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Translation project:
The Black Star: A Detective Story by Johnston McCulley

Abstract

This bachelor's translation project presents a Ukrainian translation of Chapters X—XV of The Black
Star: A Detective Story by Johnston McCulley (1916) and an analysis of the genre-specific
vocabulary of the source text and its rendering in the translation. The source text belongs to the
adventure-detective sub-genre of early American pulp fiction and has not previously been
translated into Ukrainian or any other Slavic language. The vocabulary sample compiled for the
study contains 165 unique items with 422 total occurrences across six categories, with law
enforcement agents and equipment accounting for the largest share. The translation analysis covers
four areas: slang and jargon, legal terminology, idioms, and the general distribution of techniques
according to the classification by Molina and Hurtado Albir (2002). The translation follows a
domestication-oriented approach based on dynamic equivalence.

Key words: adventure-detective fiction, domestication, dynamic equivalence, genre vocabulary,
translation techniques, Ukrainian translation.

IlepexknaganbKuii MPOEKT:
Hepexaan kaurn Jxoncrona MaxkKauni
«The Black Star: A Detective Story»

AHoTanisa

bakanaBpchKuil MepekyafaubKuid MPOEKT MICTUTh NEpPIIMK Mepekyian po3aiiB X—XV KHUTH
Jlxoncrona MaxKamni «The Black Star: A Detective Story» (1916) ykpaiHCbKOIO MOBOIO Ta aHai3
YKaHPOBOT JIEKCHKH OpPUTiHATY 1 3aco0i1B ii BIATBOPEHHS B Mepekiaal. TeKCT OpUriHady HaJeKUTh
JI0 TIPUTOHUIIBKO-ETEKTUBHOTO MJKaHPY paHHbOI aMEPUKAHCHKOT MyJNIbII-(h)aHTACTUKY 1 paHille
HE TIEPEKJIAJaBCs YKPAiHChKOIO a00 Oyab-SKOI CIIOB'STHCBKOIO MOBOIO. VYKIIaJeHa Jis
JOCTIIKEeHHs BUOIpKa JIGKCUKU MICTUTh 165 yHIKaJIbHUX OJUHMIb, SIKI 3arajioM 3yCTPidaroThCs
422 pa3u 1 NOAUISIIOTHCS Ha IIICTh KATEropii, 3 sSIKMX HaMOLIbIIy 4acTKy CTAHOBIATH CJIOBa Ha
MO3HAYEHHS OpraHiB MpaBoONOPAAKY Ta oOmagHaHHsA. [lepexnaganbkuii aHal3 OXOIUIIOE YOTUPU
cepu: cieHr 1 )KaproH, IOPUAUIYHY TEPMIHOJIOTIO, 1TIOMH Ta 3aTaJIbHUM PO3MOJILI MPUHOMIB 32
kiacudikaniero Moninu ta Yprano An6ip (2002). [Tepeknaa BUKOHAHO 3 BUKOPUCTAHHSAM MIIXO.TY,
OpIEHTOBAHOTO HAa aJanTalil0 JO0 MOBHHUX pealiif, 110 TIPYHTY€TbCS Ha JAWHAMIYHIN
€KBIBaJICHTHOCTI.

KirouoBi ciioBa: AuHaMiyHa €KBIBaJCHTHICTb, JOMECTHKAIIIS, )KaHPOBA JIEKCHUKA, TIepeKIagaibKi
MPUIHOMH, TPUTOTHUIHKO-ICTEKTUBHA MTP0O3a, YKPATHCHKUH TepeKiial.



Introduction

The relevance of this project lies in the need to expand Ukrainian readers' access to English-
language popular fiction of the early twentieth century. Johnston McCulley's detective novel The
Black Star: A Detective Story (1916) has never been translated into Ukrainian or any other Slavic
language. Beyond the translation itself, the project addresses the linguistic features of early
American pulp detective fiction — a genre with a historically specific vocabulary that has not been
studied in the context of English-Ukrainian translation.

The problems addressed in this project have been studied by a number of scholars. The
theory of translation strategies and techniques has been examined by M. Baker, J. Munday, P.
Newmark, L. Venuti and others. The linguistic features of crime and detective fiction have been
discussed by J. Douthwaite, C. Gregoriou, U. Tabbert, J. Scaggs and others. The challenges of
translating slang and informal register have been addressed by D. Linder, G. Kovacs, and others.

The aim of this project is the translation of selected chapters of Johnston McCulley's The
Black Star: A Detective Story into Ukrainian and the analysis of the stylistic and lexical features
of the source text and their rendering in the translation.

The following tasks have been set to achieve this aim:

- to produce a Ukrainian translation of Chapters X-XV of the source text;

- to examine the biographical and literary context of the work;

- to identify and analyze the genre-specific vocabulary of the source text;

- to analyze the translation strategies and techniques applied in rendering this vocabulary
into Ukrainian.

The research material consists of Chapters X-XV of The Black Star: A Detective Story by
Johnston McCulley (1916), approximately 40,000 characters with spaces, sourced from the public
domain edition available through Project Gutenberg, and the Ukrainian translation produced as
part of this project.

The paper consists of an introduction, Chapter 1 (the parallel text of the original and the
translation), Chapter 2 (the translation analysis), conclusions, a list of references, and appendices.



Chapter 1. Translation of The Black Star: A Detective Story by Johnston McCulley

The Black Star: A Detective Story
Source
CHAPTER X—CAUGHT IN ANET
Silence followed the announcement of the Black Star—silence for a
moment, during which Muggs watched his master and waited for the sign
that he was to choke the man on the divan into insensibility for daring to
say such a thing. But the sign was not given.

Suddenly Roger Verbeck felt sick at heart. The Black Star’s tone, his
bearing, the expression in his face told that he spoke the truth. And Verbeck
knew enough to confirm it. Faustina had been acting in a peculiar manner.
And that second woman who had called on him in the Black Star’s
headquarters—how timid she had appeared, how afraid! She had reeled
when she read her orders. She had demanded to know where Verbeck got
the ring he was wearing. And that very afternoon, when he met her at her
home—her words had been mysterious, her actions out of the ordinary.

“So you see how it is,” the Black Star was saying. “Do you want to save
her, save her brother also? Then me, and I’ll help—for I must save those
friends of mine. I’'m as much in the dark regarding them as you, for I’ve
never seen any of their faces, remember. You realize what will happen if
they are caught, don’t you? There could be no escape from the penitentiary
for any of them. And there are things to be found in my headquarters—
notes in Faustina Wendell’s handwriting, for instance, notes giving
information ”

He stopped at the look that came into Verbeck’s face.

“And you think I'll let you go now?” Verbeck demanded. “Why, I’1l fight
you more than ever now! You’ve made a cat’s-paw of that boy; you’ve
dragged the sweetest and most innocent girl in the world into your filthy
scheme.”

“The prosecuting attorney won’t consider her innocent when he reads

Temna 3ipka: oemexmue

Translation

PO3III X — ¥V ITACTILI

[Ticnsa 3asBu TemHuoi 3ipku HacTana THIIA — THINA, SKa TPUBAJa JIUIIE
MUTb, IPOTATOM SIKOi Marrc crnocrepiraB 3a CBOiM HACTaBHUKOM 1 YEKaB
Ha 3HAaK, IO BiH Ma€ NPUIYLIIMTH YOJIOBIKA Ha IMBaHI 10 BTpPaATU
CBIIOMOCTI 3a Te, 110 TOM HaBaXMBCS CKa3aTH Take. Ta 3Haka He
TIOCITi Ty BAJIO.

Pantom Pomxep BepOek BimuyB sik cTHCHYINOCS Horo cepue. Ton TemHoi
3ipku, WOro MaHepH, BHpa3 OOJWYYS IMOKAa3yBaH, IO BiH TOBOPHUTH
npasay. I Bepbek 3HaB nocratHbo, mo0 ne miarBepautu. dayctuna
MOBOIMIIACS JAMBHO. A Ta Jpyra jKiHKa, IO HaBigyBajacs OO HHOTO B
mrab-kBapTupy TemHoi 3ipku — sika BoHa Oyna 0osi3ka, sika HajsKaHa!
Bona 3arpemrina, koinm mpoudMTania CcBOi Haka3d. BoHa BuMarana
Ji3HaTHUCH, 3B1IKH y BepOeka kabmyuka, sKy BiH HOCHB. | TOro camoro as,
KOJIM BiH 3yCTpIBCSI 3 HEIO B ii oMl — i cjoBa OyJM 3araJkoBi, a Jii —
1032 3BUYHUM.

— Or 6auu, sik BOHO, — roBopuB TeMHa 3ipka. — Xouel BpATyBarH ii,
BpsTyBaty ii Opara? Toxi BiAMycTH MeHe, 1 5 A0MOMOXY — 00 s MyIIy
BpATYBaTH MOiX Apy3iB. Sl Tak caMo HIYOTrO MPO HUX HE 3HAIO, 5K 1 TH, 60
HIKOJIM He 06a4uB IXHIX 00/MnY, mamM'sTaem. Tu po3yMienl, 0 CTaHeThCs,
SIKIIO IX CIIMMAaIoTh, 4i He Tak? JKoJeH 3 HUX He 3MOJKE BTEKTH 3 B'I3HHIII.
A B MoeMmy mITabi € peui, KI MOXKHA 3HAMTH — HANPUKIAJ, 3aMUCKH,
Hanucani pykoro ®ayctuHu BeHmemi, 3amuckM, 1[I0  MICTATH
iH(pOopMaILiIo...

Bin 3ynuHuBCS, MOMITHBIIM BUpa3 Ha oOnnydi BepOeka.

— I T BBaXkaem, 1io s Bigmyuly Tebe nmpocto Tak? — 3anuTaB BepOek.
— Hi, s 6Gopotumycs 13 To6010 11e Ay*x)ue! T 3p0OUB TOTO XJIOMIISI CBOEIO
MapiOHETKOI0, TH BTATHYB HaUMIJIIITY 1 HAWHEBUHHIIIY AIBYMHY B CBITI y
cBOIO OpymHy adepy.

— IIpokypop He BBakaTHUMe ii HEBUHHOIO, KOJIU IIPOYUTAE Ti JIUCTH.



those notes.”

“You’d have me let you go—then you’d try to drag me into the mess to
save my intended wife! And, through me, others—and so on! It’s fight you
and beat you now, or surrender to you like a coward, and let you go ahead
with your nefarious plans. I'll take the chance, Mr. Black Star!”

Verbeck looked at his watch; it was a quarter of eleven. He whirled to face
Muggs.

“Guard this crook!” he cried. “Guard him well. Shoot him if he tries to
escape!”

“What are you going to do, boss?”

“I’m going to play the game out to the end. I’'m going to the ball and save
Faustina Wendell and her brother—and I’'m going to see that the police get
the others, and then this man here. That’s all I have to do—get Faustina
and Howard away in time. This crook’s clever scheme has another angle—
nobody can swear the Wendells are mixed up in this. That’s what I have to
do—separate the crooks from the innocent victims. Watch that man!”

Muggs screeched at him. The Black Star tried to tell him something. But
Roger Verbeck had dashed from the house and toward his machine. He
was almost sobbing, and fear gripped at his heart. The chickens had come
home to roost! No wonder Faustina had acted so peculiarly, small wonder
she had shown anxiety! And she was in danger. He had ordered her to
steal—perhaps her love and fear for her brother would lead her to do so.
She might be caught in the act—Faustina Wendell, proud daughter of one
of the pioneer families, caught stealing jewels!

And his ring—she had recognized that! Great Heaven! Did she think he
was the Black Star? Did she imagine he had played on her love to make
her a member of a band of thieves? What might she not suspect, when she
had seen that ring?

She would remember that he had led a sort of wild life in the ends of the
earth, never showing a tendency to settle down until he had fallen in love
with her. She might pile up the little things until she had a mound of

— Tu xouemnr, mo0 s BiAMYCTHB TeOe — a TOAI TH CHPOOYENT BTSITHYTH
MEHE B YCIO 1[I0 OpyaHy crpaBy, o0 BpATyBaTu MO0 HapedeHy! I uepes
MeHe — iHmux! Ao 5 3apa3 i3 To60r0 Ooprocs 1 mepemMararo, abo 371arcs,
gk 00sry3, 1 J03BOJISII0 TOOI MPONOBXKYBATH CBOi MIACTYMHI TUIaHH. S
pu3HKHY, mane TemHa 3ipko!

BepOek moauBHBCS Ha TOAMHHUK; Oylla YBEPTh HA OAMHAAUATY. BiH pi3ko
obepnyBcs 10 Marrca.

— Oxoponsiii 11boro 3y10unHIs! — KpUKHYB BiH. — JloOpe cTepexu.
Crpinsii, ko cnpoOye BTeKTH!

— 1o Bu pobutumere, 60ce?

— S noBeny uro copaBy o kiHug. S migy Ha 6an 1 BpsaTyro dayctuny
Benpmemn i 11 6para — 1 s moxOaro, mo0 Mmoiiis 3aapemTyBaja iHImX, a
MOTIM 1 11bOT0 YosioBika. OCh 1110 MeH1 Tpeda 3pOOUTH — BYACHO BUBECTH
daycruny it [oBapna reth. Y 1€l 3JI0iCHKOT CXeMH € Ie OJUH OIK —
HIXTO HE MOXKE IPUCATHYTH, 110 Bennennu nos’s3ai 3 um. Ock 1110 Maro
3pOOUTH — BIJOKPEMHUTH 3JIOYMHLIB BiJ HEBHHHUX. CTEpeXH LHOTO
qosoBika!

Marrc 3apeBiB Ha Hboro. TemHa 3ipka HamaraBcs IIOCh CKa3zaTu. Aue
Pomxep BepOek yxe MuaB 3 xatu A0 CBO€i MamnHu. BiH Maiixe riakas, a
CcTpax CcTUCKaB oMy cepue. He nuBHO, mo daycTrHa MOBOAUIIACA TaK
HE3BUYHO, HE JUBHO, 1110 BOHA MpOosBisIa 3aHenokoeHHs! I Bona Oyna B
HebOe3nerl. Bin HakazaB ili BKpacTM — MOXJIMBO, ii JIOOOB 1 cTpax 3a
OpaTa HiAITOBXHYTH ii M0 LbOTO. i MOIIM cHiliMaTH Ha TapsYOMy —
®dayctuny Bennemn, ropay IOHBKY OJHOTO 3 POAWH 3aCHOBHHUKIB,
3aCTyKaTH 33 KPaJlKOI0 KOIITOBHOCTEH!

A 1ioro mepcreHb — BOHa Bmi3Hajia ioro! boxxe munocrusuii! Yu BoHa
nymana, o BiH — Temna 3ipka? Uu ysiBuIia, 1110 BiH IpaB Ha ii HOYyTTAX,
abu BTATHYTH 11 B Oany 3momiiB? 11{o BoHa TUIBKK HE MOTYIA 3aMiO3PHUTH,
no0aYMBIIU Ty KaOIyuKy?

Bona mam'stana, mo BiH BIB JHUKE XUTTS Ha Kpar 3eMJIl, HIKOJA HE
BUSIBJISIFOYM CXMIJIBHOCTI JIO OCIJIOTO XKHTTS, TIOKU HE 3aKoXaBcs B Hel. BoHa
MoOTIJIa CKJIACTH P APIOHUIL y KyIy J0Ka3iB — JKIHKU Take poOsTh.



evidence—women do such things. She might doubt his manhood, really
believe he was the master crook, brutal enough to endanger the girl he
professed to love and her brother. Had Howard Wendell noticed that ring,
too? Had Howard been the midnight prowler waiting on the boulevard to
see what time Verbeck reached home?

He was in the car, out of the yard, rushing like the wind down the street,
not caring whether the machine skidded perilously through the snow. It
was almost eleven o’clock; he had ample time, more than an hour. It would
be a simple thing, after all, merely to get Faustina and Howard to one side
and see that neither wore a red ribbon, let the police capture the others, and
then explain.

Then another thought came to him—those notes the Black Star had said
were in the house where he made his headquarters! The captured men
would talk, mention that house, and the police would search. Faustina
might be endangered in that way. He didn’t dare take the chance of leaving
those notes until after he went to the ball. He’d have to search for them,
find, and destroy them.

There was more than an hour—he had ample time. He drove the machine
at a furious pace, disregarding police, who shrieked at him, barely missing
trolley cars, dodging pedestrians at crossings. Out along the long
boulevard it was easier going, for there the wind had swept the pavement
clear of snow, and there was not so much traffic. He left the paved street
and cut down the hill toward the old house where the Black Star had
established his headquarters. He did not have time to take precautions; he
trusted to the good fortune that always had stood at his side in emergencies.
He turned the machine to the curb a block away from the house, sprang
out, and rushed across vacant lots toward his goal.

Through the dusty hall he rushed, reaching in his coat pocket for matches.
He found a candle in the furnished room and lighted it. Then breathlessly
he began his search.

Nothing was in the drawer at the end of the table except what he had seen
before. There was no furniture in the room in which letters might be

Bona moria 3acymMHiBaTucs y HOro My>KHOCTI, CIIpaB/i MOBIPUTH, 110 BiH
— TOJIOBHHH 3JI0YMHEIlb, HACTUIBKH YKOPCTOKHH, 1110 IMi11acTh HeOe3merti
JiBUUHY, Ky KJISIBCS JIOOUTH, 1 11 OpaTa. A um 6auus ['oBapa Bennenn mro
kabnyuky? Uu Oy loBapy TuM HIYHMM HarIsjadeM, IO YeKaB Ha
OynbBapi, o0 modauuTH, 0 KOTpii ronuHi BepOek mictaneTshes nomomy?
Bin ciB y mamuHy, BHiXaB i3 OJBip s Ta MUYaB 10 BYJIHIl, HE 3Ba)KAIOUN
Ha Te, M0 MAalIMHy HeOe3lmeyHo 3aHOCWUJIO Ha cHiry. byma wmaibke
OJMHAJIATa TOAMHA; 4Yacy B HBOIO OyJO BIOCTajb, OLbIlE€ T'OIUHM.
3pemtoto, e Oynmo 6 mpocro: BimBectu Payctuny i [oBapma BOIK i
HNEPEeKOHATUCS, 1110 HIXTO 3 HUX HE HOCUTh YEPBOHOI CTPIUKH, 103BOJIUTH
TIOJIIITIT 3aTPUMATH 1HIIUX, & TIOTIM BCE TTOSICHUTH.

Ta me ogHa JyMKa Bpasuiia HOro — Ti 3aIIUCKH, NPo sKi ToBopuB TemHa
3ipka, MaroTh OyTH B OyAWMHKY, /I¢ BiH BIIAIITYBaB CBii mrTad! 3arpumani
YOJIOBIKM MOIIIA O 3arOBOPUTH, 3TajiaTd IMpo e OyAuHOK, 1 moiuis 0O
Horo ooOmykana. daycTuHa MOXKE€ ONUHUTHCA B HebOesmeni. Bin He
HaBaKUBCS PU3MKYBAaTH, 3aJIMLIAI0OYM Ti 3allUCKH, IOKU HE MiJe Ha Oall.
oMy 10BEEThCS PO3IIYKATH 1X Ta 3HUIIHTH.

Yacy Oyno Ouiblie Hi’K roguHa — HOro BUcTayano. BiH MuaB Ha MamuHi
3 IIAJICHOO IIBHAKICTIO, HE 3BAXKAIOUM Ha ITOJIIEHCHKHX, SKi BOJIAIH Ha
HBOTO, JIeJIb HE 31TKHYBIINCH 13 TPaMBa€EM, MAaHEBPYIOUH MIXK MILLIOXOJaMU
Ha nepexpectax. Jlani, mo goBromy OynbBapy, iXxaTu Oyio mpocTime —
BITEp OYMCTHUB IUIUTKY Bij CHIry i pyx OyB He Takuil iHTeHCUBHUH. Bin
3BEpHYB 13 MOIIIEHO1 BYJIUIII i CITyCTHBCS TaropooM A0 CTaporo OyIauHKY,
ne Temna 3ipka BiamTyBaB cBOIO IITal0-kBapTupy. Ha 3axomu Ge3mexu
yacy Bxe He 0yno; Pomxep BepOek noknanascs Ha Bauy, sika 3aBxau Oyia
Ha ¥oro 0ol B HaJA3BUYAHMX BumMaakax. BiH mig’ixaB mo y30iuds 3a
KBapTaJ BiJ OyAMHKY, BUCKOYMB 13 MAalllMHU  KMHYBCS Yepe3 MyCcTUpi A0
cBO€T 1.

[TpoOir vepe3 3ammiieHH X0, AICTABIIK 3 KUIIEHI MaIbTO CIpHUKH. Y
MeOnboBaHIM KiMHATi BiH 3HamoB cBiuky 1 3amamuB ii. [lotim,
3a]IMXaI0uUCh, TOYAB PETEIbHI MOIITYKH.

VY myxasai B KiHII cTody He Oyno Hidoro, KpiM TOro, Imo BiH 0aduB
panime. Y iHIIIH KiMHaTI He Oy10 MeOiB, y SIKUX MOKHA Oysio O cxoBatu



concealed. He inspected the couch, but found nothing. He ripped the seat
and back from the armchair, but his search was not rewarded. In the
kitchen he opened drawers and bins, but found nothing except dust and
cobwebs. He rushed back to the Black Star’s room again.

His foot found the trigger of the trapdoor, and he opened it and crept to the
edge of the pit to hold the candle and peer down. There was nothing but
the smooth cement walls and flooring. He ripped away rugs, searched the
floor, finally stood, panting, beside the table in despair.

“He lied!” he gasped. “He must have lied—and I have been losing time!”

He looked at his watch again—it was one minute after eleven o’clock. It
would take him only fifteen minutes to reach the big hall where the Charity
Ball was being held if he drove swiftly, and so he had time for further
search, but it seemed of no use.

Staggering against the side of the table, he threw out his hand to grip the
edge—and a drawer shot out!

He forgot the place and danger, and gave a cry of joy. Accident had
accomplished what search had failed to reveal. The drawer was half filled
with papers. He inspected them quickly—yes, there were several notes in
Faustina’s handwriting, and a forged check for three thousand dollars in
the bolder scrawl that belonged to Howard Wendell. The Black Star
evidently had had that check close at hand to show the boy now and then
in case he thought of quitting the organization.

