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Inside This Issue 22Rain and Humidity—Hooray!
It was a good-looking June for us mushroom fans. The  
often but not deluging rains, the sun and humidity: these are 
the elements of a decent—maybe even great—summer for 
mushrooms. 

I write this one day after Gary Lincoff’s NYMS walk in Central Park. More informa-
tion about picking mushrooms in Central Park is on page 3, but suffice it to say that 
we found about 40 different species during our few hours in really just one section of 
the park. Gary is walking that area of the park quite regularly (daily) now if anyone is 
interested in joining him. Surveying Central Park, as some of our members are doing 
across the Hudson at the Greenbrook Sanctuary, is a good way to become acquainted 
with mushrooms as well as with the park. It is also a service to the future to understand 
what is happening literally under our feet. To become part of the Central Park myco-
logical survey, get in touch with Gary Lincoff. 

The Greenbrook Survey is also in need of volunteers for weekly scientific forays. 
All gathering is for scientific purposes only, not for food or personal acquisition. Paul 
Sadowski is the point person for Greenbrook. He has reported that already in 2008, 
130 collections have been made, compared with 30 collections in 2007. If you attended 
Paul’s lecture (and that of Amy Tuiniga) in March, you know that the Greenbrook 
Survey is an important continuation of Guy Nearing’s survey of the 1940s, in a geologi-
cally as well as botanically interesting part of the planet.

In June a small group of NYMS officers visited the new Downtown Community 
Center to check out the facility for the future use of the NYMS. We are hoping that in 
the fall of this year we will start meeting at the center on Monday nights for our iden-
tification sessions. (But please note, the facility is not ready yet and we will continue 
to meet at members’ homes for at least the summer sessions.) When it’s ready, we are 
also hoping to resume potluck and other tasting events, schedule our lectures there 
and perhaps hold our banquet and other events as well. More information on the new 
center and our involvement is on page 2.

We’re in the season now, so hope to see people at the walks and ID sessions. And 
thanks for the incredible articles for the newsletter!

Remembering Bill Williams by Gary 
Lincoff , page 5
Fungi: a new magazine reviewed by Paul 
Sadowski, page 4
Mycopolis, page 10
A NYMS member goes to the morels by 
Eugenia Bone, page 3
Online: a U.K. paper asks about mush-
rooms and letters to the NYMS

Walks. For contact info and details the 
Walks List or http://www.newyorkmyc.
org click the walks tab on the left.
Sunday July 20 Van Cortlandt Park, 
Bronx
Weekend July 25-27 Chanterelle 
Weekend in the Londonderry area, VT
Weekend July 31-Aug. 3  NEMF Foray, 
Connecticut College, New London, CT 
Saturday August 9  Stony Brook, 
Harriman State Park, Rockland Co., NY
Sunday August 17  Norvin Green State 
Park, Passaic Co., NJ
Saturday August 23 Beech Brook, Passaic 
Co., NJ
Saturday Sept. 6  Joint NYMS/COMA 
Picnic & Walks, Fahnestock State Park, 
Putnam Co., NY
Sunday Sept. 14 South Mountain Reserv.
Sunday Sept. 21  Doodletown, Harriman 
State Park, NY
Weekend Sept. 26-29 Weekend in Big 
Indian, Catskills, Ulster County, NY
Sunday Oct. 5 South Mountain Reserv.
Saturday Oct. 11  Woodlawn Cemetery, 
Bronx, NY
Saturday Oct. 18  Tallman State Park, 
Rockland Co., NY
Sunday Oct. 26  Clove Lake Park, Staten 
Island, NY
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Breaking news and announcements
NYMS Business 

Cont. p. 11

We’re anticipating hosting many activi-
ties in the newly constructed Downtown 
Community Center sometime in the fall. 
We will then likely move our Emil Lang 
lecture series there as well. While it will 
be somewhat sad to leave the American 
Museum of Natural History, I’m sure, the 
new facility will enable us to bring differ-
ent lectures to our club. The costs asso-
ciated with the museum are constantly 
rising, so the community center is right 
on time. With kitchen facilities as well 
as theater lecture space and café/lounge 
area, we will be able to host many more 
kinds of events in one location. One sug-
gestion for expanding our events is to 
hold a mushroom fair. We may also be 
able to hold workshops and offer some 
educational events there as well.

