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Upcoming Events aa

Inside This Issue 22Do you see what I see?

January 19-21 Sonoma County Mycolog-
ical Association Wild Mushroom Camp, 
for more info: somamushrooms.org
Save the dates for the Emil Lang Winter 
Lecture Series at the Museum of Natural 
History, speakers to be announced:
Sunday, January 27, 2008, 1-4pm
Sunday, February 24, 2008, 1-4 pm
Sunday, March 30, 2008, 1-4 pm
Sunday, April 13, 2008, 1-4 pm

By all accounts, it has been a rather dry fall. However, the 
finds from the forays have been really interesting, to say the least: a large Gyromitra 
in the Catskills in September, an unusual occurrence; volumes of Ganoderma both in 
the city and on the walks (rotting trees in our midst?); corn smut from upstate; and 
hard-to-identify species of Clitocybe (or Lepista?)… Maybe the biggest news also re-
lates to identification.  Thanks to Marija Zeremski,, our club now has its own 1000x, 
double-oculus microscope! The new microscope is really, incredibly, versatile, allow-
ing two persons to view simultaneously (hence, double-oculus designation) at from 
10x to 1000x magnification. I would recommend the Monday night sessions in any 
case, but for those who seek a more biological experience, who wish to go into the 
mycology of the Mycological Society, come check out the ID meetings in the future. 
See one spore at a time.

Also, incoming is the research. Over the summer we have had listserv entries about 
toxicity research of the Agaricus species, including those that are commercially sold 
(button mushrooms). I first heard about Agaricus toxicity a few years ago at the 
Telluride Mushroom Festival and it seems that the research on the topic is progress-
ing. A more detailed follow-up of that information is slated for a later newsletter issue. 
Adding to the questions of edibility versus toxicity, Eugenia Bone gives us a personal 
and (possibly) familiar scenario of a poisoning scare in Colorado. 

Thanks to a tip from the Arizona Mushroom Club’s newsletter, The Arizona Fun-Gi, 
I looked at an NPR article online about research into the spread of Amanita phalloides 
(death cap mushroom). I have included the web link at our “Mycosites” sidebar. This 
reminded me of two things. First, we receive, from time to time, invitations to partici-
pate in scientific research as well as surveys. Secondly, Michael Kuo remarked recently 
in McIlvainea, the NAMA journal, that weaving the work of amateur collectors into 
the scientific community’s research enhances the latter. We can be the far finders: my-

Finding Mushrooms and Reality in the 
NJ Pine Barrens, p. 3
Chemical Defenses of the Matsutake 
Mushroom, p. 10
Messing with Clitocybe dilatata in Colo-
rado, p. 2
Grifola Frondosa, p. 5
Lots of foray and walks photos
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While we are walking in the late sum-
mery fall of 2007, many NYMS business 
items are taking a breather. Look for the 
banquet brochure in the mail soon, date 
and place TBA. The winter newsletter is-
sue will be out just before the winter lec-
ture series begins and as of now I do not 
have any sneak previews. Dues for 2008 
will be due in January. Paying early rather 
than hurriedly before the May morel sea-
son is preferred. There is still time now, 
but think about 2008 NYMS dues soon.

Poison Scare in Colorado
By Eugenia Bone
In early August of 2006, while hiking around in Colorado’s west Elk mountains, a 
group of friends and I found 60 pounds of Boletus edulis in about 3 hours. Less than 
a week later another friend and I found about 10 pounds of chanterelles in a half hour 
pit stop in the San Juan’s. It was a miraculous summer for mushrooms, but it set a bad 
precedent for this year. Because in August 2007, same spots, pretty good moisture, lots 
of heat…and we found virtually nothing. 

I was panicky by the end of summer. Fearing I’d have no fungi to haul back to New 
York, in desperation I turned to my friend Yvon Gross, a French chef who owns the 
Leroux Creek Inn in Hotchkiss, Colorado, and always finds mushrooms. I’d been beg-
ging him for years to show me his spots—even got him drunk a couple of times and 
then hit him up for his locations, but Yvon can hold his tongue and his liquor.  This 
year, however, he owed me quite a few dinners, and I could sense the weakening that 
only guilt can bring. He promised to take me to the Grand Mesa two days before we 
were to return to the city.

The Grand Mesa, in western Colorado, is the largest flat-topped mountain in the 
continental US. At about 10,000 feet, it is covered with lakes, streams and pine forests. 
National park access roads criss-cross the summit, giving remote access to recreation-
ists of all sorts. We piled into Yvon’s truck: his wife, Joanna, my husband Kevin, and a 
few bottles of Yvon’s Leroux Creek Vineyard wine, and headed up, up, up. Every once 
in a while Yvon would hit the breaks, run out of the car, disappear into the woods, then 
come back. “Rock,” he’d say, and continue on. We were at the very top of the mountain 
when Yvon hit his breaks again.