There were other letters, too, the handwriting of which Verbeck seemed to
recognize, but could not quite place—Iletters written by other victims of
the Black Star, he supposed.

He carried them to the grate, set them afire, fed them to the flames one at
a time. He ran back to the table and pressed the edge of it all the way
around, and found one other drawer. There was nothing in it, however, and
he felt that he had secured and destroyed all the dangerous papers there.
The fire in the grate died down. Verbeck stirred the ashes to make certain

muctu. BiH o0urykaB quBaH, aje HIYOro He 3HaWmIoOB. Pomkep posipBaB
CUJIIHHA 1 CHUHKY Kpicia, aje MOoro MOIIyKH HE BUSBUJIMCS YCITIIIHUMH.
Ha xyxHi BiH BIIYMHB IIYXJIAIH 1 KOIIMKH, aJie He 3HAMIIOB HIYOTO, KPiM
nuy 1 maByTuHU. Jlaym 3HOBY KMHYBCS 10 KIMHAaTH TemHOi 3ipKH.

Moro Hora HaTpanuIa Ha BaiJlb JII0KA, BiH BiIKPUB HOTO i HAGIM3MBCSA 10
Kparw sMHU, 100 IMIHECTH CBIYKY W 3amISHYTH BHHM3. Tam Oyio jwmime
IJ1aJKe IEMEHTHE JTHO ¥ cTiHu. BiH 3ipBaB KMy, oOUIyKaB MmiuIory i,
3pEelITOr0, 3aJUXAIUNCh, Y PO3IIavi CTaB OIS CTOITY.

— Bin 30pexaB! — BuanxHyB BiH. — BiH, MaOyTh, 30pexaB — a s BTpaTUB
yac!

BiH 3HOBY DIIHYB Ha TOAWHHUK —OJHA XBWJIMHA IICIS OAMHAILSTOI.
Skmio ixatu MBUAKO, TO HOMY 3HAZOOMTHCS JIUILE M'ATHAALATH XBUJIMH,
o0 gicTaTucs M0 BEIIMKOTO 3aiy, JA¢ MaB BinOytucs biaromiitauii 6an,
TOX Yy HbOro mie OyB yac Juisi MOJAIbIIUX IOIIYKiB, aje 1€ 34aBajocs
MapHUM.

[ToxuTHYBIIUCH, BIH HATKHYBCA Ha OiUHY YacCTUHY CTOJY, IPOCTATHYB
PYKY, 11100 BXOIIUTHCS 3a Kpail — 1 IIyXxJig1a BUCKouua!

Pomxep Bepbek 3a0yB 1 mpo Micle, 1 Ipo HeOe3neKy, Ta BUTYKHYB BiJ
panocti. BunaakoicTs 3pobuiia Te, 40ro He BAATIO0CS JOCSITTH MOITYKaMH.
Hlyxnsna Oyna HamoJOBHHY 3allOBHEHA mamepamMu. BiH mIBHIKO
NeperisiHyB iX — TakK, TyT OyJlu KUIbKa JIMCTIB, HAalUCAaHUX PYKOIO
daycTuHH, 1 TiIPOOICHUN Y€K Ha TPU THCAYl 10J1apiB, HAIMCAHUI OLIbII
CMIUJTMBUM TMOYEpKOM, 1m0 HajexaB loBapmy Benmemny. Temna 3ipka,
MalOyTh, TPUMaB TOM YeK MiJ pPyKoro, 00 Yac BiJ Yacy MOKa3yBaTu
XJIONIIO, Y pa3l SKILIO TOW 3alyMa€eThCsi NOKUHYTU OpraHi3allilo.

Tam Oynu i iHII1 TMCTH, TOUEPK AKUX BepOek, 31aBaiocs, BIi3HaB, aje He
MIT TOYHO BU3HAYUTH — HAIEBHO JINCTH 1HIINX kepTB TeMHO1 3ipKH.

Bin mownic ix 10 kamiHa ¥ MiAManauB, KHJal4dd Y BOTOHB 10 oHOMY. [ToTiM
BiH IIOBEPHYBCS JI0 CTOJIA, IPOBIB PYKOIO MO HOro Kparo — i 3HaMIIOB 11e
onHy mryxysany. OnHak y Hi Hidoro He Oyno, 1 Pomkep BimuyB, 10
3HAMIIOB 1 3HUIIMB yci HeOe3IeuH1 nanepH, sxi Tam Oynu. Borons y kamiHi
srac. BepOek nepeminras momis, mo0 MepeKoHaTHCS, 10 HE 3aIUIIAIIOCS



nothing remained that would give a clew. Then he blew out the candle and
started through the dusty hall to the door.

As he reached it he stopped in alarm. Creeping toward the house from the
hedge were two men. Far to the right were two more. To the left were two
more. He heard a sibilant whisper from near the wall a short distance away.
Light from the nearest street lamp flashed against a policeman’s shield.

The police were surrounding the house!

CHAPTER XI—CLOSE QUARTERS

Muggs stood in front of the door for a moment after Verbeck had dashed
from the house, then turned to face the Black Star again. Muggs’ lower
jaw was shot out, his eyes were narrowed, and, but for Verbeck’s orders,
he probably would have launched himself at the Black Star and attempted
the old-fashioned retaliation known as “beating up.”

Muggs was small in size, but he had great strength in his arms and
shoulders, and possessed knowledge of a multitude of tricks to aid him in
the art of self-defense or aggression. He worshiped Roger Verbeck. He was
ready at any time to fight for Verbeck, to defend his life and his happiness.
The fact that the Black Star had caused his master misery was enough to
make Muggs want to throttle the man. But Verbeck had decreed against
that.

Muggs wished he was at his master’s side, helping him in the fight. He
imagined Verbeck driving the roadster at top speed through the streets to
the big hall; he fancied him entering upon the brilliant scene there, as he
had intended doing at a later hour, getting Faustina Wendell and her
brother to places of safety, then witnessing the capture of the Black Star’s
band. He anticipated a telephone call from Verbeck telling of success.

Meanwhile he walked back and forth before his prisoner, the pistol held in
his hand, and raged at the man on the divan.

“A cur like you causing a man like Mr. Verbeck pain!” he exclaimed.
“Killing’s too good for you! I hope you get a life sentence. But he’s got
you, Mr. Black Star! My boss has you! Have your little signs pasted on his

HIYOTO0, 10 MOTJI0 O Jatu miaka3Ky. [loTiM BiH 3ayB CBIUKY 1 pyIIHUB Yepe3
3aluJICHUNA KOPUIO0p 110 ABEPEH.

ATne, TICTaBIIUCH iX, BIH CTPUBOXKEHO 3YIMUHHUBCS. 3-3a KUBOIUIOTY IOB3
OyIMHOK IMIKpaJajiucs JIBO€ YOJOBIKIB. Jlameko mpaBopyd CTOSUIM IIE
nBoe. JliBopyd — iHII ABO€. BiH MOYyB CBUCTSYMU MIEMIT Oins CTiHU
Henonaiik. CBITJIO HAHOMMIKYOTO BYJWYHOTO JIIXTapsl BIAOMBAJIOCS Bij
[IUTA TOIILERCHKOTO.

[Tomimist orounna OyauHOK!

PO3/11JI XI — TICHI ITPUMILIIEHHA

Marrc Ha MUTh 3aTpUMaBcs Tepe]] ABepruMa Iicis Toro, sk BepOek BuOIr
3 OyIMHKY, a TIOTiM 3HOBY ToBepHYBCs 10 Temuoi 3ipku. [l{enena Marrca
CTHCHYJAcs, o4l OyiH 3BYKeHi, 1, sskOu He Haka3u BepOeka, BiH, MalOyThb,
kuHyBCcsi 0 Ha TemHy 3ipKy i 3acTOCyBaB OM CTapOMOJHY PO3ILIATY —
«HAOWTH MHKY.

Marrc OyB HEBEIIMKOTO 3POCTY, aJie MaB BEJIUKY CHIIy B pyKaX i Ijiedax, a
TakoX 3HaB Oe3/liu MNpUiloMiB, SKi Jomomaraid HOMy B MHCTEITBI
camooboponn abo Hamany. Binm oOoxnroBaB Pomxepa BepOeka. bys
TOTOBUM Y OyIb-SKHII MOMEHT OUTHCS 32 HBOTO, 3aXUIIATH HOTO KUTTA 1
macta. Toil ¢akt, mo Temua 3ipka 3amofisiB HOro HACTABHUKY
CTpaXKaaHHs, OyB s Marrca AOCTaTHBOIO MPUYHMHOIO, 1100 XOTITH
3aIyIIUTH IILOTO Y0JIOBiKa. Anle BepOek Haka3aB He 4inaTH Horo.

Marrc xot1iB OyTH MOpyd 31 CBOIM HAaCTaBHUKOM, JOMOMAararoud HoMmy B
0opoTr0i. Bin ysBnsB, sk BepOek MuuTh Ha CIOPTHUBHIM MallWHI Ha
MOBHIH MBHUJIKOCTI 10 BEIHUKOT 3aJH, 3’ SIBISAE€THCS HA OJMMCKYUil CIIeHl, K
1 IUTaHyBaB 3po0UTH Mi3HiIIe, 1 BigBoauTh dayctuny Bennemn Ta 1i Opara
B Oe3MeyHe Miclle, a MOTIM CTae CBiKoM aperty 6anau Temuoi 3ipku. Bin
ouiKyBaB Ha TenedoHHUI 13Bi1HOK BiJ BepOeka, 1110 MaB MOB1IOMHUTH PO
yCIIiX.

Tum wacom Marrc XoauB TYIU-CIOIH TEPE]l CBOIM B'A3HEM, TPUMAKOYH
HICTOJIET Y py1i, 1 JIIOTO THIBAaBCS HA YOJIOBIKA Ha JIMBaHi.

— Takuii MEp30THUK, SK TH, 3aBAa€ OO0 Takid JIFOIWHI, SK MICTEp
BepbOex! — BuryknyB BiH. — CMepTh — 3aHAJITO JIETKE MOKapaHHS IJis
tebe! CrnogiBatocs, T oTpumacm noBiune! Miit 6oc Tebe crmiiimas! Tu



bed and all over his library, will you? Leave sassy letters for him, eh? I
reckon you’re sorry for it now!”

The Black Star still was smoking the cigar Verbeck had given him. He
blinked at Muggs, and puffed at the cigar furiously, then suddenly bent
forward and bowed his head on his hands.

“That’s right!” Muggs went on. “Think of your sins! Do a little wailing
yourself! Cause my boss trouble, will you? You’d better put your head in
your hands and wish you’d played straight! Small good it will do you to
repent now, you scum!”

The Black Star’s head bent lower; he was a picture of misery. Muggs
looked at him with scorn and turned to walk the length of the room. He
stopped his tirade long enough to pick up a sandwich from the table and
begin eating it. He imagined the Black Star about to weep because disaster
had overtaken him—and Muggs always felt disgusted when he saw a man
weep.

But the Black Star was not weeping—he was endeavoring a subterfuge.
When he bowed his head, the burning end of his cigar rested against the
rope that bound his wrists together. Now and then he puffed again, until
the rope was scorched. Strand after strand was burned through as Muggs
talked.

“Getting your dirty hands on your betters and making them join your
gang!” Muggs said, walking back toward him. “You got your hands on one
too many, I guess. And I’ll be a witness at your trial, too! I’ll help send
you over the road »

He had passed the Black Star and was about to turn. And at that instant the
Black Star sprang. Muggs was taken unawares. A fist dealt him a blow on
the back of the head. As he staggered forward, trying to turn, the pistol was
wrenched from his hand and the butt of it crashed against his temple. The
Black Star struck him even as Muggs had struck the Black Star in his
headquarters room, when Roger Verbeck was shot into the pit.

“Take that, you whelp!” the Black Star cried. “Try conclusions with me,
will you—you and your precious master? You haven’t whipped me yet!

HaKJIEIB CBOI MaJIeHbKI 3HAKW HA WOTO JXKKY 1 MO BCii Oibmioreri, Tak?
3anumuB HOMy 3yXBaJli JIUCTH, ere k? ["agato, Tv Ternep mpo 11e mroayen!
Temna 3ipka Bce mie KypuB curapy, sky oMy naB BepOek. Bin kiinaB
O4YMMa, THIBHO 3aTATYIOYKCh, a IOTIM PariTOM HAaXUJIUBCS BIIEPE]] 1 CXOBaB
TOJIOBY B JIOJIOHSIX.

— Orak-to! — mpogorxyBaB Marrc. — Jlymaii mpo cBoi rpixu! ITormau
Tpoxu cam! Xouem cTBOpUTH mpodiemu MoeMmy OocoBi? Kparie cxoBaii
TOJIOBY B JIOJIOHSX 1 MOMIKOYH, 1110 He rpaB uecHo! Ta 1110 3 Toro — Kaarts
TOO1 BXKE HE JIONIOMOXKE, ITOKHJIbKY !

T'onosa Temnoi 3ipku cxunuiacs e HIK4e — BiH OyB )KHBOIO KaPTHHOIO
po3nady. Marrc 31 3HEBaroro IITHYB Ha HBOTO i IT0YaB XOJUTH IO KiMHATI.
Bin Ha MUTB 3aMOBK, 100 TiAHATH 31 CTOTY OyTepOpoA 1 moyaTu HOro iCTH.
Momy 3naBanocs, mo TemHa 3ipka OT-0T PO3ILIAYETHCS Yepes MOPasKy —
a Marrc 3aBX/u BiuyBaB OTUAY, KO Oa4uB, sIK YOJIOBIK ILJIaye.

Ane TemHa 3ipka He IUIaKaB — BiH HaMaraBCsl BUTaJaTu BUIPABIAHHS.
Konm BiH CXWIMB TOJNIOBY, PO3MAajeHUN KiHEUb HOTO CHUTapy TOPKHYBCS
MOTY3KH, 110 3B'si3yBajia Horo 3an'sicts. Bin yac Bij yacy 3arsaryBascs, i
MOTy3ka Tiua. BolokHO 3a BOJOKHOM 3ropajo, Moku Marrc
IPOJIOBKYBaB TOBOPHUTH.

— Tu xanaem cBoiMu OpyIHUMH pyKaMH KpallMx 3a cede 1 3MyIIyen ix
npueaHaTHCs 10 TBOe€i OaHau! — ckazaB Marrc, moBepTaluuch 0
Temnoi 3ipku. — Tu, MalyTh, 3aHaaTO O6AraTo KOro TOpkHyBcs. I s Oymy
CBIJIKOM Ha TBOeMy cyai! S qonoMoxy BipaBUTH TeOe 3a Iparu...
Marrc npoiiioB 1oB3 4oJOBiKa 1 BKe 30MpaBcs MOBEpHYTHUCS. Alle B Ty
muTh TemHa 3ipka KMHYBCs Brepel. Marrc He BCTHUT 3pearyBaTH. Yiap
KyJIaKOM Y TTOTHJIMIIIO 3MYCHB HOTO MOXUTHYTHCS; KOJH BiH CrpoOyBaB
o0epHyTHCS, ICTONET yKe OyB BUPBaHUH 13 PyKH, a pyKiB’sI BIAPUIIO HOTO
B ckpoHro. TemHa 3ipka BIapuB HOro caMe Tak, sSIK KOJUCh Marrc yiapus
Temny 3ipky y mra0-kBapTupi, koiau Pomxepa BepOeka kuHymu 10
MACTKH.

— Ocb 10061, mmMapkady! — BurykHyB TemHa 3ipka. — XOTiB 31 MHOIO
Tsaratucs, ra? Tu 1 TBi moporoiiHHMK HacTaBHUK! Bu meHe mie He
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There’s something in that old house I want—money, and those letters—
money to get me away to Chicago, and the letters to send to the prosecuting
attorney with a sarcastic little note. I’ll fix your precious master and his
girl. And while he’s trying to save her I’ll be taking a train out of town. As
for my crooks—bah! I never saw their faces—they are no friends of mine.
Let ’em go to prison—there are plenty more crooks to be had!”

He kicked the prostrate Muggs and hurried from the house. He did not
know exactly in what part of the city he found himself, but he made for a
crossing where he had seen a trolley car flash past, where he could make
a start downtown.

And Muggs, groaning in pain, remained on the floor, but he was not fully
unconscious. He had heard every word uttered by the Black Star—they
seemed to ring in his brain. He kept telling himself he wanted to get up, he
wanted to do something—but he could not. He struggled mentally to rise,
and finally his will was communicated to his muscles. He rolled over, sat
up on the floor.

Dizziness overcame him, but he closed his eyes and bit his lower lip and
tried to master it. And in time he did, and staggered to the divan and fell
upon it.

What was it the Black Star had said? That he was going to his headquarters
to get money and letters, that he was going to leave the members of his
band to their fate, and make his escape. He must stop the Black Star!
Verbeck’s plans would be shattered unless he did. And the Black Star
would be a living menace to Verbeck unless he was stopped, and perhaps
would build up another organization in some other city. Even in this
moment of pain Muggs, though claiming no superior power of reasoning,
could not help but think what a fool the Black Star had been to tell Verbeck
his schemes. That was the man’s weakness—he had to boast. It was
boasting that had brought him to the close attention of Roger Verbeck and
caused all the trouble.

“My hunch was right,” Muggs muttered. “I told the boss—that I had a
hunch!”

nepemoriu! Y ToMy crapoMy OyIHHKY € JEeIIo, 0 MeHi Tpeda — Trpoii i
Ti uctu. ['pomri — 1mo6 Brektu 1o Yukaro, a TMCTH — 1100 BiAIPaBUTH
IPOKYPOPY 3 TAPHEHBKOIO CApKaCTHYHOIO 3aIHMCKOI0. S po3bepycs 3 TBOIM
JIOPOTOLIIHHUM O0OCOM 1 MOro JIBYMHOIO. A TIOKH BiH HaMaraTUMEThCs il
BPATYBATH, 5 CAQYy HA MOTAT i 3HUKHY 3 MicTa. [I{o 10 Moix GaHIUTIB —
Thdy! A Hikonm He GayMB iXHIX 00JIMY — BOHM MeHI He apy3i. Hexait
CUIATH — 3JIOYMHIIB BUCTAYUTH 1 Oe3 Hux!

Bin mToBXHYB HOTam# Jekadoro Marrca 1 mocmimmuB 3 OyauHKy. TemHa
3ipka He 3HaB, B SIKili caMe YaCTHHI MICTa OIIMHUBCS, aJie TIONPSMYBAaB 110
nepexpects, Ae 0auuB SK MPODKINKAB TpaMmBail — TyIW, 3BIAKH MIT
JCTATHCS LIEHTPY.

A Marrc, croruyuu Bij 000, 3aJMIIUBCSA HA MiANO031, ajne BiH HE OyB
MOBHICTIO HENMPUTOMHHUH. BiH 4yB KOXXHE CIIOBO, BUMOBIeHe TeMHOIO
3ipKO0 — BOHH, 3/1aBaJIOCA, I3BEHIIM B Horo royioBi. BiH moBTOproBaB
co0i, 110 MOBUHEH MiTHATHCS, TIOBHHEH IIOCh 3POOUTH — alieé HE MIL.
Marrc 60poBcs 3 BIIACHUM TLIOM, aX JIOKU BOJISL HE 3MYCHJIa M’ 513U JiSITH.
Bin nepexoTuBcs Ha Oik, CiB HA MIAJIOTY.

Moro oXomnuio 3amamMopoueHHs, alie XJIONelb 3aMPyXKHB Odi, IPHKYCHB
HWKHIO TyOy 1 cripoOyBaB HOro mojosiaTH. 3pelTor0 HOMYy BIaJIOCH:
Marrc moXuTyruuch AiCTaBCs 0 JUBaHA 1 BIIaB Ha HHOTO.

IITo »x cka3aB Temnua 3ipka? I1{o BiH 30upaeThCs MOIXaTH 10 CBOET MITA0-
KBapTHUpU 3a TpOIIMMA ¥ JHMCTaMH, [0 KWHE WIEHIB CBO€l OaHau
Hanpu3Bosse i Breue. Moro tpe6a symuuutn! Inakme miann BepGeka
OynyTs 3pyitHoBaHi. A TemHa 3ipka Oy/ie ®KUBOIO 3arpo3010, SIKIIO HOTro He
3yNUHUTH, 1, MOXKIIMBO, CTBOPUThH IHILY OPraHi3allil0 B 1HIIOMY MICTI.
HaBith y wneit GomicHuii MoMeHT Marrc, xoua i He MpeTeHAyBaB Ha
BHJIaTHI PO3YMOBI 3/1I0HOCTI, HE MIT HE JIyMaTH Mpo T€, IKUM JypHEeM OyB
Temna 3ipka, po3nosiBim BepOeky npo cBoi miuanu. Lle Oyna cnabkicTs
TOTO YOJIOBiKa — BIH MYCHB BUXBajsITHCs. CaMe XBacTOIl MPUBEPHYIH
JI0 HBOTO TWIBbHY yBary Pomxkepa BepOeka 1 cnpuyuHHIM BeCh IIeH
Oes3nam.

— Moe mependyTTs BUSBHIOCS BipHUM, — TpoOypmotiB Marrc. — S
Ka3aB 00oCcy — y MeHe OyJo mepeaqayTTs!
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He sat up again; the dizziness had passed, but his head still pained. He
must act quickly, he kept telling himself over and over. Then the plan for
which he had been groping flashed into his brain.

Muggs sprang to the telephone and called police headquarters. He got the
chief on the wire.

“The Black Star has escaped!” he cried. “You’ll get his gang down at the
dance, but you’ll not get him unless you hurry. He knocked me down and
escaped. | know where you can catch him—if you’re quick!”

Shotted queries and commands came to him from the frenzied chief.

“A house—in the south end of town!” Muggs gasped. “A deserted house—
he has his headquarters there! He’s gone there to get money, then he’ll get
out of town. You can catch him! ... What’s that? Oh, yes—I didn’t give
you the address!”

Muggs swayed from the telephone, but in a moment had gathered his
strength and was talking again. He gave the location of the house, and the
chief said that he understood.

“And I’'ll be there—Ill start right now,” Muggs added. “I’ll be there to
identify him.”

Sudden decision had come to Muggs, and he stumbled away from the
instrument without further words, not even stopping to hang up the
receiver. He hurried across to the door and threw it open and went out. The
stinging cold air refreshed him. He started along the driveway.

