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Bald Eagle SM

aka Majesty and Inspiration
By: Ken Highfill

| got a call Sunday afternoon, about a half hour be-
fore the beginning of the Superbowl. The phone vol-
unteer wanted to know if I would drive up to Fort
Hunter Liggett to transport a Bald Eagle with a broken
wing. “They have it in a box and just need someone
to pick it up.” So I said OK and
headed north from Los Osos to Fort
Hunter Liggett, about a two hour
drive.
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When I got to the US Army Police
Station at Fort Hunter Liggett I
opened the back hatch of my Jeep

so I could load the boxed eagle. X

might find a suitable box. Eureka! I found it —a
very sturdy cardboard box tall enough that the
eagle could stand.

I drove back to the police station and prepared to
capture the eagle. I got out my beach towel that I
normally use to capture pelicans and decided it
wasn't large enough to capture this 30 inch tall,
muscular animal. The Sgt. found me a blanket.
The moment I opened the door to
the dog run, the eagle turned to-
ward me and gave me the eagle
eye (bright yellow) as if to say,
"You want a piece of me, come on
over here and I'll show you what I
have for you." I hurried to the ea-
gle and threw the blanket over it,

The Staff Sargeant that I met
looked surprised and asked how I
was going to transport the eagle.
I told him that I was supposed to
pick up a contained eagle. “Oh
yeah,” said the Sgt., “we have it
contained — in the dog run.” He
took me out behind a storage
building where I found the eagle
loose in the dog run. It seemed to be trailing a wing.
The Sgt. told me that he found the eagle tangled in a
wire fence. He put a tarp over the eagle and cut the
wire from the fence and removed the wire from the
eagle, then brought it to the station and made a cou-
ple of calls before finding Pacific Wildlife Care.

I had no equipment with me and no carrier because I
thought I was just going to transport, not rescue. I
told the Sgt. that I needed to find a carrier and would
return as soon as possible. I drove around a part of
the Fort, looking for a dumpster or trash where I

then pounced to pin it down. But
the eagle squirmed and thrashed.
Nearly out of my grip, the eagle
flipped over and presented its tal-
ons, two inches of razor sharp
steel. I grabbed its right leg at the
thigh; the eagle was shredding the
blanket with its left leg talons and I
was able to reach under the blan-
ket and grab its left leg at the thigh. With the
help of the Sgt. keeping the blanket over the ea-
gle's head and especially the beak, we put the ea-
gle into the box. About 10 minutes from leaving
the site I heard loud thumping sounds and looked
into the rearview mirror to see the eagle punching
up the top of the box a few inches. I thought
about the eagle escaping into my car and how I
could deal with it. The eagle fought the box half-
way back to Paso Robles. After awhile I thought
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