“Ah, beautiful,” he said in his French accent. All over the mossy bank, pocketed be-
tween gray rocks, were a hundred clusters of utterly fresh, white mushrooms. I didn’t 
recognize them—they weren’t ones I normally picked—but Yvon was ecstatic. “Oooh, 
these are wonderful in the ohm-let!” But what were they called? “Spa… Spo… some-
thing. It is related to the oyster. Ah! What does it matter? They are delicious. But only 
when very young, like these.”  

The mushrooms smelled clean and mushroomy. They grew in clusters and were fair-
ly large, about 2 to 3 inches across the caps, overlapping and fleshy, with attached gills 
and a slightly descending stalk. We collected all of them, at least six glorious pounds. 
Even though we didn’t find any choice mushrooms, I was thrilled to learn a new one, 
whatever it’s name was. But that evening Kevin and I had a dinner engagement, and 
had to leave the mushrooms for processing later. 

The next morning was our packing day, with a million things to do. Before committing 

Speaking of the winter newsletter, sub-
missions will be closed after December 7. 
I really do appreciate all the submissions 
for the newsletter. This issue, in particu-
lar, has received many photos, recipes and 
articles. I really thank everyone. In the 
past few issues, I have been overwhelmed 
in other work and did miss some crucial 
submissions that subsequently were not 
published here. I do apologize to anyone 
who has felt overlooked or not consulted 
when he or she has sent something to me. 
I will really try to be more detail-oriented 
in the future. 

Pam Kray
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Remember! 43
2008 membership payment is due in 
January at the rates of Individuals: $15 
($20 for new members) and Families: $25 
($30 for new members). Make checks pay-
able to the New York Mycological Society. 
If you wish to become a member of 
NAMA (the North American Mycological 
Association), make a separate check for 
$32, payable to NAMA and mail it with 
the NYMS dues to Charles Luce, Secretary, 
518 Gregory Ave. #C312, Weehawken, NJ 
07086. See the membership coupon in this 
issue.

Stay responsibly in touch with us. If 
your telephone number, mailing or email 
address changes, please contact Paul 
Sadowski, Secretary with your new in-
formation. An additional note for listserv 
users: please remember to set your spam 
filter to be able to receive listserv emails. 

NYMS walks policy: We meet when pub-
lic transportation arrives. Check the walks 
schedule for other transportation notes. 
Walks last 5-6 hours and are of moderate 
difficulty except where noted. Bring lunch, 
water, knife, and a basket for mushrooms. 
Leaders have discretion to cancel walks in 
case of rain or very dry conditions. Be sure 
to check your email or contact the walk 
leader before a walk to see if it has been 
canceled for some reason. Non-members’ 
attendance is $5.  

Warning: Many mushrooms are toxic. 
Neither the Society nor individual mem-
bers are responsible for the identification 
or edibility of any fungus.

Field Notes
. .

Forage in the Dead Zone
By Charles Luce
For me, November is the dead zone: too warm for snow and too cold for fungus. My 
back-country skis and collecting basket keep company in our storage room, gathering 
dust while I mope my way through dreams of powder dumps, morel outcroppings, and 
chanterelles, boletes, etc. etc.

Of course this is not the case with every November. Occasionally an errant Nor’easter 
blasts our region, and the dead zone becomes a winter playground. More frequently—
though still rarely—frost holds off, and the fungal harvest stretches deep into fall.

November 2006 was of the latter variety. Killing frosts waited, and day after day 
dawned warm and promising. Every week it rained, but no cold fronts dropped from 
the arctic so the woods, while bright with the colors of fallen leaves, became a fungus 
explosion rather than a not frigid wasteland. In New Jersey, where I forage, there were 
Grifola frondosa and Rozites caperata everywhere, late outcroppings of black trum-
pets and smooth chanterelles, unusual batches of Agaricus augustus and more Lepista 
nuda than could be eaten in a lifetime.

Somewhere in the midst of this bounty, however, I got bored. Perhaps it was the un-
ending scrambles through spruce copses burdened with an overstuffed backpack. Or 
maybe it was those many nights poring over keys. Or it might have been the strain of 
too many new fungi recipes. Whatever the cause, ennui grew, until one Sunday in the 
middle of the month, I decided to disrupt it by fleeing the deciduous woods for new 
terrain. 

Accompanied by my wife Leslie, I set out for the New Jersey Pine Barrens, a place I’d 
not visited for more than ten years, but one I recalled as sandy, as well as flat and piney. 
What I hoped was relief—in the form of a fungus species we’d never discovered, the 
canary trich (Tricholoma flavovirens). (If three hours of driving to search for a fungal 
species seems odd, consider that we’ve driven eight for powder snow!)  

