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Buy The Book

Since you can’t tell a book from its cover we offer 
you seven pages from this book  to decide if you 

want to do buy the book!

Thanks to Five Valley Press we have 
offered you an excerpt from Sweeter than 
Candy A hunter’s Journal by Paul F. Vang

What do we think of when ruffed 
grouse hunting comes up? We 
probably think of the hills and 

worn‑out mountains of New England. We visual-
ize mixed bags of grouse and woodcock, staunch 
points by English setters and birds flushing from 
behind old stone walls or from under old apple 
trees marking where farms were abandoned in 
the 1800s. One of my favorite hunting books is 
New England Grouse Shooting by William Ham-
den Foster. It’s a wonderful look at the traditions 
of grouse hunting from a time gone by.

Then, there’s my grouse hunting. There’s 
not much poetry left by the time I’ve spent a 
day in the aspens.

Of course, I’ve had disadvantages. I’ve never 
hunted grouse in New England. I’m originally 
from Minnesota, which is one of the major Great 
Lakes area ruffed grouse states. However, I grew 
up in farming country. Pheasants thrived in 
Dad’s cornfields but we were a long way from 
ruffed grouse.

Actually, I might never have gotten started 
hunting ruffed grouse if a long‑ago Saturday 
morning had been a little warmer. We were liv-
ing in northeastern North Dakota at the time, 
and my son, Kevin, and then age 13, and I were 
heading out in search of some late season mal-
lards. A cold wave had come through, dropping 
overnight temperatures to near zero and the 
wetlands were frozen solid, the waterfowl gone 

south.

Feeling discouraged about hunting prospects, 
we took a dusty back road for the trip back home. 
I noticed a wooded valley that cut through the flat 
prairie farming country. I found a side road going 
down to the valley dead‑ending next to a brushy 
creek bottom. I suggested that perhaps we could 
find some rabbits.

We hadn’t gone too far into the woods when 
our black Lab, Sam, picked up a hot scent. Suddenly 
there was a thundering “Whirr!” of wings and a 
gray bird rocketed from almost under our feet and 
disappeared into the timber. “What was that?”

Ruffed Grouse 
Misadventures

By Paul F. Vang