By the time he reached the boulevard, Muggs was himself again, except
that the pain pounded in his head because of the blows the Black Star had
given him. He hurried along the street, half running. On the first corner he
waited for a car.

An automobile came along, bound for town, and Muggs hailed the driver.
He was a private chauffeur going to the big hall to fetch home from the
ball some of the women of the family for which he worked. Muggs told
him it was a matter of life and death, and the chauffeur allowed him to
crawl up beside him and put on speed. Five minutes later, well down in

BiH 3HOBY CiB; 3ar1aMOpOYEHHS MUHYJIO, aJie ToJIoBa Bee mie Oomnina. Tpeda
JISATH IIBHUJIKO, TOBTOPIOBaB co01 Marrc. | HapemTi B rojIoBi BHHHKIIA i71e,
Ky BiH TaK JJOBIO IIIyKaB..

Marrc kuHyBcs 10 TesieoHy 1 HaOpaB HOMED MOJIIEeHChKOI NUTbHUII. Bin
JIOJI3BOHUBCS 10 Tieda.

— Tewmna 3ipka BTik! — BUTYKHYB BiH. — Bu 3aapemryete iioro 6anmy
Ha Oaiy, aje Horo BM HE BXOIUTE, SIKIIO HE MOKBamuTecs. BiH Baapus
MeHe # yTik. S 3Ha[o, ¢ MOXXKHA MOrO CXOMHTH — SKIIO BU OyaeTe
MIBUAKAMHU!

3 TeneOHHOro amapara MOCUIAIKMCS KOPOTKi 3allMTaHHA ¥ Haka3W Bil
CXBUJILOBAHOTO 1ieda.

— bynuHOKk — Yy miBIeHHiN 4acTuHI MicTa! — BHAMXHYB Marrc. —
[ToxunyTHii OymMHOK — TaM Horo mrab! BiH mimos Tyau 3a rpommma i
noize 3 micta. Bu amoxere ioro cxonutu! ... lllo? O, Tak — s K He cKa3aB
anpecy!

Marrc BiaxunuBcs Bif TenedoHy, ale 3a MHUTh 310paB CHJIM 1 3HOBY
3aroBOpHB. BiH Ha3BaB MICIE3HAXOMKEHHA OyIuHKY, Ha 1m0 Iued
BIJIMIOBIB, 1110 3PO3yMiB.

— I s1 6yny Tam — s BUpyIIar0 npsiMo 3apa3, — aonaaB Marrc. — S Oyny
Tam, 1100 po3Mi3HaTy Horo.

Marrc npuiiHsSB panToBe pIIIeHHsS 1, HE KaKydyd OlLibIlIe Hi CIIOBa,
BIJIIHIIIOB BiJl anapary, HaBiTh HEe 3yNUHUBIINCH, 00 MOKJIACTH CITyXaBKY.
Bin xunyBcs 10 ABepeil, BIMUMHUB iX 1 BUHIIOB. Pi3ke XoonHe moBITps
OCBIXMIIO Horo. Bin pymmuB no mija’i3Hii 10po3i.

o Toro wacy, sik BiH 100paBcs 10 OynbBapy, Marrc BinuyB cebe Kparie,
xi0a 110 rojoBa 1ie myJibcyBaia Bia ynapy TemHuoi 3ipku. Bin nocmimas
BYyJIHIIEI0, Maiixke OlKyuyu. Ha mepiomy po3i BiH 3a4ekaB Ha MalIUHY.

[TpuOyB aBTOMOO1JIB, 1110 1XaB O MicTa, 1 Marrc rojiocHo 3BepHYBCS 10
Bozis. Lle OyB mpuBatHmii modep, o MaB ixatu Ha Oan, mo06 3abpatu
JIOZIOMY JISSIKUX TTaHi 3 POIMHM, Ha SIKY BiH IpaIoBaB. Marrc cka3as oMy,
110 1€ MUTAHHS XKHUTTA 1 CMEPTI, 1 modep A03BOJIUB HOMY CICTH MOpYY 1
npuckopuBcst. Uepes n'sTh XBUIINH, BKE B IIEHTPI MicTa, Marrc BUCKOYUB
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town, Muggs got off and hailed the first taxicab he saw, offering double
pay if good time was made, and the cab soon was rushing toward its
destination.

The police had acted promptly on Muggs’ information, and as the taxicab
whirled around a corner half a dozen blocks from the goal, Muggs could
hear in the distance the shrieking of a siren on a police automobile. He
urged his chauffeur to greater speed. At a corner he stopped the cab, paid
the driver, and the next moment was running down the dark side street
toward the deserted house.

He slipped along the hedge and crept near the wall, making his way toward
the door. It was closed, and Muggs did not try to open it, but went on to a
window. He raised it as he had that first night when Verbeck had been with
him. Muggs wanted to get inside and catch the Black Star at work. He
wanted just one blow at the Black Star before the police arrived, for the
blow that had been given him, and for the misery Verbeck had been caused.
Then he’d gladly hand the Black Star over to the authorities.

He slipped through the window. As he did so the police automobile
stopped on the nearest corner, and men piled out of it and ran forward to
surround the house. Muggs gave them one glance, then left the window
and stepped softly across the room. Light was coming through that crack
in the door—the Black Star was there!

Muggs put his eye to the crack. He did not see the Black Star—he saw
Roger Verbeck just blowing out the candle and starting to enter the dusty
hall!

The meaning of the situation flashed over Muggs in an instant. The Black
Star had not arrived yet. Verbeck had come here to get those letters before
going to the big hall. And he—Muggs—had brought the police! They
would capture Roger Verbeck—and there was nothing to prove that Roger
Verbeck was not the Black Star!

CHAPTER XII—AT THE CHARITY BALL

Muggs jerked open the door, rushed through the furnished room, and
entered the hall.

1 3yIMHUB TEpIIe TaKCi, AKe M00a4nB, MOOOIISBIIN MMOABIHHY IUIATHIO,
SIKIIO BOMIM BCTHUIHE BYACHO, 1 TakCli IIBHAKO IIOMYAJO 10 MIiCIA
NpU3HAYCHHS.

[Tommis mBHAKO BifpearyBana Ha iHdopmariito Marrca, 1 Konu Takci
MOBEPTAJIO 3a PIr 3a MIBIIOKMHU KBapTaliB Bix MeTH, Marrc modyB
yIaJduHl BUTTA CUPEHHU MOiNechbkoi Mammuad. BiH migranss modepa,
mo6 Toi ixaB mBuAme. Ha po3i BiH 3ynMHUB Takci, 3alUIaTUB BOIEBI, 1
HACTYMMHOI MHTI BXe OIr TEMHOIO OIYHOI BYJHUIICIO 10 IMOKHUHYTOTO
OyAMHKY.

Bin npocnu3HyB y340BXK >KUBOIUIOTY, MiAIMIIOB 10 CTIHM 1 MONPSIMYBaB
no nBepedi. Bonu Oynu 3aumHeHi, Ta Marrc He CTaB iX BITYHHSITH, a
HATOMICTh MiAIMIIOB /10 BikHA. BiH migHSB ¥ioro, K i1 Ti€l mepiioi HOYi,
ko BepOek OyB mopyd. Marrc XoTiB yCKOUUTH i 3actatu TemHy 3ipKy
3a poboToro. BiH X0TiB 3aBaT BChOTO OJMH yap, MEpIl HiX Mpulyae
MOJIIisT — 3a Te, IO TOW BIApPHWB HOTO, 1 32 Ti CTpa)JaHHA, SKi BiH
zanonisaB Bepbeky. Ilicias nporo Marrc i3 3a/10BOJICHHSIM TiepenaB Ou
Temny 3ipky Biasi.

Bin npomi3 kpi3k BIKHO. Y Ty K MUTh MOJIIEHCbKa MaIlIMHA 3yMUHNIACS
Ha HalOMMK4OMy pO3i, 1 JHOIM BUCKOUMIIM 3 HET, 1100 OTOYUTH OyIHHOK.
Marrc kKMHYB Ha HUX MOIVISA 1 TUXO BiAIAIIOB BiJ BiKHA, CTYMAaKO4H 1O
KiMHati. Yepes mimHy 1Bepeit nmpoduainocs cBiTio — TemHa 3ipka OyB
BCcepenuHi!

Marrc npuTyiauB OKO 70 IITUHU. BiH He mo06auuB 37101151 — BiH MOOAYMB
Pomxepa BepbOeka, sxuil 1moiHO 3aayB CBIUKY 1 MOYaB 3aXOOUTH B
3anuiaeHui xomn!

3HaueHHs cUTyalii MUTTEBO mposcHmIocs A Marrca. Temna 3ipka e
He npuiimoB. BepOek npuixas croau, 100 3a0patu T1 JIUCTH 1epe 6amoM.
A BiH — Marrc — npugiB noinito! Bouu cxomsats Pomxepa Bepbeka —
1 HeMae HiYoro, mo aoBoxuiio 0, mo Pomkep BepbOek ne € TemHoro
3ipkoto!

PO3JIT XII — HA BJIATOJIIMHOMY BAJTY

Marrc pi3ko BIIUMHHUB JBepi, MpoOir yepe3 MeOIbOBaHY KIMHATy i
BUIIIOB y XOJI.
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“Boss! Boss!” he hissed.

Verbeck was just recoiling from the outer door. He closed it as noiselessly
as he could and hurried back.

“Boss!”

“That you, Muggs?”

“Yes. That devil worked a trick on me—he got away. He intended to come
here and get money, then hurry out of town. [—I telephoned the police,
boss, to come here, and I came myself to identify him. I didn’t know that—

bk

“All right, Muggs. I understand. You did right.”

“But I let him trick me—and the cops are here. If they catch you they’ll
think you’re the Black Star.”

Verbeck realized that even better than Muggs. If the capture was made at
the big hall, and the prisoners questioned—as they would be, and
mercilessly—Faustina Wendell and her brother, under the strain, might
give evidence that would convict him.

“We’ve got to get away, boss!”

She had recognized the ring, Verbeck was thinking. Perhaps it was Howard
Wendell who had watched as he went home that night. Yes—he’d have to
escape.

“Oh, boss! I said I had a hunch!”

“Quick!” Verbeck whispered. “And be quiet! My roadster is at the curb a
block away. We must get out and reach it. How many policemen?”

“A dozen at least, boss—and there may be another auto full of em
coming.”

“Hush! Some one is trying that door now. Into the kitchen with you!”
Muggs hurried through the kitchen door. Verbeck pushed him into a closet
and bade him remain there until he returned. Then he went from the
kitchen to the dining room, and there he lifted his pistol and sent three
shots ringing into the ceiling.

Another instant and he was back in the kitchen, in the closet with Muggs.
“Perhaps they’ll think the Black Star has committed suicide when they

— Boce! boce! — mpomumis BiH.

BepOek came BijncTynaB Bija 30BHINIHIX ABepei. BiH 3akpuB iX sikomora
THUXIIIE 1 MOCIIIINB HA3a/.

— boce?

— To tu, Marrce?

— Tak. Toli BHpOIOK MPOBIB MEHE — MOMY BAAJIOCS BTEKTH. BiH XOTiB
OPUNATH CIOOU 3a TPOIIMMa, a MOTIM HIBHIKO BHiXatu 3 Mmicta. f... s
3arenedoHyBaB y mModilio, 0oce, MO0 BOHM NpPHIXald CIOIU, 1 caM
NpUKANIOB 100 po3mizHaTh Horo. S He 3HaB, 1O ...

— Jlo6pe, Marrce. f posymito. T BUMHUB TPaBUIIBHO.

— AJne s 103BOJIUB oMy OOBECTH ce0e HABKOJIO MAJBIT — 1 KOIH BXKE
TYT. SIKII0 BOHM CXOIUIATh Bac TYT, TO MOyMaroTh, 1110 BU — TemHa 3ipka.
BepOex ycBimomuB Iie HaBiTh Kpamie, HbX Marrc. SIKmo 3aTpuMaHHS
BIIOYEThCSl Yy BEIMKOMY 3alli 1 yB’SI3HEHUX JONUTYBaTUMYTh — a
JONUTYBAaTUMYTh Oe3xanbHo — To dayctuHa Bennmemn i i Opar mix
TUCKOM MOKYTb BUJIaTH CBIJJUEHHS, K1 3aCyIsTh 1 HOro.

— Tpeba iitu, 60ce!

BepOexk noxymas npo te, mjo dayctuHa BrizHana kadmyuky. MoxXIIuBo, 11e
T'oBapn Bennensn cTexxuB 3a HUM, KOJIM BiH [TOBEPTABCs JOJOMY Ti€i HOUI.
Tak — oMy OBEIEThCS BTIKaTH.

— O, 60oce! i x kazas, 1m0 y MeHe OyJio nepeauayTTsi! — BUTyKHYB Marrc.
— HIBuako! — mporrenotiB BepOek. — I Tuxo! Miii poacrep croits 6115
y30iuust 3a kBapTai. Tpeba BUOITTH il BCTUTHYTH A0 HHOro. CKUIBKH Tam
HOJIIEHChKUX?

— IlpunaiimMui gecarok, 6oce, — BiAMOBIB Marrc, — 1, MOXXJIMBO, I
OJIHA MaIllMHa, TOBHA iX, 171¢ CIOIH.

— Tuxo! XToch HaMaraeTbcs BITUYMHUTH Ti ABepi. Ha kyxHio!

Marrc KuHyBcs 10 KyXOHHUX JBepeil. BepOek mToBXHYB HOro B KOMOpY 1
HakazaB 3aJMIIATHCS TaM, JOKM BiH He moBepHeThcsa. lloTiM cam
NepelInoB 3 KyXHI JI0 ilajibHi, MiTHSAB MICTOJET 1 TpUYl BUCTPUIMB Y
CTEJIIO.

[I1e 3a MUTH BiH 3HOBY OyB y KyXHi, y KOMOp1 pazoM i3 Marrcom.

— MoxuBO, BOHU MOAYMarTh, MO TeMHa 3ipka 3acTperauBCs, KOJIH
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hear those shots and find there isn’t a light,” he whispered. “There is a
window behind you, Muggs. Can you open it quietly and without attracting
attention, while those police are wondering about the shots?”

Muggs went to work, making no noise. The window was raised a fraction
of an inch at a time. Verbeck turned the key in the closet door, for things
might come to a pass where seconds of delay would mean everything.

Finally the window was open. Muggs, putting out his head cautiously,
looked around.

“Only one man on this side, boss,” he reported. “The others have gone
around to the door.”

“They’re in the house,” Verbeck replied. “They’re flashing their torches—
I can see them in the hall through the keyhole.”

“This side of the house is dark, boss, shaded by trees. And there is a drift
of snow against it. We might get out without being heard or seen.”

“Try it!” ordered Verbeck grimly.

Muggs went first, like a shadow, and soon was standing beneath the
window in the deep darkness close to the wall. Verbeck followed, almost
afraid to breathe, expecting every second to hear the challenge of a
policeman and to be taken. But finally he, too, stood in the shadows against
the side of the house.

“One man,” Muggs whispered. “See him? We’ve got to hurry—those cops
in the house will be through searching soon. You wait here, boss.”

Muggs slipped away beneath the trees; Verbeck could scarcely see him.
Nearer and nearer he got to the unsuspecting policeman, who was
watching the group in front of the door. Then Muggs sprang, and the
policeman went down. It had been done without noise, with a single blow,
but not effectually enough to render the officer unconscious for long.

Verbeck hurried across and joined Muggs; each took a deep breath, and
then, just as the man on the ground raised a cry they darted out into the

MOYYIOTH IIi IOCTPUIH i HE 3HAWIYTh 3aIAJICHOTO CBITIA, — IMPOIIECTIOTIB
BiH. — 3a T000r0 BikHO, Marrce. Tu 3MOXKel THXO HOro BIIKPUTH, 1100
HIXTO HE IMOMITUB, IIOKU KOIH JUBYIOTHCS MOCTpinaM?

Marrc B3siBcs 10 poOOTH, HE BHUAAIOYU JKOAHOTO 3BYKY. BikHO
HiHIMaNI0Cs MOTPOXY, Ha KiJbKa MUTIMETpPIB 3a pa3. BepOek moBepHyB
KIIIOY Y JABEPAX KOMOpPH, 00 cUTyallisi MOIia IWTH 10 TOTO, 10 CEKyHAU
3aTPUMKHU OyIyTh BUPIIIATbHUMHU.

Hapemri BikHO Oyno BimuumHeHe. Marrc oOepeKHO BHCYHYB TOJIOBY M
O3UPHYBCHL.

— Ha 1i#i cTopoHi Jmie oauH 40JI0BiK, 60ce, — J0MoBiB BiH. — [HII
OOIHIIIIN HAaBKOJIO /IO IBEPEH.

— Bonu Bxe B OynuHKy, — BiinoBiB BepOek. — CBITATH JiXTapuKamMu —
s 6aqy 1X y IepeArnoKoi Kpi3b 3aMKOBY ILLIHHY.

— TyT, 3 wiei ctoponu, TeMHO, 00ce — JiepeBa 3aTiHATh. | OiIs cTiHU
HArpoMaauBCs CHIr. Mo)keMO BHWTH, i HAC HIXTO HE MOOAYUTH Ta HE
MOYYE..

— Crpo0yii! — cyBopo Haka3aB BepOek.

Marrc npociau3HyB MepIInM, MOB TiHb, 1 HE3a0apOM CTOSIB MiJ] BIKHOM Y
MTMOOKIA TeMpsBi Oinsl cTiHW. BepOek MimoB CIiaoM, JIEIb JTUXAI0uH,
MIOCEKYHM OUIKYIOUH, 1110 MOMIIEeUChKHUM HOro okinye i 3aTpumae. Ale
BPEILTI-PEIUT BiH TEX CTaB Yy TiH1 OUIA CTIHU OyAMHKY.

— OpuH 4onoBik, — mpouenotiB Marrc. — bauurte ioro? Tpeba
HOCHIIIATH — KOIMU B OyJJMHKY CKOpPO 3aKiHuYaTh OOIIyK. 3ayekaiTe TyT,
Ooce.

Marrc npocnusHyB min JepeBamu; BepOek maitke He GauuB ioro. Bin
HaOMMKaBCsT 0 HIYOTO HE IMI03PIOIOYOTO  TMOMIIEHCHKOTo, SIKAN
CIOCTEpiraB 3a rpyrnolo el nepea asepuma. Panrom Marrc ctpubHyB
— 1 TIOJTIIEUChKUN TTOBAIMBCS Ha 3emuto. Lle cTanocs 6e3 mymy, omHIM
yaapoMm, ajie He HACTUIBKM CHJIBHO, 00 odilep HaJ0Bro BTpPATUB
CBIOMICTb.

Bepbek mocmimuB 10 Marrca; Ko)eH 3 HUX TTHOOKO BIUXHYB, a TOTIM,
KOJI YOJIOBIK Ha 3eMJIl BXKe€ 30MpaBcs 3aKpUYaTH, KUHYJIUCS HABTIKH, 10
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open, racing for the hedge.

Behind them was a chorus of cries, a fusillade of shots. They got to the
other side of the hedge and ran wildly for the street. Behind them came the
determined pursuit, a captain shouting orders. As they ran, Verbeck found
himself wondering at the queerness of it—that he and Muggs had been
forced to attack a guardian of the law in the interests of justice. Verbeck
promised himself to make that policeman a handsome present when things
were straightened out.

More shots whistled near them—the police were through the hedge now.
On and on they ran, Verbeck slightly in the lead. They saw a police auto
standing in the street near them, another at the other end of the block. And
Verbeck’s roadster was a block away!

They were in the street now, running at their utmost speed. Behind them
came the pursuing policemen, while others rushed toward the automobiles,
intending to take up the pursuit in that manner if the quarry got away.
Nearer and nearer they came to the roadster. When they reached it Muggs
sprang to the wheel. Verbeck threw himself in beside Muggs.

“Shoot at em a couple of times, boss, and slow ’em up,” Muggs said.

“That’s going too far. Get up on the boulevard!”

The car started. Another fusillade of shots came, none taking effect. The
machine skidded around the corner and dashed at the hill. It lurched and
swayed over the soft, snow-covered ground. Behind came the two police
automobiles, their sirens shrieking.

Muggs reached the boulevard, and opened her up. He had no idea except
to shake off pursuit. Verbeck glanced at his watch as they passed beneath
a light—it was twenty minutes after eleven. Events had been occurring
rapidly in the last half hour. And he was working under a close time limit,
too. He had to escape the pursuit, and he had to reach the big hall before
midnight to save Faustina Wendell and her brother.

Verbeck looked back continually—they did not seem to be gaining. The

YKUBOILIOTY.

[Tozamy 3miHSABCS XOp BHUTYKIB, HPOJYHAB INKBajl MOCTpiTiB. Bonu
nepebiry Ha iHmmMK OiK Oropoi W MoAyXy MOOIMTH ByIUIE0. 3a HUMU
HIuTa pinryda MmoroHs, KariTaH BUKpUKyBaB Hakasu. [1ix gac 6iry BepOek
3aMUCIUBCS HaJl aOCYypIHICTIO CHTYaIlil — 110 BiH 1 Marrc Oynu 3My1ieHi
HAIlaCTH Ha CIIY)KUTENsS 3aKOHY B IHTEpecax CrpaBeInBocTi. BepOek
1000i1AB co01 BIAISTYUTH TOMY MOJILEHCHKOMY, KOJIM BCE BIIaTHAETHCS.

[Topy4 mpOCBHUCTINM MI€ KiTbKa MOCTPUIIB — MO BXe mpodpanacs
yepe3 KUBOILNT. BoHm Oirmu gam ¥ gani, Bepbek Tpoxu BUmepemxan
Marrca. [lonepeay 40m0BiKM MOOAUMIN TOMIIEHCHKE aBTO, IO CTOSIIO HA
BYJIMIIl HEMOJAIK, 1 1€ OJJHE — Ha 1HIIOMY KiHI[I KBapTaly. A poacTep
BepOeka — 3a kBaprain!

Tenep BoHm Oynu Ha Bynaull, mMyanu 3 ycix cui. llozamy Oirnum
MOJIIEHCHKI, 1HII THM YacoM Cialid B aBTOMOOLTI, MO0 MPOJOBKHUTH
nepeciiayBaHHs, Ko 300014 yrede. Bee Ommkye it 6mmkye Bou Oynu
JI0 policTepa. A KOJIM HapelITi JICTalucsa 10 Hboro, Marrc ctpuOHyB 3a
KepMo, BepOek cKkouuB Mopyd i3 HUM.

