
Wednesday, November 10, 2021 

Somewhere north of Saint George, Kansas 

 

Today is the 246th birthday of the United States Marine Corp. HOOAH! 

Thoughts of the Corp bring a flood of old memories, especially those of old 
friends, former, active, and retired Marines that I have shared a field of birds and a 
good dog with. Such a man was retired Colonel James (Jim) Saunders (far right in 
the photo below). 

 

It was on an overcast, chilly day (except much colder) like today almost a decade 
ago that Jim, Don Hansen (the man in the center) and I headed to one of the most 
beautiful spots on Fort Riley to see if we could get our dogs into a few quail. The 
birds had continued to make a decent comeback after the beating they had taken in 
the winter of 2009. 

 

I remember that it was a Saturday hunt, and that the three of us had gotten into the 
field at the kind of an hour compatible with our age group (eight-thirty or nine 
AM). We had with us our respective biscuit eaters. Mine was a German Wirehaired 
Pointer named Mattie and Jim and Don had their English Pointers. Don’s dog was 
named Dolly but for the life of me I cannot remember Jim’s dog’s name. I do 
remember that she/he was an excellent well-mannered hunter. 

 

We spent the best part of the morning tromping through prairie grass that bordered 
bean and milo fields, stopping just long enough to rest the dogs, eat a quick 
sandwich (compliments of their wives both named Brenda) followed by hot coffee, 
and plan where we wanted to go for the afternoon portion of our hunt. 

 

 

 



It was decided that we would try a valley that was down below the wind in an 
extreme western part of area November. This valley is surrounded by high flint 
hills and has a creek that runs through its bottom with an old homestead on one 
side. It also has a huge stone fence that stretches for miles around it. It is said that 
these stones were removed from the valley floor by pioneers using oxen and mule 
so that the ground would yield to the plow. All I can say is that those were some 
tough people. 

 

The valley is always planted with either milo or soybeans, and it had in past hunts 
yielded plenty of quail, an occasional rooster, and a few spring turkeys. On this 
hunt (to our delight) we found it had been planted with beans. There were a few 
patches of snow on the ground and the creek had some ice in it but not completely 
frozen over. We hunted the north side of the creek for a while and though the dogs 
got “birdie” they never locked-up on a solid point. 

 

At this point we were wearing a little thin (getting tired) and decided to wade the 
creek and continue the hunt on the south side and to the east. We had gone about a 
hundred and fifty yards when all three dogs locked-up to our left in a patch of 
hardwoods bordering the creek. As we moved in, the birds took flight chased by 
the sounds of shots being fired, the aroma of gun powder and grey smoke lingering 
in the fall air. How many birds went down, I honestly cannot remember but I do 
remember one bird because it was special. 

 

This was a quail that Jim shot that fell into the creek. The embankment to this 
creek was extremely steep and treacherous. As I cautiously approached the edge, to 
my astonishment I could see the bird. It had fallen on a large, shaded sheet of ice 
and there it was, a beautiful young Bob (male) framed by that large sheet of ice. It 
struck me like a surreal wildlife painting except, that nature was its canvas, and 
this was no indoor art gallery. It also occurred to me, that there would be no way 
that we could retrieve the kill. 

 

 



As I am so often, I was wrong! For no sooner had that thought crossed my mind, 
than to my left and below me, I saw another equally astonishing sight, it was my 
dog Mattie coming along the creek bottom (how she got down there I never found 
out) and she was headed straight for that bird, but Mattie had a problem. There was 
a ten-foot section of running deep creek between her and the ice that held the bird, 
and there was another teen feet of ice between the edge and the bird. 

 

Three men stood mesmerized by the scene paying out below us. Four times Mattie 
swam out to the ice and as she would try to lift herself onto the ice it would break, 
she would then swim back to the shore, shake herself off and try again. On her 
final trip she was able to get onto the ice and make the retrieve. She would NOT be 
denied! After making the retrieve she swam back to the shore, shook herself off 
and headed back down the creek from the direction she had appeared and around 
its bend. 

 

A short time later she appeared again on top, headed toward us, bird in hand. It 
would become Mattie’s “TROPHY MOMENT!” 

 

Later that evening I received a call from Jim after they had arrived back at his 
home near Kansas City. Jim said, “I just wanted to call and let you to know that 
Don and I talked about that dog all the way home.” 

 

Well both Jim (cancer) and Mattie (old age) are gone now but that memory will 
always be with me, and as I sit here sidelined this year by neck surgery, I cannot 
help wondering just how many trophy moments I have left. 

 

Make it a great day! 

 



 

 

 


