, supersti-
tious and seemingly hopeless. Yet these
viere our ancestors. In such a time were
born such thinkers as Zorn the Recluse,
justly termed Father of Freedom, and
Mary of the Isle, revered to-day wherever
freemen walk.

And in the ruin of the statue of the
Great Woman, unseen by men, yet guiding
their lives, flamed The Torch, burning
clear and free with a fire immortal.

CHAPTER 1

THE ROAD TO FAME

N A lovely spring day in a time long
ago—God grant its like may never
return—a young soldier sat in the

saddle and turned his face toward a
promised reward.

He had accomplished his first great
deed, and he went to meet the future, con-
rident of himself and his own lofty ambi-
Zion. '

The young man’s name was Fortune.
He was the son of Karl the Strong, once
in over-captain in the army of the Tower
People of Manhattan, and one Irma, a
mother descended of soldiers.

Among comrades and through the ranks
of his command this Fortune was nick-
named “The White,” because of his pale,
yellow hair and unusually fair skin, a
skin that sun and wind seemed to leave
untanned. Armed though he was in steel
helmet and chain mail, that white skin
and the healthy pink in his cheek made
him seem effeminate.

But Fortune stood six feet one in his
soft leather shoes; there were few sword
arms more skilled than his, and in battle
his wide-set and rather large gray eyes
burned black with a wicked madness that
made men afraid.

Fortune’s basin-shaped steel helmet bore
a cock’s feather, half of its white length
dyed crimson, the insignia of a petty-
captaincy. His jacket was of light chain
mail, as soft as linen. A light shield, on
which was painted the crest of th: Tower
People, hung from his saddle bow. Soft

boots of ocher hue clad his legs.

His arms and equipment glowed from
polishing, for Petty-captain Fortune was
answering the summons of Wenn, com-
mander of the armies, and if luck served
him, he might appear before Wolff, the
Great Towerman who ruled the island of
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Manhattan and everything on it. For this
was Fortune, known in that year 2078
as the hero of the great wall, and he had
clad himself in a manner proper to one
who has a great tale to tell.

With the young petty-captain rode a
squat, roly-poly body-servant whose broad
face, snub nose, twinkling little eyes. and
wide, thick-lipped mouth told of ignorant
good nature, though they gave littie hint
of the man’s real courage and steadfast
devotion. His name was Ham.

Before daylight Fortune had left his
post of duty on the Northern Wall. Almost
a year he had spent in service on the great
barricade men had built to hold back the
wilder men who lived Out Beyond. His
tower was at the junction of the North
River and the Swift Ditch, the Harlem
River of the ancient day. Between the wall
and great hall of Wolff lay a good day’s
journey by dangerous and almost im-
passable road.

It was a strange sort of road that wcund
its length through dark and wild forest
where the jungle growth of vine and
creeper and ivy intertwined and hedged
the larger hardwood trees. For centuries
man had traveled that path. Once it had
been a highway of the old civilization, and
its length bore mute evidence of former
glory.

A part of their way was marked by the
rusted uprights of what had once been an
overhead train-way, a sad and ragged
reminder of the days before the Great
Catastrophe. Always the horse’s hoofs were
turning up through the mire bits of stone
and steel and brick, twisted scraps of rod
and bolt and potsherd. Ever as they rode,
Fortune and his man could distinguish in
the fantastic forms of grapevine and
creeper grotesque resemblances to the
shattered walls they masked. Sometimes,
from an eminence, looking across the
green undulations of forest, they noted
the jagged tooth of an old tower or wall
that still defied the elements.

Accustomed as they were to such sights,
they avoided them as unpleasant, and they
spurred a little faster past those occasional
cases in the greenery where still a few
scarred shells of what had once been
homes held back the jungle, for these were
charnel houses filled with white bones,
and dreaded by all men of that dark day.

They rode where once had stood the
world’s proudest city, the New York of
the anclents, stirring from the mud evi-
dence of a civilization too fine for their
intelligence to comprehend. Flattened in-

to ruins by the Great Catastrophe of 1989,
almost a hundred years had worked with
Time’s slow tools to disperse the city’s
dust until the name itself was forgotten
and the place was called Manhattan after
the island.

The old civilization was gone, wiped out
in the Great Catastrophe; the new was
not yet born. History can tell of no
blacker hour since the race began.

The descendants of the miiliors who
once inhabited the island huddled for
shelter at the lower end of the land, where
it meets tlle sea. There lived the Tower
People, amid the faded glories of a time
as splendid, at least, as our own happy
day; finding their refuge in the few great
walls that had survived destruction. Yet
there, beneath the earth, closed in from
the free air, existed those miserable be-
ings they held in slavery—the Folk of Man-
hattan.

How many they made in all it is difi-
cult to say. There is no record. Fifty
thousand souls would be overstating the
number. Of these the Tower People were
considerably a minority, yet from their
Great Hall they extended an iron-handed
government to every corner of the island.
Theirs was the government which Fortune
served.

Head of this government was Wolff, the
Great Towerman, the “highest born,” and
under him that directorate of political
officers who fattened themselves and their
kind by the slavery of men of their own
race.

And beneath them came the rank above
industrial slavery—the military caste to
which belonged Petty-captain Fortune.

This was the day and the age in which
Fortune rode with his man Ham, but sav-
ing a superstitious avoidance of the dust
of death along their way, they gave place
and time little thought, for it was as
familiar a part of their normal world as
the sun and the clouds. Their minds were
busy with their own affairs.

S HE rode, Ham sang a tuneless rhyme,
repeating it monotonously and with
evident satisfaction:

“Fortune the White—
Fortune the White—

Shall rule in might

Till the Torch burns bright.”

His master turned on him with a sudden

frown of impatience, the heavy riding-
whip lashed out at Ham, and Fortune said
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a tower when you become a great person.”

Ham'’s horse, carrying double, did little
better than a rapid walk. Frequently riow
they came to a road that was paved with
old stone, but mostly this was paving taat
dated beyond the Great Catastrophe, ind
so ragged from age and hard to use taat
it was worse than none. But it served as
a mile-post in their progress, and they
were relieved to know that by nightifall
they could reach the Great Hall of Wolff.

“What did a road-mender with a
sword?” Ham exclaimed after a long si-
lence.

“Ah,” sald Fortune with a sarcasm lost
on his man, “you noticed that? And chiin
mall, too.”

“Yes, and a gold ring!”

“Some rogue who killed his master and
robbed him,” suggested Fortune. He did
not share all his secrets with the loqua-
clous Ham.

“Such things are bad,” muttered Ham,
shaking his head. “Bad; very bad. There
are too many folk rebelling lately. 1t’s
not like the good old days. They say
that Wolff—"

“Leave that unsaid,” Fortune warned
him. “Who are you to speak at all of
Wolft?”

Fortune pulled their horse to a stop at
the summit of a long hill. He pointed si-
lently to what lay beyond.

“The great city,” he exclaimed with a
happy sigh. “And I have been no closer
for almost a year!”

HE slope of the eminence had been

partially cleared of its jungle, and they
could see out across some miles of the
greenery. The picture glowed fair in tne
golden afternoon sun; gentle rolling hills
covered with verdure much as before for
a stretch of several miles, except that
more of the ruined walls broke their even
flow of line. )

But beyond that, taller walls rose, oae
or two to a great height, and there were
signs of smoke that told these shells shel-
tered human life.

And faintly blue against the limpid blue
of the sky they saw a slender spire that
thrust upward like a sword blade at sdlute,
Wolff’s Tower.

“Beautiful!” cried Fortune. “Something
fine awaits us there; I know it!”

“Ho!” Ham shouted boisterously. “Food
and drink, and a soft bed. Fine clothing,
and perhaps that plump maid!”

Fortune spurred their horse impatiently.

Several miles more and the forest
thinned out and fell behind them for long
stretches. Their road became a hard street
with a semblance of buildings, mostly
empty, at either side, crumbling walls,
blackened by filres and split by earth
shocks.

Great heaps of rubbish frequently
turned their horse from the straight path.
Fallen walls had blocked the street, and
in other places it gaped in vast, ragged
holes where the masonry had dropped into
ditches that ran underneath.

By token of a once lovely column,
broken in half its length, and surrounded
by the battered torsos of carved stone
figures, they knew they had reached the
Towerman’s Road, the same thoroughfare
that the ancients before their time knew
as the Broad Way of the once imperial
city.

Now they passed an occasional rude cart
piled high with green vegetables or goods,
and each drawn by a dozen of the blue-
clad Folk yoked to its long tongue. With
their progress these moved slowly out of
their path, the overseers who rode on them
coming to a rigid salute at sight of For-
tune’s red-and-white feather of rank; the
panting men who dragged them rolling
their eyes and staring mightily.

Added to the trafic of slow-moving
carts, as they neared their goal, were oc-
casional officers like Fortune, mounted
and accompanied by servants who rode
or ran behind. Then, too, appeared gilded
chairs, each borne high on poles by two
runners in livery, its curtains hiding some
woman of consequence.

They passed numerous gangs of road-
menders, and now and then artisans tear-
ing down old walls or building the old
stones into new ones.

Commanding a great open space sur-
rounded by several buildings of magnifi-
cent height and fair preservation, they
saw a square tower that overshadowed
everything about it. The eye of a scientist
or student of ruins would have noted that
once this tower must have risen even a
third higher than its present stature. Its
roof was flat and rude, incongruous to the
noble architecture of the walls, and evi-
dently makeshift. But still it was im-
posing.

In ancient days the space before this
tower evidently had been a large public
square or plaza. A tangle of unkempt
greenery told the story of what once had
been a fine park, and just north of this
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is clouded in ignorance this had been
the seat of government of New York as it
was to-day the seat of authority in Man-
hattan.

Along the noble though broken facade,
half obliterated by the creepers which
clung all about it, deep in the old stone
was cut an inscription that told the his-
tory of the ancient city—had there been
men capable of reading it. What glories
that old carving revealed we can only
guess, for before men were again able to
understand, it was wrecked and the secret
is lost to posterity.

Only its name survives in the few pre-

served remnants of ancient writing. It was .

called Municipal Building.

The space all before the building was
bare and paved. Here the series of shocks
that attended the Great Catastrophe
seemed to have levelled everything into
shapeless mounds of ruins over which the
strangling jungle spread its tentacles.

This was the heart of the city and the
heart of the island, the seat of authority,
and the offices of the Directorate of the
Tower People. It was here that Fortune
was to report to Wenn, commander of the
army.

The Great Hall was forbidding enough
in the half light, and seemed to offer a
cold welcome, but in its own rude time
it was the symbol of power and solidity
just as Wolff’'s Tower was the climax of
elegant luxury.

There was an armed guard on duty at
the arched way where Fortune applied for
admission. On giving his name, rank, and
message an escort was furnished to take
him to Wenn, and Ham was left to share
his waiting with the worn-out horse.

Wenn, the commander, sat in a cold,
bare room. Except for several pale-faced
clerks—men who wore the brass bracelet
of the Folk—he was alone.

Fortune knew well that short, sturdy
figure and bullet head of close-cropped
hair. Wenn’s face was scarred and cut up
with deeply graved lines. His eyes were
tiny, but very sharp, and his white mus-
tache bristled.

