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Merciless and deadly was the air highwayman who held up his victims on the lonely Northern trails.

RADNER SHOOK HIS HEAD solemnly.
“I tell you it can’t be done,” he almost
snarled. “There have been several big
gold robberies in Alaska, but the robbers
are always caught.

“It’s a curious fact that while there are thousands of
square miles of country in which to hide, nevertheless,
a man can’t hide. Sooner or later be must show up in
some town for supplies—then he’s nabbed.

“Even if he does reach the coast he must of
necessity take a steamer to get out of the country. The
authorities are sure to pick him up there. No, it can’t
be done.”

“Have you thought of the air?” Van Hyde spoke
with a trace of mockery in his voice. “A pilot can

ignore many traps if he wishes. While the man afoot is
confined to his thousands of square miles of ground,
the pilot is rushing through his hundreds of thousands
of cubic miles of air

“Now, here’s the situation. We are the big
stockholders of the Wolverine Valley mine. A bunch of
sour doughs discovered, the prospect and have done
all the work; we’ve furnished the money. The small
fry, as a result, are barely hanging on. This year, to
our surprise, the stock soared upward. Gold has been
struck.”

“Yeah.” Bradner admitted, “struck just when we
figured on unloading on the suckers.”

“Exactly!” agreed his companion.

“T've sent an engineer into the country. He reports
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that the mine can be developed into a mint if the
stockholder will hang on, but that is just what we don’t
want. If we can shake them off, that mine will be ours.

“A hundred thousand dollars is coming out by dog
team. When it arrives it’s going to mean a dividend. If,
say, that hundred thousand should disappear, there’ll
be no dividend. A lot of the stockholders will have to
let go, and we’ll be able to pick up the stock at our own
price.”

“Suppose we should be successful, how do you
expect to sell a hundred thousand dollars’ worth of
placer gold without getting caught?” asked the fellow
called Bradner.

“Easy enough! We own several worthless mines.

By easing small amounts into the mint at a time, and
crediting our worthless mines with such amounts, we
can cash in.” He laughed suddenly. “And that might
be one way of boosting the stocks of those mines and
unloading on the dear public.”

Van Hyde seemed to be in rare form to-day. “Any
more objections, Bradner?” he asked.

Bradner believed in looking at a proposition from
all angles before going into it. “Yes, where can we get a
pilot to pull such a stunt? Most of ’em are honest!”

“Well a crook will, occasionally creep into the best
of company. I know the man to turn the tricks He’s
been on the edge of the law for a long time without
being caught with the goods He’ll do the job—right!”

“Just one more thing. There’s a pilot up North
known as ‘Rusty’ Wade. Heard of him?” questioned
Bradner.

“Who hasn’t?”

“The minute any rough air stuff is pulled, they’ll be
making Rusty Wade a deputy United States marshal.
He’s got sense enough to know unless the first air raid
is killed there’ll be others, and we won’t rest until he
clears the matter up. I'm not keen on going to jail—
not even when there’s a hundred thousand dollars in
gold and a block of mining stock in sight,” Bradner
exclaimed.

“By the time Rusty Wade hears of this, my pilot will
be out of the country. Are you with me on this?” asked
Van Hyde.

“Sure. Just as long as the gold can’t be traced,”
Bradner answered.

“It’s pretty difficult to trace anybody in the air,” Van
Hyde observed. “Now for my man!” He reached for
the telephone, dialed a number and presently spoke
sharply. “Please put Hawk Breed on the wire!”

While waiting he again turned to his partner.

“Hawk Breed owes Rusty Wade something and he’ll
likely pay it the first chance he gets. Wade beat him in a
cannery war, you know.”

OLD ANDY BLAIR was having a difficult time.
Wolverine Valley lay behind and below him; Gunsight
Pass, a notch in the range, lay ahead and above. His
whip cracked frequently over the backs of his team of
malemute dogs; the sled moved slowly, and at times
almost seemed on the verge of stopping.

