
                                                                Chapter Five

         
     Bernie and Carlos watched the patrol car go out of sight back toward Chattanooga. 

Bernie looked at Carlos and asked, “Shall we try and get them out?

     Carlos asked Bernie if he thought they had enough time to be chasing around after a 

couple of guys that may or may not be of help to them with Ralph.

     Bernie says, “Let’s go help Ralph and get him out of harms way, then on our way 

back through here we can go by the jail and talk to the sheriff. If he sees us talking he 

will probably go easy on them.”

     Carlos said, “Well, if he calls the Border Patrol and asks about Agent Huff my buddies 

will tell him out right that I work for them. I could straighten the whole thing out by 

giving the Sheriff my name and office phone number.”

     “Ok, yeah, that’s a good idea.  You fly down to the jail and give the number to Tye. 

He can give it to the Sheriff and we can be on our way. Surely the boys will be out in a 

couple of days. That way we will not feel too badly about leaving them here. Do you 

agree?”

     Carlos agreed and immediately went to chasing the patrol car. He did not have trouble 

catching up as the curvy road made driving slower that flying. Bernie stayed in the tree 

taking a nap while he waited on Carlos.

     Soon Carlos was back. He said he gave Tye the number while the Sheriff was booking 

Jethro so maybe they would get released soon. He told Tye that he and Bernie would be 

30



hitching another ride to Washington so for the two men to handle the Ford pickup the 

best way they could. He hoped his agent buddies would back him up on what he had 

done. He was thinking they may fuss at him some when he got back home.

     Bernie was ready to go when Carlos arrived at the tree. He immediately loaded into 

the harness and they were airborne right away. Carlos labored trying to make time and 

was fighting another head wind. At times the ground below them was not moving at all. 

There was a thunderstorm brewing and it was already lightening. Bernie screamed over 

the whistling wind, “We need to find us another ride and soon. You cannot make any 

speed at all in this storm.”

     Carlos nodded as he looked all around below him. Directly below them a freight train 

was working hard at climbing some of the Tennessee hills. Carlos made a pretty rapid 

descent toward the train. One boxcar had its doors open on one side. Carlos steadied his 

wings, matched the speed of the train and side slipped right through the open boxcar door 

and made a very good landing. 

     As luck would have it, this car happened to be an empty grain boxcar. Corn, lots of 

golden yellow corn scattered all over the floor of the boxcar. “Supper is ready” shouted 

Bernie. Both of them went up to the forward end of the car. The wind was not as bad up 

there and in that particular corner of the car was a lot of corn. They feasted.

     Night came shortly after supper time and the two of them settled down for a good 

nights rest. They had been asleep for a couple of hours when the train went to braking, 

braking hard. So hard in fact that the door of the box car flew forward with a bang 

closing the boxcar door completely. And the force of the braking sent Carlos and Bernie 

tumbling to the forward bulkhead of the car. Both of them were stunned because they had 
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hit the wall so hard. Carlos said, “What the heck happened? Did we wreck?” Everything 

was deadly quiet all of a sudden. They were not moving,

     Bernie says, “I don’t know but we better try to find a way out of here. I have seen film 

of train wrecks and they can burn and they also have all these chemicals that can be very 

dangerous if humans come in contact with them, so you know that they will do us in, and 

quickly.”

     Carlos and Bernie ran the entire length of the box car. No light was visible anywhere.

After carefully examining the boxcar for cracks or holes for an escape route and finding 

nothing. They waited for a time for explosions and such, which did not come, so they 

bedded down once again waiting for daylight.

     They were awakened the next morning by voices outside the boxcar. There were 

several men talking and they could overhear them. They could make out that there had 

indeed been a derailment up toward the front of the train causing several cars to jump the 

track. It sounded like it was going to be awhile before the train would be moving again.

Bernie whispered to Carlos, “Let me mount up in the harness. As soon as someone gets 

close enough we will go to shouting to let us out. When you hear them opening the door, 

get airborne and when the door opens fly out from up high. They probably will be 

looking down low and we can be long gone before they ever look up. What do you think 

about that?”