“You are late, captain,” he greeted, re-
turning Fortune’s stiff salute.

“I was halted on the way, sir, first by
the Comptroller Frederick—"

“Ah!” The commander’s sharp eyes
seemed to bore the young man for secrets.

“And again by some dogs of road-men-
ders who had blocked our way,” Fortune
went on.

“The Towerman has asked about you,”

grumbled Wenn, biting at his ragged mus-
tache. “I would give much to hear your
report, but Wolff’s order—he sat a full
hour later to-day, expecting you—then he
went to his tower, complaining. Come,
we'd better not waste time!”

As they hastened out to their horses the
commander gave an admiring glance at
the young man who towered above him.

“You fought a good fight,” he growled,
“and I'd give ten years to hear your story—
particularly that part about Engard, but
the Towerman'’s orders are to bring it
first to him. And so Frederick met you?
Did the Red Fox ask questions?”

“He asked them,” said Fortune signifi-
cantly.

Wenn chuckled, but when he spoke his
voice was sober. “If I knew what to ad-
vise you, I would do it for the sake of your
father,” he said confidentially. “There is
rottenness in this affair. 1 would. have
smelled it out, but no! Wolff has taken the
thing out of my hands. Men would think
he could not trust me! But he assures me
that is not his reason. Well, tell your story,
captain, and be particular; especially give
him all he wants to know about Engard.”

“Why doesn’t he ask Engard?” It was not
Fortune's place to question, but he was
curious to know if Wenn had any news
of Engard’s death, as Frederick had re-
ported.

The commander shrugged. “It is out of
my hands—and here we are!”

As he spoke they were challenged by
the guard that patrolled Wolff’s tower.
The lower floors of the beautiful structure
were glowing with yellow light, but above,
like all these partially ruined towers,
this was dark. So high was it that a man
standing close, no matter how far he
tipped back his head, could not see the
crowning pinnacles because of the per-
spective of the lower walls.

O WHAT enterprise of the ancient

world that lovely structure had been
dedicated we can only guess. Its ruins
have long vanished, even its site has be-
come a matter of dispute. We know it to
have been the most beautiful thing of an
old civilization, a cathedral tower that
reared its glittering front high above any
of those clifflike walls of the old days, a
landmark to mariners, and a guide to
those who travelled the land for many
miles about.

Its height is almost beyond present be-
lief, yet discounting the exaggeration of
later enthusiasts and relying upon the
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earliest records, we can believe it to have
reached a hundred and fifty floors.

Through imposing doors, arched :bove
by carved stone of delicate and airy
tracery, Fortune and Wenn entered direct-
ly a lofty hall somewhat shabby now. but
still bearing traces of former splendor.
The walls were of a golden-hued merble,
and graceful, pointed arches carried these
into its domed ceiling finished in a
mosaic of greenish tinge. Worn though
it was, all this finery of gilding and color,
from floor to ceiling, produced a glow of
elegance and richness beyond description.

A stair of noble proportion rose from
the farther end of this hall to a handsome
doorway, and a beautiful balcony com-
mended a partial view of its splendors
from a distance half its height.

These walls were hung with flags of
the Tower People, and the pennons of the
various High-born. A great number of
wicks that floated in gold and silver dishes
-filled with oil made the hall bright, and
men in armor and men wearing brightly
colored costumes, together with .umerous
servants in the red garb of Wolff’s house-
hold, completed a brilliant picture.

At their entry the general attention was

focussed on Fortune. The petty-captain
was still covered with the mire of the road
and his left boot gaped open where the
road-mender’s ax had slit it. He walked
stiffly, for he was very weary with long
riding. :

But his name and description seemecd to
have preceded him. After a momentary
silence of recognition men began talking
in low voices, and the young captain
flushed with the unpleasant knowledge
that he was the subject of remarks he
could not distinguish.

Almost directly Wenn was summoned

to the presence of the Towerman, znd .

Fortune was left alone and a little ill at
ease. For all his high chin and flashing
eye he was aware of the mud that splat-
tered him and the dirt and traces of blood
on his hands and face; doubly aware of
it because the men all about him were
meticulously clean and curled and per-
fumed and gayly dressed.

“And so that is Captain Fortune of the
North Wall?”

The words were spoken distinctly enough
to reach the young man’s ear. He wheeled
about to find the speaker that same cap-
tain who had laughed when he saw For-
tune and Ham sharing one horse on the
Towerman’s Road. He was a handsome
figure of a soldier, with black and slighuly

curling hair, and a short-pointed beard
and upturned mustaches. His glistening
helmet boasted the long red feather of a
senior captaincy, and his chain mail was
partially concealed by a cape of flaming
red that was embroidered with a design in
gold thread.

Fortune shifted his weight uneasily,
stifling his impulse to resent the slight of
their recent meeting. This was no place
to quarrel, nor would he, he determined,
qliarrel with any man until he knew his
rank and influence.

He bit his lip and pretended to ignore
the other’s voice, but that was difficult, for
several men with the stranger were star-
ing openly. The little group moved closer
to Fortune with an evident purpose.

“They say that out there on the wall,”
the speaker continued, addressing his
friends, but evidently for Fortune’s bene-
fit, “men grow wild like the Wild Folk they
fight with. Now that I've seen this hero
of the wall I can well believe it. Would
you imagine, I passed him and his man on
the Towerman’s Road, riding together on
one horse? And by the Torch, I could not
guess which was master and which man!
They all grow alike when they’re wild—"

The speaker laughed loudly, and his
friends joined him.

EY had scarcely begun their laugh
when Fortune wheeled on them. In
vain he had bit his lip and clenched his
fists, hoping for self-control. His face was
red and his eyes glowed angrily. The
laughers became very quiet.

“You, sir,” stuttered Fortune, ‘“you find
me—very—amusing?”

“Oh, all wild men are droll,” shrugged
the other, smiling, but keeping a sharp
eye on Fortune’s movement.

Fortune half raised his hand, intending
to strike the smiling man in the mouth.
But one of his companions interposed hast-
ily, “Careful, captain. Not here, not here!
Just a hint of a quarrel, and Wolff will
break us all. Remember the order!”

Fortune knew well the rigid order for-
bidding brawls among officers, and he
knew the harsh punishment that enforced
it, but he went on in a low voice that
trembled with anger, “You find me droll,
do you? Let me tell you how droll I find
you, you soft, curled and beperfumed
tailor’s dummy in soldier’s clothes, you—"

“Ah, you have insulted me,” sald the
other, with an impudent satisfaction.

“Yes, if such a thing is possible—”

“You will pay for it.”
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that though he -grumbled that his eyes
could no longer keep open, he did not sleep
a wink until his master was about again
in the morning.

Before he left Ham to answer a sum-
mons from Wenn, Fortune issued the day’s
orders. “You may sleep as long as you
please,” he declared, “but see to it that by
sunset you have a small boat with a sail
provisioned and ready for us at the south-
ern tip of the island, just beyond the
swamps. Let there be enough for several
days, for we are going to the Isle of the
Great Woman.”

“Gods be good to us,” sighed Ham, rub-
bing his tired eyes. “Are not the smiles of
one woman enough?”

“Ham,” Fortune raged, “I shall have to
cut out that tongue of yours after all! It
seems you cannot keep it still—”

“I say no more,” said Ham, “only—"

“Give me your tongue!” cried Fortune,
snatching at his sheath knife.

Ham shouted in terror, then grinned
sheepishly as his master laughed. “But
remember,” Fortune warned him, “I am
now an over-captain, and if you displease
me I will have you killed. You great fool,
do you think I will give up the plan I've
cherished more than a year because an-
other woman smiled at me? This is the
reward I have chosen, and I am going to
take it. Since that day I landed on the
isle by accident and saw the girl, I've
planned to own her. Who are you to stop
me?”

“Only a sleepy old watch-dog,” Ham
murmured, and stretching himself on the
cold stone floor drifted into dreams almost
instantly.

Wenn greeted Fortune with news. “En-
gard, your over-captain, is dead,” he an-
nounced.

“Dead! How—"

“A runner came in from the wall early
this morning. Engard was slain—just out-
side your tower—probably the work of the
Wwild Folk, but no man witnessed it. Well,
there will be changes now along the wall.”

Fortune nodded dumbly. His mind
whirled with the news. Frederick was a
true prophet—or was it a prophecy? Did
not Frederick kmow? His own intuitions
and Alda’s frank warning made him dis-
tinctly uneasy. He was playing with fire.

“Your rank has been published to the
army, oOver-captain,” Wenn went on
abruptly. “At Wolff’s desire I am placing
you in charge of Cantonment Six of the
Under City. It is a soft bed, my friend.
Also, you are granted seven days’ leave

beginning with sunset, but first I order
you to visit your new post. Captain Ran-
some, who has been transferred, will show
you.”

Except for the little he had seen of
the Under City during his training in the
cadets’ school, Fortune was ignorant of the
life of the Folk. Marching beside Ran-
some, at the head of an escort of a half
dozen of the police guard, he listened
with interest to his guide’s instructions.

They passed through numerous corridors
of the Great Hall, corridors that still held
the dread cold of winter though the day
was warm outside. They descended many
stairs and came at last to a guarded door
that was opened to them.

With the opening of this door a rush of
air fanned their faces and Fortune sniffed
the never-to-be-forgotten taint of the
subterranean cantonments where the Folk
lived—the Under City of Manhattan.

To men of that day this amazingly com-
plex labyrinth of tunnels that extended in
every direction beneath the surface of the
island was one of the unfathomed riddles
of the old civilization.

Despite lack of authoritative informa-
tion—for learning was the property of but
a handful—they could guess that those
towering structures of stone and broken
and twisted steel that thrust their heads
high above the swamp growth along the
eastern river’s edge and flung their twin-
ing banners of vine and creeper to the
winds, had once been bridges—marvelous
spans that had traced a solid way to the
opposite shore.

So, too, it was plain that the mutilated
columns and arches placed here and there
about the ruins must have commemorated
ideals of the ancients just as did that
mysterious Great Woman of the Isle which
had intrigued Wolff’s fancy.

But these tunnels—these endless, black
bores that led everywhere and nowhere,
without any semblance of order or plan—
while they used them, the dwellers of Man-
hattan in 1989, Folk and Tower People
alike, had no clue to their secret.

Modern investigation has explained them
to us. They were the trainways of the
ancients. Before the Great Catastrophe
trains had moved on the surface, on
elevated structures and under the earth,
so dense had the population of old New
York become. It is difficult now to-conceive
such a condition in city life. The modern
who contemplates that dim age can only
marvel that men ever reached their des-
tinations by such a clumsy method.
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In the dusk, halfway up that first flight,
he saw something coming toward him, a
boy or man, he was not sure. Arms seemed
to stretch out to hold him, but he burst
past furiously.

Higher and higher the spiral of narrow
stairs mounted, past one balcony ard an-
other. A shaft of light came in from one
of the jagged tears of the ruin and showed
him he was halfway to its summit.

Then another terrifying shout boomed
through the metal walls and the stair
shook to a heavy foot far below. Fortune
climbed on, sobbing for breath.

The top at last! Then—what?

His questing glance saw the daylight
streaming through a door in the metal.
He seemed to be standing almost within
the giant head of the statue, among steel
girders and bent metal plating.