“Now that the mine’s at last paying out,” he growled,
“the first thing they should do is to make a field for
airplanes. There’s no sense in men killing themselves
mushing gold out when a plane can hop over the range
in the time that it takes a man to harness his dogs. As a
stockholder 'm going to move we build a field and do it
just as soon as the break-up comes.”

Crack! The old whip split the frosty air again. The
dogs pulled until their bellies were down to the snow.
The sled with its dead load of gold jerked along on
screaming runners.

Suddenly the sour dough stopped. He listened, with
a curious expression on his face. Then he pushed back
the hood of his parka. He could hear distinctly now.

It was the sweet, musical drone of a powerful motor.
“Plane!” he cried, “and she sure sounds sweet. Must be
Rusty Wade in that little fighting plane he hops around
in when he’s in a hurry. It’s got a single motor, but
what a motor—about a hundred thousand dog power
I’d say”

Blair did not move from the spot until he located
the plane. There it was, a tiny speck, seemingly high in
the air. As it neared the great range it appeared to lose
altitude. But this was not the case; the vastness of the
mountains, thousands of feet in the air, made It seem
s0.

The pilot headed straight for the pass and his plane
almost seemed to touch the snow as he vanished.
“Yeah, that’s Rusty! Nobody else can fly like that!”

For the next four hours Blair devoted himself to
the business of reaching that pass himself. The last half
mile he was required to “neck.” That is. attach a line to
the sled and pull himself.

The queer actions of his lead dog gave him the
first warning of some one ahead. The dog’s ears were
pricked, his nose sniffing. Andy swung into the pass
five minutes later and a cry escaped his lips.

A plane, one wing almost covered with snow, lay
directly ahead. Sprawled out. evidently as he had
fallen, lay the pilot. “Rusty!” Blair cried hoarsely.
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“What happened?” It was a foolish question, but
natural enough. It was apparent something serious
had happened.

As Blair dropped to his knees, the figure turned.
The next instant the muzzle of an automatic pistol
was thrust into his stomach. Blair gritted his teeth
in fury. A holdup was the last thing he expected. His
own weapon was on the sled and the reason he carried
a gun at all was for protection against wild animals.
There had not been a gold holdup in years. That
particular metal is too heavy to carry around when a
posse is on a man’s heels.

As the other’s parka hood fell back, a hawklike face
was disclosed. Yet the parka facing of wolverine fur was
so thick Andy could not identify the man.

“Keep your hands up! ” the other ordered. “Walk

straight ahead!”
Andy Blair stopped on the edge of a fifty-foot drop
“Keep walking!” the pilot snarled.

“I can’t, without going over this, cliff.” Blair
protested.

“Then go over!” With that the strange pilot planted
his foot in the small of Blair’s back and gave a sudden
push. With a cry of alarm, Blair shot downward.

The pilot approached the team with misgivings.
His weapon was ready to kill the dogs as he advanced.
Exhausted, the animals lay where they had dropped.
Seeing they meant no harm he cut the lashings on the
load and dragged the heavy pokes from the sled. Next
he headed the leader toward the cliff and slashed the
team across their backs with the whip. “Might as well
get rid of all evidence.” he muttered. “They won’t find
that musher or his dogs before next summer.”

The leader struggled desperately to keep from going
over; the others sat track on their haunches. On the
brink they came to a stop. The man rushed down and
hurled his weight against the sled—dogs and sled shot
into space. The pass was clear, except for the plane and
the pokes of gold. The pilot cleared the snow from the
wing, which gave it a crashed appearance, then began
loading his loot. Once he paused to study the cold
winter sky. Neither plane nor bird was sketched against
the blue. “Nothing to it!” he muttered.

AN OLD, malemute lead dog licked at the face of
his master. An hour had passed since he had chewed
himself free from the tangle of harness and dogs, and
made his way to the snow where his keen scent told
him his master lay. For a time he had dug with his
great, broad paws, but now the hole was of sufficient

site to admit his body. And so he licked—the first aid
of his kind.

Presently, the man groaned. It was a half hour
before he opened his eyes. “Pete!” he muttered. “What
happened? Oh, yes! He shoved me over the cliff. Both
legs—busted.”