— Bucrpenite y Hux mnapy pasis, 0oce, — ckazaB Marrc, — 1e ix
3aTpPUMaE.

— Hi, e Bxe 3ananro. Buixmkaii Ha OynbBap!

ABTOMOO1IE pymuB. [1o3any nposyHas 11e oJjMH 3alIl, aje )KOJHa KyJs He
BIy4uaa. MalyHa pi3ko IOBEepHyIIa 3a Pir i moMyana cXuioM. 1i kuaano
1 XUTanao0 Ha M sIKi|, 3acHKeH1M noposi. [To3aay rHamucs ABi nodinencrbKi
MAIlIWHY, iXHI CHPEHU MPOHU3INBO BUJIH.

Marrc nictaBcs 1o OynbBapy M J071aB IIBUAKOCTI. Y HbOTro Oyia juiie
OlHa MeTa — BIJIpBaTHCS BiJ mMepeciiayBadiB. BepOek IsHYB Ha
TOIMHHUK, KOJIM BOHU IPOMAMHYIIH 1] JIIXTapeM — JIBAALATh XBUJIMH Ha
nBaHaauATy. OcTaHHI MIBrOJWHM TOJII PO3TOPTAIUCS IIAJICHUM TEMIIOM.
A BiH 11 i mpaioBaB y Mexkax CyBOporo 4acy: Tpeda Oyno mo30yTucs
nepeciiyBaHHs. 1 BCTMUTHYTH JI0 BEJIMKOTO 3ally A0 OMiBHOYI, 100
ypsatyBatu @ayctuny Bengenn i3 ii 6parom.

BepOek mocTiitHO 03upaBcs — 37aBajoCs, M0 MOJIIEHCHKI BiJCTAIOTh.
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streets flashed by. Muggs narrowly evaded collision a score of times, for
he was taking desperate chances. To escape, and to save Faustina, and all
in forty minutes of time—that was task enough. Added to the mental strain
of this was the fact that the Black Star had escaped, and that Verbeck’s
case would fall down in part because of it. Yet some of the work would be
good, for the band would be broken up partially, at least, if the officers at
the big hall caught the thieves with stolen goods in their possession.

They did not seem to be able to gain on their pursuers, and the precious
minutes were flying. They took corners at a reckless pace, zigzagging
through the city in a vain attempt to outwit those who followed. Now and
then Verbeck waved his hand to indicate a turn, and Muggs obeyed.

They skirted the retail district, and got to the wholesale district, where
there was scant traffic at this hour of the night, but always behind them
came the two police automobiles, sirens shrieking, officers screeching.
“We can’t dodge ’em, boss!” Muggs yelled.

Verbeck looked at his watch again. He had only thirty minutes! But an
automobile going at racing pace can cover a lot of ground in thirty minutes,
even through the streets of a city. On they dashed, twisting and turning,
never gaining, just holding their own.

Down another hill they raced, and now they were near the stockyards. Here
there was no pavement; here the mud and slush and slime splashed over
the machine and around them, and the auto lurched and skidded
dangerously.

“Slow down at the next turn,” Verbeck ordered, “I’ll drop off, and you
keep on. Get away if you can—work back into town and give them the
dodge. I can’t waste another minute—I’ve got to get to the big hall. And I
can’t do it in the machine, for we can’t shake them off.”

“I can take you back nearer the hall, boss.”

“I’d not dare try to drop off there—they might see me. But here, where it
is so dark At the next turning, Muggs!”

“Boss
“Here we are! Get away if you can, and if you do, come to the hall later.

2

Bynuui npoHocunucs moB3. Marrc Kibka pasiB Jeib YHUKHYB 31TKHEHHS
— BiH 1III0B Ha BiAYalIyIHUHA pu3uK. BrekTu, BpstyBatn daycTuny, 1 Bce
nme — 3a copok xBwiuH! I[poro Oyno Oinmpim HiX goctatabo. o
EMOIIIHOTO HANPYKEHHS JoJaBcs me i Toi daxT, mo Temua 3ipka BTiK,
1 temep cmpaBa BepOeka d9acTkoBO 3a3Hae€ mMopa3ku dvepe3 1me. Ta
MpUHANMHI YaCcTHHA 3JI0YMHHOI OaHu Oyjie CXOIieHa, Ko odinepy Ha
0aJy 3aTpUMaroTh 3JOAIIB 13 KPaJCHUMHU peyaMu.

[TepecnigyBaui He BiACTaBald, aje W HEe HAOMMKAIWCSA, a JOPOTOIIHHI
XBWJIMHH CIUTMBaJIM. BOHM Ha CKa)XeHil MIBHIKOCTI MPOJIITAIN TIOBOPOTH,
NEeTSAI0YN MICTOM Y MapHii cripo0i 30MTH MOMILIiIO0 3 MaHTeIuKy. Yac Bix
gacy BepOek MaxaB pykoro, BKa3yrOud Ha IIOBOPOT, i Marrc miaKopsBcsl.
BoHu 00'ixanu TopriBenbHUAN palioH 1 AICTAIMCS JI0 ONMTOBOTO, J€ O IIii
nopi Ho4i OyJI0 Majo TpaHcopTy. AJie mo3ay Bee IIe JIYHAIH CHPEHU i
KpUKH odilepis.

— Mu He MOkeMo BimipBaTHcs, 6oce! — 3akpuuaB Marrc.

BepOek 3HOBY MOIMBUBCA Ha TOAMHHUK. Y HBOTO OyJO JHINE TPUALSATH
xBWIKMH! AJie aBTOMOO1Ib, IO PYyXA€ThCS 3 BEIUKOIO IIBUAKICTIO, MOXE
MOJ0NIaTH BEJIMYE3HY BiJCTaHb 3a TPUIISATH XBUIUH, HABITh BYIULSAMU
Mmicta. BoHn muanum gami, KpyxJISioud 1 NOBEpTarOud, He HaOuparouu
IIBUJIKOCTI, a JIMIIE YTPUMYIOUH ii.

BoHu croTuucs 111e OHUM CXHIJIOM — 1 Ternep Oyiu moosin3y CKOTOOOEHD.
Tyt He Oyno OpykiBKHM; OarHroka, CHIT 1 CIU3 pO3JiTanucs OpuU3Kamu
HaBKOJIO, MallInHA HEOE3MEYHO XUTANIACS i 3aHOCHIIACS.

— Ha nactynHOMy mOBOpOTI mpuranbMmyi, — HakazaB BepOek, —
3icTpuOHY, a TH inp qami. Skio 3Moxerl, Tikaii — MOBepTaics B MICTO 1
30uit iX 31 ciiay. Sl He MOXKy BTPaTUTH Hi XBUJIMHU — MYIIY JICTaTUCA 10
BEJIMKOT 3aJ11. AJie HE MOXKY 3pOOHTH 1€ Ha MAIIMHI — MU HE BiJIIPBEMOCh.
— S MoKy TiIBE3TH Bac OmxK4e 70 3am, 0oce.

— S1 He HaBaXXyCh BUNTHU TaM — BOHH MOXKYTb MEHE MOOAUUTH. AJle TYT,
ne TemHo... Ha HactymaoMy moBopoTi, Marrce!

— boce...

— Ocpb Mmu 1 Ha micti! Tikai, sSIKIIO 3MOXKell, 1 SIKIIO0 BAACTHCSI — MPUXO/b
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I’1l be all right!”

They made the turning, and Verbeck dropped off, and then Muggs opened
her up again and dashed on along the muddy street, and behind him rushed
the determined police in their two automobiles. They passed within forty
feet of Roger Verbeck, who was inside a stockade, in close proximity to a
hundred startled Texas steers.

Less than thirty minutes—and he was at the stockyards. There was not a
second to waste. He could not glance at his watch to get the exact time
without striking a match, and he did not dare do that because some
watchman might see and apprehend him. He got out of the cattle pen and
started running along the street in the dark, toward the nearest car line.
Slush and mud splashed over his trousers, and he realized that he would
not be the usual well-groomed Roger Verbeck society knew when he
invaded the big hall.

He boarded a car, drew his overcoat close around him, and crouched in a
corner. It seemed that the car stopped at every street, that it made wretched
time. The blocks never before had seemed so long. Verbeck looked at his
watch again, fearing he would be too late. He felt on the verge of
screeching to the motorman to give the car greater speed.

Finally it was up in town, and Verbeck got off and rushed for the nearest
taxicab stand. In an instant he was inside a machine, and a chauffeur was
taking chances to earn the extra pay promised him if he reached the hall
before midnight.

Verbeck took out a handkerchief and wiped off his pumps, and brushed
mud and slush from the bottoms of his trousers as well as he could. He
smoothed down his hair, and tried to regain his composure so that he would
appear outwardly calm at least. He would have to enter the hall in a matter-
of-fact way. An excited entrance would attract attention.

The cab stopped before one of the entrances of the hall. Verbeck glanced
at his watch again—it was five minutes of twelve. As he sprang out he
tossed the chauffeur a bill. He took a deep breath, threw back his shoulders,

70 3a7u mi3Hime. S Bnoparocs!

Bonu 3po6unu moBopor, i BepOek BucTpuOHyB, a Marrc 3HoBy HaTUCHYB
Ha Ta3 i MoM4aB Jaji OpyJHO BYIHUIICIO, 32 HUM THAJHUCS MOMIIEHCHKI Y
JIBOX aBTOMOOLIsX. BoHM mpoixanu BChOro y ABaHAIUATH METpax Bijl
Pomxepa BepOeka, sxuii yxxe OyB ycepeauHi 3aropoxi, cepell COTHI
CIIOJIOXaHMX TeXacChbKUX OUKIB.

MeHm HiX TpUALATH XBWIMH — 1 BiH OyB Ha ckoroOiiiHi. He Oyno Hi
CEeKYHIIM, Ky MOKHa Oyino O 3rastu. BepOexk He MIr MHOIISAHYTH Ha
TOJIMHHMK, 1100 Ji3HATHCS TOYHHUH Yac, HEe 3arajiuBIIU CIPHHK, a Ha 1€ BiH
HE HaBa)KyBaBCs, 00 AKUIICh CTOPOXK MIT HOro nmodadntu i 3arpumaru. Bin
BUHUIIOB 13 3aroHy JUIs XyJOOH 1 modaB OIrTH BYJHUICI0 B TEMpSBI 10
HaNOIMKYO1 3yNMUHKY TpaMBas. bpy/ 1 cHir Opu3Kaiy Ha IITAaHU YOJIOBIKa,
1 BiH YCBiIOMHUB, IIO0 He Oyae THUM 3BHYHHM OXaiHHUM Pomxepom
BepbOekom, SKOro 3HaJI0 CyCHIIBCTBO, KOJNH BiH YBIPBETHCS 10 BEIUKOTO
3any.

Bin ciB y TpamBai, UIUIBHO 3aKyTaBCs B MaJbTO 1 MPUMOCTHUBCS B KyTKY.
3nmaBanocs, MO TPAHCIOPT 3yMHUHIBCSA HA KOXKHINA BYJHWIN, IO BiH 1XaB
JyXe MoBuUIbHO. JKomHOro pasy paHille KBapTajqu He 3/aBajucs Homy
TaKUMHU TPOTSDKHUMH. BepOek 3HOBY TIOJWBHUBCS Ha TONWHHUK,
0OOIOI0YHCh, 110 3aMi3HUTHCA. BiH BiuyBaB, 1110 0Ch-0Ch 3aKPUYHUTh HA
BOJlis1, 1100 TOI MPUCKOPUB PyX.

Hapermri TpamBaii oixaB 10 neHTpa micta, BepOek Buiimos i mo0ir 1o
HaWOIMKYOT CTOSIHKU Takcl. 3a MUTh BIH YK€ CHIB y MalluHi, a modep
PHU3UKYBaB, 00 3apoOUTH 00IIIHY HOMY Ha/10aBKY, SKILO 1ICTAHETHCS JI0
3aJy /10 MiBHOYI.

BepOek BUTAT HOCOBY XyCTHHKY, BUTEp YEPEBUKH, HACKUIBKU MIl, OUUCTHB
mraHu Big Opyay Ta cHiry. Bin mpummaguB Bomoccs 1 cmpoOyBaB
BiTHOBUTH CaMOBJaJIaHHs, 100 MPUHANMHI 30BHI BUINISIATH CTIOKIHHUM.
Bin maB yBIiTH 10 3aJIM 3 IPUPOJHOIO HEBUMYIIEHICTIO. CXBUIbOBAaHA
10siBa IIPUBEPHYJa OM yBary.

Taxci 3ynuHuIOCS 017151 OTHOTO 3 BXO/1B /10 3a/11. BepOek 3HOBy MOMIsiHYB
Ha TOIMHHUK — JI0 IBAHAIIATOT 3aJIUIIAI0CS IT'ATh XBHJIMH. Buckakyroun
3 MAalllMHU, BIH KHHYB BOJi€Bl Kymiopy. BepOex mmOOKo BIMXHYB,
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handed his ticket to the man at the door, and stepped into the lobby with a
smile on his face.

Three men were loitering in the southwest corner by the drinking fountain.
Two more were approaching, and a woman was walking toward the
fountain from the opposite direction. All the men wore bits of red ribbon
on their coat lapels—the woman on her right shoulder.

And Verbeck saw something else, too—men who were scattered about in
couples, each couple pretending to carry on an animated conversation, but
watching the corner. They were detectives, several of whom Verbeck
recognized.

He walked past the fountain swiftly and turned the corner. Faustina
Wendell and her brother were approaching him side by side, each
decorated with the red ribbon. In a moment they would be out where the
detectives would see, if they had not been observed already. Verbeck had
removed his hat and coat, and as he turned the corner he tossed them to a
check boy. He almost ran forward to meet Faustina and Howard. He knew
it lacked but a few seconds to midnight.

“Quick!” he whispered as he met them. “Don’t ask questions, but, for
Heaven’s sake, do as I say! Take off that red ribbon—quick! Howard! Get
back on the floor—anywhere to get out of sight. Faustina—come!”

Verbeck himself tore the ribbon from her shoulder as Howard removed his
own. He pushed Howard ahead of him until he was on the dancing floor.
He grasped Faustina about the waist—he waltzed her out into the crowd!

The hands of the clock pointed to midnight—and from the southwest
corner of the lobby came sounds of a commotion as the detectives, obeying
their orders, closed in on the Black Star’s crooks.

CHAPTER XIII—MUGGS—GREAT LITTLE MAN

Verbeck felt Faustina grow limp in his arms, and he waltzed her to a
position near the wall and the door. Howard stepped over to them.
“You—you——" Faustina was trying to speak.

“Don’t say a word,” Verbeck whispered. “I understand everything. There

BUMIPSMUB TUIEYi, BPYYHB KBHUTOK YOJIOBIKOBI O1JIsl ABEPEH 1 3 MOCMIIIIKOIO
Ha 00144l YBIWIIIOB IO BECTUOIOIS.

Tpoe 4ONOBIKIB CTOSUIM B IMiBIEHHO-3aXiTHOMY KyTKYy Oinsi ¢OHTaHy 3
nuTHOIO Bojoto. e aBoe HaOmM*kamucsl, a xiHKa WIuia 3 MPOTHIICKHOTO
O0Ky. YCi 4OJIOBIKM MaJId YEePBOHI CTPIYKH Ha JIAIIKAaHAX ITi/PKAKIB, a )KIHKa
— Ha MpaBOMY IUIEYi.

I BepOek moMiTuB I1e AEHI0 — YOJOBIKIB, 1[0 CTOSUIM MapaMH 110 3aiy,
yaarodd, HiOW JKBaBO PO3MOBIISIIOTH, aj€ HACIpaBil CIOCTEpITaik 3a
KyToM. Lle Oynu neTekTrBH, KibKOX 3 HUX BepOek ymi3Has.

Bin mBuako mpoiimoB moB3 ¢GoHTaH 1 MOBepHYB 3a pir. daycTuHa
Bengenn 1 ii Opar HaOmmwkamucs 10 HBOTO IUTY-O-TUTIY, 0OMIBa
MIPUKPAIICH] YePBOHOIO CTPIYKOI0. 32 MHTh BOHM Majll ONMUHUTHCS TaM,
Je iX mobGaumin O JACTEKTUBH, SKIIO BXKE HE NMOMITHIM. BepOek 3HsB
Karenoxa W MaibTo, i, TOBEPHYBIIX 3a PIr, KHHYB iX XJIOMYUKOBI, IO
nepeBipsaB KBUTKH. Bin maiixke no0Oir Hazyctpiy @ayctuni Ta [oBapay. Bin
3HAB, IO JI0 MIBHOYI 3aJIUIIIAJIOCS BCHOTO KUJIbKA CEKYH/I.

— IlIBunko! — mporienoriB BiH, 3ycTpivatoun ix. — He craBre nurans,
ane 3apaau bora — poOiTh, gk g Kaxy! 3HIMITH L}0 YEPBOHY CTPIUKY,
xyTko! ToBapae! IloBepraiics Ha TaHIMaigaHYMK — OyIdb-Kynu, abu

TIJIbKY 3HUKHYTH 3 TI0JIS 30py. PaycTUHO — X0oziMO!

BepOex cam 3ipBaB cTpiuky 3 ii 1uieda, noku [oBapa 3HiMaB cBoro. Bin
HiAMTOBXHYB YOJIOBiKa BHeped, MJOKA TOW HE ONWHHUBCS Ha
TaHIIMalJaHUUKY, cxonuB PayCcTUHY 3a TaJ0 — 1 3aKPYXKJISAB i3 HEIO y
BaJIbCl cepesl HaToBITY !

CTpifKy TOJMHHUKA BKa3yBajM PIBHO MiBHIY — 1 3 MIBJEHHO-3aX1AHOTO
KyTa BECTHOIOJIO JIONMHYB TaMip: JETEKTHBH, BUKOHYIOUM HaKa3,
OTOYYBAJIM CHUIbHUKIB TeMHOT 3ipKH.

PO3JIT XIII — MATTC — BIJIMIHHUIA MAJIEHBKWI YOJIOBIK
BepOex BinuyB, sk ®aycTrHa ocinabna B oro o6iiimMax, 1 BiBiB ii 10 CTiHK
nopyu 13 Asepuma. [oBapa miaifimos 10 HUX.

— Tu... Ti... — daycTHHa Hamarauacsi IPOMOBUTH.

— He xaxu Hi cnoBa, — npoienortiB Bepoek. — S Bce 3po3ymiB. Bam
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is no danger for you. I have destroyed all the notes you wrote and the check
Howard gave.”

“But——"

“Thank Heaven I was in time! I almost failed to save you!”

“To save me ”

“Careful—whisper! Step closer, Howard. I, too, was almost caught in the
Black Star’s trap. I discovered his hiding place and took him prisoner. I
knew his gang would have to be caught if ever he was to be convicted, and
so I tried to play a lone hand against him. Muggs warned me—he had a
hunch, he said. While the Black Star was kept prisoner I played his part,
issued orders, got all of the gang to be here to-night, then informed the
police to take them in.”

“You——" Howard began.

“Careful—act naturally! I gave you and Faustina orders, too, not knowing.
Then the Black Star told me what I had done, tried to get me to let him go
free. And I rushed to that house where he had his headquarters and
destroyed the letters and Howard’s check. Nobody knows you were
involved except the Black Star and myself, and the Black Star cannot
prove anything. And that Chicago partner of his, you may be sure, will
remain away. You’ll never be bothered. I’ve saved you—but I had a narrow
escape.”

“Oh, Roger!” Faustina whispered. “And—almost—I thought that you
were the Black Star. I recognized the ring and your hand—and Howard
watched that night and saw you go home at four o’clock in the mor ”

“I was afraid of that,” Verbeck said.

“I didn’t—really—mistrust you,” she said. “But it—it looked so peculiar.
And so we came here to-night—but we talked it over first, and decided
we’d not steal. I couldn’t do it, dear, and neither could Howard. And you
must not blame Howard too much about that check. He was young,
thoughtless—it has been a great lesson to him. They really stole the money
from him, and he got it back from them. We intended going to the corner—
at midnight—no matter what happened. We expected the worst—but we

HIYOTO HE 3arpoxye. Sl 3HUIIMB yCi HOTATKH, 110 TH MUCANIA, 1 YeK, KUK
naB ['oBap.

— Are...

— Cnaga bory, s Bctur! S nenp He 3ami3HUBCS, 1100 BpSITYBaTH TeOe!

— 11106 BpsTyBaTH MEHE. ..

— O6epexno, nomenku! Iligiiian Omwkue, ToBapa. S Tex neap He
norpanuB y nmactky Temuoi 3ipku. Sl 3HalIIOB HOTO YKPUTTS 1 B35B HOTO
iz apemt. S 3HaB, 110 oro 6aHa Mae OyTH CriiiMaHa, SIKIO KOJIUCh HOTO
3aCy/sATh, TOMY HaMaraBcCsl JISITH MPOTH HBOTO CaMOTY)XKH. Marrc MeHe
norepenB — BiH CKa3as, 110 Mae nepeauyTts. [loku Temna 3ipka OyB iz
BapTOIO, 5 TPaB HOTo poJib, 1aBaB HaKa3M, 310paB ycio OaHIy TYT ChOTO/HI
BBEUEpi, a MOTIM MOBIIOMHB TOJIIIIIFO, 100 1X 3aTpUMAaJIH.

— Tu... — nouas 'oBap.

— O06epexHo, NoBOJIbCS NMpupoaHo! S Tex naBaB BaM 13 PaycTHHOO
Hakasu, He migo3protoun Hivoro. [Torim TemHa 3ipka po3moBiB MeHi, IO 5
3poOuB, 1 HamaraBcs 3MYCHTH MEHE BIAMYCTUTH ioro. S1 mobir a0
OyIWHKY, 7€ BiH MaB CBOIO INTA0-KBAPTHUPY, 1 3HUIIMB JIMCTH Ta YeK
I'oBapaa. HixTo He 3Hae, mo T OyB MpUYETHUH 110 1bOTO, KpiM TemHOi
3ipku 1 MeHe, a BIH HIYOTo He 3MOXKe J10BecTH. | ioro maptHep 3 Uukaro,
MoOXxel OyTH BIEBHEHHH, 3aJMIIUTBCS OCTOPOHb. Bac HixTo He
TypOyBaTime. Sl BpATyBaB Bac, aje caM JieJib YHUKHYB HeOe3IeKH.