We arrived in Brendan T. Byrne State Forest at mid-day. The low, wintry sun was 
already casting long shadows and the dwarf pine forest was chilly, but recent rains had 
left the earth damp, so I was hopeful. Leslie steered into the park office carpark as I 
watched a troop of backpacking boy scouts march past. I needed a trail map; there’d 
been none at a welcome kiosk—just lots of warnings about deer ticks and some large-
type proclamations to the effect that we were in the Pinelands (the latter, in my opin-
ion, a passive-aggressive assertion that Pine Barrens had fallen into the pale of politi-
cally-incorrect-speak ). 

Wondering what was motivating such consciousness, I went into the office. A dour-
faced ranger handed over a trail map, then met my eyes. “You’ll wanna be careful,” she 
said. “It’s deer season.” (She meant deer hunting season.)

“But it’s Sunday,” I objected, deciding not to ask about Pine Barrens-Pinelands. This 
ranger was much too hard-edged. “Isn’t there no hunting in New Jersey on Sundays?”

Her unhappy gaze intensified. “There isn’t,” she admitted. “But be careful anyway.”
I returned to the car shaking my head. What, I wondered, would she have said if I’d 

asked where Tricholoma flavovirens might be found? Not that I really wanted her to 
grab the map and mark it with red X’s, finding being half the fun. That’s what drew me 
to mushrooms in the first place—the thrill (not unlike entering a steep, snowy, and 
never-yet-skied birch glade) of discovery. 

We headed out on sandy roads, following my nose. First stop was Pakim Pond, a small 
tannin-stained gem surrounded by dark pines and scrubby oak, the latter cloaked in 
vermilion. There were, in fact, plenty of mushrooms decorating the sandy periphery, 
including a good outcrop of sticky yellow specimens. But the guide revealed these 
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MycoSites2 1
Mycosites:
Not exactly a mycosite: an interesting 
blurb about scientist following Amanita 
phalloides in California. 
http://www.npr.org/templates/story/
story.php?storyId=7251327
More info on the research:
www.oeb.harvard.edu/faculty/pringle 
OR email bewolfe@fas.harvard.edu or 
pringle@oeb.harvard.edu. 

Send A phalloides specimens to*:  
Benjamin Wolfe  
Pringle Lab - Harvard University  
16 Divinity Ave. - Biolabs 3100  
Cambridge, MA 02138 
*Postage will be reimbursed. 

Reminder for finders of Suillus Pictus:
When you come across lots of S. pictus 
sporocarps on your trips, please send an 
email to kretzera@esf.edu. We will need a 
very good description of the location and 
how to get to it so we can find it for sam-
pling. For more information, see  NYMS 
newsletter summer 2007.

weren’t Tricholoma flavovirens. We drove some more. I spotted a grove of white spruce 
and stopped the car, but bushwhacking through the forest brought only bruised shins, 
not canary trich.

Driving the back roads for hours we found fungus after fungus, but by 4 PM we’d still 
not located a verifiable canary trich. It was getting cold; I was almost ready to give up. 
Taking a side road to “nature’s rest stop”, we both availed ourselves of the underbrush. 
And then, on my way back to the car, I chanced to look down. A familiar, buff orange 
hemisphere met my gaze. I stopped, pulled out my knife, bent and sliced and turned 
the cap over. A forest of spore-holding needles brought a grin to my face. “Hey,” I called 
to Leslie. “Sweet tooth! Risotto tonight!”

We began collecting in earnest. The Hydnum umbilicutum (not really sweet tooth, 
but just as good, in my opinion) were scattered all along the roadside, fruiting in a zone 
of gravel, sand and pine needle humus. None were big—the largest was maybe two 
inches across—but they were clean, worm-free and abundant. Gradually the collecting 
basket filled. 

As it did, my mind began to drift, floating into the sensory experience of this place 
I so rarely visited. These woods held scents of turpentine and oak gall and were both 
cold and extraordinarily calm. I remember thinking about a ridge of cloud I’d watched 
go past earlier in the day, and realizing this meant the wind would shift soon. A front 
was on its way, finally bringing frost and the long-delayed dead zone. Oh, well, every 
season had to end.

And then, as if I’d summoned it, a breeze stirred the leaves. Cold air drifted down my 
collar. A distant whistle sounded in the treetops, and dry leaves rattled, loudly. 

My mind bounded back to the present. That wasn’t vegetative rattling, but some-
thing else. I dropped a fistful of Hydnum into the collection basket and straightened, 
cocking an ear. What was it? A grouse?

The rattle intensified, drifting eerily. For one moment it sounded close, then it waned 
on the breeze and slid away. I looked at Leslie. She looked at me. The noise came back, 
not faint this time but pronounced, and potent with sick menace. No natural rattle 
that, but machine-gun fire.

