
                                                           Chapter Six

     There was heavy truck traffic on the highway and Carlos started searching for the 

right one.  They looked for a truck that was easy to get on and one that offered some 

protection from the wind and rain. Their wish came true quickly. An auto transport was 

just coming onto the highway and down on the lower level trailer was a couple of pickup 

trucks. The one in the middle was the most accessible. That was their choice, flying right 

alongside the truck and easing over onto the truck bed. The air was a little bumpy but 

they landed just fine. Bernie felt they were getting good at this.

    Once they were in the pickup and up against the truck bed with an auto overhead for 

protection, they had some good sleeping conditions. They settled down for a long nap for 

a change, hopefully with no crash interruptions.

     They stopped once briefly during the night but they were moving again pretty quickly. 

The two of them did not even look over the side boards of the pick up to see what was 

going on. Come morning they were refreshed and ready to find out where they were.

     “Washington D.C. 30 miles” the highway sign said. It was time to start looking for 

prisons and jails. Bernie was not sure where he had been incarcerated. He hoped to spot 

the prison or ask for directions and then hope it was the right one. 

     After they got into the city and the truck had stopped for a light, Bernie saw a park 

that he thought looked familiar. He mounted up. Carlos flew up on the pickup side board, 

spread his wings and as the truck started, let the movement of the air lift him up. A gentle 
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turn and within seconds they were flying over the park and one of the first things they 

saw was an old man sleeping on a park bench. 

     Bernie says, “Let’s ask him about Ralph. He may be the one who was trying to catch 

him.” 

     Carlos eased them down just in front of the bench. His landing was so quiet it did not 

disturb the sleeping man in any way. Bernie shouts, “Hey, wake up….. wake up. We 

need some information.”

     The old man pushed the newspaper covering his face up, peering underneath the 

sports page that proclaimed “Cowboys Poke Skins”, looking for someone to speak to, and 

seeing no one, raised up on one elbow so he could see better. He did not even look at the 

crow with the mouse on his back. He lay back down. “Hey, I’m talking to you, old man. I 

need some information. Can you help me?”

     This time the old man sat completely upright and looked up and down the sidewalk, at 

the trees and bushes surrounding the park bench, still not seeing them. They were up 

close to one end of the bench so finally Bernie said, “Over here, bright eyes, over this 

way.” The man looked very shocked at seeing a mouse on the back of a crow and in 

seeing them, his eyes did brighten up.

     “Wha, what is going on? What are you doing? This is weird. What is going on? The 

other day I was talking to a pigeon and now I am talking to, to, to who, a crow or a 

mouse? Which one of you has been talking to me?’

      Bernie was thinking how lucky he was to run into the very drunk who had been trying 

to catch Ralph.
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     “It does not matter, but it was me,” says Bernie, “but we both speak English. Where 

did Ralph, er, where did the pigeon go. We need to find him in a hurry.” Bernie was so 

glad that Ralph had flown him over this park when they left the prison months ago.

     The old man pointed up, indicating Ralph’s direction of travel, with his mouth still 

wide open and still seemingly in a state of shock. “How can all you animals speak? Did 

you all go to a school or something? You all seem to be located right here in this park. Is 

your school close?” 

     “Well, this place was a part of my education but it’s been a long time since we were 

here and we don’t remember all the buildings in this area. Can you help us? We are 

looking for a friend and he is on the prison, or I should say in the prison. Is there one 

close by? Do you know about prisons or jails in this area?”

     “I think there is a jail on this Street here. I was never in it understand, I just happen to 

know there is one close by. It’s just a couple of blocks away. You can walk….or fly…

whatever ya’ll do. It’s just a little ways. Come on over here, closer, I want to look the two 

of you over some, come on over here….” He lunged at them, Carlos flew up a few feet 

letting the old man tackle fresh air and crashing into the ground with a heavy grunt and a 

curse.

     Carlos landed in a tree branch just overhead. The old man kept an eye on them all the 

way up to the branch just above him. He was already wondering if he could climb up 

there fast enough to capture them. A crow and a mouse, what an act and he was already 

thinking about the money he could make with them.

     “What do you want to do, Bernie? Do you want to go the way the old man said or 

what?”

38



      “Yeah, let’s fly down that way. If it is down there I will recognize the roof pretty 

quick. There will be a flock of pigeons on top of it, so you will probably recognize it as 

quickly as I will. I will call for Ralph as we sail over it, ok?”

     In just a short time they could see the large flat top roof with hundreds of pigeons and 

all of them were just taking off, leaving the rooftop. Bernie said, “What is scaring the 

pigeons? Something is after them.” Then he saw a hawk with one of the pigeons in his 

talons.  “Don’t land Carlos, keep flying. This is the right place but we will have to come 

back later.” This hawk was almost as large as Carlos. It had Bluish wings, a white breast 

and a bluish head. Its legs were brown with streaks of white. And apparently it liked to 

eat pigeons as Bernie saw it take its first bite. This pigeon was not Ralph, thank 

goodness.  There would not be any pigeons around the roof until this powerful menace 

left the building.

     “What do you want to do now, Bernie?” asked Carlos.

     “Back to the park! Let’s see if we can find the hot dog vendor that let Ralph use his 

phone. He may be able to tell us something.”

     The street on the other side of the park from where they saw the drunk they could see 

a hot dog vendor who was very busy at the moment. They landed in a tree near the 

vendor and waited. The first thing that Bernie noticed was a blonde human female sitting 

near the vendor reading a newspaper. Well, she was holding a newspaper up close to her 

face but she was looking all around as if the newspaper was not the important thing at the 

moment. 