— O, Pomxepe! — mnpomenorina PayctuHa. — [ 4 Maiixe. ..
nogymarna, mo tM — TemHa 3ipka. Sl Bmi3Haia NepcTeHb 1 TBOIO PYKy —
a ['oBapz Toro Bedopa crocrepiras i 6auuB, K TH MOBEPTABCA J10OMY O
YEeTBEPTIN PaHKY...

— S 6osiBCs 1bOTO, — CKa3aB BepOek.

— S He... cnpaBni... He mi03proBaia Tedbe, — MPOMOBHIIa BOHA. — AJle
He... 1€ BUIIAAAN0 TaKk JUBHO. | TOMy MM NpUHNIUIM CIOOM CHOTOAHI
BBEYEpl... ajle CIOYaTKy OOroBOPUJIM BCE 1 BUPILIIWIM, 110 HE Oyaemo
Kpactu. I He Momia mporo 3poburtu, modbuid, i ToBapn Tex. I Tn He
MIOBUHEH 3aHa/ITO 3BUHYBadyBaTH [ 0Bap/a 3a Toit uek. Bin OyB Monoaumii,
HEOOauHHUil... 1Ie CTaNo I HbOTO BEJUKUM yPOKOM. IM crpapi Baanocs
BKpacTH Tpolli, a BiH MOBEpHYB iX. MM miaHyBajnu MHITH 1O KyTa y
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couldn’t steal.”

“My girl!” Verbeck breathed.

There was more commotion in the lobby. Some of the dancers were
walking in that direction, and Verbeck led Faustina there, with Howard on
her other side, in a manner as natural as possible.

The Black Star’s men and the woman wore handcuffs. Detectives were
taking jewels from them, gems they had stolen in the last hour or so. One
of the men already was cursing the Black Star aloud, swearing that the
Black Star had betrayed them and declaring he would tell everything he
knew. Verbeck was thankful he had gone to the house and destroyed the
letters.

“There were to be eight men and two women,” he heard a captain say.
“We’re one man and one woman shy.”

“I saw another woman with the red ribbon on,” spoke up one of the
detectives. “Maybe I’d recognize her if I saw her again.”

“We’ll have all the exits guarded, and you can loo ”?

Verbeck whirled to Faustina.

“We’ve got to get out of this quick!” he said. “That man may have seen
you, may recognize you. If we get out now we are safe, for if he saw you
on the street afterward in different clothes he’d never recognize you. And
nobody would suspect Faustina Wendell. But right now it would be
dangerous for him to see you.”

“What can we do?” Howard asked in sudden alarm.

“Quiet! Act naturally, for Heaven’s sake. Come with me to the door. You
came in the electric?”

“Yes,” Faustina said.

“Get all our things in the check room, Howard—as naturally as possible,
remember—and meet us at the door ”

Already he was leading Faustina toward the nearest entrance. The captain
of detectives was rushing there to go on guard immediately. Howard came
from the check room, and Verbeck put Faustina’s wrap over her shoulders.
“Wait a minute there!” It was the captain of detectives who called to them.

BeCTHUOOJII O MIBHOYI — HE3aJe)KHO BIJ TOro, IO CTaHEThCA. Mu
OYiKYyBaJIM HAHTipIIOTO0 — aJie KpacTH HE MOTJIN.

— Mos niBunHO! — BUIUXHYB BepOek.

VY BectuOrOIIi 3HOBY 3MIMHABCA ITyM. JI€XTO 3 TAaHIIOPUCTIB pyxaBcs B
TOMY HarpsMKy, i Bepoek nosis @ayctuny Tyau, a [oBap WIIOB 3 iHIIOTO
OOKy, HAMararo4rch BUDIISAIATH SKOMOTA IPUPOIHIIIE.

Yonosiku 1 ogua xinka Temnoi 3ipku Oynu B KaiinanHax. /leTekruBu
BUJIyYaJl y HUX KOIITOBHOCTI, BKpaJCHi 3a OCTaHHIO roauny. OmuH i3
YOJIOBIKIB YK€ TOJIOCHO MPOKINHAB TeMHy 3ipKy, CTBEP/KYIOUH, IO TOU
ix 3paauB, 1 001LIsSIFOYM PO3MOBICTH BCe, 110 3Hae. BepOek OyB BAsSUHUI cam
co0i, 1110 MoO0yBaB y OyIMHKY 371011 Ta 3HHUIIUB JIUCTH.

— Tyt mano OyTtu BiciM YOJOBIKIB 1 JBi KIHKH, — IOYYB BiH CJIOBa
KamitaHa. — He BucTayae oqQHOTO 4YOI0BIKA 1 OQHIET JKIHKU.

— 51 GaumB 1Ie OHY KIHKY 3 YEPBOHOIO CTPIYKOI0, — 3arOBOPHB OJIUH i3
JIETEKTUBIB. — MOXJIMBO, 51 O ymi3HaB 1i, IKOW 3HOBY IMO0OAYUB.

— Mu 3a0e31meunMo 0XOpOHY BCiX BUXOIB, 1 BU MOXKETE PO3TUBUTHCH. . .
Bepbek o6epuyBcs 10 DaycTuHu.

— Hawm Tpeba mBuako 3Bijgcu BuOparucs! — ckazaB BiH. — Toil 40IOBIK
Mir 6aunTu Tebe, MoXke BIi3HATH. SKIo MU mizeMo 3apa3, MU B Oe3melli,
00 SKIO BiH 3roJJoM N00aYUTh TeOE Ha BYJIHII B IHIIOMY BOpaHHI1, HIKOJIN
He Bri3Hae. | HixTo He 3amifno3puth dayctuny Benpenn. Ane 3apa3 Oyino
0 HeOe3IeuHo, IKOM BiH TeOe mo0ayuB.

— II{o Ham poOuTH? — panToBo 3aHenokoiBcs [oBapy.

— Tuximre! TToBoxbes mpupomHO, 3apamm bora. Mm 3i MHOIO 10 1BEpeii.
Tu npuixana Ha enekTpomMooisi?

— Tak, — Bignosina daycruHa.

— 3abepu Hami peui 3 rapaepo6OHoi, loBapae — sKHalOpuponHille,
nam’siTaif — 1 3yCTpiHb HAc OLIs ABEepen...

Bin yxe BiB ®ayctuny 10 HailOnmxyoro Buxoay. Kamitan neTekTuBiB
MOCIIIIAB TY/IH, 00 HETaHO 3aHATH Miclie Ha BapTi. [oBap ] BHIIIOB 13
rapaepo6Hoi, i Bepbek HakunyB ®aycTuHi Ha 1uIedi ii HaJaHTHH.

— 3auekaiiTe XBIIIMHKY! — TMOKJIMKAB iX KalliTaH AETeKTUBIB. — I xouy
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“I want to see you before you go Oh, ’tis you, Mr. Verbeck? You and
your young lady and her brother? Go right along, sir. We’re trying to catch
a crook or two—we want to watch all who leave. Sorry to have bothered
you, sir ”

“That’s all right, captain,” Verbeck said. “I hope you catch your crooks.”
He lifted his hat and led Faustina out into the corridor, Howard following.
They went out into the softly falling snow and the blur of thousands of
electric lights to safety.

They started toward the corner where the electric had been left. But before
they reached it Verbeck halted in surprise, and with an exclamation of
unbelief on his lips. Muggs was running toward him.

“May I speak to you a minute—boss?”” he asked.

Wondering, Verbeck excused himself and stepped to one side.

“I’ve got the Black Star in the car across the street, where it’s dark,” Muggs
said. “I gave him a crack on the head and threw him on the floor of the car
and put a robe over him—but he’s liable to come to any time.”

“How ”

“For the love of Mike, boss, hand the devil over to the police and get rid
of him. I’ve still got that hunch!”

Verbeck hurried back to the others.

“Get in the electric and wait for me at the corner,” he directed. “I’ll be only
a minute or so.”

As they started on, Verbeck followed Muggs across the street. He knew
exactly what he intended doing; there would not be any waste of time.
“We’ll act on that hunch of yours right now, Muggs,” he said. “Drive to
the entrance of the hall.”

In a moment they were there. Verbeck went inside and called the captain
of detectives to him.

“Bring a couple of your men and come out here,” he said. “I’ve got the
Black Star for you. Yes—come along! I’'m the man who caught him,
captain, and did the telephoning to the chief.”

no06adnTy Bac, epil Hix BU mizete... O, e Bu, Micrepe Bepbek? Bu, Barma
na”Houka i ii Opar? [Ipoxonere, cep. Mu HamaraeMocsi 3JI0BUTH OJHOTO-

JBOX 3JIOUMHIIB — XOUEMO NPOCTEKHUTH 3a BCIMa, XTO BHUXOIUTH.
Bubaure, mo norypOyBayiu Bac, cep...
— Hiuoro, kamitane, — cka3aB Bepbek. — CrioniBarocsi, BH BIiiiMaeTe

cBoix 3ioxiiB. IlimidmoBmM 10 JaBepel, BIH 3HSAB KallelloX 1 BHBIB
daycTuHy B KOpUIOp; 3a HUMHU 1110B [0Bapa. BoHu BUiIUM Ha BYIHUINO,
JIe THXO IIaJlaB CHII 1 MEpPeXTUIM THUCAYl EJIEKTPHUYHHUX BOTHIB, Ta
OIMHMIIKCS B Oe3Ielli.

Bonu pymmnu 1o micus, e 3aJUIIAIN aBTiBKY. AJie Mepil HiK BOHH 10
Hel giiinom, BepOek 3MuBOBaHO 3yNMUMHHUBCS, BUTYKHYBIIH 3 HEJIOBIPOIO.
Marrc 0ir 4o HBOTO.

— MorkHa Bac Ha XBWIMHKY, 00ce? — 3aluTaB BiH.

BepOek, 3muBoBaHMiA, BHOAYHMBCS 1 BIIWIIOB YOIK.

— 1 rpumatro Yopny 3ipKy B MalIuHi Yyepes J0pory, e TEMHO, — CKa3aB
Marrc. — S BaapuB #0ro no rojioBi, KHHYB Ha iJIOTy MAlllMHU 1 HAKPUB
HOTo MaHTI€T0, aJie BIH MOXE OTOBTATUCS B Oy/Ib-SKy XBUJIHHY.

— k... —

— 3apaau bora, 6oce, BiaiiTe TOro IMsBOJIa KOMaM 1 o30yasTecs oro.
S x Ka3aB — y MeHe nepenuyTrs!
Bepbek KBaIUIMBO IIOBEPHYBCS hi () HIIINX.
— CipaiiTe y MalHy i yekaiiTe MeHe Ha po31, — Haka3aB BiH. — S Oyxy
BCHOTO Uepe3 XBUIUHY-TIPYTY.

Konmu Bonm pymmnu, Bepbexk mnepeiliioB dyepe3 BYIHIIO CIIJIOM 3a
MarrcoMm. Bin TO4HO 3HaB, 10 pOOUTHME; Yacy Ha pO3AyMH He OyIio.

— Mu 3apa3 jxe ckopucTaeMocs TBO€IO 1HTYIIi€r0, Marrce, — cka3asB BiH.
— IMix'ine 1o BXOMY B 34Ul

3a MuTh BOHU Oynu Ha Mmicili. BepOek 3aifiioB BcepernHy 1 TOKINKAB 10
ceOe KamiTaHa IETEKTUBIB.

— IlpuBeniTe mapy CBOIX JrO/IEH 1 BUMITH CIOIM, — CKa3aB BiH. — S Maro
quia Bac Temny 3ipky. Tak — xonimo! S Toi, XTO #oro 3;710BUB, KaliTaHe,
1 51 TenedonyBaB medy.
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The captain and two others followed Verbeck to the curb. The Black Star
was groaning, but not yet conscious.

“Take him away,” Verbeck directed. “I’ve got to escort my fiancée home,
and she’s waiting in a car at the corner. This is Muggs, my man. He’ll
follow out to my fiancée’s home with the car, and I’ll drive right back in it
to headquarters and tell you the story. Watch that man, captain—he’s a
smooth customer. Muggs—you understand?”

“Yes, sir,” said Muggs.

He stepped aside with Verbeck as the officers carried the Black Star around
the corner to a patrol wagon—the Black Star was wearing handcuffs.
“The police followed me back up in town,” Muggs explained. “I couldn’t
get away by running, so I tricked ’em. I went to the union depot—time for
a bunch of trains to be due, you see, and a big crowd there. I got a lead on
’em and whirled around the corner and stopped my car among a bunch of
others—got out and was standing on the walk looking innocent and
picking my teeth when the cops rushed by. They went on past the depot—
supposed I had gone that way. Easy! Then I started up again to get back
near the hall. Remember that dark space near the middle of the viaduct,
where so many holdups come oft? Just as I got there I saw Mr. Black Star
sneaking along with a suit case in one hand. Stopped the car and smashed
him on the head with a wrench before he knew it! Threw him in the car
and covered him up—see? Easy!”

Verbeck’s hand gripped that of Muggs for an instant, and then he hurried
to join Faustina and Howard.

“We’ve got the Black Star, too,” was all he said. “I’ll have to run back to
police headquarters after I go home with you, and tell them all about it.
And T’ll explain the entire thing to both of you to-morrow morning. I
suppose you’ll kiss me now, Faustina, even if Howard is looking? You
wouldn’t, you know, when you suspected me of being the Black Star.”
Although she was driving the car, Faustina ran the risk of collision by
taking her eyes off the street long enough to do as Verbeck wished.

Then, satisfied, he settled back in the seat beside Howard.

KarmiraH i e aBoe mimu 3a Bepoekom n0 y36iuus. Temna 3ipka cTorHaB,
aJjie 11e He MPUHIIOB JI0 TSAMHU.

— Bingenite #oro, — HakazaB BepbOek. — MeHi Tpeba BiaBe3TH
HapeueHy J0JIOMy — BOHA 4YeKae B MamMHI Ha posi. Lle Marrc, mii
NMoMivHUK. BiH moine 3a Hamu 10 OyIMHKY MO€1 HApe4eHO1, a s IOBEPHYCS
Ha MaluH1 10 mTady 1 po3noBiM BaM icTopiro. CTepexiTh TOTO YOJIOBIKa,
KariTaHe — BiH XUTpuil. Marrce — 3po3ymiB?

— Tak, cep, — BiamosiB Marrc.

Bin BigiifmoB y6ik pazom i3 BepOekom, a odinepu Binnecnu Temny 3ipky
3a pir 10 naTpynbHOi MalMHu — TemHa 3ipka OyB B Hapy4YHHKaXx.

— TMomimis mpocimiIKyBaia 3a MHOIO JIO0 MicTa, — TosichuB Marrc. — S
HE MII BTEKTH, TOMY OOAYpHB iX. S milIOB 10 3a/1i3HUYHOTO BOK3aly —
caMe B TOW 4ac, Koiu mpuOyBae Oararo Imoi3JiB, i TaM BETUKUAN HATOBII
arofeit. S Bunepeaus iX, HOBEPHYB 3a PIr 1 3ylIMHUB CBOIO MAIIUHY CEpen
IHIIUX — BUUIIOB i CTOSB Ha y30iu4i, poOIssun BUIIIAL, IO HIYOTO HE
cTanocs, 1 4YMCTUB 3yOHM, KOJM TOMIIEichbKi mpobirmu moB3. Bouu
MPOMHHYJIH BOK3aJl — AyMaJlu, 110 5 BTiK y TOMy HarpsiMKy. Jlerko! I[Totim
s 3HOBY pYyILIMB, 11100 MoBepHyTUCS 10 3anu. [lam'araete Te TeMHe Micue
nmocepenHi Bilagyka, 1€ BiaOyBaeThcsi Tak Oarato morpaOyBanb? Sk
TIIBKM 5 TYAM i 1XaB, To no6aynB naHa TemHy 3ipKy, KU miKpaaaBcs
3 BaJI3010 B pyli. Sl 3yNMHUB MaIIMHY i OTHUM yJapOM BUKPYTKH PO3CIK
HiOMy TrOJIOBY, TOKHM BiH He BCTHT 30pieHTyBaTucs! KuHyB #ioro B MalmHy
i HakpuB — Oaunte? Jlerko!

BepOek Ha MUTh CTHCHYB pyKy Marrca, a notiM nocmimus 10 ®aycTuHu
ta ['oBappa.

— Mu it Temny 3ipKy 3710BHIIH, — II€ BC€, 110 BiH CKa3aB. — S| MyI1y 11e
3aixaTy B MOJILIIO MICJS TOTO, K BIBE3y Bac J0JIOMY, 1 pO3MOBICTH iM
yce. A 3aBTpa BpaHIli MOACHIO BaM yce Joki1aaHo. [IeBHo, momuinyen MmeHe
tenep, Gayctuno, HaBITH KO [0Bap nuBKUTHCA? Ta kK TH HE MOILTyBajla
0, KoM Ti103proBajia MeHe B TOMY, 1110 51 TemHa 3ipka.

Xoua BoHa i Oyna 3a kepmoM, daycTuHa pU3HMKHY/IA BiJIBECTU OYl Bij
JIOPOTH Ha MUTh 1 3pobuiia Tak, sk nmpocus BepOek.

3a/10BOJIEHUH, BIH BMOCTUBCS Ha CHJIIHHI TopyY 13 ['oBapiom.
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“One thing,” he said, “I shall do. After this I’ll pay more attention to any
hunch Muggs may get. Great little man—Muggs!”

CHAPTER XIV—UNEXPECTED NEWS

It was exactly one o’clock in the morning when Mr. Roger Verbeck clasped
in his arms Miss Faustina Wendell—dainty, sweet, and twenty-four—and
pressed upon her lips an ardent kiss.

“It is time for little girls to be in bed,” he said after the kiss. “We’ll talk it
all over this evening.”

There was another kiss, and then Roger Verbeck followed Howard
Wendell to the outer door, turned up the collar of his ulster, and hurried
out into the blinding snowstorm to where Muggs awaited him.

Muggs sat behind the wheel of Roger Verbeck’s powerful roadster, his chin
down in his coat collar, and allowed the soft snow to pile against the side
of his head, meanwhile listening to the purring of the engine and living
over again the events of the past two days. Muggs was a modest man, but
even in his modesty he was forced to admit that he had something to do
with the fact that the Black Star now was in the hands of the police.

“Dreaming, eh?” Verbeck demanded, stopping beside the roadster.
“Excuse me, boss. I didn’t think you’d be out so soon.”

“We’ve got to hustle down to police headquarters—remember that,
Muggs. We must tell the chief and his boys what happened. All they know
is that they have made some arrests on our information. Drive slowly.”

Muggs started the roadster and drove on. He stopped the machine in the
blinding snow at a corner and squawked the horn. Reasonably sure at last
that he could cross without maiming half a dozen pedestrians for life, he
sent the roadster down a side street and stopped it before police
headquarters.

“Get out, and come in, Muggs,” Verbeck directed. “You’re in on this. |
hope we can keep away from the newspaper boys, or we’ll both have our
pictures in the papers. Come along.”

— OpnHe s 3po0m0, — cKaszaB BiH, — BiATenep Oyay OiibIie 3BepTaTH
yBary Ha Oy/b-sike nepenuyTts Marrca. BiaMiHHUN MaJeHbKHIA YOJIOBIK
— Marrc!

PO3AUI XTIV — HECITOAIBAHI BICTI

Byna piBHO nepiia roguna Houi, konu Mictep Popkep BepOek 00iliHsAB Mic
@dayctuny Bennenn — BUTOHYEHY, MUY, OBAALSTHUYOTUPUPIYHY — 1
MAJIKO TMOLILTYBaB ii B ryOH.

— ManeHbKuM JliBYaTKaM 1mopa CIraT, — CKa3aB BiH MICJIS MOULTYHKY. —
Mmu Bce 00roBOpHMO CHOTOIHI BBEYEPI.

[Ticns ueprooro mouinynky Pomkep BepOek mimoB 3a loBapaom
Benaemiom 110 30BHILIHIX ABEpEH, IMiTHSB KOMIP CBOTO MAJBTO 1 OCHIIINB
y CIIiIy4y CHIroBy Oypro, ¢ Ha HhOro YyekaB Marrc.

Marrc cumiB 3a KepMOM TOTYKHOTO poncrepa Pomxkepa BepOeka,
3aCyHYBIIU MiAOOpiAAs B KOMIp MHalbTO, 1 JO3BOJISIB M'SIKOMY CHITY
HAKONHMYYyBATUCS Oifsl HOTO TOJIOBH, CIyXalO4d MYpPKOTIHHS JABHTYHA i
MEepeKUBAIOYM 3HOBY IMOJii OCTaHHIX JBOX JHIB. Marrc OyB CKpPOMHOIO
JIFOMUHOIO, aJIe HaBITh y CBOIM CTPUMAHOCTI BiH OyB 3MYIIICHHI BH3HATH,
1110 MaB [I€BHE BiIHOILIEHHS 10 TOT0, 1110 « TeMHa 3ipka» Tenep OyB y pykax
TOJTIIIII.

— Mpiem? — 3anurtaB BepOek, 3ynuHsrourch 011 pojcTepa.

— Bubaure, 6oce. S He nymaB, 1110 BU TaKk CKOpPO BHiieTe.

— Hawm tpeba TepmMiHOBO J0iXaTu 10 YHpaBIiHHA MOJILIl — mam’sTai,
Marrce. Tpeba posnoBictu 1medy i1 HOro JIOIsIM, K yce crainocs. Bonu
3HAIOTh JIMIIIE Te, 110 32 Hallo 1H(opMalliero 3po0IeHO KiJIbKa apellTiB.
16 moBiNBHO.

Marrc 3amycTUB IBUTYH 1 pymuB naii. BiH 3ynuHuUB MammHy cepen
CIIMyYOro CHITY Ha po3i 1 mocurHanuB. [lepexkoHaBIINCH, M0 HAPEIITI
MOJKe TIepeixaT, He TOKAJIIYMBIIA Ha BCE KUTTS MiBAIOKUHU MIIIOXOIB,
BiH [TOBEPHYB Ha O1YHY BYJIMIIO 1 3y[IMHUBCS Nepe] ITadoM MOTIIii.