He thrust his head out of the portal, and
looked upon a shelf of gently curving
metal. He was at the base of the Great
Woman'’s neck. Shoving through the open-
ing, he crawled out and found himself
standing on her chest, half leaning against
the column of her throat, gasping for air.

From within came the thunder of his
pursuer’s rage. He edged rapidly away
from the opening that had let him into
the air, dragging himself fearfully along
the ridge of the immense, uplifted shoul-
der.

Then his eyes turned down, and nausea
seized him and laid him flat.

There he crouched hiding, knowing now
the feelings of the cornered rat.

ORTUNE already had proved his cour-

age better than that of the average
soldier, but even a courageous man may
be frightened at something outside his
knowledge. The gigantic man who had
pursued him to this giddy refuge on the
shoulder of the colossal statue was a
terror beyond anything the young soldier
had experienced. It was some time be-
fore his panic subsided and his mind
began to question his predicament.

From within the metal walls of the Great

Woman came the noise of pursuers. Above .

him was only the evening sky, flooding
slowly to a glowing palette of sunset
color; underfoot the corroded metal plates
bent into the semblance of a human form,
but in proportiens so great that the eye
could only comprehend its plan from con-
siderable distance.

His desire was to hide, to hide until dark-

ness would be a partner to his escape—
but where? )

By an effort he conquered the giddiness
caused by his helght above the earth and,
rising, walked cautiously about the gentle
curve of the up-thrust shoulder, peering
over fearfully into the ridges and valleys
made by the folds of the Great Woman'’s
drapery.

The slope of some of these folds seemed
gentle enough for a. man to crawl down
them. He remembered now that when
he was in his little boat, gazing up at the
statue, he had seen a huge creeper
dangling from the arm that clasped the
tablet. Perhaps this great vine would
sustain his weight—would prove a rope
to let him into the forest.

With cautious steps he began retracing
his path around the neck of the figure,
keeping one hand against the metal wall
of throat to give him confidence. This
led him past the opening beneath the
throat whence he had crawled out, and
he hurried, fearful that his pursuer would
reach out a giant arm to detain him. It
added nothing to his confidence to note
that ‘the opening was quite large enough
to emit even a man of huge proportion.

He realized that the need for hurry was
desperate.

Staring down from the opposite side,
he could see, beyond the swell of chest,
the great niche made by the crooked arm,
and he even glimpsed a bit of the creeper
that had found anchorage there. To gain
that niche he must slide his body down
a long, funnel-like trough where the
draperies of the figure creased. Even the
thought of it made him dizzy. His knees
grew weak.

Desperation forced him to the edge of

- the slope—forced him to thrust one foot

downward, tentatively.

Then, beneath him, he caught a sight
of a man’s head. The head had been
thrust out of one of those ragged holes
in the vast metal structure. It disap-
peared, appeared again, and then the man
crawled out cautiously, lowered his body,
hands gripping the edge of the hole, and
dropped.

From the height where Fortune peered
any man would seem small, but there was
something in this brief glimpse of this fel-
low that instantly impressed his brain
as abnormal.

It was only a second’s glimpse he had,
for the body slipped down in a flash and
Fortune knew the man had dropped into
some niche of the metal work.

Instinct told him this man was moving
to cut off his retreat.
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“Go back—go back, Mary,” the glant
muttered. “This is not for your eyes—"

“Put that man down!” The woman’s
command fairly crackled with will power.

Fortune was lowered gently until once
more his feet touched the metal plates.

“There,” the voice went on, although he
could not see the speaker because of the
position in which he was held. “There,
we’ll have no more murders.”

“But, Mary—dear Mary, listen, isn’t this
the man?”

“Yes, it’s the man.”

“He attacked you!” exclaimed the giant.

“And you did well to catch him, but let
us have law here among the comrades.
Are we Wild Folk, to kill this way! The
law will take his life. Let him wait for
a fair trial; we need not wait long for
that.”

“Better to kill him now and have done,”
-grumbled the other, but he turned about,
wheeling Fortune with him, and carried
his captive through the door into the
statue.

The woman had stepped back to let
them pass. Fortune's eyes for a second
met the wonderful gray eyes of the girl
of the isle, but reading in them only con-
tempt, he snatched his glance elsewhere.

Propelled by Shard’s great hands he
stumbled down interminable flights of the
winding metal stair, through the gloom.

As they came opposite one of the holes
in the ruin there was a shout and the face
of the crooked-backed man peered in.

“Got him, eh?” he shouted.

“Aye, Tringe—but she won’t let me Kkill
him. Says he’s to have a trial!”

Tringe swung himself through the hole
and stood before Fortune, inspecting him

critically. He looked like a gnome in _

that pale light, head thrust forward from
his bent spine, raising as homely a face
as ever a man wore. Like his spine, his
features were cruelly twisted so that the
nose had no bridge, and the wide mouth
was set slantwise across his cheeks. His
eyes were brown and strangely luminous.
They were large as a woman’s eyes, and
held a quick intelligence.

“A big fellow,” Tringe observed coolly,
as if Fortune were some sort of strange
fish the other had hauled out of the
sea. “An over-captain, if that uniform
doesn’t lie. Why, Shard, this looks like
the man Fortune—you know, the man
who fought on the wall that I told you
about?”

“Well, wherever he fought, he'll fight
no more,” rumbled Shard.

“Come,” Tringe ordered,.“is that your
name? Are you Fortune?”

ORTUNE glared at his crooked little

questioner. “Go to the devil!” he
gritted.

“I believe it is he,” mused Tringe. “Well,
well, this is a catch. I must tell Zorn.
Ho, Mary, is that you there in the shad-
ow? What d’you think, this looks like
that Captain Fortune who held the wall!
Zorn must know of this.”

Tringe clattered down the long stairs
far ahead of them. The girl had made no
reply. Fortune was pushed on by his
giant captor.

At the foot of the long stair they passed
through a room of considerable size,
where several men pressed forward to stare
and ask questions. Then they descended
more steps of stone into a chilly under-
ground warren of passages that ended at
last in a small, stone cell. Into this For-
tune was shoved without ceremony, and
the thick wooden door slammed and
bolted upon him.

Before that door was opened again, For-
tune had regained his composure. Who
these captors were he had no notion, but
one thing was clear—for all their talk
of a trial it was plain they meant to kill
him.

He experienced a certain cynical wonder
that any of the folk could be so banded
together as to avenge a wrong against
a mere woman. Among the Tower People
such a thing might be expected, but
for the Folk to talk of laws was some-
thing new. '

He was prepared to die with all the
dignity a soldier should display when
his cell door was thrust back and the
gigantic man seized him rudely. He was
hustled along various corridors and up-
stairs, finally to be introduced into a
lighted room where a tall, spare figure in
a black robe sat at a table, reading a book.

So great was Fortune’s surprise at find-
ing this man engaged in what to-day
would seem a simple, every-day act, that
for a time he was blind to all other de-
tails. A book! Once he had seen a book
such as the ancients used and examined
it with lively curiosity, but little under-
standing. ]

He knew that books were made in
characters different from the common
handwriting which young officers were
taught to understand and employ to a
limited extent. Only great scholars pos-
sessed the key to the riddle of printed
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disorders of human folly. Lead our hosts
into battle, but counsel us that we may
not do those things which would shame
thy name. Restore that freedom that is our
ancient birthright and make us strong to
preserve it and to keep thy torch burning
clear. In the name of humanity we ask
this!”

She stopped, and a sigh rose from the
attentive audience. Zorn, who stood close
to Fortune, mused in a voice scarcely
audible, “It always quiets them! Men must
have symbols and images to hold them to
a purpose—like children playing games!”

Then Mary spoke again. She continued
to address the Great Woman’s image:

“There is one here guilty of an act of
oppression,” she prayed. “He is no evil-
doer, only a product of his time, misled by
ignorance. Give us vision to see the truth
and strength to deal justly by him.”

Fortune felt his cheeks burn. He was
bitterly humiliated that a mere girl of the
Folk should speak in his defense, yet more
than humiliation, he felt a confused sense
of shame. With sudden surprise he recog-
nized his own wrongdoing. He did not
know where to look or how to bear himself.

“Comrades—"” Zorn stepped forward
again. “This man here, our prisoner, is
Fortune, over-captain in the army of the
Tower People—"

A groan of derision interrupted him.

“He is a soldier—a brave soldier, and a
skilled one, nevertheless,” Zorn continued
firmly. “There is no need to let our prej-
udice blind us to that! He also is a young
man, hasty, ignorant of any rights save
those of his class and his superiors—and
he is gullty of attempting to seize our own
Mary.” '

Again the muttering interrupted him.

“I have heard all the story,” Zorn re-
sumed, after a moment. “I know something
of what this young captain has done on
the north wall. He is that same Fortune
who held back the Wild Folk with but half
a company at his back.”

OW men craned their necks eagerly to
stare at the hero of the wall. Old
habit returned and Fortune stared back
haughtily, disdainful of these humble men.
“It is easy to say, ‘kill this man,””
counselled Zorn. “It is simple enough to
do it, but what does it profit us? I ask
you to consider our own need. We must
have such a man as this, a soldier who
can make soldiers of us, if we are to carry
out our plan. Chance sends us the very
man we need. Shall we use him?”

“Will he serve us?” shouted a frowzy-
headed fellow, whose face was smudged
with soot, evidently from the armorers’
cantonment.

“Never!” said Fortune with bitter em-
phasis, staring proudly down on them.

The hubbub renewed itself. Zorn turned
a flashing eye on the defiant soldier.

“Cheap words, young captain!” he de-
clared with a scorn that made Fortune
wince. “Cheap words! But you are young—
and ignorant.” To the assembly he went
on, “Mary herself disclaims all wish for
vengeance against this soldier. She will
sacrifice personal feeling to the good of the
cause. I ask that you ignore his youthful
defiance, that you reason like men—and
give me time, time to open his eyes—"

“Yes, but he defies us!” shouted the
armorer.

“He’ll betray us!” yelled another in the
blue smock of a road-mender.

“Comrades,” began a third, a wild-eyed,
long-haired fellow whose skin was dirty
yellow from close living, and whose clothes
were covered with the lint and yarn of
the looms, ‘‘comrades, what good can come
of coddling one of Wolff’s slave-drivers,
one of these oppressors of the weak? Kill
him—"

Mary herself interrupted here. Men
glanced into her bright eyes and looked
aside guiltily, but they listened, and it

"was evident the girl could turn them any

way she chose.

“T ask you for this soldier’s life,” she
began eagerly. “There has been one mur-
der because of him already—his man is
dead by Shard’s hand. In time to come his
kind must pay in bloodshed for thg wrongs
they have done. The city will drip with
their blood, and the innocent will die with
the guilty. In the name of humanity let
no life be taken that we can spare!

“By all right this man’s fate is in my
hands. I choose to spare him, less from
pity—though I hope I can pity even such a
soldier of the Tower People—but more be-
cause I see in him the tool we can use in
our work. Let him live among us thirty
days. Let him have every opportunity to
learn what it is we are doing. If then he
cannot see the justice of our cause, if he
cannot join us, I give him back to you. Do
you consent?”

“Aye! Let him live!” The consent was
general.