The Downtown Community Center is 
a new branch of Manhattan Youth, an 
organization founded to provide child-
care and now growing into a venue fill-
ing many more community needs. It is 
located at 120 Warren Street, between 
Greenwich and West Streets in lower 
Manhattan, not far south of Maria’s loft, 
where we have enjoyed many tastings, 
meetings and ID sessions over the last 
several years. Thanks to Maria, we are 
becoming charter members of the new 
facility. 

While we are waiting to use the new 
community center, we will continue to 
hold our Monday night ID sessions at 
members’ homes. Naomi Stern, who lives 
on the Upper West Side, will be hosting 
sessions this summer. You must call Paul 
Sadowski (212-348-3092) to RSVP for 
your attendance and to make sure the ID 
session is happening. We may be start-
ing even before the first July walk on the 
13th. So many mushrooms are up already. 
Thank you, Naomi, for your hospitality.

NYMS dues ($15 single, $25 family re-
newals) were due in January. If by now 
you have not paid your dues, this is the 
last newsletter that you will receive. We 
seem to be at a very lively point in time, 
with so many mycology-related items in 
the news or fresh finds and inventions 
that have to do with fungi. It is a great 

time to be a member of a mycological 
society such as NYMS. Send your dues 
payment with the enclosed coupon to 
Charles Luce, NYMS treasurer. See the 
side panel for Charles’ address.

Lastly, if you have an email address, you 
likely got notice from Maria Reidelbach 
of our new change in the listserv. It is 
finished. Here is Maria’s letter explaining 
our new E-Newsbrief system:

Dear NYMS members,
Now that the new website ( www.

newyorkmyc.org ) has been up and run-
ning for a few months we’re going to take 
advantage of a few improvements it of-
fers. For several years we’ve been using 
the Listserve method of contacting club 
members by email. The new web site has 
an “E-Newsbrief” feature that will allow 
New York Mycological Society adminis-
trators to reach out to members we for-
merly contacted by Listserve.

The E-Newsbrief will be used only for 
important, timely announcements that 
all members should know (like meeting 
and walk changes) and periodic website 
updates. All other communications be-
tween members are enabled on the web-
site, in the forums, photo galleries and 
other member areas.

Most members have already registered 
at the website. If you had not yet regis-
tered yourself, Paul Sadowski and Adam 
Rosenberg have recently added you, us-
ing the email address you supplied to the 
society, and have given you a username 
and password. 

To learn your username and password 
simply click the “Recover them here” 
link in the login box on the home page. 
Enter your email address and a verifica-

New Newsletter Online Feature
It seems that every issue, some articles or 
tidbits get left out of the newsletter be-
cause of space limitations. We are work-
ing on getting some of the overflow into 
an online space in our website. That does 
not mean that the newsletter will be con-
tinuously publishing online. The plan is to 
put some timely pieces that don’t seem to 
fit into the print issue online as the news-
letter goes out. Look for the online-only 
articles at www.newyorkmyc.org.

Page 1 photograph: Tremella mesenterica 
(witch’s butter) by Jaume Soler
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Field Notes
. .

Illinois State Morel Hunting Championship
By Eugenia Bone
Every year starting in early April my mushroom-triggered Google alert reminds me 
of the Illinois State Morel Mushroom Hunting Championship. I’ve been curious 
about it for years. Morelling around New York City is okay, but I am into poundage. 
So I figured if there were enough morels to hold a championship hunt, then there 
were surely enough for me.

Finding reasonably priced round trip tickets from New York to Peoria on the first 
weekend in May was a lot easier than finding a mushrooming companion. I was rather 
surprised as we were potentially looking at a lot of mushrooms: mushrooms to find, 
mushrooms to bid on at auction, dried mushrooms to buy on tables loaded with mo-
rel-themed doodads and gizmos—everything for the morel hunter and her co-depen-
dents. Maybe it was the Peoria thing. Anyway, I ended up going alone.

