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Synopsis: 
Ho,tuey Ma.nshh>, lawyer, !.e summoned 

to th<> antigua sbop ot Anlello nnd Ll· 
bono Barocco, ..vho bnve adopt"tl the 
name of Baroquc, mconlng "bl7,11.rre." 
'rh4 la.wyer a.sslRts Anlello In ron klng 1118 
w!U. Anlello and Llborlo o.re twlns a.nd 
belleve In tho superstltlon tbttt tbose 
born In the rome hou1· must die ,In the 
mme hour. Anlello has twin cbllur~n. 
Francesca Is baautiful and goo<l. Her 
twln brotbcr, Angelo, who greatly ru­
ll<'mblos .her, ls evll, -nnd has laken Ull 
wlth bad uaocllites. In bis wlll, whlch 
Is slgned and put In i.ran .. hlp's possaa­
alon, Aru.Uo lea.ves o.11 hi• proport)' lo 
Fra.ncesc:a. dlalnberlting Angclo. Tbe 
pollee ·ru.ld the antlc¡uo abnp whlle lllan· 
•hlp Is present. Llborio attempts to 
ei,cape and Is shot ,IMd. The •hock ldlls 
bl8 twln brolher, AnMlo. Detecth·,•, J\nd 
many thou~ands of dollu.r~· worth or na.r­
cc,llcs In tbo ahop. Angclo drnles n>' 
knc,wledge et tho narcotics. • WhUP hº 
br:izenlng lt out be[ore the d~tecti\'eS and 
:Manohlp, Frn11cesca races him. nn,l An· 
gelo crl~•: "Wby do you look 1,tm•' like 
that." 

CHAPTER VII 

T 
HE girl moved one pace toward 
him, and he started back in 
something nearlyg resemblin 

panic. 
"Angelo !" she said, pausing-her 

voice was the very voice of woe-"what 
have you done?" 

"What do you me'an, what have I 
done? I haven't done anything; !'ve 
just come home from a party. I"-­

"l was waiting for you," Francesca 
gently e..xplaíned. "When I heard voices 

... ,.here I tbought it must be you, and J 
carne down to find out. But it was that 
man, that detective, talking to Mr. 
::'ifansbip; and-well-I heard him say 
this te1Tible calamity to-night could 
never bave happened witbout treache1·y. 
Angelo I somebody betrayed Uncle 
Liborio to the police. Do you know 
who?" 

"No, of course not! How should I 
know?" 

"You know everybody who could 
have done it. And, Angelo. 
you know your own heart." 

Either the boy was deliberately 
working himself into a rage, or else 
he was going out of his mind with 
fear--cowering away from Francesca, 
refusing to meet her regard, fah:ly 
gibbering denials. 

"What's my heart got to do with it?" 
He ripped out a string of black Italia•1 
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oaths, but his voice was sbaky. "Are 
Yº' ,, ,.,1 ... ~:nf? mtio? .. 

"I say you know 01· can find out who 
citu .. ~ you must find 
out, ancl will-that you won't rest till 
you do-if you are your father's son!'' 

"It's a líe! I don't know, and I don't 
~now how to find out. You're crazy­
out of your head ! How"--

" Angelo ! " Advancing as he 1·e­
treated, the girl had him with his back 
to the desk; and as he was on the 
point of darting aside she put a de­
taining hand to his wrist. "Angelo ! 
are you my brother?" 

"Let go of me!" The boy shook her 
off. "Stop staring at me like that ! I 
won't stand your accusing me"--

"l don't accuse-1 ask." 
"You !et me alone .. keep away!" She 

had caught his at'm again and was 
holding on despite his resistance. 

"Let go of me or !"- Of a sudden 
his rage seemed to pass into sheer mad­
ness, he faced her raving. "Damn you ! 
k;ep off or I'll murder you !" 

"I'm uot afraicl, Angelo. You value 
your own life too highly." 

"Well ! then-by God ! I'll scar you 
for life." 

