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New thrilling adventures of Superman on your own radio!
Listen to Superman, mighty Man of Steel, as he smashes
full-blast into the forces of evill

LISTEN TO SUPERMAN




m Now for the first time, the
newest hero of the air comes
to you as a thrilling story.
Read the daring exploits of
Clark Kent, Superman, each
month on this page and tune
in the Superman broadcasts
on stations coast to coast

HE planet Krypton was doomed!
TJorel, Krypton’s greatest sci-
entist knew that. Feverishly he
worked to perfect the rocket ship
that would carry his family to
Earth. But he was too late! As he
stood there beside his laboratory, he
saw the sky flame into a fiery red.
The ground trembled and wide
fissures divided forests and fields.
Huge mountains crumbled and fell.
Jorel hastily took Kal-el, his in-
fant son, from the arms of his
mother. He placed the sleeping boy
carefully in the model of his space
ship, swiftly swung the metal door
into place and set the controls.
The tiny rocket-ship roared into
the uncharted heavens just as the
mighty planet of Krypton exploded
into hundreds of thousands of glow-

® He was no longer a baby. He was a
full-grown man. He was SUPERMAN!
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ing fragments. Glittering stars to
remain forever in the night sky!
Through the far-flung darkness of
space, the ship hurled millions of
miles toward Earth.

Years later, the -rocket reached
the United States on Earth. It

® Superman, disguised as Clark
Kent, became a cub reporter.
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m He took the girl gently in
his arms and leaped into space.

_from the inside.

landed, unharmed, in a desert. A
bright moon lighted the lonely
sandy wastes as the metal door,
scaled years before, was opened
Into the atmos-
phere of his new planet stepped
Kal-el. (Continued on page 63)
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® Swooping down, he tore off the

roof of the speeding street-car!
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~ Hours later,
flying over the outskirts of a large
middle-western city, he saw, with his
telescopic vision, a street-car, out of
control, hurtling to disaster. He
swooped down eagerly, confident of
his supernatural strength. With ease,
he ripped the roof off the death-car!
He tucked the two terror-stricken oc-
cupants—an old professor and his
grandson—under each arm and in a
few minutes deposited them gently
and safely on earth.

Superman was on his way!

He was in the City Room of the
«planet” when Mike, the star photog-
rapher, ran panting up to White.

“Say, Chief—just got a phone call.
They think there’s a girl trapped on
the twentieth floor in that four-alarm
fire in the Sterling Tower!”

“What!—a girl trapped—can’t they
get her out?”

“Nope—they can’t reach her!”

Superman broke in eagerly:

“Mr. White—let me cover that
story! Maybe I can do something.”

“Go ahead, Kent. But if the fire de-
partment can’t reach her, why do you
think you can?” ]

Superman didn't answer. He rushed
out of the office with Mike, down-
stairs to the waiting.car. Above the
wild screams of the fire sirens and
the pulsating motor, Mike told his
companion that there was something
funny about the Sterling Tower fire.
He had been tipped off that some one
had set it on purpose. But why?

The two men reached the balcony
directly across from the blazing in-
ferno. They watched as the giant
flames and huge clouds of smoke
surged higher and higher toward the

heavens. The hungry fire tore at the
wall of the building. It cracked—it
began to crumble—and then Super-
man saw the terrified face of the girl,
trapped in the North Star Mining Co.
offices. Alone—20 stories up—cut off
by a sheet of flame and smoke!

One second. Superman was standing
beside Mike—the next, he was gone!
Up, up and away in the shelterin
shield of smoke! The flames crackle
and spit like things alive as he
reached the window. One blow
smashed the glass. He dropped into
the room. Stble }\;vas not there! He
went on—until he was st
a locked door. With one puos%p%c} }?1);
hand, he splintered it to bits. Imme-
diately his x-ray vision saw through
the thick doors of a closet. There
half-unconscious, lay the girl. He
wrapped her in his cloak and held her
with his left arm. Dashing back
through the fire-engulfed room, he
sprang back out of the window to the
ledge.

The wind cleared the smoke away
momentarily. Down below, an aston-
ished crowd looked up and saw Super-
man, poised like an eagle for flight,
stand for a moment. And then, just as
the huge wall collapsed and feil with
a crash that shook buildings, he
leaped out and up with the girl whose
life he had saved.

INUTES later, Clark ilent, “Daily

_ Planet” reporter, hurried with an
ambulance doctor tqo a secluded spot
in an alley near the fire. The doctor
was the first to spcak:

“But Mr. Kent. how did she get
here? The Fire Chief told me some
fantastic story of a superman who
rescued her by flying through the air.
But that’s absurd—no human being
could do that!”

And Clark Kent, Superman, smiled
in agreement. But as he bent over the
girl, there was a light of pride in his
eyes. )

The unconscious girl began to stir.
Suddenly. Superman’s sharp ears
heard the words she mumbled in her
delirium:

“Oh—don’t let them—they'll get
away! Catch them!—Stop them! . . .
They're in a big car—Oh! STOP—
you don’t dare—STOP THEM!”