A groan escaped his lips, and he relaxed again. His
dulled senses began to clear. “The gold!” he cried. “The
first plane robbery of the North—and he got away;,
too! Pete! Pete! Come here—let me get hold of your
collar. That’s it. Now! Mush!”

At the command, the dog pulled. Blair hung on and
was half dragged to a more comfortable position, then
he must have gone out from the pain, for Pete was
licking his face again. After he regained consciousness,
he fussed under his parka and produced paper and a
stub of a pencil. With the flashes of the Northern lights
for light, he slowly scrawled a message.

It read:

MOLLY: ROBBED. GOLD GONE. I'M IN GUN-
SIGHT WITH TWO BUSTED LEGS. WIRE RUSTY
WADE. HELL KNOW WHAT TO DO.

ANDY.

Blair fastened the note to Pete’s collar. Then with a
wave of his arm, he cried. “Go home! Go on, Pete, go
home. Mush!” The dog hesitated. He knew something
was wrong, every instinct was to remain with the
master. But there was another and stronger instinct—
obedience.

Reluctantly, he began to limp away. Then, as if
realizing the need of speed, the dog broke into a
lope—the steady, tireless lope of the wolf that was in
the blood of his kind.

A PAWING on the door was Molly Blair’s first hint
that her husband had met with misfortune. “Pete?” she
cried, as the dog entered the cabin, “what’s happened?”
Then she saw the note.

Two minutes later she was running to the mine
office. The superintendent who slept above the office
was awakened. He listened briefly, then telephoned
the nearest Signal Corps office which maintains a
telegraph system in Alaska. Here and there mines have
strung wires to the main line in order to keep in touch
with the rest of the world.

Two hundred miles from Wolverine Valley, Rusty
Wade was awakened by a knock on his cabin door. A
Signal Corps man shoved a message into his hand.
“Job for you, Rusty,” he announced.
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“T’ll say there is,” Rusty answered, as he glanced
through the message. “Some fool figures he can get
away with a hundred thousand in Alaska. Huh! Well,
maybe he can, but I don’t see it that way. A number of
big gold robberies have been attempted in the North,
but each time the officers outwitted the crooks and
recovered the gold.”

When Rusty reached the Gold Poke flying field he
found the marshal waiting for him. “I'm sick. Rusty,
and cant do much.” the official exclaimed. “Stick up
your hand and be sworn in.” Rusty obeyed.

“There.” the marshal concluded, “you’re the first
air officer in the North—the case is yours. With that
plane of yours you ought to be able to trap the robbers
before they get much of a start.”

“Give me four good men as deputies,” Rusty
replied. “I want men who are not afraid to make a
parachute jump.”

Four young deputies standing around, expecting a
plane ride, scratched their heads at this. Then one by
one they came forward. “Few landing places in that
country,” Rusty explained, “and a chute is the best way.
Each of you bring about four days’ grub. I want to
service the Air Musher a bit!”

A half hour later the Air Musher was roaring
toward Gunsight Pass. The deputies looked down with
interest. “Sure beats crawling over the country in a dog
team,” one of them observed.

Approaching the south side of the pass. Rusty
spoke to two of the men. They nodded, stepped to the
door, opened it, hesitated a moment, then leaped out
into space about ten seconds apart. Rusty banked and
returned. The two chutes had opened successfully and
were floating downward. That means of escape was
blocked to those afoot. He roared through the pass,
dropped the other two men, then landed near where
Andy Blair lay.

As he leaped from the plane a whistle of surprise
came from his lips, “It’s an air robbery!”

He laughed a bit grimly, as he thought of the men
he had so carefully dropped below. “They won’t do me
much good; an air robbery must be solved by an air
officer.”

RUSTY worked his way down to the base of the
cliff where two dogs were standing guard over Andy
Blair. “Are you hurt bad, Andy?” asked Rusty.

The musher looked up. “You wasn’t long getting
here, Rusty. I'll pull through, but first let me get
something out of my system—in case I should pass

out from the pain. I've fainted once, already, it’s the
first time in my life, too.

