
 

Ptarmigan Fried in Butter 

 
By Brenda T. 

One day my father came home and said, "Brenda, today I am going to show you 
how to shoot a gun."  

I was very excited. We spent days and days practicing. 

When I was better at it I went out to shoot ptarmigan. 

There are willows near my house where the ptarmigan like to feed and that's where I went. 

I shot one and brought it straight home to clean. 

I soaked the meat in salt and water and then dipped it in flour and salt and pepper. I fried it in butter. 

When I had cooked it all I put it on a plate and called my dad. 

When he tasted it he said he was very proud of me. 

I can go to the willows and get ptarmigan but I never shoot too many because I always want them to come 
back next year. 
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