— Buxonp 1 ¥ 31 MHOKO, Marrce, — Haka3aB BepOek. — Tu npuuetHuit

1o uporo. CrioziBarocsi, yHUKHEMO XJIOILIB 13 ra3et, 00 ToJli BOHU 3HIMYTb
Harie ¢oto. Xoaimo.
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They hurried across the walk, threw open the front door of headquarters,
and entered. And just inside the door they stopped, confronted by a scene
that was a commingling of confusion and hysteria.

Half a dozen detectives were scattered along one wall, looking as if they
wished to be elsewhere. Three or four uniformed officers stood about
nervously. A captain sat behind his desk and chewed savagely at his
mustache. And up and down the center of the big room strode the chief of
police, waving his arms and bellowing accusations and charges of
cowardice and incompetence.

“Babies! Fools!” the chief was shouting. “I’ll have the shields off every
one of you for this! Haven’t the newspapers been laughing at us enough?
You’ll drive me to drink! I’ll hand my resignation to the mayor in the
morning! I’ll—— How d’you do, Mr. Verbeck?”

“How do you do, chief?”

“Here’s the man who did it—Roger Verbeck! Because he got peeved at
this Black Star he turns in and runs him down—what you boobs are
supposed to get paid for doing! He takes chances—he and his chaufteur,
or whatever he calls him—and he gets his man! Keeps the police out of it,
and does it all by himself, just to show you up——"

“Scarcely for that reason, chief,” Roger put in.

“Don’t misunderstand me, Mr. Verbeck—I’m not belittling what you’ve
done. I'm just showing these alleged sleuths that they are wanting in
intelligence. Here’s a plain citizen gets peeved and goes out and rounds up
a big crook—hands him over to you all done up in a bundle and
handcufted, watches while you throw him in the wagon, and then——"

The chief stopped a moment and gurgled in anger.

“And then, by Heaven, right at the door of headquarters, you let him
escape!”

CHAPTER XV—THE CHALLENGE

Silence for a moment, save for Muggs’ single gurgle of disgust, and then:

“What’s that?”” Roger Verbeck demanded, stepping forward and facing the

Bonu mocmimmim 4epe3 TpoTyap, BIAUYMHHIM BXigHI ABepi mTaly i
yBilinumu. JlenBe mepecTynuBIIM MOPIT, BOHU 3aCTUINIA — II€pe] HUMHU
Oyna KapTUHA CYLIJIbHOI IITyTAHUHM W ICTePHUKH.

[TiBnecsiTka AETEKTUBIB PO3KUJAHI B3JOBXK CTIHW BHUINIANAIU TakK, HiOW
xotinu OyTH neinne. Tpoe un yetBepo odinepi y popMi HEPBOBO CTOSIIN
nopyd. Kamitan cuniB 3a cBOiM CTOJIOM 1 JIFOTYBaB, KyCaro4d Byca. A IO
HEHTPY BEIHUKOI KIMHATH XOIUB HAaYaJbHUK MOJILIi, pO3MaXyIOuu pyKaMu

1 BUKPUKYIOUM 3BHHYBAYCHHS Ta JOKOPH B  OOSTy3TBI Ta
HEKOMIIETEHTHOCTI.
— Jlitn! Igiotn! — kpuuaB med. — S 3a 11e M030aBIO KOXKHOTO 3 Bac

keToHiB! Xiba raseru mie He JOCTaTHBRO Hac BUCMisuH? Bu 3mymryere
MeHe nutu! Bpaniii s monam 3asBy mpo 3BibHeHHs Mepy! S... Sk cnipaBu,
Mmictepe Bepoeky?

— Jlo6poro 310poB’s, mede.

— Ocps monuHa, o Bee 3pobduna — Pomxkep Bepbek! bo BiH po3cepauBcs
Ha 11010 TeMHy 3ipKy, TOXK BiH HOro mepeciiayBaB 1 3TI0BHB — T€, 32 110
BaM, TyNULSAM, TaTaTe! BiH 1 pusnkye — BiH 1 foro modep, uu K Horo
TaM — 1 JIOBUTh CBOTO 3JI04MHIIA! BuTHCKae momnimito 3 Micus i poOUThH
yce cam, Juile 100 MoKa3aTy BaM Ballly HIKU€MHICTb...

— JIume yepes 1e, mede? — BcraB Pomxkep.

— He 3po3sywmiiite MmeHe HenpaBmiIbHO, TaHe Bepbeky, — nmpomMoBuB mied.
— Sl He MpUMEHIIYI0 TOTrO, IO BU 3poOMIH. Sl MPOCTO MOKa3yl UM
HIOMTO NeTeKkTuBaM, 10 iM Opakye po3ymy. Ock IpOCTHI TpOMaasSHUH
pO3cepanBCs, BUHIIIOB 1 37I0BUB BEJIMKOTO 3JI0YMHIIL — MepeaB Horo Bam
yciM, 3B’S3aHOTO Ta y KailaHKax, CIOCTepirae, sk BU cajuTe Horo y
¢yproH, i Toj...

[led Ha MuTH 3ynuHUBCA 1 OypKHYB BiJl 3710CTI.

— [ mooi, xail tiomy epeyv, NpsAmMo ni0 08epuma YNPAaLiHHA, 6U U020
gionyckaeme!

PO34UI XV — BUKIJIMK

Ha muth 3amanyBana THIla, 332 BHHATKOM €IMHOTO OypYaHHS BiJl OTHIH 3
6oky Marrca, a moTim:

— lo? — 3anutaB Pomxep Bepbek, poOmnsiun Kpok ynepes 1 AUBIIYUCH
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chief.

“They let him escape, I’'m telling you! How, in the name of all that’s
human, they could do it is more than I can guess! Don’t ask me—ask some
of these boobs! For months we’ve been crazy to get this Black Star—we
have him handcuffed and in the wagon—and he escapes! He’s been gone
an hour or more. He’s probably ransacked the mayor’s house and blown
up the vault of the First National Bank in that time, just to show his anger
at being pinched. Ah-h!”

The chief sputtered his wrath again.

“Out!” he cried to his men. “Out—every man of you! Some of you saw
that crook’s face—though I doubt if you can tell me now whether he’s got
one eye or two. Out, and get him! Don’t come back until you do! Get out
of here—and I'll break the man who dares to report no progress! Out,
fools!”

Glad to escape their superior’s wrath, the detectives scattered, and the
uniformed men ascended the stairs to the room used by the reserves, there
to discuss the latest event in lowered voices, for the chief’s command did
not apply to the “harness bulls.”

The chief beckoned Verbeck and Muggs to follow him into his private
office.

“It’s enough to drive a man insane!” he exploded, reaching for his box of
cigars and passing it around.

“How did 1t happen?” Verbeck asked.

“Don’t ask me! The wagon stopped before the jail door as usual. We had
the eight crooks and this Black Star. As they started to get out, two of the
crooks bumped my men aside, two more tripped at the end of the wagon,
the female crooks of the gang pretended to faint, and the Black Star made
a dash for the alley. One of the fools took a shot at him and smashed a
fourth-story window across the street. He made a clean get-away with the
bracelets on him! Think of it! Right here at headquarters! They thought he
was knocked out ”

Ha 1meda.

— 4 xaky BaM — BOHHM Jayii HoMy BTeKTH! SIK, B iM’s1 BCbOTO JIFOJICHKOTO,
BOHM MOIJIU 1€ 3p00uTH, reTh He ysBisao! He nmuTaiite Mene — 3anuTaiite
ux aypHiB! Mu MicsssMu 005KeBOJIUTH, 11100 37T0BUTH 1boro TeMHy 3ipKy
— MM 33apelTyBaJid HOTo, CKyBaJIM HApyYHHKAMH 1 TOCAAWIHA B MAILIMHY
— a BiH BTik! 3HUK BXe OiNbIIe TOJUHU TOMY. 3a IIel Yac BiH, MaOyTh,
norpa0OyBaB OyIMHOK Mepa 1 migipBaB cxoBuie [lepiioro HarlioHaIEHOTO
0aHKy, 11100 MOKa3aTH CBOIO 3JIICTh 3a Te, 10 Horo 3arpumainu. A-al»
[le¢ 3HOBY OYpKHYB Bif 37I0CTI.

— T'ets! — 3akpuuaB BiH cBOiM mimnerum. — ['etb — yci! JlexTo 3 Bac
0aunB 0ONMMYYS TOTO MIaxpas — XOoda s CyMHIBAIOCS, IIO B MOXKETE
CKazaTu, Yd Ma€ BIH OJHE OKo, uu JABa. leTb, 7oBiITH ioro! He
MoBepTanTecs, MOKK He 3poburte 1poro! 3abupaiiTecs 3BiAcH — 1 A
PO3ipBY TOTO, XTO HABAKUTHCS MOBIIOMUTH MPO BIACYTHICTH mporpecy!
I'ets, nypHi!

Pani BrekTH BiJ THIBY CBOrO HadalbHUKA, JIETEKTHBU po30iriucs, a
qOoIOBikM B yHipopMmi TiAHsIMCA CcXOHaMH A0 KIMHATH, SIKY
BUKOPHCTOBYBAJIM PE3EPBICTH, 1100 TaM TUXHUMH T0OJI0CaAMU OOrOBOPHUTH
OCTaHHI MOJli, aJke Haka3 HayaJbHHKA HE MOLIMPIOBABCS Ha «KOIIB Y
bopmi».

Havansauk moxnukaB BepOGeka 1 Marrca ciigyBatu 3a HUM JI0 MOTO
ocobucToro KabiHeTy.

— e moxe noBectn moauHY 10 OokeBULIA! — BHOYXHYB BIH,
IPOCTATarOYN KOpOOKY 3 CUrapaMH i MPOMOHYIOUH ii.

— Sk e cranoca? — 3anuTtaB BepOek.

— He nwuraiite mene! ®@ypron 3ynuHUBCS nepen ABEpUMa B SI3HUL, SIK
3aBkau. Y Hac Oymm BiciMm 3mounHINB 1 11 Temua 3ipka. Komm BoHuM
MOYaJI BUXOAMUTH, IBOE 3JI0YMHIIIB BIIIITOBXHYIN MOIX JIFOJIEH, 1€ TBO€E
CHITKHYJUCS O KiHUA (yproHa, SKiHKM 3 OaHIM TPUKUHYIHCS
HENMpUTOMHUMH, a TemHa 3ipka KHHYBCS 10 NpoBYJKy. OAMH 13 AypHiB
BHUCTPUINUB y HBOTO 1 pO30MB BIKHO Ha 4YETBEPTOMY IOBEpCi HABMPOTHU. BiH
BTIK, He3Ba)karouu Ha Hapy4yHHUKH! YaBiTh co0i! [Ipsimo TyT, y mtabi! Bonn
JYMAJIH, 10 BiH HETIPUTOMHUH. ..
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“Probably he was shamming,” Verbeck observed in an emotionless voice.
“You’d think anybody’d watch out for that—but not these fine detectives
of mine! And every newspaper in town knows we had our hands on the
Black Star and let him go. They’ve been pestering the life out of me, and
I tipped off the capture as soon as my men telephoned from the Charity
Ball, where you handed the crook over, thinking the department would get
a little credit. And now they’ll be worse on me than before. I’ll resign! I’'m
done! But I’ll break some of em first >

“Your men are after him, aren’t they?” Verbeck interrupted.
“Yes—they’re after him. They’ve been after him for four months, and a
lot of good it has done. You tell me your story, Verbeck; there are some
things I don’t know.”

Speaking quickly, Verbeck did as he had been requested, telling the chief
of his discovery of the Black Star, and of how he had played master
criminal for a day in an effort to corral the band. He explained how the
Black Star had an organization that gathered information for him and
another that committed the crimes. When he had finished the chief chewed
at his cigar and smote the desk with a palm.

“Great scheme!” he exclaimed. “Got an organization that reaches into
every corner, eh? No wonder we had a time trying to get a line on him!
Oh, he’s a master crook all right! Great Scott! Maybe some of his men are
right here in headquarters!”

“It is possible,” Verbeck said.

“Well, his perfect plans are spoiled now, at any rate. And half a dozen of
my men have seen his face—besides you and this man Muggs of yours.
So I suppose he’ll make a break and get away; he’ll be afraid to work here
any more. We’ll send his eight crooks over the road, but not the Black Star,
eh? That’ll be one nice stain on my department! But, thank Heaven, his
work is done in this town!”

Suddenly the chief sat forward and regarded Verbeck gravely.

“See here!” he exclaimed. “There may be considerable danger for you.

— MaOyTh, BiH IPUKHUIABCS, — XOJIOAHO 3ayBaKuB BepOek.

— MoskHa Oys10 mogymaru, 1o XToch Oy/ie MUIbHYBaTH 32 HUM— ajie He
i 9ynoBi Moi gerektuBu! | KoxkHA Ta3eTa B MICTi 3Hae, mo TemHa 3ipka
MOTpANuB JI0 HAC Y PyKH, ajie MU Horo BiamycTuiu. Bonu meHe 1o cmepri
JOUIKYJISIOTh, 1 S MOBIJIOMUB PO 3aTpUMaHHS, SK TUIBKM MOI JIIOAU
3arenedonyBanu 3 bnaromiiinoro Oany, 1Je BU mepenaid 3J0YMHIIA,
OyMaloud, IO BIJJAIT OTPUMAae TPOXM IMOXBalU. A Temep BOHHU
CTaBUTHMYThHCS 0 MEHE IIIe Tipiie, Hik paHime. S may y BigcraBky! 3i
MHOIO TTOKIHUEHO! AJie CriovaTKy s JEKOTO 3 HUX 3HUILY...

— Bami ronu 1oro 1rykarTh, 4d He Tak? — nepeduB BepOek.

— Tak, BoHM 0T0 nepeciiayoTh. BUCTEXKYIOT HOTO BXKE YOTHPH MiCSAILI,
1 I1e IpUHEeCTI0 YuMalo Kopucti. Po3kaxiTe MeH1 cBOIO icTopito, BepOeky,
€ JIesiKi pedi, PO SKi S HE 3HALO.

BepOek mBHIKO BUKJIAB yce, SIK IPOCHIIU: PO BUsBIeHHS TeMHo1 3ipku,
SIK BiH TPaB POJIb TOJIOBHOTO 3JIOYHMHIIA, 100 3arHaty 0aHay B MacTky. Bin
nosicHuB, 1m0 y Temuoi 3ipku Oyna opranizaiisi, sika 30upana 1y HbOTO
iH(dopMmariito, 1 me oxHa, o 3AiiCHIOBaNA 3M04rHN. KoJv BiH 3aKiHUMB,
e MPUKYCUB CUTapy 1 BAapUB JAOJOHEIO MO CTOTY.

— bnnckyua cxema! — BUrykHyB med. — Oprasizaiis Ji€ y KOKHOMY
3aKyTKy, ra? Hidoro 1uBHOTO, 110 HaM JOBENOCS MOMOTITH, 00 ICTaTh
fioro! O, BiH crnpaBxkHii Maiicrep-3noziit! T'ocmomu! Moxe, nesiki Horo
JIOAM came TyT, y mTaoi!

— MoxnuBo, — BianoBiB BepOek.

— Hy mo x, nmpuHaiiMHI #oro ifeanbHl IUIaHW Temep 3incoBaHo. |
MiBAECATKA MOIX JIIOJeH Oayuin Moro obauydst — OKpIM Bac i Balioro
xsonus Marrca. Tox, ragaro, BiH 3p0OUTh PUBOK 1 3HUKHE; 00 MpaItoBaTi
TYT oMy Oyzie cTpamiHo. Mu BiipaBUMO HOT0 BICBMOX IIaxpaiB 3a rpaTH,
ane He Temny 3ipky, ra? Oue Oyme misMa Ha MoeMy Bimmimi! Aune,
nskyBatH bory, ioro po6oTa B 1bOMy MICTi 3aKiHU€eHa!

PanTom med nHaxunuscs Boepes 1 nmonuBuBcs Ha BepbOeka 3 cepiiozHuM
BUPA30M 00IHYYS.

— Tlocnyxaiite! — BuUrykHyB BiH. BaM Moke 3arpoxyBaru cepiio3Ha
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Even if the Black Star beats it, and his plans are smashed and his
organization scattered, some of his friends may take it out on you for
getting hands on him and spoiling their game. You may be a marked man.
Better let me send a couple of good men up to that bachelor apartment of
yours. And you’d better stay, close around home for a few days, until we
know how things are going to be.”

“Pardon me,” said Verbeck, “but from what you have told me to-night I
scarcely think a couple of your men would be of much value. I’d rather
rely on myself and Muggs.”

“Rubbing it in, eh? I don’t blame you! But you can have the men if you
want them.”

“No, thanks, chief. I’'ll go along home now and get some sleep. Here’s
hoping you catch your man. He didn’t have much of a start, and he had
handcuffs on his wrists—but he’s a slippery customer. My man can testify
to that. He slipped away from him once, and left a bump on his head when
he did it.”

“Better let me send up those men, Mr. Verbeck, even if they are pretty
much worthless. We don’t want to have you found knifed in bed some
morning.”

“I’m not afraid of any of the gang, chief, and the Black Star can’t organize
again and issue orders until he has a new headquarters. And, remember,
I’ve talked to the Black Star. He isn’t the sort of man who kills.”

“No?”

“No; he’s the sort that takes a pride in being a master criminal who uses
brains instead of violence in pulling jobs no other man would approach
and in doing them in a neat manner. Did he ever leave a mussed-up safe
behind?”

“He generally unlocks ’em, takes what he wants, puts one of his blamed
black stars in ’em, and locks ’em again—cuss him!”

“There you have his character, chief. Good night!”

Verbeck and Muggs made their exit in dignified and proper manner, and

HeOesneka. Haeity sxmo Temua 3ipka BTedye, a Horo 1uiaHu OymyTb
3pyiHOBaHI 1 HOTO OpraHi3ailis po3MnajaeThes, ASSKi 3 HOTro APY3iB MOXKYTh
MOMCTUTHUCS BaM 3a Te, 0 BH WOTO CXOMWIH 1 3iMCyBaJIX iXHIO Tpy. Bu
MOJKETe CTaTu MimeHHo. Kpare A03BOJIBTE MEHI BiJAIPAaBUTH KUIBKOX
XOpPOIIMX XJIOMI[IB JO0 BamIOl XOJOCTSAIBKOI KBapTHUpU. A BaM BapTO
3QJIMIIATUCS BAOMa KiJbKa JHIB, TIOKM MH HE JI3Ha€EMOCS, K OymayTh
PO3BUBATHCSI MOIii.

— Bubaure, — ckazaB BepOek, — ajie 3 TOro, 1mo BH MEHI CbOTOAHI
PO3MOBIIH, 51 CYMHIBAIOCS, 1110 KiJIbKa BAIIUX JItoACH Oarato O 3minwmm. S
Kpallle oKJIaaycs Ha cebe it Marrca.

— JlobuBaete meHe, ere x? S Bac He 3BUHYBauyto! Asie SKIO X04eTe —
Joau OyayTh.

— Hi, naxyro, mede. S migy mogomy i Tpoxu mocmuio. CroaiBarwchk, BA
criiiMaeTe cBOro 370is. Bin He Tak AaBHO BTIK, Ta 1Ie i y KaiiJaHKax —
ajie BiH CIM3bKUiA TUT. Ml HalmapHUK MOXKeE 1€ MiATBepAUTH. BiH 01HOTO
pa3y BUCIU3HYB BiJl HHOTO 1 3aJIMIIUB HOMY T'yJII0 Ha TOJIOBI.

— Kparie 103Bos1bTe MEH1 HajicnaTu TUX Jtofiei, mane BepOek, Xou BOoHH
i Hexgyxi. Mu He xouemo, 11100 OIHOTO PAaHKY Bac 3HAMILLIM 3api3aHuM y
TKKY.

— Sl ne Ooroch Tiei Oanmu, mede, a TemHna 3ipka HE 3MOXKE 3HOBY
OpraHizyBaTUCs ¥ BiJlaBaTl HaKa3W, IOKH B HHOTO He Oyae HOBOi ImTad-
kBapTupu. I, mam’staiite, st roBopus i3 TemHoro 3ipkoto. Bin He Toil Tum,
1110 BOMBAE.

— He Takuii?

— Hi; ue nronuHa, sSika MUMIAETHCA TUM, IO BiH MaicTep-370A4ii, sSKuit
BHUKOPUCTOBY€E TOJIOBY 3aMICTh HACHUJIBCTBA JUIsSl 3[IMCHEHHS 1M, Ha SKi
HIXTO 1HIIUN HE HABaXUTHCS, 1 pOOUTH iX Oe3moranHo. Yu 3anuinaB BiH
KOJIM-HEOYIb TicTs ce0e mepeBepHyTUi cerd?

— 3a3Buuail BiH iX BiKpHuBae, 6epe Te, 110 MoTpiOHO, Ki1aje TyAu OIHY 31
CBOIX KJIAITUX YOPHUX 31pOK 1 3HOBY 3a4MHSIE€ — Xail HoMy Tpellb!

— Ocbs BaM 1 ioro xapaxkrep, mede. Hagobpaniu!

Bep6ek 1 Marrc BUMILIM 3 T1IHICTIO 1 BATPUMAHO, 1 HE PO3MOBIISITH, TOKU
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they did not speak until they were in the roadster and a block from police
headquarters, on their way home. Then Muggs broke the silence in
characteristic fashion.

“Whaddaya know about that!”” he exclaimed in great disgust.

“The Black Star is a clever man, Muggs.”

“His pals helped that get-away.”

“Certainly—thinking that, with the Black Star at liberty, the organization
will come to their rescue in some manner.”

“I noticed you swallowed that bunk the chief handed out about this Black
Star making a break for other parts, now that he has been seen by a few
cops.”

“You think I swallowed it, Muggs?”

“I was hopin’ you didn’t.”

“Well, I didn’t, Muggs. I boasted I could capture the Black Star, and he’s
just the sort of man to try to show me I cannot. [ wouldn’t be the least bit
surprised if he remained in the city for the purpose of making a
laughingstock of me.”

“That’s the way I’'m looking at it, boss.”

“I fancy we’ll hear from him in a few days, Muggs.”

They put the roadster in the garage at the rear of the bachelor-apartment
house, and then ascended to Verbeck’s apartment. Muggs snapped on the
lights in the library, while Verbeck threw off hat and overcoat and gloves
and reached for his favorite pipe. He glanced at the clock on the desk—it
was within a few minutes of four in the morning.

He gave an exclamation, took a quick step forward, and looked at the face
of the clock again.