“Now get this. Rusty. The job was done in a plane
something like your Sea Scout. It had skis on instead
of wheels. The pilot was a cold-blooded cuss—Kkicked
me over the cliff. I didn’t get much of a look at his face,
but he had a hawkish nose!”

“Hawkish nose?” shouted Rusty. “And his eyes? Were
they like tiny, blazing lights of blue?”

“Yeah! Set close together!” answered the injured
musher.

“Hawk Breed!” Rusty was excited. “I can’t imagine
him coming up here. And yet there isn’t a pilot in Alaska
who would pull a job of this kind; it’s somebody from
the Outside.”

He turned to the injured man. “Now one more
question. How much gold did you have? This is
important, for it will determine how much weight he
carried in the plane.”

“Roughly, I'd say a hundred thousand dollars’
worth,” Blair informed him. “That’s what they told
me at the mine before I started. It was all put in sealed
moosehide pokes.”

Rusty did some mental arithmetic. “A hundred
thousand dollars’ worth of gold at sixteen dollars an
ounce is six thousand, two hundred and fifty ounces.
Twelve ounces to the pound is five hundred and
twenty-one pounds. Unless I have underestimated the
plane, he won’t go far with that load. To take off, his
gas tanks would have to be nearly empty. No time to
lose, though.”

Carefully, he picked up Andy Blair and carried him
to the plane. Fortunately. there was plenty of room
in the Air Musher. Rusty made him as comfortable as
possible, then took off. He delayed just long enough
to drop notes to the two pairs of marshals, then set a
direct course for Gold Poke. There was a good hospital
there where Andy’s injuries could be treated.

The Air Musher had hardly skidded to a stop before
Rusty was on the ground. “You boys take care of
Blair,” he cried. “I'm leaving in the Sea Scout in about
ten minutes. Tell the marshal this is an air job “ He
thought a moment, then ran back to the Air Musher.
“Andy,” he asked, “have you a sample of the Wolverine
Valley gold on you?”

“Here’s a nugget I'm using for a watch charm.”
Andy replied. “Help yourself!”

Rusty traded watch chains and charms; his own
chain was made of placer nuggets which he had
panned himself. With a shouted word of farewell.
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Rusty hurried back to his Sea Scout. The Air Musher
was the cabin-monoplane job he used for passenger,
freight and mail work, but the little Sea Scout was built
for adventure. Things happened swiftly when he was at
the stick of that neat little job

He liked to repeat her specifications to friends who
understood such things. The Pratt-Whitney air-cooled
motor would develop five hundred horse power at
twenty-one hundred revolutions a minute. She could
do two hundred miles an hour and her service ceiling
was thirty thousand feet. The fuselage was constructed
of duralumin; the wings of wood and fabric. Empty,
she weighed eight hundred pounds; her wing span
thirty feet; her length overall, twenty feet three inches.

FOUR men were now gently lowering Andy Blair
to a sled. “Rusty,” called the injured man through set
teeth. “A word!” Rusty hurried over. “Rusty, you’ve got
to find that gold.” he cried. “It don’t make so much
difference to Molly and me, well get along. But the
little stockholders, the old-timers who have been
working without pay, and the storekeeper who’s been
advancing grub on credit, will be up against it. We
ain’t got any too much confidence in Bradner and Van
Hyde; they’ll squeeze us out if they can. Rusty, you've
got to make good, and I know you will.”

“T'll do my best,” Rusty promised. And to Andy
Blair that meant the job was as good as done But to
Rusty Wade it meant serious reflections, as he took
off. The old days, when Alaska was like a bottle, and all
men must pass through the neck, were gone. Officers
could no longer watch the bottle neck and pick up
their men. Nor do planes leave footprints in the air.

“T've got to use my knowledge of the air to solve
this problem.” he growled “And now that I'm in the
air, where am I going? I can’t fly around aimlessly and
trust to luck. I've got to pursue them so hard they
won’t have time to hide the gold. Failing in that. I've
got to keep them from destroying any clews they may
leave.”