What was she trying to say? Was
sudden dark mystery to arise from
the ashes of the Sterling Tower Build-
ing? Superman was suspicious. Who
was this girl—why was she trapped
in the North Star Mining Co. office—
who had to be stopped? Superman
didn’t know—but Superman would
find out! Don’t miss next month’s in-
stalment of Superman in Radio.
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B Read the amazing adven-
tures of Superman, uncon-
querable hero from another
world—an exclusive Radio
Mirror feature. Then tune in
your local station for his
thrilling daily broadcasts

UPERMAN! Mighty visitor from

the planet Krypton who is
faster than an airplane—more pow-
erful than a locomotive—invincible
to all danger! Disguised as Clark
Kent, mild spectacled reporter of
the “Daily Planet,” he has arrived
on Earth to champion the weak and
oppressed.

When we last saw Superman, he
had rescued an unconscious girl
from the blazing inferno of the
North Star Mining Company. As
she was carried off to the ambu-
lance, his super-sensitive ears heard
her murmur: “Catch them ...
Catch them! ... STOP THEM!”

UPERMAN, disguised again as
S Clark Kent, leaned over the

hospital bed of June Anderson,
the girl he had saved from flaming
death. But much had happened
since he had safely lifted her from
the burning building. She strug-

OWIR_I

® He lifted his fist and, effortlessly, smashed a hole in
the steel plates. Like lightning, he rushed through and—

gled to speak, and said brokenly:

“Mr. Kent—when I woke up here
in the hospital, after the fire—the
first thing I saw—the very first
thing—were those two faces bend-
ing over my bed—Bartley Pember-
ton and Joseph Dineen!”

“The heads of the North Star
Company!” )

“Yes—and they came here to try
again to kill me— They failed once
when I was saved from the trap
they had set— And now this time
they ran away when they heard
you coming down the hall.

“But they won’t stop!—I was
their office secretary—and then I
found out what they were doing.
They weren’t honest—they were
swindlers! They sold poor people
stock in a worthless mine out West!
But now I'm afraid for more than
myself.”

‘Sobbing, she buried her face in
her hands. And Clark, sworn never
to reveal his true identity as Super-
man, could only try to comfort her.
In a few minutes, she was able to
tell him the rest of the story that
was tormenting her.

Risking her life, she had obtained
documents and evidence which defi-
nitely proved the guilt of the swin-
dling pair. For safe-keeping, she
placed them in a sealed package
which she gave to her brother,
Captain of the steamer “City of
Madison.” She had told no one—
except the detectives who had come
to question her in the hospital. They
had just left when Pemberton and
Dineen climbed into her room from
the fire-escape directly beneath her
window. They had heard every
word she said!

They had (Continued on page 76)

B Clark Kent stood poised on the skyscraper ledge for
a split second—then up, up and away went Superman!
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M Superman, disquised as Clark Kent, listened to the
girl whisper the names of her attempted murderers.
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failed again to kill her—but now they
knew that Captain Anderson had the
incriminating package. They would
stop at nothing to get it!

Clark waited only to hear that the
“Madison” was steaming off the At-

lantic Coast on its way to Charlestorn:+

He sped down the corridor, up the
stairs, out to the roof. The crooks had
a full day’s start. There was not a
second to waste! Clark Kent stood
poised on the skyscraper ledge for a
split second—then up, up and away

went Superman, red cloak streaming

behind him as he cut the air like a
bullet!

Winging his way down the Coasf, '

- his keen telescopic eyes pierced the
fog and darkness ahead and searched
for the first glimpse of the freighter.

But Pemberton and Dineen, in their °

powerboat, had caught up with the
“Madison” even before Superman left
the hospital.

Violating every law of the sea, they
sent up red rocket distress 'signals.

The towering- bulk - of the freighter-
lay motionless in the black water,
waiting for the smaller boat to come
alongside. Captain Anderson o;'dered.
the men shown to his cabin imme-
diately. He was furious.

“Do you know you’ve stopped a ves-:
sel on government service—a ves,§el
transporting important munitions?

‘The Captain refused to turn over
his sister’s package to the swindlers.
Immediately, they forced him down
into the hold, tied him up and broke
open a case of explosives. They were 'i
determined to remove every trace of |
him and his ship! They crept back
on deck, leaped off and swam to their ;
cruiser. In a minute, there was a’

flickering glow in the darkness of the

hold—a thin spiral of smoke, creeping
up the companionway and curling out
above the hatch-covers on deck. Then |
—sudden alarm—shouting, confusion.
Boats went over the side, pulled fran- |
tically for safety. But Captain Ander-
son was trapped, unconscious. The !
inevitable explosion would destroy

him and the evidence! -

BUT meanwhile—high up in the
night sky—Superman saw a glow on
the sea. Swiftly, he headed downward.
His rapid glance searched the boats—
Captain Anderson was not there; In
a second, Superman clung to the steep,
slippery side of the “Madison,” listen-
ing. His super hearing picked up
sounds inside the hull. He lifted his
fist and, effortlessly, smashed a hole
in the steel plates. Like lightning, he :
reached the after-hold and broke'
down the locked door. The Captain,
seeing him dimly, gasped:

“Fire—TNT aboard—get out—GET
ouT!” |

Superman only smiled as he lifted
the Captain to his shoulder. He car-
ried him out through the jagged hole
in the steamer’s side, wrapped him in
a life preserver, dropped him in the
sea near the lifeboats and streaked
again for the doomed ship.