Fortune had stared in dumb amazement
at this girl who pleaded for his life. In
every word he read her contempt for him,
but instead of resenting it, he was over-



THE TORCH 49

whelmed by shame. Still his confused mind
found room for a thrilling admiration, not
for her physical beauty and charm alone,
but for her quick intelligence and nobility.
He was mentally and spiritually in a state
of chaos, and there was nothing in the
world he knew to serve as his compass.

Zorn addressed him. “Captain, do you
give me your word as a soldier to accept
this decision, to live among us here for
thirty days, to study our purpose with an
open mind, and then declare whether
you are for or against us?”

He accepted this strange reprieve me-

chanically, too vastly amazed to feel relief
even at an escape from certain death.
. “You will have the freedom of the is-
land,” Zorn instructed him. “I will give
you every facility to learn the plans and
purpose of the Comrades of the Torch. I
ask you to judge with an open mind. And
while you are among us, studying on an
equality, bear in mind your position. To
try to escape, to attempt any treachery,
means your death.”

The meeting turned its attention to
other business. In a few moments Fortune
was as forgotten as if he had never been.
He sat toward the rear of the platform,
alone, absorbed for a time in his own be-
wilderment. '

When gradually he became aware of
other events and began to listen he heard
news fully as astonishing as anything that
had happened to him.

It was a remark of the sooty-faced
armorer, a man they called Gross, that re-
called his attention.

“The stocking of our secret arsenal in
the old, blind tunnels has made progress,”
this man was declaririg. “The task is a
difficult one when each man must do what
he can at such times as the police-guard
are.not near, but every man of us is in-
spired to do his best. Of shields and
breastplates we have enough for a thou-
sand men. In swords we are still lacking,
because the forging of a sword is work
for a skilled man, and we who can do that
are fewer. But there I saw bows for two
thousand and a great store of arrows.
Spear-points, too, we have in plenty, and
our brothers of the woodshops will bring in
the shafts. Comrades, we men of the forges
are not shirking! May the gods speed the
day when our work will see its reward.”

Applause greeted this report. Other men
in turn brought messages, and Fortune
began to realize with a tingle of excitement
that the veiled distrust of the Folk he had
heard among the High-born was not with-

out a foundation. Rebellion was brewing!

And it became clear to him that this was
no ordinary outburst of passion, not one
of the sudden, sporadic uprisings which
had been more or less common in his time.
This was more than rebellion—they were
plotting revolution.

And not only were these men plotting—
they were doing. A superior intelligence
was guiding them, and it needed no sec-
ond thought to guess that that intelligence
was this black-robed man, Zoru.

And another thing impressed him. These
men who talked—plainly they were agents
sent out among the Folk to spread the
propaganda of revo'ution-—spoke with a
clear understanding and reflected a stern
purpose. They were far above the Folk in
their grasp of the situation. They .recog-
nized the weaknesses of thelr schemss,
deplored the cross-purposes of selfish in-
terests, discussed the necessity of a unified
plan.

N SHORT, they were educated men—

men fully as capable of planning and
carrying out a-plan as the soldiers of the
Tower Rule, and far more capable than
they in one thing, a stern inflexibility of
purpose.

The thing was a miracle!

Where had men of the Folk got this
knowledge? How? Again Fortune saw be-
hind them the master hand of Zorn. For
the black-robed genius whose power ex-
tended in secret throughout the Under
City he conceived an admiration that
amounted to awe.

Why, if one dared suppose for an in-
stant that this mad plan could succeed,
Zorn threatened the power of the Direc-
torate itself! Given the chance, he might
become the Great Towerman—a man more
powerful than Wolff!

What Fortune could not comprehend
was the magic Zorn had used to bind men
to him. He heard frequent repetition of
such phrases as: “That freedom which
was the birthright of the ancient”; and
“the right of every man to life, liberty, and
the pursuit of happiness,” but to his ears
these were as unintelligible as an alien
tongue.

So he sat puzzled, only half comprehend-
ing, viewing a scene without parallel in
the history of our civilization—the first
steps toward the reestablishment of lberty
in America.

Later he would learn how the strange
man Zorn and the girl known as Mary of
the Isle, sheltered by the ruins of that
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statue known to the ancients as the God-
dess of Liberty, had rekindled the almost
dying flame of freedom. He would learn
how, from the miserable refugees who
escaped the slavery of the Tower People
this heroic pair formed the nucleus of the
movement which set men free and estab-
lished our government of to-day much as
it was organized before that century of
blackness in which he lived. There would
come a day when Fortune could look back
upon this bewildering evening and thrill
to the drama of history; boast that he had
seen with his own eyes.

But-to-night he saw only dirty faces and
wild glances; heard only alarming threats
against the established order that, to him,
was right and truth.

He failed to grasp, beneath surface in-
congruities, the virile impulse which
bound these men to a sacred cause, and
made heroes, against their own will’ of
Folk of the commonest clay.

That every man has a right to own and
sell the products of his labor; to own land
and a home if he can earn it; to pay no
tax except his just share of the common
burden is a commonplace of to-day. To
Fortune it was wild nonsense.

The meeting concluded when the Com-
rades had again pledged their loyalty to
the Lady of the Torch. They dispersed
hastily, and Fortune gathered from their
talk that they came by small boats to the
island, meeting there often. He knew that
policing of the Under City was slack, and
it was easily possible for desperate men
to leave their assigned cantonments by
dark. .

With Zorn at his side, Fortune walked
from the hall, his head in a whirl.

Zorn spoke abruptly. “The man who
came with you,” he said, “was he servant
or friend?”

“Both,” Fortune answered. “Such a serv-
ant as no man could wish better and such
a friend as few men ever owned.”

“His body will be buried to-night. It’

waits, in fact, only because I guessed some-
thing of the sort. Will you see it?”

Fortune nodded. Zorn conducted him to
a small, cold cell where the body of Ham
had been laid on a bench, decently
wrapped in his cloak.

There Zorn left the young captain. For a
long time Fortune remained, staring
dumbly into the white face of the man
who had long been his companion; who
had so often gone without food or sleep
to serve his wish; who had so often risked
his life to shield his master.

In a few short hours the young man's
world had gone quite mad. He had seen
and heard things which made him dumb
with astonishment; he had passed through
adventures that seemed to numb all emo-
tion.

But this silent clay before him, this
homely, familiar face recalled the past. It
was not to his discredit that he found his
eyes wet with unexpected tears.

His hand touched the cold hand of his
servant and friend. “Ham,” he choked,
“Ham—my friend—forgive me!”

FEW days more, and Fortune must

give his answer to the Comrades of
the Torch. If he close to accept their
beliefs there was before him the dubious
prospect of training soldiers for a crazy
cause—a cause he considered hopeless.

If he refused that offer they would kill
him.

A third alternative was escape from the
Isle of the Great Woman. More and more
that thought occupied his attention.

As the weeks passed Fortune had lost
his first hope that Alda or Wenn would
come to his rescue. It was but a faint
hope that they could find him, for to no-
body had the young man confided his
plans when he sailed from the Manhattan
shore.

Wenn did seek for his captain, as thor-
oughly as he knew how, and the High-
bogn, Wolff’s daughter, urged him to new
efforts. But neither of them could solve
the mystery of Fortune’'s disappearance.

So with the passing weeks the prisoner
had maintained an appearance of interest
in the plans of Zorn, the recluse, while
secretly his thoughts were busy with two
absorbing problems: how to escape, and
how to take along the girl, Mary, with him.

Of Mary he had seen much. Zorn had
given to her the task of instructing For-
tune in the ideals of the strange brother-
hood. Even the eloquence of this strange
young woman, known to the Comrades as
the Torch-child, left his mind unmoved.
But her daily companionship had played
havoc with his affections.

From Zorn, Fortune had learned what
he early suspected—that this girl was no
child of the Folk. Like Zorn himself, who
had quit Manhattan when his awakened
conscience would no longer let him enjoy
the empty honor of being Director of
Knowledge, Mary was a refugee.

Her father had been of the Tower Peo-
ple. He had died and left a baby daughter
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woman from you.” He began to describe
Ransom’s justice.

Suddenly Kinst shrank back against the
wall, eyes dilated, his lip lifted in a snarl
of bestial rage.

“I know you now,” he muttered savagely.
“I know you! You are that young cap-
tain—Fortune! Yes, I know you, and by
the Torch you shall pay!”

With a fury that staggered Fortune
the little goldsmith launched himself
against him, hands outstretched to clasp
his throat. In the suddenness of his at-
tack he surprised the soldier, and his
long nails sank deep in the flesh of For-
tune’s neck before the stronger man had
time to strike. ’

Fortune’s heavy fist caught Kinst in the
face, once, twice, blows that were enough
to kill a man. The goldsmith released his
death grip and fell back, panting and
snapping. He foamed at the mouth like
some mad dog.

“Stand there and listen!” Fortune or-
. dered, his heavy hand pinning Kinst
against the stone wall. “You rat, if I did
right I'd kill you for that. You dare!
And I was trying to aid you—"

“You!”

“And why not? Do you want your wom-
an back—do you want Anna?”

A glint of low cunning came into Kinst’s
stare. “If the High-born has Anna—" he
began.

Fortune laughed scornfully. “Not I,” he
declared with a fervor that Kinst rec-
ognized as truth. “But, if you are wil-
ling to do me a service, Kinst, I can serve
you in turn. For a certain favor I am wil-
ling to pay high—to pay you with the
woman you lost. You like that idea, eh?”

“Where is she?” Kinst muttered.

“Safe enough, never fear. No harm has
come to her—and she loves you still.”

ORTUNE made this prediction with

cheerful certainty. He knew the wom-
an had been imprisoned, and for the rest,
he was certain her pallid, plain face with
its red-eyed misery of grief would never
-.catch the fancy of an officer.

“What is it you want with me?” asked
the goldsmith sullenly.

“To carry a message, a very secret mes-
sage, to someone at Wolff’s Tower.”

‘“What someone?”

“If I tell you, will you promise to keep
my secret? Remember, I can repay you—"

Kinst frowned suspiciously at the bar-
gainer. “What will come of it?” he de-
manded.

“That is my own affair--not yours.”

“Ah!” Kinst’s suspicions appeared to
have reached proof. “I know,” he nodded
sagely, “I know! You are plotting treach-
ery—treachery against the Comrades.
What are you doing here, you a soldier of
Wolff’s guard, dressed in that cloth? How
does it come you pass among the Com-
rades and listen to our plans? Now I
know! You are a spy—a sneaking, lying
spy. I'll denounce you—now.”

Fortune merely laughed, and his laugh
served the purpose of disarming Kinst.

“By all means, go ahead,” he invited.
“Tell them what you please—they know
all about me already.”

“Then—then—" Kinst stammered un-
certainly. “I am no traitor to my kind,”
he protested nervously. “You cannot buy
me—no, not even with—with Anna. In
pity’s name, tell me again she is safe. Tell
me!”

Kinst raised his trembling hands in
supplication. i

“Safe for a few days at least,” said For-
tune coldly. “I’ll not promise she’ll be safe
long—unless you do my errand.”

“And how do I know you'll keep your
promise—why should I credit you?”

“You have my word; I do - not break my
word to any man.”