Snow-blanketed Alaska was rolling beneath him at
one hundred and fifty miles an hour. “Let’s see, now!”
he reflected “If Andy Blair was right on the size of the
plane, the thief couldn’t go far with that load without
refueling. Where’s a logical landing place?” There were
several. He spread a chart and ran a line through it.
One point was Gunsight Pass, the other Seattle.

“Twin Lakes is a good place—both are frozen over.
They are in a direct line. Huh! If 'm dealing with
Hawk Breed, hell decide not to use the logical place.

Raven Lake is twenty miles off the course, so I'll give
Raven Lake a whirl. One thing is certain, hell have to
stop often for fuel, unless the gold is transferred to
some larger plane. In any event, he’ll have to change
from skis to wheels or pontoons before he gets out of
the snow country.”

In time, Raven Lake came over the rim of the
world. It was frozen and covered with snow, but
contained no sign of life. Rusty hurried still further
off the course, climbing higher, the throttle wide open.
Then he studied the country below for the next fifty
miles. Abruptly, he turned back. “Thought so,” he
cried, “smoke haze! Somebody’s had a fire down there
and I don’t think it’s a trapper!”

As Rusty Wade dropped the trim, little Sea Scout
down to the lake, the haze increased. Smoke seemed to
be lingering in the trees. At an altitude of about fifty
feet, he circled the frozen lake, looking for signs of a
plane. Gradually, the young air marshal eased his plane
down to a landing.

As he climbed from the Sea Scout, he could have
shouted for joy, for there were ski marks leading to a
small cove. Here he found the glowing embers of a fire,
and what was even more important—scraps of tinned
food and empty fuel cans.

“Hot darn!” he cried. “The trail is getting warmer.
He must have put up here for the night.” Next Rusty
studied the ski tracks. “From the depth they cut the
snow and the distance he ran before taking off, I know
he’s still loaded. Beaver Dams is the next spot, sure as
shooting!”

Rusty Wade swung off his course to the nearest
town for fuel, then turned back onto it again. The
chase was getting hot, and he did not wish to run out
of fuel at the critical moment, so several spare cases of
gasoline were stored in the tail for emergency. This cut
down his speed, but he had the satisfaction of knowing
the other plane’s speed was also cut down.

Beaver Dams was long in coming over the rim of
the world. As he soared into view, he caught sight
of a heavy, blue vapor below. “Smoke from a motor
burning too much oil,” he exclaimed. “There he is!”

A speck was moving at fair speed in a southwesterly
direction. Andy Blair’s words came back to Rusty.
Recovery of the gold was of first importance. There
might be satisfaction in running the thief down, but
that would not save the mine to those who had labored
to make it a producer.

Rusty took a long chance and dropped the plane
to the lake. Again he noticed the deep ski ruts in the
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snow, and the empty fuel tins tossed hurriedly aside.
He roared in pursuit once more with the throttle wide
open. This was a thrill. The plane seemed to respond;
to become alive, and a part of the pilot.

AN EXCLAMATION burst from Rusty’s lips an
hour later. “Hawk Breed! I'd know him anywhere by
his flying,” he added.

Some instinct must have warned the other pilot,
for he dived so suddenly that Rusty overshot him. In a
spiral, Rusty shot earthward for two thousand feet, then
flattened out. The enemy was ahead, flying swiftly. For
ten minutes Rusty pursued, wide open, without gaining
a yard. “What kind of a motor has he got there,” he
muttered, “that’ll take that load at that speed?”

He grimly considered dumping his gasoline stowed
so carefully in the tail. “As long as I can keep him in
sight! Hello! Something’s wrong!”

The other plane was slowing down. Abruptly,
it headed for a frozen lake and landed. Rusty came
alongside and leaped to the surface. A .45 automatic
pistol in his hand backed up his words. “Game’s up,
Breed!” he shouted, “stick your hands up and keep ’em
there!”

“What game?” Breed’s calmness was maddening.

“Robbing the Wolverine Mine cleanup.” Rusty
retorted. “Don’t stall.”