     “Sounds good to me. Let’s have a little more corn before we go to shouting, ok?” And 

immediately goes to pecking the corn around his feet. Bernie spots several kernels and 

takes off after them. Within minutes, breakfast was over.
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     Bernie climbed into the harness. Both of them went to shouting as soon as they heard 

voices outside. “Help; Help, let us out of here. We are in this boxcar. Help! Help!”

     They hear the men outside hooking up what sounds like a chain come along. They 

hear them pull the chain tight and can hear one of them shouting, “We got some hobos in 

here. We need to get them out. Pull, Pull.”

     As soon as Carlos heard that he flew down to one end of the boxcar and when he saw 

light come through the door he headed for it. By the time Carlos was at the middle of the 

car the door was opened several feet giving him plenty of room to exit the box car. As 

they flew over the men, they could see the humans looking both ways inside the car 

yelling for the persons to come on out. One of the men hopped up into the car looking for 

those doing the shouting for help. 

      Bernie and Carlos could see up ahead that the train was still going to be there for a 

while so it was a good thing that they were getting away. They also could see a major 

highway up ahead with plenty of cars and trucks heading north. They saw one old pickup 

with a couple of old characters in it, moving slowly onto the interstate. This one had all 

sorts of junk in the back, shovels, hoes, power tools that neither Carlos nor Bernie knew 

the function of them. Some were loose and moving around but a couple of large wooden 

crates provided protection from the movement. After landing the wooden crates were 

where they made their bed.

     They could see the two old men passing a bottle of something between them. The 

more of that stuff they drank, the more the old pickup went from one side of the roadway 

to the other. There were cars honking horns at them, brakes were screeching and Bernie 

thought he could even hear angry yelling from some cars. For the second time in a few 
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short hours they went flying up against the front of the pickup bed and junk was rolling 

and bouncing around, some of the stuff flew out of the bed of the pickup and once again 

they experienced a sudden stop. All was quiet, again.

     Bernie stood up, spotted Carlos who was up flapping his wings trying to make sure 

they still worked. Bernie also had to move his legs around to make sure all four of them 

worked properly. The two old coggers were moaning and groaning, one of them, the 

passenger, had a blooded face. The driver was holding his rib cage.

     Carlos flew up on the drivers mirror looking at the driver and said, “You gonna be all 

right?” The man got a real strange look on his face.

     “You talking to me?” He looks over at his passenger. “Clarence, is that dang crow 

talking to me?”

     “Herschel, it looks like its talking to you. I can’t be real sure the way my vision is rite 

now. But I heard tell some crows could talk if you caught them early enough. Maybe he 

can talk. Whey don’t you try and c-a-t-c-h him. He might bring good m-o-n-y. What you 

think?” looking at the driver to make sure he knew what he was spelling, as he was not so 

sure he did.

     Carlos looked over at the passenger and corrected him, “Its m-o-n-e-y, if you are 

spelling money and I do not think you can c-a-t-c-h me. I do not think you can even s-t-a-

n-d up right now much less r-u-n.” He flew around to the bed of the pickup and Bernie 

mounted up. He flew back around and landed on the hood of the truck. He walked up 

close to the windshield, turned slowly so Bernie was completely visible to them.

     “Hi guys. Are you bad hurt?” asked Bernie. “We can send out the police or ambulance 

if you need us too. A wrecker is probably in order as well. Do you want us to?”
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     Both of the men had their mouths wide open, starring, neither one of them could 

believe a mouse could talk. “Clarence, I think we better lay off the shine for a while.”

    Bernie turns to Carlos, “Let’s catch another ride. Time is wasting and these guys will 

not be able to help us.” He looks back at the two opened mouth old geezers, “See you 

around.” And with that statement, Carlos went airborne and was immediately looking for 

another ride.

     “See if you can find us another truck. I believe that is the safest way to travel and 

probably the fastest. That one up ahead says International Eagle, don’t take it, I am not 

ready to fight any more birds for a while.” says Bernie.
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