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EDITOR'S NOTE: The narrative,

“Black Hawk,” a thrilling story of

(Copvright

life in Indiana, is purely fiction and
its leading characters exist only in
author's

the imagination.

. ” n
SYNOPSIS
io1s menace confronis
bert Martyne, wealthy
bout-town,
or of military intel-
h% Washington te
ere has been a
t Pt. Harrison. The
e United States has been
hreatened by some on who signs him-
self the Black Hawk, and whose signs
1t a winged death s head
Re‘urning from Washington,

Major
1as lunch with Ava Breen,
hom he loves, but who iz
ther's wish to Lionel
scientist, HAob and |
the postoffice,

been assigned an office, |
b from an airplane strikes
g anl practically destroys the
demands evacuation |
declaring his forces |

I industry in the region if
ohever He savs the union
pstroved next

Hawk

p tra and termina itrine is

L] invented by

the
he Whisperer, thwarted,

n front of another train,

|
T SR |
CHAPTER SIX (Continued) |
“Is there any other danger?”
“Yes, it may deteriorate of itself,
&0 that it will explode automatically
at any minute!

Whew!” gaid Lieutenant Quinm-
stin. “Let’s put it out in Fall creek,
quick!™

That was what Bob reluctantly
agreed to do. Piling into a car of-
fered by Al Feeney and gingerly
boarding a police skiff launched
near the North Delaware street |
bridge half an hour later, he had |
Quinnstin pilot him into the middle |
of the creek. There, nestling in a
cradle of cotton batting, they left|
Black Hawk's deadly token. !

~ ~ L |

“Y’'m going to get a couple of hours’

sleep,” Bob told Quinnstin, “You
better do the same.”

“All right. Where?” |

“Let's go to the Claypool™ ;

The manager greeted them with:

“We expected yvou, Major Martyne.
Somebody called and asked if you|
were here yet.” |

Bob raised his eyebrows. !

“We didn't know we were coming
until ten minutes ago, at Union
Station. I wonder who called?”

The manager didn't know.

Bob went to bed at once, in one
of two rooms on the sixth floor as-

sign: 7 them,

Li * Quinnstin first made |
a * the apartment. |
He Wa. .ueasy: How had any one|

known they would be there—unless |
some of Black Hawk's men had|
been near them at the station? He
Jocked the door and put a chair’

who in- |

until the hotel has been searched.”

]

| place to sleep, he curled up on a |

iounge and slept

Tuesday morning he went out to |
spend a few precious cents on break-
fast, and found the city in turmoil.
Newspapers were selling new edi-
tions so fast that the sidewalks were
almost littered with old ones, and |
he had no difficulty in checking up:
{on the events of the Black Hawk
scare, y ‘

The postoffice had been bombed;
| Ava Breen had received a threaten-
ing note; a man had killed himself |
after supposedly tryving to bomb
union station, Major Martyne had
been atacked twice, and a police de- |
tective had been murdered with a
hand ax in Martyne's suite.

It was a diversion, Beaumont com-
mented to himself; he had been
afraid of finding Indianapolis some-
what dull after Greenwich village.

He watched a humpbacked wom-
an with a beautiful face feeding the |
pigeons outside on Monument circle. |

Ll ~ .

TRANGE, Beaumont thought,
» ¥ such a beautiful spot in the |
business district. He liked the
pigeons.

Indianapolis—crossroads of

the |
nation; almost the center of popu- |
lation of the United States; home |
and inspiration of James Whitcomb (
Riley, Booth Tarkington and count- ‘
less others; native ecity of Roy
Howard, one of the nation’s greatest
newspaper men; city of countless |
conventiona - apparently at the |
mercy of an agent of destruction! It
seemed incredible . . . he shivered.
He was standing near a man jn’
laborer’s clothes, who did not look |
like a laborer. Beaumont shivered . . |
2 88 H
OB MARTYNE threw open t,hei
hall door, revolver ready for in- |
stant action, Thers was no one in
sight,

But he had heard a whispering |
sound-—some one had been outside a |
moment earlier, |

Quinnstin had been dead only a!
few minutes. His slayer was cer- |
tainly still in the imrediate vicinity.
He might have intended to enter
Bob's room.

At the telephone Bob got the hotel
detective. He quickly explained the
situation to him. “Can you block
the exists?” he asked. “Keep this
quiet, but don't let any one get out

“That's easy,” the detective re-
plied. “There are four of our men
down here now. We were watching
and didn't see anybody suspicious.”