The festivities were located at the fairground in windy Henry, a small central Illinois 
town on the Illinois River, composed of tidy houses, cut lawns and flowering lilacs. 
By the time I got into town it was early evening. I checked into my hotel, the Henry 
Harbor Inn, on a dirt road next to the river. The parking lot was full. The inn was full. 
Every car (but mine) had big coolers in the back. Damn! Competition. I headed to the 
fairgrounds where there was dinner to be purchased. Even though it was 8:00, I missed 
the pork chops that were served in the main building, but there was a good bluegrass 
band playing, and I ate my first corn dog. Question: do you eat around the stick, or 
push the dog up?

I arrived for the hunt early the next morning. Very early.  I was, like, the third person 

Mushrooming in Central Park 
By Gary Lincoff
When it rains in June, Central Park can be as good as any place in the woods to 
hunt mushrooms, and it’s better than most. This June, in just the first two weeks or 
so we had three big storms. Each of those times, the next couple of days produced 
an abundance of mushrooms. In a 20-block area between the Delacorte Theater (at 
81st St.) and the Central Park Pool (101st) on the west side of the park I’ve so far seen 
more than 30 different kinds of mushrooms, including a few good edibles!

While people were sitting daily in an endless, snaking line waiting for tickets to 
Shakespeare in the Park, just behind them was a grassy area with oak trees and 
mushrooms. A large fruiting of the red-pored bolete, Boletus subvelutipes, led me to 
see a couple of nearby sweet-tasting Tylopilus ferrugineus (and in early June!). Both 
of these were growing under pin oaks. Also there were the grass-inhabiting Psathyrella 
velutina and Panaeolina foenisecii. A newly seeded lawn area near 99th Street just west 
of the drive was literally covered a day after one of the big storms with Conocybe lactea, 
Coprinus plicatilis and Agrocybe pediades. A couple of newly laid wood-chip mulch 
beds were sporting the pretty red stinkhorn Phallus rubicundus and the little yellow 
bird’s nest fungus Crucibulum laeve, as well as fruitings of Agrocybe dura, Psathyrella 
candolleana, and large, fresh wine caps, Stropharia rugosoannulata. 

An area under oaks between 96th & 99th Streets just east of the drive that I check 
every June for mycorrhizal mushrooms has shown fruitings of at least three different 
Russulas (R. pectinatoides and purple and pink ones), one Inocybe, one Amanita (A. 
crenulata), and one bright red-capped bolete (B. campestris). Other mushrooms in the 
park the past couple of weeks include the following that have come back in the same 
spots as the past couple of years: Agaricus bitorquis, that I find starting every May 
around the 20th, Amanita flavorubescens that has returned under a pin oak near 86th 

Gary LIncoff ’s Central Park walk, 6/29:
an anti-mushroomer fence, Jaume Soler 
enjoying boletes (photos by Gary).
Morels found on NYMS annual morel 
hunt (photo by Jojo Kwong).

Cont. p. �

Cont. p. �
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Review ii
A New Mycological Companion
By Paul Sadowski 
In April I received an email from Britt Bunyard, who may be familiar to readers of The 
Mycophile and McIlvanea, announcing the launching of a new journal: FUNGI.

His editorial group includes many authors who have appeared in those NAMA pub-
lications that he has edited for the last few years.

He promises a publication that would fill the void in the periodical literature by pre-
senting articles of both a cultural and technical mycological vantage point.

One will find, for example, Mr. Bunyard’s familiar “Editor’s Picks,” a digest of articles 
from the technical journals as well as items reported in the general press.

Also appearing in the maiden issue is editorial board member and McIlvanea regu-
lar, Else Vellinga with her “Mycological Florigellum.” This installment presents and 
summarizes articles dealing with the new phylogeny springing from DNA analysis.