With a deftness approaching legerde­
main his hand slipped into and out of a 
11ocket, Above his head steel shim­
mered, menacing the face of bis sister. 
Instantly Rodney grasped his shoulders 
ancl dragged him screaming, kicking 
nnd cursing, back across the desk. Ink­
sl.ands and fittings flew, the lamp 
c.rashed to the floor, darkness fell, re­
:;eved by the dim light from the hall· 
way . . But Rodney had the knife. 

He co11trived to drop it into his coat 
µocket without losing tbe mastery, then 

. for a moment held Angelo belpless with 
pinioned arms. 

"You rat!" he cried, and shook bis 
victim as if he were in fact a rat. "If 
ever again you lift a band to your 
sister, I'll break every bone in your 
body!" 

He flung the boy away and, in the 
.-udden illumination that followed when 
Francesca at tbe wall switched on the 
rhandelier, saw Angelo land on bis 
back with a thump that wruñg from 
him a C'l'Y of pain. 

Quivering like a whipped animal, he 
·rested briefly-eyes half shut, lips com­
pressed to an ugly line, fists clenched, 
ali betraying a desperate struggle to 
assert self-control. Then the fit passed 
8nd, relaxing, he pi<:ked himself up; 
but when he stood erect, with steady 
hand~ readjusting collar and necktie, 
Rodney perceived in the steadfast re­
gard of eyes like black diamonds set 
in a countenance whose pallor fairly 
blazed, th.tt he had succeeded only in 
transmuting insensate anger into mor­
tal hatred. 

Francesca moved between them, of­
fe-ring a hand of pardon and appeal. 
.Rut her brother would not see it; and 
though he no Jonge1· hesitated to con­
front her, but _gave her back look for 
look; there was in his expression if any· 
thing even a deeper rancor than he had 
for 'R.odney. 

"Angelo," she pleaded-"forgive me 
if l've hurt you-íorget, please, if I 
have said anything unkind or unjust. 
Remember, I ¡am half distracted with 

"He didn't have 
nothing to 

say, and he ain't 
af raid oí 

trouble - now. 
He's croaked" 

i.rrief. You know how dear he was to 
me, what nobility of heai:t and soul has 
been taken from us to-night. Surely 
my sorrow is yours !" 

She checked on a sob. Angelo stood 
watching her like a frozen shape of 
malevolence. 

With a strugglo she continued: 

' 

"Angelo, alone with bis poor body, 
in hour ago, with my hand on bis dear 
dead bosom, I swo1·e. an oath to find and 
e::-..-pose the traitor who had brou~t J-,j?fi"' 
to his death. It is a sac~Úty we 
owe to his memory, you a ,d. T." 

Indignation q_ui'c}!e»~ out oí i:he in­
credulity with which France.sca read 
her brother's response in his silence. 
Slowly her body stiffened, her should­
ers straightened, her head lifted, till 
she was ~tually looking down at him, 
lifted above bis stature by her scorn. 

"Then know this: with or without 
your help, against your opposition if it 
qomes to that, though it take my Jife­
time, though it cost me my life, I shall 
keep my vow. And when I have found 
tbe man, whoever he may be, I shall de­
nounce him-you know to whom. You 
know, too, the penalty of"-with 
barely perceptible hesitation she fin­
ished in ltalian-" 'll/amita !" 

Whatever the ulterior significance of 
that word, whatever Meaning attached 

. to it in their common understanding 
oeyond that which was intelligible 
mough to Rodney in the mere sound of 
of it, that ít had found the chink in 
Angelo's armour was appa1·ent in his 
flinching eyes, in bis sharp gesture of 
expostulation and affright. But in-
5tantly he caught himself and re­
covered, presenting again to Francesca 
1 stony mask of despite. 

"Thank Heaven that's settled !" he 
sneerecl , and wheeling strode from the 
rnon1 . . 

CHAPTER VIII 

E
VER since the death of his fath­

er had left him alone in the 
wo1·ld, Rodney Manship had 

n,ade bis home in rooms nea1· by bis 
clubs, in the lower Fifties near Fifth 
A ven u e. Here, on the second night fol-