On the glass, directly over the figure IX, had been pasted a tiny black star!
“That wasn’t there when I dressed last evening,” Verbeck mused. “So he’s
been here since he escaped the police, eh? That is pretty swift work!”

Muggs hurried in from the bedroom.
“Boss! Look!” he cried. “This was pinned on your pillow!”
He extended an envelope. A black star was pasted on it. The letter was

HE CUIM B POXACTEp 1 HE BIJAIMIUCS Ha KBapTal BiJl MOJIIEHCHKOTO
yIOpaBIiHHA, NpsMyoud ngoaomy. Toai Marrc nopymuB MOBYaHHS Yy
BJIACTHUBIH oMy MaHepi.

— Ta v m1sHB Ha 11e! — BUTYKHYB BiH 13 BEJIMKOIO BiApa3oro.

— Tewmmua 3ipka mroanHa XuTpa, Marrce.

— oro Koneru J0MOMOIIIH HOMy BTEKTH.

— 3BiCHO — BOHH JyMalOTh, 1110, MOKK TeMHa 3ipka Ha BOJIi, OpraHi3arlis
SKOCbh BUPYUHTb IX.

— 51 3ayBakuB, 10 B MOBIPWIM Y Ty HICEHITHHIIIO, SIKY PO3MOBIB HIed
po Te, 1o ternep TemHa 3ipka 3HUKHE B 1HIII Kpai, 60 Horo 6a4miu Kijibka
KOITIB.

— Tu gymaer, s 11e TpOKOBTHYB, Marrce?

— S cnoaiBaBcs, IO Hi.

— Taxk or, 51 B 11e He noBipuB, Marrce. 1 XBaquBCs, 1110 3MOXY 3JI0BUTH
Temny 3ipKy, a BiH caMe Ta JIIOIKHA, siKa CIpo0ye TOBECTH, IIO 51 HE MOXKY.
51 6 30BciM He 31MBYBaBCS, IKOM BiH 3aJMILIUBCA B MICTI, 1100 3pOOUTH 3
MEHE MTOCMIXOBUCHKO.

— Came Taxk 4 1 gymaro, — MoBUB Marrec.

— T'agaro, Mu OoTpUMa€eMo BiJl HHOTO 3BICTKY 3a KiJIbKa JTHIB, Marrce.
Bonu nocraBwin pojctep y rapaxi mosazny XOJOCTSLBKOTo OyIWHKY, a
NOTIM MiAHsUIMCA 70 KBapTupu BepbOeka. Marrc yBIMKHYB CBITJIO B
6i0miorern, a BepOek CKMHYB Kamemrox, NAIbTO 1 PyKaBUYKU Ta JIiCTaB
CBOIO Y/IOOJIEHY JIOJIbKY. BiH MOMIsSHYB Ha TOJUHHUK Ha cTosll — Oyna
Mailke yeTBepTa paHky.

YonoBiK BUTYKHYB, 3pOOMB KpOK ymepea 1 IIe pa3 MONISHYB Ha
udeponar.

Ha cxuni, npsimo Hag uudpoto [X, Oyna npukiieeHa KpuxiTHA YOpHa 3ipka!
— Buopa BBeuepi, komu s onsrascs, il me He Oyno, — 3aJyMIIHBO
npomoBuB BepOek. — To BiH TyT OyB 3 TOro 4acy, sk BTIK BiJ [TOJILii, ere
x? Ile mocuth ciputHa podora!

Marrc nocmimms 3i crajibHi.

— Bboce! luitbcs! — 3akpuuaB BiH. — Lle Oyi1o mprKoIOTO 10 MOAYIIKH!
Bin npoctarayB kouBepT. Ha HhoMy Oynia mpukieeHa yopHa 3ipka. Jlucr
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addressed to Roger Verbeck.

“Swift work!” Roger exclaimed again.

“Boss, my hunch is workin’ yet! Telephone the chief to send up them
men—Iet him send twenty of em!”

“One moment, Muggs! Your solicitude for my welfare is overwhelming—
but suppose we read this entertaining epistle before making a move.
Perhaps I’1l want to fight this out alone.”

He ripped the envelope open, took out a sheet of paper, unfolded it, and
read:

MR. ROGER VERBECK: You almost had me, but at the supreme moment [
escaped. You have seen me; so have police officers and eight of my band
who never saw me before. You have discovered some things concerning
me, but what you have found out is as nothing when compared to what
you do not know. This little incident has served to put an edge on my wit.
You boasted you could catch me—do it! And the next time hang on to me
until I am behind the bars—and even then I’ll triumph. I laugh at you and
your efforts, as I laugh at the police. I am not going to run away! I’'ll even
keep you informed of my movements—and then you cannot get me. And,
for the trouble you and your man have caused me, [ am going to get you,
Roger Verbeck, and get you good! I do not contemplate violence on your
person—that would be the resort of an ordinary thug. But I’ll hurt you,
Roger Verbeck, in a thousand ways, break you down, ruin you, make you
a joke, until you’ll curse the day you first heard of the Black Star. It’s a
fight to a finish between us. Every place you turn you’ll be reminded of
me and my purpose.

Sleep well to-night, and in security, for you’ll need the rest. The moment
you awake the fight is on. And I’ll know when you awake. I’ll know every
move you make, and I’ll almost know every thought in your head—you
poor fool!

seoskskoskosk

Roger Verbeck took the most of that epistle as a matter of course, but his

Oyno aapecoBaHo Pomxepy BepOeky.

— CrnputHa pobota! — mie pa3 BUryknyB Pomxkep.

— boce, moe nepequyTTs me npaioe! — paaiB Marrc. — Iloa3BoHITE
medy, o0 mocaaB TUX JIIOJAEH — Xail MpUIIe 1BaIAThOX !

XBunuHKY, Marrce! TBos TypOoTa mpo MO€ OImaromnoxyyds
MIPUTOJIOMIITY€ — aJie Tajiato, BapToO MPOUYUTATH LEH 1IKaBHii JIUCT, eIl
HIX IIOCh poouTH. MOXKIUBO, 5 3aX04y pO3i0paTUCs 3 IIUM CaAMOCTIHHO.
Bin po3ipBaB KOHBEPT, 1iCTaB apKylll Harepy, pO3ropHyB HOro 1 MPOYUTAaB:

ITAHY POIIDKEPY BEPBEKY: Bu nenp He chiiiMaiu MEHE, ajie B
OCTaHHI MOMEHT s BHCIW3HYB. Bu Oaumnm MeHe; Oaumimu MeHe M
MOJTIIIEMChKI, 1 BICIM MOIX JIFO[eH, IO paHilmie MeHe He Oauniau. Bu
J3HAIUCS JCII0 PO MEHE, alie Te, 0 BH 3HAETE — HIIIO B IMOPiBHAHHI
3 TUM, YOTO BH He 3HaeTe. L[g HeBenmKa npuroja 3arocTpuia Miid po3ym.
Bu xBanuucs, 1o 3MoKeTe MeHe CriiMaTa — 3po0iTh 1ie! A HaCTyITHOTO
pa3y yTpUMyiTe MEHE, IOKH 51 He OIMHIOCS 3a I'paTaMu — 1 HaBITh TOAI S
Oymy mepeMoKiieM. Sl cMirocst HaJl BaMH 1 BallTUMU 3YCHIUISIMH, SIK CMIIOCS
Haj nominiero. S He 30mpatocs Tikatu! S HaBiTh Oymy iHpOpMyBaTH Bac
PO CBOI MEPECYBaHHS — 1 TOJA1 BU HE 3MOKETE€ MEHE CIiMaru. A 3a Ti
HEMPUEMHOCTI, K1 BU 3 BaIlIUM IT1JJICTIIUM 3alO/isTd MEHI, s JICTaHy Bac,
Pomxepe BepOek, 1 nicrany sk cinin! S He miaHyro BaaBatucs 10
HACHJIbCTBA MPOTH BaIIoi ocodbu — 11e Oyno 0 rigHo 3BUyaitHoro OaHauTa.
Aune s 3aBgam Bam 0outto, Popkepe BepOeky, Tucsiuero crnoco0iB: 31amaro
Bac, 3pyiiHyl0, 3po0I0 3 Bac MOCMIXOBHUCHKO, JOKH BH HE MPOKIISIHETE
JIeHb, KOJIU Briepiie nouynu npo Temuy 3ipky. Mixk Hamu — O1if 10 KIHIIS.
KoxHoro pa3zy, kyau O B HE MOBEPHYIUCS, BaM HaraayBaTUMYTh IPO
MEHE i1 MOIO METY.

CniTh CHOKIMHO 1€l HOYi, 00 BaM 3HAJOOMTHCS BIAMOUYMHOK. SIK TIIBKH
BU NpoKHHETecs, OopoThOa mouHeThes. | s Oymy 3HaTuM, Konu BU
npokuHeTecs. S Oyly 3HaTH KOXKEH Balll pyX 1 MaiKe KOXKHY Ballly TyMKY
— O1aHMI 1ypHIO!

skskskskosk

Pomxep BepbOek cripuifHsB OUIbIy YaCTHHY LBOTO JINCTA SIK HAJIE)KHE, aJie
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eyes narrowed to two tiny slits when he read that “poor fool,” and his lips
set in a straight line. That “poor fool” stung Roger Verbeck almost as much
as the unpardonable phrase would have stung him.

He handed the Black Star’s letter to the waiting Muggs.

“We’ve fought some pretty good battles, Muggs, but nothing to what this
is going to be,” he said. “On your toes, Muggs! Forget that hunch of yours!
We don’t quit until I stand in court and hear a judge sentence the Black
Star for his crimes, until I watch him pass in through the doors of a State
prison. Think what he’s done, Muggs—of the decent persons he’s forced
into his gang! This is going to be the hardest fight of our lives.”

“My coat’s off, boss, and my sleeves rolled up!”

“Good! We’ll fight alone, if we can. There is no one we can trust. Police
officers, persons we meet every day, our acquaintances, even our friends,
may be in his organization—and he’ll soon get it working again. But we
can trust each other, Muggs.”

“You said something there, boss! You bet we can!”

HOro odi 3BY3WJIMCS JIO JIBOX MAaJCHbKHX IIUIMH, KOJH BiH NPOYHUTAB
«O1IHMI TypHIO», a TyOH CTUCHYJMCA B TIpsaMy JiHito. Lleit Bupas Bpa3us
Pomxepa BepOeka maiixe Tak camo Oomsiue, sik HerpoOayHa ¢pasa.

Bin nepenas nuct Temuoi 3ipku Marrcy, Skuii 4ekaB Ha HbOTO.

— Mu manu Kinbka 100puX cyTHYOK, Marrce, ajne Hi40ro He MOPIBHATH 3
THM, 1110 HaC YyeKae, — CKasaB BiH. — bynp Harotoi, Marrce! 3abyap npo
TE CBOE nepenuyTTsi! Mu He 3ylMHUMOCS, TIOKH 51 He CTOSITUMY B Cyi i HE
MoYylo, K Cyajsd 3acyAuTb TeMHy 3ipKy 3a HOro 3J0YMHH, NOKH HE
noOauvy, SIK BiH 3aXOJHUTh y JBepi JIepxaBHOI B s3HUII. [logymaid, o BiH
3po0uB, Marrce — siki OPSIIHI JIFOAH OyJIH 3MYIICHI CTaTH YWICHAMH HOTO
6anmu! Lle Oyne HaiiBakua 60poTHOA B HALIOMY JKHUTTI.

— 41 Bxe 3HAB naybTO, 0OCE, 1 pyKaBH 3aKkaTaHi! — BiATyKHYBcs Marrc.
— Jo6pe! Mu OuTHMEMOCH YIBOX, SKIIO 3MOkemo. Ham Hikomy
noBipatu. Ilomineiceki, JOOM, SKUX MH 3yCTpi4aeMoO IIOMHS, HaIli
3HalloMi, HaBiTh HaIli JIpy3i MOXYTb OyTH B HOro opranizamii — i BiH
CKOpO 3HOBY 3allyCTUTh ii B poOOTy. Alle MU MOXXEMO JOBIPSITH OIUH
onHoMy, Marrce.

— Bu npaBumnbHO ckazanu, 6oce! 3Bu4aitHo, Mu MOXxkeMo!
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Chapter 2. Genre-specific vocabulary in The Black Star: A Detective Story and
its rendering in Ukrainian translation

2.1. Biographical and literary context of Johnston McCulley and The Black Star

John William Johnston McCulley (February 2, 1883 — November 23, 1958) was an
American writer who worked in many genres and had a strong influence on popular fiction. He
was born in Ottawa, Illinois, and grew up in the small town of Chillicothe. Before he became a
well-known pulp author, he worked as a police reporter for The Police Gazette. This job gave him
direct knowledge of criminal investigations, courtroom language, and police work — all of which
later appeared in his stories (Steele, 2004, p. 12).

During the First World War, McCulley served as an Army public affairs officer. This
experience helped him learn to write quickly and clearly for large audiences. After the war, he
moved to Southern California, which became the setting for many of his stories. Over his lifetime
he published hundreds of short stories, more than fifty novels, and many film and television scripts
(Sampson, 1991, p. 184).

Today McCulley is best known as the creator of Zorro, a masked hero who first appeared
in the five-part serial called The Curse of Capistrano, published in A/l-Story Weekly starting on
August 9, 1919 (Steele, 2004, p. 14). However, Zorro was not his first recurring character. That
role belongs to the Black Star — a criminal mastermind who appeared in Street and Smith's
Detective Story Magazine three years earlier, on March 5, 1916, in a story called Rogue for a Day
(McCulley, 1916). The Black Star was therefore McCulley's first experiment with a serial
character, and this format would shape much of his later career.

The Black Star was designed as a gentleman criminal - a mastermind who plans and carries
out robberies but refuses to let his gang kill anyone, including his enemies. This moral rule was
unusual for the time and made the character interesting. Readers could enjoy his cleverness without
fully seeing him as a villain (Sampson, 1991, p. 186). The series also featured what pulp historian
Robert Sampson calls a master and man structure, where the criminal is opposed by Roger
Verbeck, a wealthy bachelor who takes on the case as a personal challenge, and his loyal
companion Muggs, a small but tough former criminal. Sampson notes that this pairing became a
template McCulley used again and again in his later work (Sampson, 1991, p. 187).

The Black Star's appearance was also very distinctive. He wore a black sackcloth hood
with a black star on it, and a mask underneath. This kind of visual identity would later appear in
many of McCulley's other characters, such as the Green Ghost, the Thunderbolt, and the Bat. It
also connects to the wider cultural interest in masked heroes that eventually led to the creation of
comic book superheroes. Several writers have pointed out that McCulley's characters, especially
Zorro, were direct inspirations for figures like Batman (Steele, 2004, p. 45).

The Black Star stories were published in Detective Story Magazine, a publication launched
by Street and Smith in 1915 that became one of the most popular genre pulp magazines of its time.
New stories came out regularly through 1921, with one more in 1928 and a final serial in 1930.
Because the stories were popular with readers, the Street and Smith book imprint Chelsea House
later reprinted several of them in three hardback volumes: The Black Star, Black Star's Campaign,
and Black Star's Return. This was significant because most pulp stories were never reprinted - the
Chelsea House editions showed that the character had real and lasting popularity (Sampson, 1991,
p. 189).

The book known as The Black Star: A Detective Story is a collected version of episodes
from the magazine serial. The text is now in the public domain and can be read for free on Project
Gutenberg. The plot follows a repeated cycle, where Roger Verbeck tries to catch or infiltrate the
Black Star's gang, gets captured, escapes, and manages to stop the villain's plan — but the Black
Star always escapes at the end so the story can continue in the next installment (Sampson, 1991,
p. 190). As one major study of series characters in pulp magazines states, The Black Star stories
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were very popular with the readership of Detective Story Magazine (Sampson, 1991, p. 188), and
the character is now seen as a key link between the detective heroes of the nineteenth century and
the masked figures of mid-twentieth-century comics and film.

2.2. Stylistic and lexical features of the source text

The Black Star: A Detective Story is a typical example of early American pulp detective
fiction. This means it combines crime fiction with fast-paced action and adventure and is different
from two other well-known types of detective stories. The first is the classical "whodunit," where
the detective solves a mystery step by step through logical thinking - the hero figures out who did
it, and the answer is revealed at the end. The second is the hard-boiled mode, which appeared in
the United States in the late 1920s and is known for its dark tone, moral ambiguity, and very
colloquial language (Scaggs, 2005, p. 84). The text under analysis belongs to an earlier format —
the adventure-detective story — where the main plot is a physical chase between a wealthy hero
and a criminal mastermind. This type of story has its own typical vocabulary, stylistic features and
narrative patterns, all of which are analyzed in this section.

Scholars who study crime fiction point out that language and genre in detective stories are
closely connected. As Scaggs puts it, in early detective and adventure fiction "the criminal and the
detective are defined primarily by their social function rather than their individual psychology"
(Scaggs, 2005, p. 42). In practice, this means the author does not spend much time describing what
characters are like as people. Instead, he uses words that immediately show what role they play:
crook, detective, cop, gang. These words repeat throughout the text and act as labels that tell the
reader what side each character is on. The Routledge Companion to Crime Fiction (2020) also
notes that the specific sub-genre of a text shapes what vocabulary it uses and that action-driven
crime fiction tends to use more words that name agents and roles than words that describe
psychology or inner states (Allan et al., 2020, p. 9).

Another feature typical for this genre is the way different characters speak. The narration
stays in a neutral, clear style, but the dialogue changes depending on who is talking. Characters
with a higher social status, like Verbeck, speak in full, grammatically correct sentences and
occasionally use slightly more formal language. Characters like Muggs, who comes from a lower
social background, use slang, short exclamations, and informal address. Gregoriou describes this
kind of difference as a key stylistic feature of crime fiction — the language a character uses signals
who they are and where they stand in the social world of the story (Gregoriou, 2017, p. 38). The
Linguistics of Crime (2022) makes a similar point, noting that in detective fiction "the way
characters speak consistently encodes their social position, moral status, and relationship to the
law" (Douthwaite and Tabbert, 2022, p. 4). This contrast between Verbeck's and Muggs's speech
is one of the most consistent stylistic features of the translated chapters and one of the most
recognizable markers of the genre.

Baker's concept of register is also useful when analyzing the vocabulary of the text.
Register is a variety of language shaped by three things: what the text is about (field), who is
talking to whom and what their relationship is (tenor), and what form the communication takes
(mode) (Baker, 2018, p. 97). In The Black Star, the field is crime and pursuit, the tenor shifts
between formal and very informal depending on who is speaking and in what situation and the
mode is popular serial fiction aimed at a mass audience. These three factors together explain why
the text mixes formal legal terms like “prosecuting attorney” with street-level slang like “cops” or
“boobs” in the same pages - both types of vocabulary belong to the same text but to different
register levels within it.

The vocabulary sample for this study contains 165 unique items with 422 total occurrences
across six categories. The largest group is law enforcement agents and equipment with 131
occurrences, which on its own accounts for 31% of all genre vocabulary in the text. The second
largest is the combined category of pursuit and evasion vocabulary, action verbs and slang with
191 occurrences — together these two groups make up more than three quarters of the entire sample.
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Criminal agents and social roles account for 49 occurrences, law enforcement actions for 44, legal
and judicial vocabulary for 32 and criminal actions for 32. This distribution tells us what the text
is actually about at the level of vocabulary: it is not a story about committing crimes (criminal
actions are the smallest category) or about legal consequences (legal vocabulary is also low). It is
a story where one side runs, the other chases, and the machinery of the law is always in the
background. Every category in the sample points toward this central dynamic.

One useful way to understand the vocabulary of The Black Star is to compare it with the
typical vocabulary patterns of other detective fiction sub-genres. In the classical detective story,
the dominant vocabulary categories are investigative and analytical: clue, suspect, motive, alibi,
deduction, evidence, red herring. The detective figure moves the story forward by using logic and
reasoning and the vocabulary reflects this — it is precise and focused on finding facts. In the hard-
boiled mode, the dominant vocabulary is colloquial and often cynical: dame, racket, shakedown,
stiff, crooked, muscle. The Black Star does not fit into either of these categories. Its investigative
vocabulary is minimal — evidence appears only twice, and there is no deduction or reasoning
vocabulary at all. There is some slang in the text, but it is not the main feature, and the language
is not as dark or cynical as in hard-boiled fiction. Instead, the text is built around a third kind of
vocabulary: one that names agents and sides (crook, gang, detective, officer) and describes physical
action and movement (rush, spring, escape, pursuit). This kind of vocabulary is typical for the
adventure-detective genre and makes the text read more like an action story than a mystery or a
character-driven narrative.

If we group the genre vocabulary by shared meaning rather than by grammatical category,
two main word groups stand out in the text. The first can be called the hunting-and-prey group:
quarry, trap, pursue, chase, escape, dodge, get-away, hiding place, slippery customer. These
words describe a situation where one side hunts and the other runs — but the interesting thing is
that the roles in this text keep changing. In some scenes Verbeck is the one chasing, and the Black
Star is the one being hunted. In others, the police are after Verbeck. Because the same words are
used for both sides of the chase, the text feels less like a moral story about good and evil and more
like a story about the act of pursuit itself. The second group is authority vocabulary: police, chief,
captain, officer, headquarters, orders, arrest, search. Even in scenes where no police officer
actually appears, these words keep coming up and remind the reader that the law is always nearby.
Together, these two-word groups create the tension that runs through the whole excerpt — one side
always trying to get away, the other always closing in.

The sixth category in the sample groups together pursuit vocabulary, action verbs, and
criminal slang. Escape and escaped appear 15 times combined — more than any other word in the
excerpt except police. This makes sense given the structure of Chapters XI and XII, where almost
every scene involves either running from someone or chasing someone. Other words in this group
include dodge and dodging (3 times), get-away (2), narrow escape (1), and trap (1). The action
verbs are what give the text its fast pace: rushed (9), sprang (6), dashed (5), slipped (4), whirled
(4), skidded (3), crept (2), staggered (2), lurched (2), darted (1). These are all short, physical words
that describe movement in one quick step. “He whirled to face Muggs” (McCulley, 1921) does
exactly the same job as “He quickly turned around to look at Muggs”, but in one word instead of
six — which keeps the action moving fast. In the slang group, boss appears 26 times, always used
by Muggs when talking to Verbeck — it marks the gap between them in terms of social position
and becomes a kind of signature for Muggs’s character. Hunch appears 9 times and works as a plot
device — Muggs keeps saying he has a hunch, and it turns out to be right. Other slang includes clew
(old spelling of clue), harness bulls (uniformed police), send over the road (to imprison), boobs
(what the police chief calls his own officers when he is angry) and swallowed that bunk (believed
something that was not true).