“Touch and go now—that stuff’ll
explode any second. But I have to
find the safe and get those papers..
There’s the bridge—down—down—" |

One crack of his hand smashed the
captain’s safe. He had June Ander-
son’s package! Not waiting for the
stairs, he crashed out through the
wall, up to the deck and off. As he
disappeared into the far horizon, the
“Madison” exploded with a shatter-
ing roar that filled the sky with
screaming shells and scattered flaring
embers on the face of the sea! But
Captain Anderson was safe. Super-
man had conquered again! )

The incriminating evidence he had
snatched from destruction was enough
to put Pemberton and Dineen behind
bars for life. As soon as he reached !
land, he called the Police. Mystified,
they listened to Superman’s deep voice
tell them where to find the swindlers.
Then, one last stop, as he mailed the
package of evidence to June Ander-
son. Proud, he knew he had closed
another case.

That morning, Clark Kent was back
in the Daily Planet office, ready for-
another assignment.

Follow Superman on his next as-
signment when he rescues Lois Lane,
girl star reporter, from a howling pack
of maddened convicts—in the mnext!
instalment of this exciting series, in
the March Rapio MIRROR. s o



B Above the bedlam, Superman’s voice rang out: "Drop that timber!"

toward San Miguel peniten-

tiary through a forest of
towering pine. He had just received
orders from his Editor, Perry White,
to join Lois Lane, the ‘“Planet’s”
star girl reporter, at the prison. He
was close to his goal when the road
made a sudden turn and, in the
twilight, he saw men in uniform
barring his way. A police whistle
stabbed the quiet. Troopers halted
his car.

“Hold it up buddy—this is as far
as you go!” >

Clark’s voice was pleasant and
soft:

“What’s the matter, officer? Road
blocked?” )

‘“Yeah—blocked right here. Turn
around and head back where you
came from. Where do you think
you’re goin’, anyway?”’

Kent’s calm, low-spoken reply
matched perfectly the outward per-
sonality of the mild-mannered,
spectacled reporter—the disguise in
which Superman walked the earth.

“San Miguel. I have a date at
the prison. You see, I'm a news-
paperman.’”’

The officer’s face clouded. His
tone, suddenly, was sharp and curt.
“Reporter, hey! How’d you get

CLARK KENT sped northward

" wind of this so quick?”

“Wind of what?”

“Don’t give me that stuff. Who
told you about the riot at San
Miguel?” .

Clark was genuinely amazed.
Then his surprise turned to concern.
A riot at San Miguel! And Lois
was there, alone. Impatient now at
the officers who barred his way, he
wondered if the Wolf and Keno, im-

MARCH, 1941

prisoned henchmen of the Yellow
Mask, were behind the riot. If they
were, it was time for Superman to
get into action!

“Look, officer, I'm sorry but I
have to go through. If there’s
trouble at San Miguel, I just haven’t
time to stop—"’

The tall, stern patrolman couldn’t
believe his ears. Infuriated, he
roared:

“Haven’t time?—Say, who do you
think you’re talkin’ to!”

But Clark sprang from the car.
He could afford to waste no more
minutes. He knew that his super-
human powers must even now be
needed at the penitentiary. When
wrong-doers were at work, Super-
man did not wait to obey the con-
ventions and customs of ordinary
men. Before the troopers could
move, he ran ahead of them. And
then they heard the gentle voice of
Clark Kent turn, in a flash, into the
strong booming tones of Superman:

“Sorry—I'd like to stay but I
really can’t. So long, boys—if you
want to hold my car, I’ll make a run
for it! See you at San Miguel!”

Transfixed, the officers watched
the astounding figure in blue cos-
tume, with its red cloak streaming
behind, disappear down the road
with the speed of lightning. In a
second, Superman was too far away
for them to hear him say:

“Too bad, fellows. I'd like to stay
and chat but I can’t do it now. If
there’s trouble at San Miguel, I
have to be there—and be there in
a hurry. Up we go—faster—
FASTER!” Out of sight, he began
to fly, cutting the air like a hurtling
bullet. (Continued on page 85)

® Thrill fo the daring rescue
by radio's amazing hero, of
beautiful Lois Lane in a

prison of riofing inmates

® The patrolman, infuriated, roared:
"Who cro you think you're talkin' to2"
Below—Swiftly, Superman gathered
the unconscious Lois in his arms.
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