Other authors contribute regularly to fill the cultural part of the magazine’s edito-
rial mission: David Work, known to readers of this newsletter, writes a column on 
mycophagy, “The Wild Epicure,” that explores the culinary delights of the morel. With 
beautiful photography and precise explanation, Work takes the reader through his in-
terest in wild foods and their use in delicious spring quiches. The recipes include step-
by-step instructions as well as general culinary technique.

A similar approach is evident in John Plishke III’s tutorial on lighting mushroom 
photos with light-diffusing umbrellas. The pictures show both the results and the tech-
nical setups for obtaining the various lighting effects. The thorough documentation 
will improve any amateur’s photography. Fortunately, the table of contents lists the 
author’s name, since it appears nowhere in or near the article. Having worked with 
John on the collection tables at NEMF forays, I know him to be self-effacing, which 
may explain the omission.

Michael Wood, the man behind Mycoweb, the West Coast mushroom website, prom-
ises to review and present the website literature.

Another interesting article on mycological literature of a distinctly different sort 
comes courtesy of David Rose, of the New York Botanical Garden and the New York 
State Museum. He discusses the conflation of mycophobia, anti-semitism and hate lit-
erature. In his thoroughgoing essay, Rose sheds light on these dark corners of literature 
and mycology from the 1500s through contemporary times. The article is at least as 
thoughtfully written as it is disturbing.

NYMS member Elinoar Shavit, who has graced the pages of this newsletter with her 
intelligence, brings her expertise to FUNGI with a piece tracing the development of 
irofulven, a tumor-reducing compound derived from Omphalotus illudens—the Jack 
o’ Lantern. She documents the progress of this pharmaceutical from its beginnings at 
the NYBG through its clinical trials in this decade. Her article shows the hopes and the 
pitfalls involved in bringing this potential life-saver to the medical arsenal.

There is an article on fungal bioremediation by Ron Spinoza and a review of Andrus 
Voitk’s little book of Canadian Maritime mushrooms as well as recap of 2007 forays in 
that region.

But no article better illustrates Bunyard’s ambition than the primer, a syllabus really, 
“Myxomycete Plasmodia and Fruiting Bodies: Unusual Occurrences and User-friendly 
Study Techniques.” And just in time for slime-mold season!!

Okay, so slime molds aren’t the best sauté pan fillers. But this article fills half of 
this volume’s pages, is beautifully illustrated with drawings where most effective, 
and photographs, with similar result. Though technical, the prose does not require 
constant reference to a mycological dictionary yet clearly explains these strange and 

Remember! 4
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, Treasurer, 
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 �-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 $�.  

Warning: Many mushrooms are toxic. 
Neither the Society nor individual mem-
bers are responsible for the identification 
or edibility of any fungus.
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Remembering BILL WILLIAMS
By Gary Lincoff
Bill was a regular on the NYMS Sunday mushroom hunts back in the ‘70s, when he 
joined the club. He was the tallest guy around, and when we met at the same location 
and time as other groups, like the Sierra Club, you could always find the NYMS by 
looking for Bill. He had a dark mustache in those days, and it was the kind that made 
him look like he was about to disagree with whatever you were about to say. He devel-
oped a reputation for being somewhat of a curmudgeon, but then he had a low thresh-
old for absurdities; and when people walk about in the woods looking for mushrooms, 
they often say the most absurd things about politics and life. Bill was the unofficial club 
standard bearer for rational discourse. He was a polymath of sorts who seemed to be 
better read and more deeply knowledgeable about things intellectual than anyone I’ve 
ever met. For example, at a Museum of Natural History exhibit on Darwin, Bill proved 
to me that he not only knew more about Darwin than the Museum, he knew more 
about Darwin than Darwin. If there’s anything to the uniqueness of genomes, Bill’s was 
one of a kind, and quite unreplicatable. 

He was also the club’s designated conscience. Whenever any of us said something 
nice about some country or other, Bill, with years of experience working with Amnesty 
International, knew chapter and verse of every one of that country’s human rights 
abuses. That country might have nice beaches or exotic minorities or fascinating mush-
rooms, but you’d have no idea until you heard it from Bill that it had a government any 
right-thinking person would think twice about supporting by visiting its country as a 
tourist. It was usually about that time that you realized that you didn’t know where in 
the woods you were; and Bill, who never admitted that he was ever lost in the woods, 
would poke around, sometimes for an hour, looking for a trail until he found one, and 
then, like a mushroom Moses, would lead his people out of the wilderness.