“No.” Kinst shook his head stubbornly.
“It’s some sort of treachery. I'll not do it.”

“Very well, you’ll never see the woman
again. When I return to Manhattan, I'll
give her to my soldiers.” Fortune turned
away.

“Wait, wait—" Kinst started to follow
him eagerly. .

Fortune secretly breathed a huge sigh
of relief. He had found the way!

In his note to Alda, he told her as much
as he thought necessary to appeal to her
self-interest in bringing about his rescue
and no more. Since he had decided defi-
nitely against the Comrades and the revo-
lution, he was determined to play his own
game for all that was in it.

He realized that if he could escape from
the island he possessed a secret that might
be valuable. Alda already had hinted that
she planned some stroke against the
comptroller’s power, a plan, Fortune
guessed, designed to make her secure in
her father’s place.

While the Directorate, which consisted
of the various administrators of govern-
ment, followed the formality of electing its
Great Towerman, he knew it was in-
fluenced by whoever held a balance of
power. Frederick was the logical succes-
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sor to Wolff if he could not be checkmated.
On second thought Fortune wondered why
he had not cast his lot with the mighty
comptroller who had so cleverly used his
position as administrator of the com-
munity wealth to rise higher than any
man in government.

But his distrust of Frederick was in-
stinctive. Frederick was a man who played
a solitary game, but Alda was a woman,
and with all her cleverness she must de-
pend upon men to carry out many of her
plans. .

It was his intention to make the best
possible bargain with Alda and sell her
the information about the brewing revo-
lution. She would know best what to do
with the secret.

The optimistic young man saw himself
rising to a position of enviable power—
perhaps the command of the army of the
Tower People; perhaps something even
more glittering. To be quite frank, he had
never forgotten the old children’s song
about “Fortune the White.” His ambition
was boundless, and he was sure of him-
self with the sureness of youth. Might
he not some day “rule in might,” as the
old rhyme predicted?

Certainly he could hope for a richer re-
ward from Alda than from anything that
depended on the caprice of the Folk.

As Alda’s consort in government he
could see himself as a successor to Wolff!
The dream was a rosy one, and he thought
nothing at all of the misery that would
pay for his rise to power.

Only, there was no word from Kinst!

THOUSAND times a day in those

dragging three days of awful wait-
ing he decided bitterly that the little
gold worker had betrayed him. As often
he renewed his hope in his messenger,
sure that Kinst’s desire to regain Anna
would keep him discreet.

The afternoon of the third day found
him desperate. He had risked everything
on a single turn of the dice, and the dice
delayed their throw until the last second
of the last minute—or else already had
turnecd against him.

It was the first day of the month of
June, a day that blessed the scarred old
earth with the warmth of a lover's Kkiss.
Fortune walked alone on the beach, con-
scious always that he was watched from
a distance, but glad to keep away from
Zorn or any who might question him.

At a distance he saw the crooked-backed
man Tringe, playing with his kites, and

near him the inseparable Shard. He
recognized, too, with a sudden start,
Mary’s plain, gray robe. Conquering his
impulse to be near her, he lay on the sand
and watched the sky and sea, turning a
longing glance toward the ruined walls of
old New York not so far away, but still
beyond his reach.

To forget Mary he busied his mind with
speculations about Alda’s plans. Then he
became acutely conscious that Mary was
walking toward him. -

Always this girl walked bareheaded,
swinging easilly in strides as long as a
boy’s and graceful as any beautiful wild
animal. The warm sun discovered bur-
nished streaks in her soft, fine brown hair.
It ripened her cheeks to a peach bloom.
Her shoes of soft leather made no sound
in the sand so that she appeared to glide
free of the earth.

To Fortune it seemed she moved like
splendid music, and all the commonplace
and sordid plans he had been making fled
at her approach.

When Mary was near he rose to greet
her.

“Sit down beside me,” Fortune invited.
“Help me to bask away these last few
hours of freedom. This day is enough to
make a contented philosopher even of a
condemned man.”

Mary’s eyes widened with grave con-
cern. “You have decided, then?”

“Not finally.” Fortune turned hot and
embarrassed at the evasion. It was hard
to lie to Mary.

“Zorn has asked for you. He is curi-
ous what answer you will give the Com-
rades.” ’ :

“Are you curious, Mary? Does it trouble
you?”

“I have done all I can to win you to the
cause,” Mary answered simply. “If I could
do more, I would—"

“What, to save my life? Tell me, would
you do it to save me from execution?”

Mary looked vaguely troubled. When
she answered it was with characteristic
honesty. “No, I do not think so—not-for
that, but we do need a man of your trade
and ability—we need you bitterly. Why
won’t you—no, I promised myself I'd say
no more about that!”

“Then if I die to-night you will not be
sorry—not even for a minute,” exclaimed
the young soldier reproachfully. “You will
not regret—you will not miss me?”

“Regret? Certainly I will regret.”

Mary’s grayish-blue eyes met his gaze
with perfect frankness. “I will miss you
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An immortal idea, never dead though
long forgotten, had come to rebirth. It
brought light in the blackest midnight of
civilization, and wherever the Folk heard
its name, life took on a new meaning. To-
morrow loomed through the gray desola-
tion of their days as a golden promise.

In these curious, underground train-
ways that honeycombed the island, be-
neath the crumbling walls of old New
York, and under the jungles where only
wild beasts moved, there were more than
a score of such cantonments as that which
Fortune ruled. They had been purposely
isolated by walling in the old holes so that
one group of the Tower People’s slaves was
ignorant of the life of another.

Yet the whispering penetrated every-
where. Masonry walls were no barrier. The
guards of the Under City, alert to check
anything that promised trouble, could not
stop it—did not even discern this new
menace.

Through the blind and foul old bores,
almost impassable from falls of earth,
poisonous with the pocketed air of ages,
seeping through the Directorate’s barriers
like the water that eternally dripped from
the free air above, passed the word in-
spired by Zorn, the recluse, from his shel-
ter in the ruined figure of the Great
Woman.

The Torch will burn again!

The weavers heard it, and their dull eyes
lighted and their pale cheeks flushed.
Laborers staggering like laden beasts un-
der the weight of the bales and beams
they bore, turned their faces upward and
breathed deeper as if they already sniffed
free air. Smiths beating the molten metal
discovered a new significance to their
.labors.

In the cantonment of the masons, one
night late in June, a draggled, weary wom-
an sat close by the family fire, a half-
dozen undersized children pressed about
‘her. She was no beautiful picture, this
sallow-faced woman with Stringy hair,
prematurely aged by her privations, ruling
with a harsh hand and waspish voice the
pallid-faced, unattractive cubs who
fought around her.

Nor did her brood, not even the small-
est, possess that young, animal grace that

is the charm of babyhood. The struggle

for survival had robbed them of birth-
right. Their eyes were large and glittering
and ringed by black circles that told of
undernourishment. Their cheeks were
pinched, their faces wrinkled.

Though somewhere above their heads

there was free air, warm and fragrant
with coming summer, in the cantonment
the fire was always welcome, for these
clammy walls forever held the cold.

1t was the whining demand of a boy of
seven who pressed against her knee that
brought a rapt, docile silence to the snap-
ping, whimpering cubs. “I want to hear
the story,” he insisted. “Tell us the story
again! Tell us about when the Torch will
burn.” °

With a heavy sigh at the mockery of
it, the woman began. The small heads
pressed close about her, to catch every
word of her poor imaginings. Now and
again a shrill voice, held to a fearful whis-
per—for such things were forbidden by
the police of the Under City—made a
querulous correction in the familiar tale.

For generations this was a common
scene—a scene as homely as a mother
putting her infant to sleep. In such places
as these, among such groups, the idea had
renewed its life and passed from one age
to another, a fantastic, distorted fairy tale
believed by the eager minds of children,
scoffed at in their later years, yet saved
to tell again to their children. No man
could have told why it lived or how. We
only know that hope dies hard.

Even while the little group listened the
man of that family had collected a dozen
of his fellows about him, off in a corner
where they could whisper unheard. He
was a bowed and shufling figure, with a
hairy face that had been blotched with
frequent accretions of mortar into strange,
white spots that contrasted with its gen-
eral dirt. His eyes were little and sunken,
and the rims were red from the constant -
irritation of lime.

Rubbing his wrinkled hands until the
dry, leathery skin threw off a little cloud
of white dust, he fumbled inside his smock
and produced a small, metal object held
with awkward care. Slowly it passed from
one calloused hand to another while his
companions peered and grunted.

“You all see, hey? You see what it is?”
the owner of the object whispered harshly.

“H-m, not I!” one insisted who was half
blind. He held his cupped hand close be-
fore his eyes and peered harder at what
he held.

“You fool,” chuckled another, *“’tis the
Torch. Bah, the man’s blind—”

“No, no!” the near-sighted man grum-
bled. “Now I make it out. So it is; so it is!
The Torch made of gold, too. Hah, Murph,
you stole it?”

“I did not,” Murph denied hotly. “Don’t

-
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CTING according to prearranged plan,

Wolff’s soldiers struck quickly and with
organized effectiveness. In a few minutes
excitement had quieted. The Folk found
themselves deprived of their leaders and
the packed thousands huddled, uncer-
ta'n what to do.

The glorious morning that had been
Zorn’s life ambition had dawned black.
The thing men had dreamed of all their
days and longed for with the bitter long-
Ing of despair had lingered a second with-
in their grasp, only to vanish like all their
dreams—dissolving into the harsh realitv
of life as it was.

Had this multitude been left long idle,
in its present state of mind it might have
acted in some manner; undoubtedly i
would have acted. But the clever planning
of Alda had foreseen this moment.

When the arrests had been completec
and the soldiers thus engaged were gone
the return of quiet was again interrupted
by the bugles. Now they shrieked and
blared their triumph, and down the stair
where the banner of the Torch lay
trampled and still bodies huddled like
heaps of rags, through blood and litter
came a score of musicians in the flaming
red of Wolff's livery. Behind these moved
an armed guard in glittering array, and
after them Wolff himself, Alda on one
side, and Frederick, alert to take what ad-
vantage he could of events, walking at his
left.

Compared to that black-robed man who
had so recently moved in silent dignity
along that same striking perspective, the
Great Towerman cut a poor figure. His
slight form, for all its splendid yellow robe,
glittering with trappings now revealed by
discarding his cloak, advanced hesitantly,
half fearfully. His pale face, with curling
plack hair and dandified beard framing its
vacuity, suggested more of mean, gloating
triumph than right justified.

Wolff suffered, too, in comparison with
his companions. Alda moved always with
a queenly air, insolent, powerful, and sure.
Frederick’s great body was held in military
pomp. The robust comptroller was the
pattern of a man always to appear well in
public.

After this trio followed the various direc-
tors of government, the hated officials of
the Tower People, and behind them more
soldiers.

Finally came several servants with a
great flag. In a brief time they had made
fast this banner to the same tackle that
had lifted the banner of freedom. and its

crimson folds rose slowly, displaying the
brilliant red field with the golden tower,
symbol of Wolff’'s authority.

The trumpets ceased their bragging
march. The Great Towerman stepped for-
ward until he stood out alone, ahead of all
his. company. He had no need to invoke
silence. The silence was oppressive. No
word was spoken, but from the lips of the
Folk came an elusive ghost of a sound, a
faint and sustained hissing that spoke
their terrible hatred.