“Fort Dix,” Leslie and I said simultaneously, naming the source. In our Pinelands 
wandering we’d come within earshot of the giant army base.

But recognition and naming, which I associate with confidence and safety (“That’s 
an Amanita phalloides, leave it be”), did nothing this cold afternoon. The breeze car-
ried one wave of machine gun fire after another, and now the air grew heavy with the 
sounds of large ordnance. My stomach fell into a pit of sadness. Here we were, foraging 
and happy and worried only about public rest rooms, while within earshot young men 
and women were experiencing the most fundamental human fear. They were soldiers 
preparing for war. Within weeks, or perhaps days, they’d be in desert sands or the 
streets of Baghdad. Some would become killers. Others would be killed.

A burst sounded very close, then dissolved, allowing deep silence to drape the pines. 
I crossed the pavement to Leslie and our car, opened the trunk and put the collection 
basket in. Neither of us said anything. In our liberal social circle, kids didn’t become 
soldiers, people didn’t shoot guns and battles were abstract. The rattling gunfire was 
as sobering as the crack of an avalanche start zone. It was the real reality, not one from 
our world.

Once again the rattle and boom of Fort Dix swelled. Where, I wondered, did those 
kids come from, crawling in the mud over there with rifles in hand? What were their 
childhoods like, their present hopes and expectations? How afraid were they, how 
brave? Did they understand death? What about the geo-political forces that pushed 
them towards it?

Hard questions. It was easier to concentrate on matters at hand, such as how many 
more Hydnum lurked in the underbrush? But I was no longer interested. The goings-
on that swept our ears were as inevitable as they were human—men and women go 
to war, they always have, they always will. But the sound of war—the teeth-gritting, 

Cont. p. 5
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Cont. p. 6

Grifola frondosa
Fall’s Tasty Medicinal Mushroom
Text and photos by Elinoar Shavit
The most eagerly asked question about a mushroom at any mush-
room foray is “Is it edible?” This is usually followed with, “How 
do you cook it?” In fall, the answer is often Grifola frondosa, 
or hen of the woods, an important medicinal mushroom and 
a very good edible. It has a number of common names, most of 
which have Asian roots that reflect the feeling of lucky mushroom 
collectors. In markets it is often called by one of its Japanese names, 
maitake, which means “dancing mushroom.” 

Grifola frondosa is rich in protein, low in simple carbohydrates, rich 
in polysaccharides, high in antioxidants, and very low in fat (0 cholesterol). 
It is a good source of B vitamins like Riboflavin (B2) and niacin (B3), is high 
in ergosterols which can convert to vitamin D2 upon exposure to UV (sunlight) and 
high in potassium. It has been studied extensively for its medicinal properties and has 
been shown to have strong anti-cancer, anti-viral and anti-inflammatory properties. It 
stimulates cellular immune responses, lowers blood-pressure, aids in the treatment of 
diabetes and in the prevention of bronchial inflammation, and when combined with 
shiitake and turkey-tail, it is used in some hospitals to alleviate side effects of chemo-
therapy. Information on specific medicinal properties of Grifola frondosa can be found 
on the web. For further reading on the nutritional and medicinal value of Grifola fron-
dosa and other medicinal mushrooms, I recommend Paul Stamets’ book, Mycelium 
Running, 10 Speed Press (2005), and Christopher Hobbs’ book Medicinal Mushrooms: 
An Exploration of Tradition, Healing, & Culture, Botanica Press (1995).  Also see Tom 
Volk’s Fungus of the Month website (http://botit.botany.wisc.edu/toms_fungi/fotm.
html).
General Preparation of Grifola frondosa
Easily preserved, hen of the woods can be lightly sautéed and frozen in a freezer-safe 
plastic bag or dehydrated. Dry hen of the woods re-hydrates well in hot water or broth, 
retaining its texture and flavor as well as its medicinal properties. It has a distinct yet 
delicate flavor and texture that holds well even in slow cooking. To retain its proper-
ties, I try to cook hen of the woods on low to medium heat.

The time-consuming task of cleaning and preparing mushrooms picked in the wild 
can be minimized if they are picked clean. hen of the woods can contain gravel and leaf 
litter, or be speckled with mud (if collected after a rain). It should be cut with a knife at 
its base with any loose mud, gravel, and leaf matter removed from it before handling 
the mushroom and especially before turning it over. Once bits of debris enter the many 
hollows of the mushroom, cleaning it becomes time consuming.

Once at home, I never cut into a large, fresh, Grifola frondosa with a knife. One eve-
ning, in a particularly cold season, I cut a large hen in two. To my horror, my knife went 
right through a small garter snake. The poor thing must have taken cover in the nooks 

inescapable pervasiveness of it—was shocking, foreign and evil. The destruction that 
lurked at the fringes of our consciousness was right over there, fully armed and ready 
to descend. 