In the 1970s Bill smoked a pipe. It takes a certain skill set to be able to keep a pipe in 
your mouth while you are eyeballing a mushroom, especially if you are also trying to 
use a hand lens at the same time. Bill worked harder than most at trying to identify the 
unidentifiable. He might have preferred collecting chanterelles and black trumpets, 
but he never flinched from the challenge of trying to put a name on some little brown 
mushroom that would never, in any case, make it to anybody’s dinner table. He was an 
autodidact with mushrooms, learning it all, as they used to say, by burning the mid-
night oil. He was a good listener, too, and like a child, his mind was like a sponge, taking 
in everything anyone said about what this or that mushroom could be. Eventually, he 
was the one on our walks who named the mushrooms for others, the one who helped 
the beginners get over their fear of everything mushroom, from touching a poisonous 
one to naming them to actually cooking and eating their first edible wild mushroom.

And Bill loved to eat. Where some of us might occasionally take seconds at a meal, 

FUNGI magazine, cont. from p.4 
rather ubiquitous summertime creatures. Before its appearance in FUNGI the authors 
brought this material to seventh grade science classes and college underclassmen. For 
those who like creepycrawlies, this article is filled with activities that will make it a 
perennial reference.

Bunyard and his group of colleagues have hit a home run in their first at-bat. I do 
wonder how far some of the columns can go. After Plishke has turned us into Ansel 
Adams and Work has made us into chefs, then what? 

What we do know is that the field of mycology is in constant flux. Having an inter-
pretive guide to help us amateurs understand these changes will be invaluable. It will 
be interesting to see FUNGI evolve with the field over the coming years.

Many of the articles of the first volume are available as free downloads on the FUNGI 
website. Go to: www.fungimag.com.
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Bill routinely took thirds. When he came to dinner you had to plan on feeding extra 
mouths, although you’d never guess by looking at his trim shape that he could put 
away so much food! Back before he met Helen, the love of his life, his apartment in 
the Village was, well, a movie set of clutter. You had to move books or journals to find 
a place to sit. Whenever I went over I always saw a teetering pyramid of dirty dishes 
in the sink. He assured me that a cleaning woman came once a week or so to do the 
dishes, so I guess I always saw him the day before she came. He was a consultant to 
everyone about everything in those days: about food, wines, the best mushrooms to 
eat, one’s love life, about everything except his own well-being. We were worrying that 
he was developing bachelor living habits that no woman would put up with. Then, he 
met Helen and the rest is history.

Among things mycological that Bill helped bring to the light of day, perhaps the most 
influential was the work he did on a book about mushroom poisoning. Back in ’74 two 
of our club members ate the deadly poisonous Galerina autumnalis, mistaking it for 
the honey mushroom. They survived, but we learned how little doctors in this coun-
try know about diagnosing and treating mushroom poisoning. Bill and I got together 
with Dr. Sam Mitchel, a physician from Denver, and at that time Chair of NAMA’s 
Toxicology Committee. Sam had been contacted as a consultant in the mushroom 
poisoning case because he was the only one we knew who knew both mushrooms and 
medicine. As nothing on mushroom poisoning was in print that we knew about, Bill 
suggested that we write a book. Sam would write the diagnosis and treatment chapters 
and I would write everything else. Bill planned to do a little light editing and somehow 
publish it. Well, it turned out that Bill had to re-write just about everything multiple 
times so that the manuscript would read smoothly, as if written by a single person 
who could write in complete sentences instead of what read like two very different 
voices and writing styles. Two years of writing and rewriting later, the book eventually 
got published by Van Nostrand Reinhold, a publisher of scientific books, and Bill and 
Sam and I were on our way to fame and fortune. The book, Toxic and Hallucinogenic 
Mushroom Poisoning: A Handbook for Physicians and Mushroom Hunters, though now 
long out of print, set the standard in the field. I hear it is available on e-Bay. Anyway, 
most of the material in the book has appeared in a number of subsequent books by 
others on mushroom poisoning, a tribute of sorts to Bill’s accomplishment.