     “Carlos, fly over close enough to that Blonde to where I can talk to her but out of her 

reach, ok? I think she may be the one on the phone the other day after Ralph called.”
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     “Why would you want to reveal yourself to her Bernie? You take the element of 

surprise complete away from us. Don’t you think we may need a little help in this 

effort?” asked Carlos.

     “Carlos, they know about us, believe me. They have already traced Ralph’s phone call 

and that agent, I believe his name is Paul, is the one that looked at me with very 

suspicious eyes back in Del Rio when they were searching for Ralph. They are waiting on 

us. She is looking for a mouse and a crow, right now. We might as well let her know we 

are here, and then follow her. Fly to the opposite end of the park bench and be alert 

should she jump at us.” The landing did not disturb the lady.

     “Hi good-looking. What are you doing? Are you waiting on someone?” She jumped 

and the paper came down in a crumbled mess. She quickly looked around at them, her 

mouth dropping wide open as she looked at the crow and mouse mounted on its back. 

She was not prepared for this. There were several seconds of complete silence.

    Bernie spoke again, “Are you waiting on us?” He was determined to wait on her 

answer this time.

      “What makes you think I am waiting on someone? I may be just sitting here reading.”

     “Well, you may be just sitting here, but you were not reading. You spoke to me a 

couple of days ago when I was in Del Rio. It sounded like you anyway. And you are 

shocked at seeing us but you are aware of animals and birds that can speak, right? Talk to 

us a little bit.” said Bernie, trying to loosen her up a bit. “You do know that Carlos here is 

also a government employee?  In case you don’t, he is employed by the Border Patrol, 

Del Rio, TX. He probably does not have an employee number.”
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    “Yeah, I get a paycheck every month. I heard the guys talking a while back that they 

spilt it up and give me back goodies they buy with it. The pretty shiny coins I take to Dr. 

Huff come from that money. So I have an employee number but I don’t remember what it 

is.” Carlos was pleased he was on the Del Rio Staff and did not like it when someone 

shorted him on his job as he was proud to be on the payroll, a tax paying American Crow.

      The blonde was settling down some by now. “Well, my boss told me to be on the 

lookout for some odd ball characters. I know they had been looking for a pigeon a while 

back. Apparently they spent a lot of money and time developing that pigeon to go into 

foreign countries to talk with our agents there. He just quit. Pulled out of the Agency. We 

cannot afford to have him fall into enemy hands. We would have to “take him out” if we 

did not bring him in. If the enemy had him working for them that would be terrible. You 

can understand why we cannot let that happen, right?”

     “I think I understand. But I do know that Ralph would not help the enemy. He just 

does not want this particular job. If you guys will let him alone, he will be ok and not link 

up with the enemy. He would probably be willing to help Carlos with his job down in Del 

Rio. Let me talk to him about working for the Border Patrol. That way you would know 

where he is and what he is doing. Carlos has a lot of area to patrol via air. He fly’s all up 

and down Lake Amistad searching for drug runner and illegal aliens. What do you think? 

Will you ask Paul or what ever his name is if that would be ok?”

     She looked shocked again. “How do you know Paul? We do not make casual friends.” 

She also knew Paul was trying to get these two captured as well as Ralph.

     Bernie says, “Well, we saw him down near Mexico a while back. I don’t think he is a 
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double agent or anything. And I don’t believe he is linked to the mob. But he was down 

there a while back when the mob nearly started an international incident. Do you think 

you can trust him?”

     “He is my boss; of course I can trust him. He was down in Del Rio because of the 

pigeon. He told me all about it.” 

     “You know better than me. I only brought it up because your job is so dangerous 

without having to deal with disloyal people. If you say he is loyal and was in Mexico 

because of a pigeon and not because of Mob money or Mob ties that is ok by me. A 

pigeon just seems a little flimsy to me. But that’s just me. It’s your life and I know you 

being an agent and all you would not allow yourself to be taken in by some bad guy 

posing as a good guy. I can tell you are too smart for that. But me: I would ask a few 

questions around headquarters if I knew my boss was chasing pigeons instead of spies, as 

I said though, that’s just me. You do whatever you think is right.” Bernie could tell the 

girl was giving in a little to his queries and input, thinking that a few questions here and 

there may be in order. 

     “If you will excuse me, I have some work to do. Are you going to be around for a 

while? When can I see you again? I may ask a few questions and I might ask about your 

pigeon working for the Border Patrol. Sounds like a great idea to me”, thinking  this 

would be a great way to try and stay in touch so she could get some help to catch them.

     Bernie shouted to her, “Here, right here. Tomorrow about this time, ok?”

Bernie noticed that this blonde human sure had nice hind quarters as she was walking 

away. He wondered if Paul had noticed that.
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     They made a good selection from the trees in the park, near the hot dog stand which 

improved their chances for a good supper. However, scraps were hard to come by today. 

One fat lady was eating one hot dog and had another one in her hand. Bernie waited until 

she had her mouth full and was really into her eating when he asked her, “Lady, could 

you spare some change?” She looked all around and could not see anyone.

     “Lady, I’m over here.” Bernie said from the end of the bench. When she looked over 

and saw the white mouse she screamed and dropped both hot dogs and went to running 

backwards, pointing at the white mouse at the end of the bench. She still had so much 

food in her mouth no one could understand what the lady was saying or just why she was 

taking on so.

     Both Carlos and Bernie started in on supper right away, pulling the hot dogs under the 

park bench for a little more privacy.

43