“Don’t know a thing about it.” Breed answered.
“I'm up here on a big game hunt—"

“So am [—and you are the game!” Rusty spoke
almost sweetly. His eyes were on the ski tracks. The
right ski, for some reason, perhaps an imperfection in
the wood, left a groove in the snow. He had noticed
it in Gunsight Pass and at the Beaver Dams as well. It
was plainly visible now.

“I see you're an officer or something,” jeered Breed.
“Got a tin badge an’ everything. What are you, the
town constable of Placer Center?”

Rusty stepped over to Breed’s plane and opened
the tail compartment. It was empty! But the odor of
moosechide pokes was unmistakable. The pokes and
gold had been in there at one time. The amazing thing
had been their removal while the plane had been in
flight Rusty knew that Breed had taken off with a
heavy load, but now he was light. Closer examination
revealed a tripping device whereby by merely pulling a
lever the entire load could be dropped.

A sense of disappointment swept through Rusty.
His chance to arrest Hawk Breed with evidence in his
possession was gone. But he regarded his chance of

recovering the gold, and that was more important to
the several score small stockholders. “I guess, Breed,”
he said slowly. “I've tackled the wrong man!”

“Whenever you tackle me.” the Hawk replied,
unpleasantly, “you are tackling the wrong man.”

“Not always,” Rusty retorted, remembering a time
when he had bested Breed. “Not always.”

He was beginning to regard these brushes with the
“Hawk” as preliminary sparring to a future combat
when they would fight it out to a finish with no
quarter asked or given. But the Hawk would play his
hand once too often, some time, and that time, Rusty
felt, was not far off.

Rusty returned to his plane and took off. He was
certain that Breed had dropped the loot somewhere
along the route; undoubtedly after he had discovered
he was being followed. The young air marshal
proposed to retrace his course, and search the ground
thoroughly. This he did.

THAT night he camped on a mountain plain and
spent several hours listening for the hum of Breed’s
motor, but it did not come. The next two days he
laid low, waiting for the Hawk to make a move that
would betray him. Silence, and plenty of it, was his
only reward. The third day, with food running low.
Rusty returned to Beaver Dams and followed the old
course at a low altitude “Breed had that gold when he
left here,” he growled, “but he didn’t have it when I
stopped him, so it was dropped somewhere along here.
I'll find it! I've simply got to find it!”

Twice he swung over the course without result On
the third attempt something caught his eye—the glint
of an empty fuel can, reflecting the sunlight.

He landed on a frozen lake near by and leaped
eagerly out. This was a landing site he had not
discovered before. The surface was traced with the
landing and take-off marks of a large plane. And that
plane was equipped with wheels—not skis.

“Outguessed!” he cried with self-disgust. “Two
planes took part in this. Hawk Breed made the raid,
got the gold, and dropped it here by parachute. The
second pilot was waiting, and the loot is in Seattle by
this time.”

Further inspection revealed a camp that had been
occupied by two or more men for several days. Rusty
found a parachute capable of bearing a five-hundred-
pound weight, entangled in the trees. Around the spot
were numerous footprints. A trail led from this place
to the tracks left by the waiting plane.
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“So far the first test between air thieves and air
authorities in the North has gone to the crooks.” He
scowled at the skis of his plane. “I wished they were
wheels, now. I’ve got to get south and get there in a
hurry. You can’t land on bare ground with skis and
expect much luck in the landing. Still. what can I—”

Rusty Wade suddenly ran to his plane. Wide open,
he headed southward. Nor did he stop when the snow
vanished and hard ground swung beneath his skis.
Hearing the roar, people in the cities and towns looked
up. Some noted the skis and wondered what would
happen when the nervy pilot landed, but others only
marveled at the Sea Scout’s swift passage.

A LARGE, tri motored plane swung over Puget
Sound and headed for Boeing Field, Seattle. High
above it, a swift combat plane followed, seemingly
on guard. The combat plane was the first to land,
the larger craft settling to earth a few, brief seconds
afterward.