In total, genre vocabulary makes up about 4.05% of all words in the original text — or about
4 genre-specific words in every 100 words. This is enough to keep the crime fiction atmosphere
clear throughout the text, but not so much that a general reader would have trouble following it.
The largest category by far is law enforcement agents and equipment (131 occurrences), while
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criminal actions is the smallest (32 occurrences). Gregoriou notes that this focus on pursuit and
capture rather than on investigation is typical for action-driven crime fiction (Gregoriou, 2017, p.
42) and Sampson points out that in pulp serials, the repeating cycle of escape and recapture was a
deliberate formula designed to keep readers buying the next issue (Sampson, 1991, p. 187).

There is also something worth noticing about how the vocabulary illustrates the moral side
of the story. Words that name criminal characters (49 occurrences) and words that name law
enforcement agents (131 occurrences) together make up 180 of the 422 genre items, which means
43% of all genre vocabulary is simply about labeling which side each character is on. This fits
with what Scaggs says about early crime fiction: the reader always knows who is good and who is
bad and the vocabulary is one of the main tools that keeps this clear (Scaggs, 2005, p. 42). In The
Black Star, crook is always crook and detective is always detective. Unlike later hard-boiled
fiction, where the detective and the criminal sometimes use the same methods and even the same
language.

It is also worth thinking about the context in which this text was originally published. The
Black Star first appeared in Detective Story Magazine in 1916, which was aimed at a working-
class audience that read for entertainment, quickly, on cheap paper. The vocabulary choices make
sense in this context. There are no long descriptions, no complicated sentences, and no words that
would slow a reader down. Every word does something specific. It either moves the action
forward, tells the reader who someone is, or sets the atmosphere. This kind of writing, where
nothing is wasted, is one of the main features of pulp fiction style and is probably why the text still
feels easy to read today.

Another thing worth noting is that the genre vocabulary does not appear evenly throughout
the text — it clusters in specific types of scenes. Law enforcement vocabulary is most concentrated
in the scenes where Verbeck and Muggs are trying to escape the police. Slang is most common in
Muggs’s dialogue, especially when he is talking to the Black Star or on the phone with the police
chief. Action verbs pile up in chase scenes and moments of physical confrontation. This pattern —
where each type of scene brings its own type of vocabulary — is a consistent feature of the text and
something a translator has to think about carefully, because changing the vocabulary in one type
of scene can affect the feel of the whole chapter.

At the level of sentences, McCulley also has a clear pattern in action scenes. He tends to
use short, simple statements that describe one thing and stop. A good example is: The police were
surrounding the house! (McCulley, 1921) — five words, an exclamation mark, end of chapter. This
kind of sharp ending creates tension and pushes the reader forward. In longer sections, these short
sentences alternate with slightly longer ones that give just enough detail: He turned the machine
to the curb a block away from the house, sprang out, and rushed across vacant lots toward his
goal (McCulley, 1921). The rhythm shifts but the forward movement never stops. This mix of
short and slightly longer sentences, always built around a physical verb, is one of the most
recognizable features of early pulp writing.

The text also makes very purposeful use of repetition. Words like police, escape, and boss
are not just common in the text — they also tend to appear in the same place in the sentence, again
and again. Police is almost always the subject of an action: The police were surrounding the house
(McCulley, 1921), Behind came the two police automobiles (McCulley, 1921), The police had
acted promptly (McCulley, 1921). This repetition makes the police feel like one solid, unstoppable
force rather than a group of individual people. Escape works the same way — it almost always
appears in sentences about what Verbeck has to do next, which keeps a constant sense of urgency
going. Repeating key words in the same position throughout the text is a technique that works at
the level of grammar, not just vocabulary, and it reinforces the genre atmosphere in a way that is
easy to miss if you are only looking at individual words.

The readability of the source text is high, as it does not contain vocabulary or structures
that would require specialist knowledge of English. The average sentence is 15.4 words long,
which is a comfortable length. There is no vocabulary from law, medicine, or science that would
need specialist knowledge to understand. Most of the crime and police words are familiar from
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films and popular culture. When a harder or more old-fashioned word appears, McCulley almost
always puts it in a sentence where the meaning is clear without knowing the word itself.
Prosecuting attorney appears in: The prosecuting attorney won't consider her innocent when he
reads those notes (McCulley, 1921) — the role is obvious from context. Penitentiary appears in:
There could be no escape from the penitentiary for any of them (McCulley, 1921) — clearly a prison.
Period slang works the same way: send over the road, clew, and harness bulls all appear in
sentences where the surrounding context makes the meaning easy to guess, so the text stays
readable even for someone who has never come across early American criminal slang before
(Linder, 2000, p. 409).

2.3. Rendering of genre-specific vocabulary in Ukrainian translation. Strategies and
techniques

This section analyzes the Ukrainian translation of the selected chapters of The Black Star:
A Detective Story, focusing on the specific challenges that the genre vocabulary of the source text
created. The analysis covers four areas: the translation of slang and jargon, the translation of
professional and legal terminology, the translation of idioms and fixed expressions, and a
stylometric overview of the translation strategies used across the vocabulary sample, based on the
classification of translation techniques proposed by Molina and Hurtado Albir (2002).

Translation studies distinguishes between two broad orientations: domestication, which
adapts the source text to feel natural and familiar in the target language and culture, and
foreignization, which preserves the foreign quality of the source and makes the reader aware they
are reading a translated text (Venuti, 2008, p. 15). The translation under analysis leans toward
domestication: it prioritizes readability in Ukrainian and uses natural Ukrainian vocabulary and
idioms rather than literal equivalents that would sound awkward. This is an appropriate choice for
a popular genre text aimed at a broad audience. A related concept is Nida's dynamic equivalence,
which says that a translation should produce the same response in the target reader as the original
produced in the source reader (Newmark, 1988, p. 47). The translation generally follows this
principle — it aims for the same genre atmosphere, the same pace and the same character dynamics
rather than word-for-word accuracy. This approach corresponds to contemporary tendencies in
crime fiction translation, where preserving narrative accessibility and genre atmosphere for the
target audience is often prioritized over formal equivalence (Beyer, 2021, p. 18).

The most challenging category from a translation perspective is criminal slang and informal
register. As Linder notes, slang is particularly difficult to translate because it carries not only a
meaning but a social identity — the word signals who is speaking and from what social world
(Linder, 2000, p. 406). In the translation under analysis, slang items were handled through several
different strategies depending on whether a direct Ukrainian equivalent was available.

The most successful case is boss, which Muggs uses 26 times to address Verbeck. The
Ukrainian equivalent 6oc is a borrowing from English that entered Ukrainian through American
popular culture and carries the same connotations of a lower-status speaker addressing a person of
higher social standing in an informal register. For instance, (9-s) My boss has you! (McCulley,
1921) becomes (9-t) Miii 6oc mebe cnivimag! (Transl. - O.0.) — the borrowing carries the same
street-level tone and signals Muggs's subordinate position in both languages. Because the
repetition of boss is itself a characterization tool, the consistent use of 6oc successfully preserves
this function in the target text.

Hunch presents a more interesting case. The Ukrainian translation uses nepeduymms
throughout, which is semantically accurate - it means premonition or intuition. In American
English, hunch is a distinctly street-level, informal word, while nepeouymms in Ukrainian is closer
to neutral or slightly literary register. For instance, (11-s) My hunch was right (McCulley, 1921)
becomes (11-t) Moe nepeouymms eussunocsa eipuum (Transl. - O.0.) - the meaning is fully
preserved, but the two words sit at different register levels in their respective languages. This
shows the structural gap between informal American English and Ukrainian rather than an error in
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translation. A more colloquial option like uys6 cepyem or wocw 6iouyseas would have been closer
in register, but these are phrases rather than single words and would break the repetition pattern of
hunch appearing again and again across Chapter XI. In this case, keeping the same word
throughout the chapter matters more than finding a closer register match.

Other slang items were handled through established equivalent - a technique where the
source expression is replaced by a target-language phrase with the same communicative function
and register, even if the exact wording differs (Molina and Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 509). A clear
example is send over the road (to imprison), rendered as sionpasumu 3a rpamu: (10-s) I'll help
send you over the road (McCulley, 1921) becomes (10-t) 5 donomoorcy éionpasumu mebde 3a ipamu
(Transl. - 0.0.) - the image changes (road vs. bars) but the meaning and colloquial register are
fully preserved. Whelp becomes wmapxau, scum becomes nokuovok, cur becomes mep3omuux -
all colloquial Ukrainian insults at roughly the same register level as the originals. Another
successful case is caught in the act, rendered as cnitimamu na eapsiuomy: (6-s) She might be caught
in the act - Faustina Wendell, proud daughter of one of the pioneer families, caught stealing jewels!
(McCulley, 1921) becomes (6-t) [i moenu cnitimamu na 2apsuomy - @aycmuny Benoenn, 2opoy
OOHBKY O0HIEI 3 POOUH 3ACHOBHUKIG, 3acmyKamu 3a Kpaodixckoro kouwmosnocmett! (Transl. - O.0.).
The standard Ukrainian colloquial equivalent stands naturally in the same syntactic position and
carries the same emotional weight as the original. Beating up becomes nabumu nuxy, a Ukrainian
colloquial phrase that matches the informal tone of Muggs's speech in the same way. These cases
represent the strongest area of the translation - where Ukrainian has a direct colloquial equivalent,
both meaning and register are fully preserved.

One area where a fully equivalent solution was not available is the word clew. This is an
archaic spelling of clue used in early-twentieth-century American English. In the translation it
becomes niokasky (hint). For example: (8-s) Verbeck stirred the ashes to make certain nothing
remained that would give a clew (McCulley, 1921) becomes (8-t) Bepbex nepemiuiag nonin, w06
NEePEeKOHAMUCS, WO He 3aNUWULOC HiYo20, wo mo2no 6 damu niokaszky (Transl. - O.0.). The
connotation of clew (a thread or trace of evidence) is slightly narrowed to the more general
meaning of a helpful hint, which is a natural choice given that Ukrainian does not have an archaic
equivalent term for this concept. The reader still understands what the word means from the
surrounding context, since the investigative action in the same sentence explains the meaning
clearly.

The second category is professional and legal terminology. These terms are generally the
most straightforward to translate because Ukrainian has standard equivalents in its legal and
institutional vocabulary. A clear example is prosecuting attorney, rendered as npoxypop through
linguistic compression from two words to one: (5-s) The prosecuting attorney won't consider her
innocent when he reads those notes (McCulley, 1921) becomes (5-t) Ilpokypop ne esaxcamume ii
HesuHHot0, konu npouumae mi aucmu (Transl. - O.0.). Another case is penitentiary, rendered as
6'sasnuys: (5-s) There could be no escape from the penitentiary for any of them (McCulley, 1921)
becomes (5-t) Kooen 3 nux ne smooce emexmu 3 6'aznuyi (Transl. - O.0.). The slight difference in
register between the formal English term and its Ukrainian equivalent is a feature of how the two
legal systems developed their vocabularies rather than a translation choice. Life sentence becomes
Oosiuyne, a standard linguistic compression in Ukrainian legal usage. Forged check becomes
niopobnenuil yek, a direct calque. Detective, officer, captain and chief all have direct Ukrainian
equivalents and are translated accordingly throughout. Headquarters becomes wmab6-xkeapmupa,
a calque that is well established in Ukrainian organizational language.

Idioms and fixed expressions are the third area of analysis. Munday describes these as one
of the core challenges of literary translation, noting that “fixed expressions and idioms present
particular difficulties since their meaning cannot be determined from their individual parts”
(Munday, 2022, p. 68). The source text contains several such expressions that required the
translator to make a choice between literal translation, established equivalent or paraphrase.

Cat's-paw (an unwitting tool of another, from La Fontaine's fable) becomes mapionemra
in the translation. This is an established equivalent strategy, where the source image is replaced by
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a different image (a puppet/marionette), but the meaning (someone manipulated by another
without knowing it) is fully preserved. For example: (5-s) You've made a cat's-paw of that boy
(McCulley, 1921) becomes (5-t) Tu 3pobus moeco xnonysa ceocto mapionemkoro (Transl. - O.0.).
The word mapionemka is well established in Ukrainian as a metaphor for a person who is
controlled by someone else and stands naturally in the same syntactic position as the original,
carrying the same register and emotional tone.

Play the game out to the end becomes 0dogedy yio cnpasy oo kinysa. This is a case of
modulation (Molina and Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 510), where the game metaphor of the original is
replaced by a neutral phrase meaning to see something through. For example: (6-s) I'm going to
play the game out to the end (McCulley, 1921) becomes (6-t) 4 0osedy yto cnpagy 0o xinys (Transl.
- 0.0.). Ukrainian does not have an equivalent of play the game that carries the same sporting and
theatrical connotations as the English expression, so modulation is the appropriate strategy here.
The meaning is fully preserved and the sentence reads naturally in Ukrainian.

The expression the chickens had come home to roost was the most structurally complex
challenge in the excerpt. This idiom means that past mistakes have produced consequences.
Ukrainian has several equivalents for this concept (such as wo nociew, me 1 noxcnewr), but it was
chosen to render it as a discursive creation based on context. The source sentence (6-s) The
chickens had come home to roost! No wonder Faustina had acted so peculiarly, small wonder she
had shown anxiety! (McCulley, 1921) is rendered as (6-t) He ousno, wo @aycmuna nosoounacs
max He3suuHo, He OusHo, wjo eoHa nposensina 3anenoxoecuwns! (Transl. - O.0.). Rather than
searching for a formally equivalent idiom, the translation conveys the meaning that is relevant to
the scene - a communicative strategy. The target text communicates the correct emotional and
logical content, and the choice to paraphrase rather than force a Ukrainian proverb into the
sentence shows an awareness that the idiomatic form matters less than the narrative function in
this context.

Across the 165 items of the vocabulary sample analyzed according to the classification of
Molina and Hurtado Albir (2002), the following translation techniques were identified. Literal
translation accounts for 103 cases (62%) - the largest group, covering direct equivalents across all
six vocabulary categories, particularly law enforcement and legal terminology where Ukrainian
has standard institutional equivalents: police — noxiyis, gang — 6anoa, pistol — nicmonem, pursuit
— noeonst, sentence — supox. Calque accounts for 23 cases (14%), used primarily for compound
terms and multi-word expressions: nefarious plans — niocmynni naanu, filthy scheme — 6pyona
aghepa, master criminal — maticmep-3nouuneys. Modulation accounts for 12 cases (7%), applied
where the target language expresses the same meaning through a different image or register level:
screeched — sapesis, boobs — oypui, peeved — poszdpamosanuii. Established equivalent also
accounts for 12 cases (7%), covering idiomatic slang expressions where Ukrainian has a
recognized functional equivalent: behind the bars — 3a ipamamu, narrow escape — .edo
spaimysascsi, harness bulls — konu y ¢popmi. Linguistic amplification accounts for 6 cases (4%),
used for monosyllabic action verbs that require a phrase in Ukrainian: lurched — xummnyscs,
staggered — noxumnyscs, skidded — zanocuno. Particularization accounts for 4 cases (2%): chief
— wed, officer — oghiyep. Borrowing accounts for 3 cases (2%): detective — demexmus, thug —
6anoum. Linguistic compression accounts for the remaining 2 cases (1%): get-away — emeua,
sprang out — esuckouus. Meaning-preserving techniques — literal translation, calque, and
established equivalent — together account for approximately 83% of all decisions, which is
consistent with Baker's description of a functional approach to translation, where the goal is to
produce the same communicative effect in the target language as the original produced in the
source (Baker, 2018, p. 26).

One of the most important questions in evaluating this translation is whether it preserves
the register difference between characters that is a core stylistic feature of the source text in section
2.2. The answer is largely yes. The contrast between Verbeck’s formal speech and Muggs’s
informal speech is maintained throughout the translated chapters. Verbeck’s lines remain
grammatically complete and use standard Ukrainian vocabulary. Muggs’s lines retain their
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exclamatory character, use borrowings like 6oc and employ colloquial Ukrainian phrases. The
social gap between the two characters remains clear and readable in the translation. Where register
preservation is less complete — in period-specific American slang — this reflects the structural
distance between early-twentieth-century American English and contemporary Ukrainian rather
than a translational choice. As Linder notes, this kind of partial register shift is one of the most
common outcomes in literary translation of slang and reflects the limits of what is available
between any two language systems (Linder, 2000, p. 412).

The translation of physical action verbs presented a specific structural challenge. Pulp
detective prose relies on short, monosyllabic Anglo-Saxon verbs to generate pace: sprang, dashed,
darted, whirled, lurched, skidded. Ukrainian, as a morphologically richer language, often requires
a phrase to express the same movement with the same precision. This corresponds to the technique
of linguistic amplification in Molina and Hurtado Albir's classification (2002, p. 509). For
example, (6-s) He whirled to face Muggs (McCulley, 1921) becomes (6-t) Bin pizko obepHyécs 0o
Maceeca (Transl. - O.0.) - one English verb becomes a two-word Ukrainian phrase. The translation
manages this by selecting Ukrainian verbs that are themselves direct and physical (kurymucs,
muamu, npocauznymu) rather than descriptive ones that would slow the pace further. The overall
pace and energy of the original is still there in the translation, even when individual verbs become
longer phrases.

Another aspect of the translation worth noting is how it handles sentence structure in action
scenes. McCulley has a characteristic pattern of short declarative sentences followed by slightly
longer coordinated clauses and this is preserved in the translation. (9-s) The police were
surrounding the house! (McCulley, 1921) becomes (9-t) [loriyis omouuna 6younox! (Transl. -
0.0.) —the same length, the same exclamatory punctuation, the same abrupt ending. Longer action
sentences also maintain their structure and the sequence of actions within them. Keeping the same
sentence structure matters because the rhythm of the original is part of what creates tension — if
the structure changes, the scene feels different even if the words are right. Preserving sentence
structure across action sequences is one of the most consistent strengths of the translation. As
Gulddal and King argue, readability and narrative flow are central factors in the successful cross-
cultural reception of translated crime fiction (Gulddal and King, 2024, p. 91).

A final observation is about the translation of character voice as a whole. Maintaining
consistent character voice throughout a translated text is one of the most difficult tasks in literary
translation, since the way a character speaks should feel the same in the target language as in the
original even when specific words change (Munday, 2022, p. 74). In this translation, Verbeck and
Muggs are clearly distinguishable from each other. Verbeck consistently speaks in complete,
measured sentences: S 0ogedy yio cnpasgy 0o Kinya or Oxoponai yvoco 3nrouunys! [obpe
cmepedicu. Muggs consistently uses shorter, more emotional phrases: Miu 6oc mebe cnitimas! or
Moe nepeouymms eusisunoca eipuum. The social gap between the two characters, identified in
section 2.2 as a core stylistic feature of the source text, is reproduced in the translation through the
same mechanism: the vocabulary and syntax of the dialogue. This is perhaps the most important
measure of success for a translation of this type, because consistent character voice is what keeps
the genre atmosphere alive in the target language.

Overall, the translation follows a domestication approach, prioritizing natural-sounding
Ukrainian over strict formal correspondence with the source text. The distribution of techniques
confirms this: meaning-preserving techniques — literal translation, calque, and established
equivalent —account for 83% of all decisions, while form-changing techniques such as modulation,
linguistic amplification, and discursive creation were used selectively where the two languages
structurally differ. Register was fully preserved in the majority of cases, and the contrast between
Verbeck's formal speech and Muggs's colloquial register remains readable throughout the
translated chapters. Where the translation differs from the original — mainly in period-specific
slang and idiomatic expressions — this reflects the structural distance between early-twentieth-
century American English and contemporary Ukrainian rather than a deliberate move away from
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the source text. In each such case, the solution chosen serves the readability and coherence of the
target text.
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Conclusions

This project set out to produce a Ukrainian translation of selected chapters of Johnston
McCulley's The Black Star: A Detective Story and to analyze the stylistic and lexical features of
the source text and their rendering in the translation. Three tasks were completed in the course of
the work, and the following conclusions can be drawn.

The first task was to produce a Ukrainian translation of Chapters X-XV of the source text.
The translation has been completed. It follows a domestication-oriented approach based on
dynamic equivalence, prioritizing natural-sounding Ukrainian over formal correspondence with
the source text. The genre atmosphere, the pace of the action sequences, and the register contrast
between characters are preserved throughout the translated chapters.

The second task was to identify and analyze the genre-specific vocabulary of the source
text. The vocabulary sample compiled for this study contains 165 unique items with 422 total
occurrences across six categories. The largest category is law enforcement agents and equipment
with 131 occurrences, which accounts for 31% of all genre vocabulary. Genre-specific vocabulary
makes up 4.05% of all word tokens in the source text. The distribution of vocabulary across
categories confirms that the text belongs to the adventure-detective sub-genre: it is organized
around pursuit and capture rather than investigation, which distinguishes it from both the classical
whodunit and the later hard-boiled mode.

The third task was to analyze the translation strategies and techniques applied in rendering
the genre-specific vocabulary. Based on the classification of Molina and Hurtado Albir (2002),
meaning-preserving techniques account for approximately 83% of all decisions. The most
successful area is the translation of slang and idiomatic expressions where Ukrainian has a direct
colloquial equivalent. The main challenge is period-specific American slang, where a minor
register shift was unavoidable due to structural differences between the two languages.

Further research could examine the translation of other McCulley texts or compare the
rendering of similar genre vocabulary across different target languages.
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Appendix A

Genre-specific vocabulary by category

Occurrences

140
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0

Criminal Criminal Law Law Legal /judidal  Pursuit,

agents / actions/ enforcement enforcement vocabulary evasion,

organizations  offences agents / actions / action verbs,
equipment  procedures slang
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Cases

3%

Appendix B

Translation Techniques

W Literal translation
I Calque

Modulation
M Established equivalent
W Linguistic amplification
M Particularization
W Borrowing / Paraphrase

M Linguistic compression
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Appendix C

Register Preservation

M Register preserved

" Register shifted
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Appendix D

Genre-specific vs General vocabulary

m Genre-specific
vocabulary

" General vocabulary
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