Half an hour later the hotel had
been efTiciently searched, and " no

trace of any outsider had been
found.
Bob studied the angle of the

hatchet, and whistled under his
breath. The hatchet had not come

against it. A man’s life wasn't worth | from behind Quinnstin; it had come
a penny in Indianapolis that night.| from in front of him. And, since he
The rooms seemed secluded and | Was standing, and awake, he must

Yie had met

safe. From the window, across an |
angle of the building, he could see!
another window opening on the (‘nr—l
ridor. He would watc that window

for a while. It was nearly dawn.|
He turned his head to light a|
cigaret . . .
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lx(m felt as if he had just closed !
his eves when a heavy thump |
outside his door brought him wide |
awake

“@Quin!""” he called. There was
no response, |

He opened the door.

Lieutenant Quinnstin stood about
as he had last seen him, near the
door. But his position against the
wall was unnatural, and he did not
move |

The early morning sunlight glint-
ed on a blade stuck in the wall just
above his head. There was a soft,
whispering sound in the hall, and
Bob drew his revolver.

Lieutenant Quinnstin had been !
killed by a hatchet, in a locked
room, while Bob slept a few feet
away |
Bob started toward the hall door.

CHAPTER SEVEN
FILFRED BEAUMONT, who
\N had no difficulty whatever in |
finding his way around a city of‘
7.000,000 population, was lost in In- |

dianapolis. |

After leaving George Breen's
house, where he had been precipi- |
tated into the Black Hawk puzzle, |

he spent the night at the club where |
Ava's father. Pleadmg]
ihat the organization owed him a

| Hawk had no reason to fear him,

death to “person or
| known;

| weapon.

inevitably have seen his slayer—un-
ORR. . s

Bob stared through the open win-
dow. Ten feet beyond it, across the
angle of the building wing, was the
open hall window, {

5 He turned to the detective beside

im.

“The murderer never got into this
suite,” he said. “The weapon that
%illed Quinnstin was thrown at him |
~from that window!”

= o L]

P to this time Bob had little |

proof of Black Hawk's especial |
interest in him. Certainly Black

so far as investigative progreéss went.
Bob had got nowhere up to this
time—twenty-four hours after he |
had been given his assignment.

Black Hawk had worsted him in
every combat,

It was not until after the medical
men had arrived, and assigned the
persons un-
weapon : small ax or
hatchet, possibly thrown,” that Bob |
had time to study the murder |
It was such a handax as |
may be purchased in any hardware |
store, although of more than usu-
ally graceful design. {

“Look here” Bob exclaimed. “The

The handle had a small opening |
at the end, and in it was a rolled |
squib of paper. Bob unrolled it with |
a hand that was none too steady; '
he knew what signature it would
bear. |

He was not, however, prepared for |
the message above the signature,

(To Be Continued)
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A SUNKEN SHIP
60ES DRECTLY TO TH
NO MATTER HOW DEEP
MAY BE /

THE SINKNG VESSEL .

HPPOPOTAMLS
DOES NOT SWEAT BLOOD /
THIS BELIEF AROSE
FRQM THE FACT THAT
THE ANIMAL EXCRETES
A CARMINE -COLORED
PIGMENT FROM ITS SKN

LS
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BOTTOM, '
OCEAN

THE ENORMOUS PRESSURS

AT GREAT DEPTHS DOES NOT RETARD

CAN CHANGE THE
FOCUS OF THEIR.
EYES INSTANTLY...
BECOMING FAR-
SIGHTED AND
NEAR - SIGHTED
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AFTER the Titanic and Lusita

arose as to whether or not a sunken ship goes directly to the bottom

of the sea. There was a popular id

standstill, when it reached the depths of great pressure.
ever, is nearly incompressible, and its density increases but little under

pressure.

NEXT—What North American country was once in South America?
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TAW I —EGAD, T THINK

YOURE GOING DAFTY
RUBBER GLASS —

UMM~ ABSOLUTELY

PILE OF MONEY

' g YOUR
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sav I pverRvy AUTO
IN TH WORLD WiLL
BE EQUIPPED WITH
MY RUBBER GLASS!
TLL MAKE SUCH A

TREASURER WILL
HAVE TO BE AN _
ALPINE CLI MBER |
YOURE JES BURNED
BECAUSE NO \DEA
LIKE THAT EVER
RATTLED IN

HEY T T™M TRON a
TO READ! TAKE
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SNAP AT 1T OUT
N TH' ALLEY §
—\F YOU MUGS
WANT TO TALK
SHOP, WHY
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UNTIL YOU GET
W TH ASYLUMC

MY
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INVENTIVE
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AND HIS FRIENDS

(Fourm: QUARTER: KINGSTON LEADING )

BY 20 OO =DETERMINED To A POINT
OF DESPERATION, CRAGH SMACKS OFF
LEFT TACKLE LIKE A TON OF TNT ==

@QASU CRACKS KINGSTON'S
STURDY DEFENSE ONCE ToO
OFTEN... HE'S LED OFF TUE
FIELD WITH A WRENCHED

TARZ
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I STILL THINK IT's  §OH, 0ON'T BE cUCH A
GROUCH, EASY. WASH
| CAN LOOK AFTER

!