Wolff hesitated, his head cocked to one
side, his white, slim hands combing nerv-
ously at his little beard. He began to
speak abruptly in that habitual whining,
shrill voice that grew in volume as his
assurance grew.

“Folk of the Under City, you have done
ill. You have defied the government di-
vinely ordained to protect your welfare.
The gods are displeased, and they have
brought ruin to your foolish planning.

“The Directorate is grieved at your mad-
ness,” Wolff whined reprovingly. “If any-
thing is wrong, if injustice has been done
you, our benevolent system of government
gives you easy means to seek correction.
Every man, woman, and child among you
has the right to bring his grievance be-
fore me, by means of the police of the
Under City. They are my ordained agents

.of justice.

“But you thought to defy me.” Wolff’s
tone grew querulous. then angry. “You
thought to throw down those who guard
you, who guide you. There is wicked mur-
der in your hearts. You dare defy the will
of Divinity itself. Ay, you would gladly
kill me. I know!

“Now you must do penance.

“Those persons who have dared put
murder in your hearts are in my prisons.
They will pay for this. And so shall you
all!

“Listen to the judgment of Wolff. This
is my will that you shall do: -

“For three days the Tower People will
deprive every man, woman, and child of
the Under City of work. You shall sit idle.
Ay, and you’ll go hungry, for do not the
laws say that he who does no work shall
not be fed?

“That is the penance you shall do for
this night. It is not all. Later the Direc-
torate will publish its will concerning other
privileges you must give up. Don't think to
escape unscathed.

“Now go you back to your cantonments.
Soldiers, see that my will is done. Later
the Under City shall see what comes to
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those who dared preach sedition in Man-
hattan!”

Wolff raised his right hand high above
his head and unconsciously the fist
doubled in a gesture of menace. “Back
with you!” he shouted with all the power
of his cracking voice. “Go back!”

He turned and hastily rejoined his
companions. The soldiers closed in ahead
and behind him. The great flag was swept
aside, and he disappeared up the stair.

Then from every corner of the vast hall
came the harsh commands of the armed
men. Every soldier of the Tower People
who could possibly be spared was there,
perhaps six or seven thousand of them in
all.

The confusion was terrible, but there
was little resistance, for those who com-
plained were punished with swift death.

Long hours elapsed before the last strag-
glers were herded into the underground
passages. In the free world above the sun
was long past noon before the melancholy
processions underground had ended.

In bitter humility the men who once
dared to hope were driven back to their
cold kennels. The flame that had promised
to warm their lives and light their steps
toward freedom was quenched in birth.
Their wrists still galled with the metal
bracelets of slavery and their eyes were
dull with apathetic despaii.

The promise had failed.

ITH a deadly suddenness that as-

sured his authority, Fortune had
taken command of the knot of soldiers
who held Mary. He led them from the
underground hall along old passages that
were cold with the breath of the ruins.

They traversed strange places and their
torches frightened bats and small bird
life and sent the hungry rats scurrying.
It was fully a quarter of an hour before
the captain began to plan. His first insane
fury passed. Now that he had saved Mary
from rough treatment, what to do with
her?

A sifting of gray light down a stair sug-
gested an exit from underground. He led
the little company upward. They came out
into a vast, roofless space heaped high
with the débris of the old train statiou.
After several false starts they found a
way through this labyrinth of broken
stone blocks and vine-hung arches into
the forest. The night sky was paling be-
fore the approaching sun.

Up to now Fortune had spoken no word
to Mary. He had avoided her glances. Im-

pelled by necessity, he addressed her with
averted looks.

“Our way through the forest will be
hard and long. Can you walk? If you
would rather, two of the men can carry
you.”

“I can walk.”

Her tone was neither cold nor reproach-
ful, as he had feared. She answered him
as one would address a stranger, with-
out interest of any sort.

“Very well,” he agreed. ‘“March, men!”
This was no place to discuss their rela-
tions.

Three hours later, in the fresh morning
of a splendid July day, they quit the jun-
gle and found again the open streets. A
soldier, mounted, passed near them. For-
tune ordered him from the horse and com-
mandeered it for his prisoner. For a
moment, as he helped Mary to mount, her
hand touched his. It was ice-cold.

What to do with Mary he had but a faint
idea. He was acting entirely on his own
responsibility, actuated by private emo-
tions for which, no doubt, he would later
have to make explanations to his super-
iors.

But on one point he was determined—
they should not put this girl into any of
the terrible prisons kept for the Folk!

Fortune thought hard as he led his
little company. If he would save Mary
from the very real and terrible dangers of
incarceration in the Towerman’s prisons,
he must imprison. her in some place of his
own. He had no ps==n!

But he had Mary, and he did not in-
tend to lose her—at least, until he had
time to persuade her that the cause of the
Comrades was lost and she could do no
better than to accept his love.

He decided that the girl could be kept
in the cantonment of the Under City
where he ruled the guard. And scarcely
had he made the decision before chance
took the matter out of his hands.

They had reached the Towerman'’s Road,
threading their way through the ruins
along a path known as “The Canal,” a
title that traced its origin to an old street
betore the Great Catastrophe. As they
turned into the broader wuay they met a
brilliant cavalcade of Tower People, at
their head Alda, Frederick, and Wolff.

Fortune would rave given his captain’s
rank to have avoided this!

His frantic hope of passing unnoticed
failed miserably. The voice of the Tower-
man stopped them and Wolff rode close to
gloat over the fair prisoner.
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Alda, watching from a little farther off,
showed traces of emotion. The High-born
was actually jealous of a girl of the Folk
who had drawn Fortune from her side!

Frederick, close beside her, guessed
Alda’s secret and lost no time puttinz
it to his advantage. The comptroller saw
that the sooner this friendship between
Wolff’'s daughter and the ambitious young
captain was broken off, the sooner could
he regain prestige.

“Ah, she is beautiful, eh? Very, very
beautiful,” Frederick remarked to his com-
panion. “See how young Fortune looks at
her—Ilook, watch his eye! A pretty sight.
two handsome young people—if the girl
were of the Tower People who knows bu-
there would be a match there? Well, well,
I daresay she’ll not look on him coldly,
for all that!”

Alda made no reply, but her actior
spoke eloquently. She pushed her horse
close to Wolff’s and whispered to him. The
Towerman nodded.

“Wenn,” he called. The commandel
saluted.

“Wenn, see that this woman is locked
up in the stone prison where Zorn is. Gad.
she’s more dangerous than the man! Go
yourself and see this done—I'll take no
chance of a rescue. The girl must burn at
the stake, along with that heretic, or
our work would be but half done.”

Wenn obeyed by taking personal com-
mand of Fortune’s little company. The two
parties separated and as they moved away
Frederick rode close beside Alda, still
poisoning her thoughts in the manner of
which he was a master.

ATCHING the cold, hard face of the

High-born, the Red Fox regained
some of the confidence he had recently
lost. He saw a speedy end to Fortune’s
alliance with Alda.

Furious at this turn of events, yet help-
less to change them, Fortune accompanied
Mary to the stone prison of the Tower
People. To reach it they left the Tower-
man’s Road at a narrow street known by
its ancient name, Wall.

They threaded a way among the débris,
descending an abrupt little hill. At the
foot of the hill was a squat, low building of
gloomy, gray stone, designed with an attic
roof and a noble porch supported by great
stone columns, after some forgotten man-
ner of architecture. This was the place
where offenders of importance were kept
—and none had been known to escape.

The old building had been in the ancient

day one of the treasuries of a great govern-
ment. It was overshadowed by vast, crum-
bling walls of ancient structures which
must once have towered into the clouds,
but, unlike its mightier neighbors, this
solid house of rock had survived the Great
Catastrophe unharmed. It was as strong
and as steady as the very foundation of
Manhattan.

Up a wide flight of stairs, and under
the dark porch Mary was led. Wenn him-
self stood by while she was ushered into
a cell whose door was of solid steel; whose
window was heavily barred.

Fortune lingered a moment in the door-

_way, eager to say or do some little thing

that would reassure the woman he loved.
Wenn, scowling at him, guessed from his
drawn face something of the agony in
Fortune’s heart, and because this was the
son of his old friend the grizzled com-
mander gave them a moment together.

“Mary”—Fortune paused timidly—
“Mary, will you try to believe that this—
this is not my doing—that I tried to save.
you from this place—from death!”

Mary answered him with that same
impersonal glance and tone she had used
in the forest. “I am not afraid of this—
nor afraid to die,” she said calmly.

“But you'll not die, ever! I swear that.
I—I'll use my influence to stop it—Mary,
have hope—"

“Do nothing. And I ask nothing!”

“Ah, but I must—because I love you,
I_H

“Stop!” Mary’s straightened figure qui-
vered with her indignation. Her blue eyes
flashed a bitter glance. Her hands were
clenched into white fists.

“Love!” she exclaimed. “You still pre-
sume, you who betrayed the Folk! You
traitor! Death by the flames I do not fear,
but this—this insult—torture—have you
no mercy on me?”

From that figure of wrath Fortune
turned without a word. Blind to every-
thing, he quit the prison. A messenger
from Wenn at last overtook him in his
swift, purposeless.- mad walk, and Wenn'’s
orders brought him back to duty.

Throughout a long day he worked
mechanically, overseeing the return of
hundreds of the Folk to their own can-
tonments. . .

The Under City was cold and idle. No
forges blazed, no shuttles clacked, all in-
dustry had ceased. The miserable slaves
of the Directorate clustered dully about
their fires and faced the prospect of three
days of starvation. They had ceased to
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“Oh, it is! Well, no man saw you at the
great meeting, either—perhaps you know
what happened there?”

“I—I have heard,” muttered the traitor.

“Yet you weren’t there?”

“I didn’'t say that, I—oh, plague, go
about your business and don't bother me.
I'm sick and sore.”

“You look it. What have you under
there? You've stolen some wine, I know.
Come, Solf, share it with me, or I'll tell
the others and they'll take it from you.”

“No, no, no!” chattered Solf. “No, there
is no wine. Nothing at all, only—no, noth-
ing at all.”

“Yes? You say so? Let me feel, ah—"

“No, damn you; no, no!”

Their hands grappled. Their bodies
swayed close together as they scuffled,
panting and whispering fiercely.

Solf’s opponent stopped suddenly, sur-
prised. “I heard,” he whispered slowly,
“I heard something—that—jingles—like
money!”

“It is not money,” Solf snapped.

“It sounded very like it. Let’s see—"

“No!”

“Yes!"”

“Get back, damn you! I—I'll shout for
the guard.”

The inquisitive one seemed impressed by
this threat. He started away, but as he
went he leveled a long, significant look at
the quaking traitor.

“You’ll wish yet that you’d been more
generous with a friend,” he whispered
savagely.

Solf saw him rejoin the group at the
fire. Among them a buzzing began. Now
and then one looked toward Solf’s corner.

The wretched weaver, nodding involun- -

tarily from fatigue, forced himself to keep
a sharp lookout an all sides.

He guessed what their whispering por-
tended.

CHAPTER VII
THE UNDYING FIRE

OR long hours Solf lay quaking
among his rags.