I slid into the driver’s seat, rolled up the window and started the engine. You could 
smell the Hydnum in our trunk, a sweet fungal fullness spiking the air. We would feast, 
Leslie and I; our bounty sautéed in olive oil with shallots, sprinkled with cardamon 
and plunged into bullion broth for an extraordinary risotto. With luck we’d be home in 
time to make it carefully, not rushing through. With even more luck we’d have left the 
memory of machine gun fire where it belonged: in the Pinelands, incapable of souring 
our appetite. Safely parked away in the dead zone. 

Luce, cont. from p.4 
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Mycophagy, ,
Chicken Mushrooms with Chinese Thready Squash
From Jojo Kwong (and check out her blog: eat2love.wordpress.com)
Check out this edible mushroom photo pool on flickr (there are many other mush-
room pools). http://flickr.com/groups/wildediblemushrooms/

and crannies of the large mushroom. In the years I have been collecting this wonder-
ful edible I have removed a wide variety of forest and garden dwellers from among its 
“pads.” I have returned pink newts, small lizards, snakes, and even one very scared 
mouse to the wild. I carefully pull it apart into manageable chunks by hand.

 Next, remove any bug-infested areas, pull apart into bite-sized pieces, and clean 
them well. Remove mud by washing the pieces, and then brush and scrape the mud 
away. Let the mushroom pieces dry on paper towels for a few hours before cooking, 
dehydrating, or storing them in the refrigerator for up to a week wrapped in a few lay-
ers of dry paper towels in an open plastic bag with holes punched in it.

To dehydrate 
Place the clean mushroom pieces in a single layer on the trays of a dehydrator. I use 
a vegetable dehydrator made by American Harvest that has a heating element, a fan 
to effectively circulate the air, and special air-channels on the side of the trays that 
distribute the warm air evenly among the trays. I set the temperature to 110F-120F (or 
low to moderate heat) and dry the pieces until they readily snap when bent. Depending 

3 cups chicken mushrooms 
2c. Chinese thready squash (Chinese 
okra)
1/2 c. chicken stock
3 cloves garlic - minced

1/2 tsp. paprika
3 tbl. fresh basil, thyme
3 tbl. butter or olive oil
salt to taste

1. Trim the dirt off the chicken mushrooms, and cut them into 1" pieces. If you have 
mature chicken mushrooms, cut off the outer top layer to use in this dish because it’s 
more tender. Save the inner woodier layer to make soup. 

2. Chinese thready squash (seen guah in Cantonese) can be purchased in Chinatown. 
It is a very looong narrow green squash reaching lengths of two feet. It has long raised 
spines running down the length of the veggie, hence the name “thread”.  The green skin 
is edible but the hard spines must be trimmed off.  Then cut it in half lengthwise, and 
cut into 1/4” slices.  

3. Heat a pan on medium high heat. When it’s hot, drop in butter/olive oil, when the 
butter stops bubbling, add the chicken mushrooms. Let it sit and cook for 1 minute.  
Then turn with a spatula.  To prevent sticking, add a 1/4 of water so that it steam/sau-
tees.  Chicken mushrooms do not release water as it cooks, so it requires liquids to 
cook/braise it for best taste. 

4. After 5 minutes, add the minced garlic, chicken stock, paprika and herbs. Cover 
pan with lid and let it simmer gently for 10 minutes.

5. Then add in the thready squash, and stir to mix it into the chicken mushrooms.  
Let it simmer for another 10 minutes. Add more chicken stock if you see the liquid 
drying up.

6. Add salt when you turn the heat off.  Salt draws water out of foods, so with mush-
rooms I always add salt at the end of cooking. You can also add a squeeze of lemon, 
lime juice at the end.

Note: all quantities are approximate. You can substitute zucchini for the thready 
squash as they have the same texture, although the thready squash has a unique flavor 
which is worth trying. 

Shavit, cont. from p.5 

Photos: Paul Sadowski, Jo Jo Kwong
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on their moisture content, it can take 12 to 20 hours on my dehydrator, and I leave the 
mushroom pieces on low heat for a few hours more to ensure that they are completely 
dry. After removing them from the dehydrator, I store them in tightly sealed glass jars 
immediately. If properly dried and put in a cool, dark place, they can keep for years. 
This drying method works well to preserve flavor and texture, whereas other methods 
I have used are inconsistent. Prolonged drying is not desirable.

To freeze  
Heat a tablespoon of light olive oil in a heavy skillet. Add the mushroom pieces. Mix 
well. Partially cover the skillet and sauté on moderate heat until the pieces have wilted, 
about 3-5 minutes. Remove from heat and let cool completely. Using tongs, place a 
single serving portion in a heavy-duty freezer bag along with juices collected from 
the pan. Mark the bag with the appropriate details such as mushroom name and date. 
Push the air out before sealing the bag, and freeze. Sautéed frozen mushrooms retain 
their fresh flavor and texture for a year and even longer. 