From the first ship to land stepped Hawk Breed,
who, after stretching his legs for a moment, walked
over to a waiting car. Two nervous heads were thrust
from the windows of the limousine. One head
belonged to Hyde, the other to his partner, Bradner.
“What luck, Breed?” they asked simultaneously.

“The papers are full of the robbery, ain’t they?” the
Hawk replied.

“Yes, but did you get the hundred thousand dollars?”

“T'll say! Rusty Wade closed in on me, but I dropped
the load and my brother, Kid Breed, picked it up and
brought it down in the tri-motored job. We swung over
Seattle last night, landed the gold on the flats south of
Tacoma, then came North to-day. Figured it would look
better if we arrived from the South. The gold will be at
your office in two hours!”

Bradner handed Breed a good-sized check. “Sure
Rusty Wade didn’t smell a rat?” he asked.

“Naw, but he did sniff like he smelled moosehide
pokes. Left him up there looking for something he’ll
never find!” At this remark Bradner and Van Hyde
relaxed somewhat.

The following day the pair nervously paced
their office. “If something should happen,” Bradner
groaned, “and this place was searched it’d look queer
if we had the exact amount that was stolen from the
Wolverine mine.”

“For once you are right,” Van Hyde agreed. “By the
way, Wolverine stock took another big drop. We ought
to buy.”

“I'm afraid to buy,” Bradner moaned.

“I'm afraid to do anything until we get rid of this
gold”

“T’ll take a couple of thousand ounces up to the
assay office this morning.” Van Hyde answered. “Well
tell ’em it’s from the Lucky Rat mine. We own all
the stock in that so the news won’t cause a rush of
stockholders to the office.”

It was shortly before eleven o’clock that Van Hyde
appeared. He failed to notice a tall, rusty-headed
man sprawled out in a chair. The gold was weighed,

a receipt given and Van Hyde started for the door “It
will be an easy matter,” the rusty-headed man said, as
though resuming a conversation interrupted by Van
Hyde’s appearance. “Gold is gold to the average person,
but to you and the miners it has its individual marks.”

“Exactly,” the aasayer agreed. “I can tell almost
immediately where a given shipment of gold came
from. Time and travel stains placer gold and wears it
into various shapes.”

Van Hyde paused to listen. A wave of fear surged
through him. The rusty-headed man was speaking
now. He dropped a nugget charm on the counter.
“That’s placer from the Wolverine mine. The instant
gold shows up that is similar in shape and color we’ll
know we have some of the stolen Wolverine gold.”

Van Hyde did not wait another instant to hear the
rest of the conversation, but immediately left the assay
office, as fast as he could go.

Rusty Wade, for such was the red-thatched person,
leaned over the table upon which the gold had been
placed. “Say! Let me take a look at the stuff that just
came in, will you? Thanks! It looks somewhat like
the Wolverine gold. Sufferin’ malemutes! It is the
Wolverine gold! Who brought it in?”

“Van Hyde of Van Hyde and Bradner,” the assayer
answered. “Rusty Wade!” he added. “I think you've
run to earth a pair the government’s been trying to
land for years. Before this they’re always got out from
under. Look here! They’ve tagged this as coming
from the Lucky Rat. Any assayer knows the Lucky Rat
district doesn’t produce this kind of placer.

But Rusty Wade was gone! His long legs took him
down to the street to his car. The next instant he was
hotly pursuing Van Hyde’s sedan. Luck was with the
crook, however, as he narrowly missed an oncoming
truck, while Rusty crashed into it. When the young
pilot regained consciousness, a crowd had gathered
and he was being lifted into an ambulance.

Rusty rubbed his eyes and blinked. “I'm not a



FRANK RICHARDSON PIERCE

TALONS OF THE HAWK

write-off just yet,” he growled. “The ambulance is
going my way, too, and it has the right of way—might
as well stay aboard.”