A silent duel went on in the can-
tonment, the weavers about the fire, whis-
pering and planning, watching Solf with
catlike eagerness; the wretched traitor
returning their stares, defying them by
his sleeplessness to attempt to rob him.

Solf had had no sleep since his taking
from the cantonment. In his service of
treachery he had worked with a feverish

zeal that had exhausted him. Inevitably,
nature would conquer his will. He knew
the time was close when he must sur-
render to fatigue.

But the watchers would not tire. There
were always fresh ones among them to
keep an eye on their prospective victim,
and they saw that the fire was kep

blazing. :
Not even the most acute terror can
eventually conquer exhaustion. Solf’s

brain grew dull. For a moment at a time
his eyes would close in spite of all he
could do. He would surrender himself to
the delicious numbness of sleep to waken
in a few seconds with a fearful starting.

And each time he wakened he saw the
bright eyes of his companions watching
him—waiting with inexhaustible patience
for the moment when he would succumb.

Finally there came the time when his
doze lasted not one minute, but several.
His stiff body relaxed completely, and his
consciousness strayed to some heavenly
place of forgetfulness that is not of this
world. He drew long, peaceful breaths,
and his muscles, like his will, became as
water.

From this happy state which was more
alluring to him than any earthly happi-
ness, some corner of his mind that
watched like a faithful dog waked him
abruptly. His quick ears caught the faint
scuff-scuff of bodies drawing nearer. His
eyes opened. The fire had burned lower,
but he could see dark, blurred forms of
men, crawling slowly upon him.

Instantly he had seized the hidden bag
of money and was on his feet. From his
throat came a shrill yell of fright that
served for the moment to halt pursuit.
Fearful of interference by the police guard,
the men who plotted to rob Solf of what-
ever it was he guarded so jealously lay
still in the shadows and saw him vanish
from the platform.

Hugging his spoils to him, Solf ran blind-
ly into the first tunnel opening that of-
fered. He knew the place well. Not far
from his own cantonment a great fall of
rubbish blocked a little hole that gave
on one of the old, blind tunnels supposed-
ly walled off.

At this spot Solf crouched, listening. He
heard the noise of men moving stealthily,
drawing closer to him. The weavers, find-
ing the guard had paid no attention to
Solf’s yell, had taken up the chase.

Solf scrambled painfully over the
heaped-up stone and rubbish. He wrig-
gled into the small opening, and, losing his
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footing in the blackness, stumbled and
fell some little distance to the floor of the
old bore.

As he fell the sack was dislodged from
his grasp.

Bruised and shaken, he was on his feet
without any loss of time, groping pain-
fully among the old stones. At length his
hand touched the familiar canvas. With
the burden safe in his arms he started
away at a stumbling, uncertain run.

When desperate men of the Folk ven-
tured into these old tunnels of the ancient

subways, they went with infinite caution, -

even though they knew the road. The
windings of the system were bewildering
to the most experienced, and branching
tunnels and crossing ways made of them
a labyrinth that no man of that day fully
understood.

Solf had no practical knowledge of these
holes. He was a weaver, his work had been
comparatively easy; he had never had oc-
casion to explore the underground mys-
teries of Manhattan.

And his mind, crazed by fear, kept hear-
ing the noise of pursuit.

For as long as he could he ran, ran with
a strength that comes only to the men-
tally unbalanced. Long after that he main-
tained a rapid, stumbling walk.

He had no light, nor means of making
one. Often he fell, cutting his face and
hands, bruising his body. Several times he
floundered through deep, black water.
Once he found himself in a pocket of
poisonous air that barred his way as ef-
fectually as a stone wall. Often his feet
escaped deeper pits in the decayed galler-
ies only by some miracle.

T LENGTH came the time when it

seemed he could go no farther. Ex-
haustion halted him with swaying knees.
Some semblance of reason returned, and
he knew now that he had lost all sense
of direction and purpose.

He became aware that he was whimper-
ing brokenly, and tried in vain to stop the
noise—to regain some self-control.

All about him was a velvet blackness
without form. The air was cold and
smarted his lungs and nostrils. His feet
were in icy water, and a trickle of water
from above wetted his body. The money
he carried in his arms had become an
intolerable burden.

Without the slightest warning of sound
something that possessed a quick, uncanny
strength of limb seized his leg from be-
hind. He felt the prick of sharp claws and

a furry body swarmed up his back, reached
his shoulder, clawed at his long hair.
Sharp teeth fastened in the flesh of his
neck and wakened an intolerable pain.

Yelling fearfully, he spun round, his
right hand groping over his shoulder until
the fingers encountered a large, furry body.
The claws fastened in the flesh of his
hand and blood flowed.

What animal it was that had attacked
him he had but the dimmest notion. The
old ways harbored various wild things of
the forests, and enormous gray rats and
tribes of outcast cats that had bred for’
countless generations in these holes.

At last his superior strength dislodged
the thing and he hurled it from him. Still
shouting until the old tunnel rang with
his noise, he ran again—and found a
sifting of bright moonlight above his head.

A pile of débris where the old pavement
had dropped into the tunnel gave him a
means of escape. He burst from that
underground place of horrors and came
again into the sweet, warm air, running
with hysterical joy toward a fellow man.

He would have welcomed the dread
executioner himself at that moment.

Fortune drew back with instinctive re-
pugnance from the thing that grovelled
prostrate at his feet, moaning words that
were only half intelligible. His impulse
was to turn away from this abject terror
as he would avoid some loathsome decay.

“What is it?” he asked impatiently.
“What do you want with me. Get away—
farther off, you hear!”

Out of Solf's whimpering he began to
understand articulate fragments: “High-
born, in the name of mercy! Can’'t you
pity—me—pity me—"

“Well, well, what d’'you want?”

“Let me stay by you—a moment, but
a moment, Illustrious! Only guard me a
few seconds—so they can't find me—give
me some corner to lie in. Help me—"

“Who can’t find you?” Fortune ques-
tioned. “Will you speak!” he cried im-
patiently, pushing the prostrate man with
his foot. ‘“Speak. There is nobody about.”

“But they are near—they are near! Un-
less the great one shields me I—I—they
will come. Only help a miserable man to
hide himself.”

“Will you tell me?” Fortune exclaimed
impatiently. “Who is following you- why?
Speak out, Solf.”

The weaver looked up with a gasp of
surprise. “You know my name—"

“Certainly, I know. You are Solf the
weaver, the man who—"
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restoration did he learn how overwhelm-
ing was his love for her.

As far as possible he had avoided Alda
and all the rest of his old world. But Alda,
watching his white face, smiled secretly.
She was perfectly certain why he was
miserable and quite pleased to have caused
his misery. Eventually she expected his
return’ to her, very much chastened in
spirit.

At last Stone's harangue ended. The
Great Towerman sat silent a little time,
plucking at his beard and giving all the
outward signs of a man pondering a prob-
lem. Then he rose and all who were seated
rose, too, as a mark of respect.

“This prisoner Zorn has acted in direct
defiance of the law of Manhattan,” Wolff
began. “The evidence in proof of that is
overwhelming. I am satisfied of his guilt.”

There was a general silent nodding of
heads in approval.

“The crime of inciting rebellion against
Tower Rule is the most heinous in our
catalogue,” the Towerman proceeded.
“Zorn, fitting punishment for you is be-
yond the ingenuity of this court. But we
will endeavor to do our best—the honor
of Manhattan requires it.

“For your wickedness you shall suffer.
You shall suffer all that the body can be
made to suffer, not that we seek a personal
satisfaction, or act in a spirit of petty
revenge”—here Wolff's thin, crackling
voice assumed an oily glibness—‘no, not
in that mean spirit, but in order that all
rash men who dare plot as you have
plotted may see and profit by the warning.

“Zorn, I sentence you to die by burning.”

OLFF directed a malevolent glance at

the prisoner. The recluse merely
bowed his head gravely, and the mur-
murous audience noted that he showed no
emotion at all. They were keenly disap-
pointed.

“You shall burn at the stake,” Wolff con-
tinued after a momentary pause in which
he appeared to hope for some protest from
his victim. “This shall be done thirty days
from to-day, at sundown—and with you
shall perish this young woman, who has
also dared to raise her voice against our
sacred Tower Rule. You hear, girl? You
shall perish!”

Mary met the Towerman’'s hard look
with a defiant composure. There was a
heightened color in her cheek; a brighter
sparkle in her eye. Never had she appeared
so beautiful as in this moment of mute
defiance.

Among the spectators there was a mur-
mur of admiration. Alda noted it and
hated her victim.

Disappointed again that even the girl
had given no sign of fear, Wolff concluded
with the formal announcement: “This is
the will of Wolff, the Towerman, head of
the government of Manhattan. So shall
perish all enemies of our rule. Is there
any man who says no?”

From the soldiers and the Tower People
there was a general chorus of approval.
The miserable representatives of the Folk,
herded under an ever watchful guard,
said nothing at all.

Released from further formality, the
Tower People began to stir. Men started
to talk and a woman'’s laugh, a little shrill,
drew curious eyes.

“I say no!”

This defiance came like a thunder-clap.

It produced instantly a terrible stillness.

The entire roomful gaped stupidly at
the young soldier who stood alone, facing
the shrinking figure of the Towerman.

For long seconds after this astounding
declaration Fortune remained silent and
rigid. He appeared to be struck dumb by
his own temerity.

Then words came to him.

“I say no!” he repeated hotly. “Your
judgement is cruel—inhuman. This court
is a mockery of men’s sacred rights. You
cannot legalize murder.

“You, who dare call yourself champion
of the Folk, what do you know of them
or their needs? What do you know of their
suffering in the slavery you have  con-
demned them to?

“They sought only the freedom that is
their ancient right—Towermen before you
have acknowledged that right—promised
to restore them to their own. This Zorn
has done no more than point them toward
what is theirs. By what right do you con-
demn him?

“And this woman—an innocent wom-
an—you dare send her to death by tor-
ture!”

Fortune leveled an accusing finger di-
rectly at the dumbfounded Towerman.
“You,” he cried angrily, “you who sit in
judgment—you, Wolff—I ask you who gave
you leave to hold freemen in subjection—
to murder the innocent!”

Until this second, so astonishing had
been the action of the soldier, not a person
had moved. Now Wolff was seen to wave
his free hand in a fluttering semblance of
the usual imperial manner.

A dozen soldiers rushed forward. For-
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had Manhattan seen such a thing. Never
since has there been a spectacle like it.
This was, indeed the ebb tide of freedom
and human right. Civilization on this con-
tinent had reached its darkest hour.

Toward evening thcre came some relief
from the heat in one of those dramatic
and terrifying thunderstorms out of the
west. A terrific rain deluged the pilgrims
and rose steaming from hot brick and
mortar about them. But after the storm
the air cleared so that human lungs could
stand it. It seemed as if even an intolerant
August had been stirred to pity for these
helpless ones.

The place of execution was on the south-
ernmost tip of the island, facing the sea.
It was a spot associated with the earliest
recollection of the Tower Rule that began
after the Great Catastrophe of 1989.

Before the destruction of the old city of
New York, this space had been a public
park. The ancients called it the Battery.
It sloped very gently toward the water,
and the ruinous sea wall, and from it one
could gaze down that vista of salt water
that had once been a great harbor.