Note: Do not use the microwave to “wilt” any fresh mushrooms prior to freezing. 
The microwave does not heat the mushrooms evenly or thoroughly enough. Serious 
stomach problems have been reported by a number of people using this method. 

Marinated Hen of the Woods
 4 to 5 oz. dried hen of the woods pieces (3 large handfuls), or 3 cups fresh
 1 1/2 cups hot vegetable broth or water to re-hydrate the mushrooms 
 1 heaping tablespoon Italian seasoning  
 4 medium garlic cloves, sliced
 1/4 tsp hot pepper flakes or a few drops of Tabasco sauce
 1 medium yellow onion, sliced
 1 small carrot sliced into disks
 1 celery rib cut diagonally into “U” shape slices 
 2 bay leaves
 1/4 to 1/3 cup white vinegar (see note) 
 1/4 to 1/3 cup good extra virgin olive oil 
 3 to 4 tablespoons orange juice
 Salt to taste (about 1 tsp)
 6 drops extra dark sesame seed oil
 1 tablespoon mustard seeds, freshly roasted (or toasted)

Soak the dried mushrooms in boiled broth (or water) for 1 hour. 
 Shake the mushrooms in the liquid. Squeeze the excess liquid (back into the bowl). 

Place the mushroom pieces on a plate, and reserve the soaking liquid.
Warm a large non-reactive pan. Stirring constantly, heat together the olive oil, dried 

herbs, mustard seeds, bay leaves and hot pepper flakes, to release their aroma. Add 
carrots, celery and onion slices. Stir. Add garlic. Stir. Add the mushroom pieces and 
mix well. Stirring constantly, sauté for 2 minutes on medium heat. Add the soaking 
liquid (watching out for accumulated grit). Fresh mushrooms will excrete their own 
liquid, but if there isn’t enough liquid in the pan, add broth to almost cover. 

 Stirring occasionally, sauté the mushrooms on medium heat for about 5 minutes or 
until liquids are reduced by 1/2. Add 1/4 cup or a little less of the distilled vinegar, 3 
tbsp of the orange juice, sesame-seed oil, Tabasco (if not using hot pepper flakes), and 
salt. Mix well. Cook for 1 minute and remove from heat. Let stand for a few minutes 
and then taste the juices in the pan (not the mushroom pieces). The liquid should taste 
slightly less acidic than what you want the finished mushroom pieces to taste like. The 
mushrooms will take a day or so to fully absorb the flavors and so are not a good indi-
cator for acidity. It is better to use less vinegar initially and later add more if needed. 
It should have enough salt. Keep covered in room temperature for a few more hours. 
Then mix, taste the mushroom pieces, and correct flavors if needed. Transfer to a glass 
jar, cover well, and store in the refrigerator for up to a month. 

ENJOY!
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Chanterelle Weekend
By Claudine Michaud
Chanterelle Weekend in Vermont came 
and went, leaving us with wonderful 
memories.

The woods were very dry; however, 
we found enough chanterelles and some 
boletes for the pot to satisfy everyone on 
Saturday evening, but not enough to take 
home on Sunday morning—although 
some people found some on their way 
back home. I myself stayed two more 
days and filled my basket to the rim. 

We explored new territory, including the 
beautiful Mount Tabor. We did not find 
many mushrooms there. So next 
year we will try the new 
places I have found.

This year the house 
was much better than 
the Alpine Lodge, 
despite the sleep-
ing accommoda-
tions for half of 
us being not as 
good as we had 
hoped for. We had a 
very large airy kitch-
en, living room and 

a couple of hours to cleaning and cooking and freezing the mushrooms, Kevin decided 
a positive ID was in order and got out the books; The National Audubon Society’s Field 
Guide and Mushrooms of Colorado. He practically put his finger right on it: Clitocybe 
dilatata. With a big skull and cross bones next to the name. We called Yvon.

“But I ate 1 pound of them last night and I feel excellent,” he said. Kevin told him to 
go to page 746 of Gary’s book. There was a long pause.

“I’ll have to get back to you,” he said.
When I was a child we used to buy Christmas trees from an old Italian named Nick. 

One year my father saw Nick with a big basket of mushrooms that he thought were 
poisonous, and he told Nick so. “These aren’t poisonous! I’ve been eating them for 
years!” said Nick. ”The funny thing is, after eating them, I always fall asleep for a few 
hours.”

Yvon called poison control and was put on hold (not what you’d hope to have hap-
pen), during which time he started to sweat profusely and freak out over to every little 
grumble in his tummy. He finally talked to a mycologist who explained that if he had 
muscarine poisoning, he would have known it within half an hour, and somehow he’d 
dodged the bullet. He promised not to eat any more.