AN ASTONISHED surgeon saw his patient suddenly
leap to the street, as the ambulance slowest down for
a turn. Rusty, his head bandaged, almost dived into
a building. An elevator shot him up to the Van Hyde
and Bradner offices. He was greeted a moment later by
a frightened office boy. “I don’t know nothing about
them,” the boy cried. “Van Hyde rushed in, pushed me
in the face and told Bradner the game was up. Some
fellow, Rusty Wade I think his name was, was, going to
pinch them. They’ve gone!”

“Where?”

“I don’t know. I looked out the window and saw
Van Hyde’s big green sedan heading north.”

Rusty phoned for a taxi, then hurried to the street.
Three minutes later he was ordering the driver to
Boeing Field. The rusty-headed pilot was still tired
from his mad flight south, having traveled hundreds
of miles overland in a ski equipped plane. He had
landed at a Mount Rainier winter resort; telephoned
the Boeing plant and had extra wheels rushed to him
by airplane. These be had fitted to the Sea Scout, and
this being done he had flown on to Seattle. The little
combat plane was waiting on the line, ready to go,
when he arrived at the field. “I've got the gold,” Rusty-
cried, “but I want Van Hyde and Bradner.” He knew
where the crooks were heading for—the Canadian
border. On the other side of the line they could put up
a fight and perhaps escape.

The white ribbon of concrete running between
Seattle and Everett was lined with cars, which crawled
along compared to the Sea Scout’s speed. Rusty spotted
several green machines, any of which might be Van
Hyde’s. There could be no guesswork. He had to stop
the right machine the first time.

Swinging back and forth above the highway, he
watched. It was his opinion the criminals, fearing
word had been telephoned ahead, would take back
roads. Sure enough. A green car suddenly swung to the
left and followed a gravel road. At each crossroad the
driver hesitated.

“It’s no local man going home,” Rusty mused, “he
hesitates too much. There, he’s taking a road that’ll put
him back on the highway, but north of Everett. He’s
my meat, but a heck of a chance I’ve got arresting him
up here!”

A thirty-foot wing spread and a fortyfoot road—
Rusty considered. With a little luck it could be done.
“With or without luck it’s got to be done,” Rusty
exclaimed. “So here goes!”

The dense forest on either side became a blur and
rose up to meet him. The wheels hit and the plane
took a mighty bounce on the rough road. Rusty tried
again. He slowed down until he almost stalled. Again
the wheels struck. The plane bounded high and came
down into a thicket. Small trees were smashed flat, one
wing was sheared off, then she went over.

Rusty found himself lying in a tangle of wild
blackberry vines and ferns. His flesh and clothing were
torn, but luckily no bones were broken. The roar of
an approaching car came faintly. He shook his head
to clear hit dulled senses, then staggered into the
road—a man afoot opposed to a speeding car. Rusty
rolled three small logs into the road, then with his coat
attempted to flag down the oncoming car.

The green sedan went into a skid as it rounded the
turn, then, leaping from the ditch it rushed toward the
barricade. Rusty held his breath, as the driver made
no effort to stop. He was desperate. Rusty caught a
glimpse of Van Hyde’s determined face and his strong
hands, gripping the wheel. At his side, pale as death,
rode Bradner.

The car leaped high as it struck the piled-up logs,
both tires blew out; then the front end seemed to
flatten as the car struck fifty feet beyond. The sedan
rolled over, and came to a stop; top down, in the ditch.
The broken wheels continued to spin crazily.

Modem cars are built like brick houses. Rusty
expected to find the occupants alive and he did.
Bradner, unable to stand from fright, was dragged
out first. Groggy from a blow on the head. Van Hyde
followed.

Rusty searched and handcuffed his prisoners, then
started them down the road afoot. Dead tired and half
dazed from his own crashes, he followed. A grim smile
played around his lips; authorities of the air had proven
equal to thieves of the air. Gold shipments were still safe;
the master criminals were on their way to prison; the
Wolverine stockholders had not labored in vain. Then
Rusty’s smile faded, but the grim expression remained.
Hawk Breed had gotten out from under, as he so often
did. But Rusty felt that the Hawk had merely postponed
the day—the day, not far off, when he and Rusty alone
would duel to the death thousands of feet in the air.



