
                                                 Chapter Eleven

     The sun came up, a beautiful, warm morning just waiting for good things 

to happen. Ralph is the first to speak, “Woe is me. Woe is me. My time is 

short, I can tell.”

     “Ralph, your life is just beginning. How would you like to come back to Del 

Rio and work with the Border Patrol with Carlos, hunting illegal aliens and 

drug runners and the like? Huh, what about that kind of life?”

     “Oh, that would be great. The Border Patrol has more character than the 

CIA. Those boys will use you and then kill you if you get in their way. But the 

CIA will not let me work for the Border Patrol. They are afraid someone will 

capture me and use me against them.”

     “Gather round boys, here’s the plan. See what you think of it. This came 

to me during the night. Do you know the way to the White House Ralph?” 

Ralph nods affirmative. “Ok, listen up………………” Bernie reveals his entire plan. 

Carlos and Ralph agree.

     The window is open into the Oval Office. The President of the United 

States of America is sitting at his desk working alone. Carlos with Bernie on 
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his back followed closely by Ralph flies into his office, circles and lands on 

the back of the leather chair, Carlos and Bernie on one side and Ralph on the 

other. 

     The President looks up, startled at first then sees it is only a crow and a 

pigeon. And a mouse on the crows back. As he digest what is before him he 

pushes back from his desk.  “Whoa,… what is going on here fellows. Is this an 

invasion?  Wild Thangs? Ha, Ha.  You think I better get some Marines in 

here?” and starts to stand up.

     “Hold on Mr. President. We are in serious trouble and we need to visit 

with you for a few minutes.” 

     The President sits down hard, mouth open, staring at this weird collection 

of talking animals and birds, “What birds? Mice? Which one of you is doing 

the talking?”

      Bernie says, “We all speak English, Mr. President. Say hello to the 

President, Carlos, Ralph.” Both of them said hello and the President 

responded the same way as when Bernie spoke; kind of looking pretty dumb 

for the President of the United States of America. He probably has not 

watch cartoons for a while since this sort of thing happens on TV every 

morning in every household in America.
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     “Mr. President, we did not come into your office this morning to waste 

your time. I will get right to the point. I am the results of an experiment of 

a lab that accidentally produced me in a cloning procedure gone bad. I 

escaped to find these other guys. In order to save time, I will tell you our 

stories.”

     Bernie proceeds to tell the President of the United States of America of 

the dedicated life of Carlos on the Mexican Border, of them being shot down 

while patrolling his beat and the help they received from Dr. Huff in their 

recovery. He magnifies as much as he can Carlos’ deeds and service to 

America. On the other hand, he tells him of the trials and tribulations of 

Ralph and the unrelenting pursuit of the CIA in Ralph’s capture, even to the 

point of trying to terminate poor Ralph.

    “Mr. President, Ralph would love to come down to Del Rio, TX and help 

Carlos patrol the southern borders of the United States. You see sir, you 

being from Texas, you know that Lake Amistad is an International Border 

and very hard to patrol. You either need boats or aircraft to effectively 

patrol this lake. Ralph and Carlos speak the language and can report any 

unusual activity to your Border Patrol Agents saving you a lot of money. You 

give Ralph an employee number and assign him to the Border Patrol sending 
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his pay check to Dr. Huff who can be made responsible for all three of us 

for that matter. Sir, we are dedicated and loyal Americans and we will fight 

for this country till our death. Is there anything you can do to help us sir?”

     The President had relaxed some listening while the story was being told. 

He was impressed. They seemed to be a lot smarter than several of his 

cabinet members and aides so he might could use them for speech writing, 

etc. 

     “I will sign an Executive Order today protecting you three from now on. I 

will assign an aircraft with some of my security people to escort the three 

of you back to Del Rio. Bernie, you will head up my new bureau. Let me see, 

huh, how about,  The Bureau of Mice and Birds, or BOMB, and as long as the 

three of you shall live you will report directly to the Head of the Border 

Patrol.” Thinking about it for a few minutes he ordained, “The President has 

ordered and so shall it be written.”

     “Mr. President, Sir, we appreciate your help and we will uphold and serve 

the office of BOMB for as long as we shall live. But sir, we really had rather 

fly back to Del Rio on our own. You might keep a couple of F-16’s on standby 

just in case some Barred Owls or Cooper’s Hawks or the CIA Agent Paul gets 

after us. You will take care of the CIA Agents that are out to get us right?”
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     “Mr. Bernie, Mr. Ralph, and Mr. Carlos: You will not have any more trouble 

with federal agents again, ever. We have assignments in Korea, India and 

other far away places.  I am sure we can find good places for them. I am not 

sure I can keep the press away from you however. There seems to be a deep 

throat in every administration, including mine. However, our newest 

Department is one that I shall swear everyone to secrecy. I may call on you 

from time to time to spy….. or…., ah…. shall we say, eh… investigate,… some of 

our citizens of questionable report. I will not tell one soul about the mouse, 

crow and pigeon that paid me a personal visit and spoke with me about their 

problems and in establishing this department. God Bless you, but don’t tell 

anyone I said that, ok? I could get in big trouble giving you a God Bless.”

     “Goodbye Mr. President.” All three said in unison as they flew out the 

window and headed south, straight toward Del Rio and Eddie Blueeyes and 

Dr. Huff, Tommi Mouse and a very happy homecoming.

     Dr. Huff welcomed them home and upon learning of the appointment of 

her friends to high places, moved a speaker phone, a desk and a filing 

cabinet into a large closet, cut a hole into an outside wall for a window 

installation, including a bird landing field with water on one end and bird seed 

on the other. And she had the door stenciled “Bureau of Mice and Birds”. 
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She even put in a small sitting room and a couple of hospitality cages for 

overnight visitors.  Bernie mans the office and answers the phone while 

Carlos and Ralph do their daily tour of duty. Bernie does fly about once a 

month or so to get in his flying status hours. (Government regulations you 

know).

      Tommi Mouse was sure impressed with Bernie, him being a Cabinet 

Department Head and delighted to have him home. She always knew he would 

be someone important. She was so proud of him.  Oh, by the way, she is 

expecting again. 

                                             The End

P. S. If you are ever in Del Rio, Bernie would like for you to stop by and visit 

this federally funded bureau. He will give you full assurance that the tax 

payer’s money is well spent on this operation. He can tell you the dollars 

saved in not having planes and boats doing the patrolling. And if you are on 

Lake Amistad keep watching for an American Crow, sometimes with a white 

mouse on his back and a pigeon tagging along. Mostly they are soaring but 

don’t tell the Border Patrol because they are supposed to be working. If 

they do see something, they tell…
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