In general I prefer to learn about a new edible mushroom. But after the scare was 
over I found myself surprisingly satisfied to have learned about a poisonous one (and 
in such an unforgettable way). To be interested in knowing what you can’t eat is like a 
baby step beyond the art of cookery, and toward the science of mycology, isn’t it? That’s 
not to say I am ready to give up hunting for the belly and become an ID maven with a 
magnifying glass and muddy knees. But for the first time I am thinking maybe there’s 
more to fungi than garlic, white wine, and a hot sauté pan. 

Bone, cont. from p. 2

deck on a 15-acre property. The Saturday 
evening dinner on the deck was particu-
larly lovely. Paul worked a miracle with 
the half-working barbecue. Karen took 
us to the best place for a summer swim 
and brought the best possible wine to go 
with our chicken barbecue, and the good 
mushroomy spirit was floating around.

A search is on the way for even better 
accommodations.

Perfect weather, perfect chanterelles, 
perfect people, a wonderful Chanterelle 
Weekend indeed.

We hope for the same next year!

ID table at the COMA-NYMS walk, 
lunch at NEMF; Gary Lincoff examines 
lean pickings at NEMF; Team Alice at 
Chanterelle Weekend. Photos: Sally Im, 
Eleanor Shavit, Regina Ryan.
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Hot Fun in the Summertime (and Early Fall)
Catskill Weekend
It had been dry, dry, dry in the Big Indian-
Frost Valley area of the Catskills. Despite 
it, beginning with oyster mushrooms and 
a gigantic false morel in the back yard 
of the Crystal Spring House, we found a 
wide variety of fungi to study and to eat. 
Paul Sadowski wielded both magnifying 
glass and spatula with equal expertise. 
He treated us to amazing meals (who 
will forget that amazing wild mushroom 
bread pudding?), and showed us how to 
discriminate between adnate and decur-
rent gills. Our group was enthusiastic, a 
great mix of folks, with backgrounds in 
both the arts and sciences represented. 
Crystal Spring House was, once again, 
a wonderfully accomodating place, and 
we look forward to returning again next 
year--which will, no doubt, be wetter!

Clockwise from top right: Chanterelle 
Weekend dinner; Catskill Weekend, pic-
nic lunch on the Neversink River; COMA-
NYMS joint walk and picnic; Hericium 
from Catskill Weekend; Chanterelle 
Weekend rock scrambling. Photos by: 
Regina Ryan, Maria Reidelbach and Paul 
Sadowski; Sally Im, Valerie Michaud.
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Chemical Secrets of the Matsutake Mushroom
By Professor William F. Wood
Department of Chemistry, Humboldt State University

[Editor’s Note: The following article is a press release summarization of Professors 
William Wood’s and Charles Lefevre’s research on the matsutake mushroom. If 
you are interested in reading the text of the research published in Biochemical 
Systematics and Ecology 35 (2007) 634-636, you can find it online at: http://www.
sciencedirect.com. The article is titled: “Changing volatile compounds from 
mycelium and sporocarp of American matsutake mushroom, Tricholoma mag-
nivelare.”]
Mushroom hunters know how hard it is to find the elusive matsutake.  They 
hide in the forest duff, just peaking out with a small portion of their cap or 
only showing as a hump in the ground cover.  In spite of their secretive na-
ture, they are actively sought out by amateur and commercial pickers be-
cause of their exquisite taste and high commercial value.   

Because of its unique flavor, the matsutake has been revered for hun-
dreds of years in Japan and has become deeply ingrained in the culture.  
In recent years, the harvest of the Japanese matsutake [Tricholoma mat-
sutake (Ito et Imai) Sing.] has declined and so the American matsutake 
[Tricholoma magnivelare (Peck) Redhead] is imported to fill the gap.

The chemicals that make up the exquisite taste of this mushroom 
have been the focus of many scientific studies on the Japanese spe-
cies.   In fact, the very first studies as to the compounds respon-
sible for odors in mushrooms were done on extracts of Japanese 
matsutake.  In 1936 and 1938, the Japanese scientist, S. Maruhashi 
isolated and identified two highly odoriferous compounds from 

matsutake extracts.  The substance that is most characteristic of 
the distinctive odor of the matsutake is the ester, methyl cinnamate.  Esters are 

pleasant smelling compounds and are found in many edible fruits.  In this case the 
ester is related to the compounds that give cinnamon its spicy flavor, hence the origin 
of the name “cinnamate.”

The other compound that Maruhashi identified as being important to the flavor of 
the matsutake was an alcohol.  This compound has been dubbed, “mushroom alcohol,” 
because it is found in many other mushroom species.  The proper chemical name for 
this alcohol is 1-octen-3-ol, and it is responsible for the typical mushroom odor.   