There, some little distance off-shore on
the island, loomed the colossal figure of
the Great Woman, mutilated by disaster
and the work of time; as yet unrecognized
by the mass of men.

In this park the wilderness had en-
croached and the forest crept close to the
sea except for that small, cleared space
known as the place of execution. The first
of the refugees from the Great Catastrophe
had ventured from their shelter in the old
subways to this ground. Close to the sea,
the clean, fresh air had first been felt here
so that, of the Manhattan o. tower days,
this was the oldest place; just as in the
earliest civilization it had been first set-
tled of all the island.

On this August day of 2078 the place was
a neglected little clearing surrounded on
all sides of the south by the thick groves
of oak and elm and walnut that masked
so much of the neglected ruins. The clear-
ing was roughly semicircular, open toward
the water. At about the center of this
semicircle a stout stake had been fixed
securely and before it a small raised plat-
form.

Lying ready was plenty of firewood, and
dangling from the stake itself were the
chains that waited to welcome a victim.

Standing at this stake, looking seaward,
one finds the assembling Folk on his left.
On the right was a low platform, sur-
rounded by a guard of honor, where waited

chairs of state for Wolff and the ‘Direc-
torate. Behind this place of honor rose
several tiers of seats to accommodate the
Tower People.

The sun was setting before the last of
the Folk had reached the ground where
they were to stand, facing the pyre. To
right and left of them large companies of
soldiers stood guard, and in their rear
were more soldiers, mounted men and in-
fantry.

The seats allotted to the Great Tower-
man and his suite were still empty, but
numbers of the Tower People with their
retinues of servants already had arrived.
Men were anticipating darkness by light-
ing collections of torches and a number of
large lamps set on tripods.

From the Tower People’s seats there
came noisy talk and laughter. Their serv-
ants hurried about on various errands.
Fresh arrivals were continuous. Small as
their numbers were—the entire tower
population was probably not above 1,500
souls—they managed to give the scene an
air of holiday excitement.

To the left the Folk stood silent or
merely whispering. Many of them were
too exhausted by the hard march to have
interest to spare for the scene. Others were
stricken dumb with fright. Here and there,
bolder ones had sat on the grass or lay at
length resting until the slowly patrolling
soldiers would spy them and bring them
to their feet with threats and prodding of
spear butts.

The stage only waited its principal ac-
tors. These were already on their way.

E DOOR of Zorn’s cell was thrown
back by Captain Ransome of the guard.
The captain found the Recluse awaliting
him. He glanced curiously at the prisoner.
How would this man face death?

Zorn’s pallor was no greater than usual.
He stood erect and easy, and he smiled
slightly, welcoming the guard without any
trace of fear.

But the stern face, lined with evidence
of a nervous decision and illimitable will
power, was not softened by the mechanical
smile. Zorn’s eyes of blue seemed to blaze
upon the men who came to take him. He
took his place in the rank without a word,
and moved off among Ransome’s soldiers,
his head held high, the blue eyes looking
far into the distance.

Only once, when they descended the im-
posing steps before the curious, ancient
prison, did Zorn unbend that look. Again
it was when he passed the pedesial that
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had once held the figure of Washington.
Here he bowed his head as before, and
caused the same momentary halt among
his escort while he silently communed with
the first Father of Freedom. Then he
walked on, unafraid.

A moment or so in advance of Zorn, the
Towerman reached the place of execution.
A flourish of trumpets along the Tower-
man’s road, which ran to the left of the
place and just in the rear of the herded
Folk, announced his coming.

A mounted escort jingled across the
open. Behind this, surrounded by guards.
came a procession of litters, the first
marked by erimson drapery and pennons
of Wolff. The second chair contained Alda.
and beside it moved another with the
bearings of Frederick the Comptroller.

Frederick descended nimbly from his
conveyance. He was at hand to give an
arm to Wolff and then to bow ceremonious-
ly over Wolff’'s proud daughter as she
alighted.

The Tower People from their balcony
took cognizance of this distinguished com-
pany by rising. By now the various direc-
tors were also afoot, and the little proces-
sion, gay in its costuming, moved into the
appointed seats.

There were some who noticed that Wolf!
leaned heavily on the comptroller’'s arm.
He seemed to breathe with difficulty, and
his fluttering hand went often to his heart.

Others, and they were the women, notec
Alda’s sudden affection for Frederick, anc
gossip was born of the moment.

None of them could have guessed tha'
Wolff’s illness and his daughter’s conduc®
~ had their origin in that same interview o:
the day before when the Red Fox showed
his cards. The blow had aged the Tower--
man; in the heart of his daughter it bred ¢
cold, calculating ,hatred masked by hypo-
critical smiles.

Now over all that field there was «
mutual intake of breath. Darkness wa:s
complete, but the flare of torches showed
the scene in ruddy brightness. All saw tha:
Zorn was being led to the place set fo:
his death.

A soldier on either side of him, the Re-
cluse mounted three steps to the pyre with
a dignity that thrilled every spectator.

The men bent beside him. Chains wer:2
snapped about his legs. His hands wer:2
shackled tegether, a short length of chain
between them. The soldiers stepped back,
and all could see the black-robed prisoner,
standing erect, head held proudly, his eyes
peering far away toward the dusk wher:

lay the sea and the statue of the Great
Woman.
The stage was set at last. They waited.

OLFF was standing in his place of

honor. His reedlike voice fluttered to
that silent throng of Folk. “People of Man-
hattan, the law of the Tower People shall
be done. This man Zorn has defied our
Tower Rule—and you see where he stands
now! So shall die all who dare believe as
he believes.”

The Towerman then addressed himself
to Zorn: ‘“Prisoner, you have heard the
sentence. What have you to say before you
die?”

Zorn spoke now, and every soul in that
field heard his voice, clear and strong and
musical. The words he said have echoed
and still echo wherever free men live,
though the voice has been stilled for cen-
turies:

“To you, Towerman, and those who rule
with you, I say nothing,” Zorn began. “To
you, Folk of Manhattan: I bid you listen
to a message I am praying with my life
to deliver. Hear me, lest I die in vain!

“Here, on this soil you tread, in the an-
cit... day, freemen lived. They were such
men as our time has never known. They
came to a new world seeking liberty; they
bought it with their blood and anguish,
and those who came after them lived to
enjoy its blessings.

“They were the proudest Folk in the
world; and humblest in their pretense.
They were the strongest of all; and kindest
in their might.

“Sons of the lowest rose to places of
greatest honor. No man acknowledged any
master save the common will and the law
of right and reason. There were neither
towers nor towermen,; guards nor slaves.
Every man, at his birth, owned the right
to live, to follow his own will and to seek
his own happiness.

“That all time might know them these
Folk of old built out there on the little
isle, the figure we call the Great Woman
—Our Lady of the Torch—their Goddess
of Liberty. She bore aloft the torch of
freedom, lighting the world with its rays.

“Time and chance have robbed her of
that torch. Men cannot see it to-day. It
is gone—yet, I tell you it exists!”

Zorn's voice rose now to a note more
thrilling, more powerful. It riveted the
attention, silenced the protesting lips of
Wolff, stayed the hand he had raised in
alarm. :

“Men say the Torch is gone,” he cried.
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humiliate the aged commander than any
‘thought of real danger.

Now, said the messenger, a force of
armed men had broken from the woods
west of the Towerman’s Road and were
pressing the defenders of the ancient seat
of government. Only the chance of Wolff’s
petty spite whieh left Wenn and his
soldiers there had saved the place from
falling tnto the hands of these rebels.

Shaken as he was by the astonishing
course of events, Frederick acted with
quick intelligence.

The huddled, bewildered Folk were still
held rapt by the miracle of the blazing
torch when the bulk of the Tower army,
with the Tower People riding in their
midst, swept northward from the place of
execution toward the old citadel.

The small police guard left behind began
briskly to herd together their charges and
drive them to the Under City. The con-
fusion on that field was terrible.

In the midst of this struggle and shout-
ing a half hundred determined men, Com-
radés of the Torch, ran from the cover
of the oak groves and released Zorn from
his shackles. Their work passed almost
unnoticed in that tumultuous confusion.
The prisoner had been forgotten.

Even before the Tower People came to
the relief of their stronghold, Zorn was
taken to the Army of the Torch.

The Recluse found the men led by For-
tune beaten back into cover of the groves
about the Great Hall. Wenn’s brilliant
defense had defeated them in their first
battle.

The surprise had failed. Fortune’s dis-
appointment and chagrin communicated
itself throughout the force of three thou-
sand amateur soldiers he led.

Now it was for them to take by patient
siege what surprise had failed to do. In
the gray dawning of a new day, Zorn and
Fortune surveyed the old building, and
their task seemed impossible.

From its central tower the Towerman'’s
flag waved in triumph. Its mighty, cliff-
like walls loomed strong and massive as
some huge mountain. They knew, too,
that it housed the flower of Wolff's army,
at least seven thousand men.

From the roof far above it would be
easy for defenders to hurl great rocks
and shower spears. The myriad windows
offered ample loopholes for bowmen.

IEWED from the wood, the Great Hall
- ¥ looked solid enough and strong enough
to dishearten any soldier. Fortune shook

his head gloomily. Even the Recluse was
thoughtful, but not discouraged.

“We will send at once for Mary,” he
announced.

“Why?” asked the captain.

“Because—" Zorn glanced about to be
sure they were not overheard. “Because
of the men,” he said cautiously. “They
are new at this work of fighting. They
have little to keep up their courage, and
a siege is slow work, sometimes. If these
men stay idle, without something to think
about, they will lose heart. Two days of
idleness, and we’d have no army—"

“The cowards would dare desert us!”

“Dont call them names, Fortune.
They’re good men—true hearts—but they
lack the soldier’'s experience—his philos-
ophy. Therefore, Mary. And we’'ll bring
up Tringe as well. He’s ready now with
his new guns and those iron shells you
saw—perhaps even more engines of fight-
ing. I count on Tringe.”

In those first morning hours the siege
of the Great Hall was planned in detail.
The Army of the Torch, totalling a few
hundred more than three thousand men,
was placed in the most advisable manner.

About the Great Hall was open ground,
kept so purposely for military emergency.
On the west that open part extended a
considerable distance, from the huge build-
ing as far toward the North River as the
Towerman'’s Road, the ancient Broad Way.
The old street itself was screened but
slightly from the hall by light growth.
North and south around the building the
open was almost as wide, though on the
east, where the land dropped away rapidly
into vast swamps, the jungle had crept
closer.

The nature of that eastern ground, with
its intricacy of forest and swamp growth,
its steep slope and boggy soil, made it
impossible to do more than post a thin
guard that could watch the rear of the
building. North and south, moving under
cover of the woods, was a patrol of more
considerable numbers, but almost two-
thirds of the besiegers were massed on
the west, the one point where battle would
logically develop. These soldiers were dis-
posed through the woods west of the
Towerman’s Road.

Down the old Broad Way this morn-
ing came the most curious procession of
that time. If the Tower People from their
high parapets glimpsed it, it must have
proved a sore puzzle to them.

A little company of men dragged along
twelve of the quaint cannon Fortune had
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