(Bossv, YoU REPLACE CRASH ' AND
SNAP 'EM UP....I'M GOING To SEND
You BACK IN, FRECKLES! GET
OUT TUERE NOow AND GET

THAT TEAM OF

OURS HOT ! y
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ET IS FINALLY DECIDED THAT EASY AND GAIL WILL ANSWER
\= THE URGENT SUMMONS OF THE MAN WHO BOUGHT THEIR Cuuyﬂ

OOP,

WE ARE GETTIN'
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AN THE APE MAN
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The pin-head savages herded
into canoes and shoved off. As the

down the swift stream, drums began to be faintly
The captives listened with
growing alarm. Jean said: The drums are getting

heard in the distance.

louder.”

their prisoners

dwarfs paddled er.” “Nearer

dreading the
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OUT OUR WAY —By Williams

[/ SAY, BOB, WHILE YOU'RE s
WRITING TO COUSIN' WALTER,
TELL HIM TO TELL AUNT SADIE
I'M GOING TO SEND SOME
CLOTHES YOU'VE OUTGROWN, THAT
wiLL DO FOR FRANKIE TO WEAR
AROUND THE FARM =~ AND TELL~

)

OH ,SAY— TELL HIM
TO TELL EFFIE THAT
I THINK T CAN GET
HER A JOB IN OUR
OFFICE — ASK IF SHE'S

FAIRLY GOOD ON A
TYPEWRITER — SHE'D
HAVE TO USE ONE
A LITTLE. TELL HER
THERE'S A GIRL GOING
TO QUIT THE LAST
OF TH MONTH, AND TO
LET ME KNOW RIGHT

TELL HIM TO TELL
UNCLE ART THAT
I CAN PICK HIM UP
A FINE USED CAR

FOR A SONG~—TELL

HIM IT'S ONLY BEEN 3 - AWAY, SO I CAN—~~
DRIVEN 400G MILES ; 7 7.’¥
AND IT'S — /- Z =
3 L P

|
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HEROES ARE. MADE~-NOT BORN.
—By Blosser
JOCK SUTHERLAND )

(| CLEAN FOOTBALL 4 Yo%k urve.A

BA(‘KFIELD men get a lot of pounding when

piled up in line play, or hit hard m an open-
field tackle.  There are several ways in which »
back can eut down the <hances"9‘ injury

The only way to guard against dirty work in
plleups and in tackling 18 to avoid it as much as
possible. Followang are a few hmts for ball car.
ners which mav kolp'

Hit hard.  Never siop driving. A hard run-
ning back i« Jess often hurt than a slow one. Use
the interference.  The blockers are there to pro-
tect you, and if you get thi¢ into your head it will
make the game easier on you and make for
greater gains. Leam lo fall relaxed. A stiff arm
or lag hitting the ground 1s more likely to get hurt
than a lax one. Run with the feet wide apart,

@N TUE FIRST PLAY A

KINGSTON MAN DROPS BACK.
To GHOOT A SHORT PASS....
.................. LOOK ©ouT

(VAN 3¢ is shown in sketch.  You'rellees likely to fall

L ‘LN«MW hard.on heing tackled. ™,
—By Crane
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i ‘ZSDIC‘éE? ) \ LOOK WMAT'S ,} ke T 7 ;
: \_COMING! /' /GyG6LEWUNK' PR
e s _ NOW WE ARE =)ieg vl
AN c. § j
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COULONT You
THINW.  ABOUT

' s
YOURE OARN RIGHY .,
UM THINKING

TALC T WRY WOoLLD
1 WANT TO TALw

WitH Yvou 2 € - dusr PLENTY AsouT

BOOTS o My A TRENGY YOU -

GRL. e WEENSY [ wowr
fie ! = ax ?

e et
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Holt called across to her: ‘“We're geiting near-

what?” asked the girl. “The quary,”

I guess,” replied Holt, shrugging. Jean was silent,

unknown fate awaiting them. Amid

the jabbering of the savages they went rapidly
down river, the drums growing constantly louder.

After the pin-heads had brutally thrown Chita,
the monkey, back to shore, he ran.along the bank
and now swam out toward the canoe in which Jean

“Poor little Chita,*

She tried to comfort him.
she said softly, stroking him, “you don't know what
it’s all about, do you? Tarzan could tell you—he'd,

sat. Unmolested, she managed to pull him, drip- know.” The monkey looked up t her, suddenly
ping, to her side, There he huddled, whimpering quiet as she said “Tarzan.” She took it up and
and excited.

whispered: “Tarzan—Tarzan!”

nia disasters, frequent discussions

ea that the ship might come to a
Water, how-
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