A recent scientific study explains why these two pleasant tasting compounds are 
found in the matsutake.  In the September issue of Biochemical Systematics and Ecology 
[volume 35, 634-6 (2007)], William Wood and Charles Lefevre report the production 
and function of these substances in the American matsutake.  The spicy ester, methyl 
cinnamate, is a potent slug repellent.  The matsutake uses this compound defensively 
to protect the sporocarp from being eaten by slugs before it can release its spores.

The second compound, the “mushroom alcohol,” is even more interesting.  When 
Wood and Lefevre extracted mushrooms that were not cut up or crushed, they found 
this “mushroom alcohol” was absent.  If they crushed the mushroom before their anal-
ysis, large amount of this chemical is formed.  This is a second and equally potent way 
the matsutake protects itself from slug predation.  Previous research by William Wood 
has shown that “mushroom alcohol” is a potent banana slug repellant (Biochem. Syst. 
Ecol. 29, 531). When a slug tries to eat a mushroom, the chewing causes this alcohol 
to be released, which repels the slug.  It is interesting that these two chemicals, which 
humans find as flavorful, are in reality produced by the mushroom to protect them 
from slug predation. 

Besides looking into the chemicals produced by the fruiting body or sporocarp, 
these researchers investigated the chemicals found in the mycelium of the American 
matsutake.  This mushroom is mycorrhizal and only grows in association with the 
roots of trees.  In this association, the trees exchange sugars produced in their leaves 

An 1834 Japanese description of mat-
sutake and its ecology.
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for nutrients collected by the mycelium from the soil surrounding the tree roots.  Because of this special mutualistic or symbiotic 
arrangement these mushrooms cannot be artificially grown and harvested.

As part of his Ph.D. studies, Charles Lefevre was able to culture American matsutake mycelium in the absence of the symbiotic 
tree roots. These cultures were slow growing, taking a number of months to grow to a reasonable size.   When these cultures were 
analyzed by William Wood, the chemist on this study, he found to his surprise that the slug repellent chemicals observed in the 
sporocarp were absent in the mycelium.  The secret chemical life of the matsutake continued to unravel.

The major chemicals Wood found in the mycelium were of a type rarely found in terrestrial plants or animals: they contained 
organic chlorine compounds.  These types of compounds are best known as substances that humans have used as pesticides, such 
as the insecticide DDT or the herbicide 2,4-D.  Why are these compounds being made by the mycelium?  This is the question these 
researchers asked.

The mycelium is not under threat of being eaten by slugs since it is growing underground with the tree roots.  However, at this 
stage of its matsutake’s life cycle, there is competition with other fungi for space on the tree roots.  The chlorinated compounds 
found in the mycelium, 3,5-dichloro-4-methoxybenzaldehyde and 3,5-dichloro-4-methoxybenzyl alcohol are known to stop im-
portant aspects of fungal metabolism.  They inhibit an enzyme that produces cell walls in other fungal species.  These compounds 
also halt the production of fungal melanin, a pigment that protects fungal hyphae by forming a physical barrier between the cell 
and its surroundings.  Chemical warfare between different fungi for space on plant roots is not frequently observed, but must be an 
important aspect of fungal life.

To exclude the possibility that these chlorinated compounds were only produced in the artificial medium in which the mycelium 
was grown, these researchers analyzed soil containing matsutake mycelium.  They identified the most abundant of the chlorinated 
compounds in the soil, so these compounds are not artefacts and are produced by free-living mycelia.

Thus, the matsutake uses defensive chemicals throughout it life cycle.  When it is underground and associated with tree roots, it 
fights off other fungi’s mycelium with exotic chlorinated compounds.  On fruiting, it protects the spores in the sporocarp with the 
volatile and spicy ester, methyl cinnamate.   Furthermore, if slugs trying to eat this mushroom are not repelled by this potent ester, 
it releases large quantities of distasteful mushroom alcohol upon tissue disruption.  

corrhizae, if you will, to the trunk of scientific knowledge. Inside are links and/or addresses to the research on both Amanita phal-
loides at Harvard University (the subject of the NPR article) and Suillus pictus that was in the last NYMS newsletter. 

Many recipes came in for this issue. As a group, we are diverse in our interests regarding fungi that might be grouped under two 
umbrellas: food and science. Eugenia puts it very well in her article: “To be interested in knowing what you can’t eat is like a baby 
step beyond the art of cookery, and toward the science of mycology, isn’t it?” 

Through the NYMS members can 
optionally also get a North Americian 
Mushroom Association membership at 
a discount. Make your check(s) payable 
to NYMS and to NAMA separately and 
mail with this form to:

Charles Luce, Treasurer 
New York Mycological Society 
518 Gregory Ave. C312 
Weehawken, NJ 07086

Kray, cont. from p. 1
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