Although Bill was far from his robust self the past couple of years, his mind was 
as sharp as ever and his appetite for mushrooms was undiminished. He was having 
trouble walking in the woods and he worried up until the end about whether he would 
be able to continue to go mushroom hunting. I think his voice was so recognizable that 
we’ll continue to hear that voice in our woods naming mushrooms, asking if anyone 
knows where we are, and reminding us that it’s time to eat.

A memorial service for Bill is scheduled for Sunday, September 7th at 3 pm, at All 
Soul’s Unitarian Church, located on Lexington Ave. at 80th St. Everyone is invited.

Catskill Weekend 2008
September 26-29
We just can’t tear ourselves away from the lovely Crystal Springs House in Big Indian, 
NY. The capacious kitchen and dining room provide a marvelous place to headquarter 
for the weekend of September 26-29. We have had many splendid mushroom hunts 
in the environs and many wonderful meals with the proceeds. See the Members 
Galleries for Catskill Weekends Past.
Contact Paul Sadowski for details <pabloski1@verizon.net> or use the private mes-

saging function of the NYMS website.
Or use the reservation box included in the membership form in this newsletter. Note: 

a $30 deposit should accompany the printed reservation coupon, payable by check to 
NYMS. Reserve no later than September 15, 2008.

MycoSites2 1
From Pam: I’m starting a mushroom 
garden this year. I’m just planting in the 
next week or so. I’ll post pictures as I go. 
Coincidentally I’ve been finding a lot of 
online mushroom gardening sites that I 
haven’t seen before:

http://www.mykoweb.com/articles/gar-
denmushrooms.html another great offer-
ing from mykoweb;

http://napi.ca/mycology.htm
mycology page of the Northern Alberta  
Permaculture Institute;

http://www.sharingsustainablesolutions.
org/?page=791 sustainable solutions as 
the URL denotes;

and a reminder to check out Tom Volk’s 
pages, especially his mushroom-of-the-
month page. Everyone’s talking about 
the April mushroom of the month. If you 
haven’t seen that one, go to: http://botit.
botany.wisc.edu/toms_fungi/apr2008.
html

Bill Williams, cont. from p.5 

Polyporus sulphereus (chicken mushroom) 
May 23, Bronx, by Dennis Aita.



7

Mycophagy, ,
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Huitlacoche
1. First, this article came in from Lisa Barnstone about huitlacoche.
From http://www.gourmetsleuth.com

Huitlacoche (wee-tlah-KOH-cheh), Mexican Corn Truffle
Huitlacoche (also spelled cuitlacoche) is a fungus that grows naturally on ears of 

corn (Ustilago maydis). The earthy and somewhat smoky fungus is used to flavor 
quesadillas, tamales, soups and other specialty dishes.

Tamales de Huitlacoche
Recipe by Aaron Sanchez
1 cup instant corn flour (masa harina) 
3/4 cup warm water
1/2 cup vegetable shortening
1/2 cup chicken stock
2 cans huitlacoche or 2 cups of fresh corn smut
1/2 cup roughly chopped cilantro
1 (1-pound) package corn husks
1/2 cup cotija (similar to feta cheese) or queso anejo (firmer, similar 
cheese)
For the tamales, moisten the instant corn flour with the warm water, and 
set aside. Beat shortening in mixer until creamy and fluffy. Fold in the 
corn flour and the chicken stock.

Mix well and set aside. In a blender puree huitlacoche and cilantro with 
a little water until smooth. Add this mixture to the dough and fold in well. 
Season with salt and pepper. Have cornhusks already soaking in water.

To assemble the tamales, open the corn husks and place 1 spoonful of 
dough in the center of the cornhusk. Fold over the sides of the husk and 
secure with a piece of string. Repeat the process until all the dough is fin-
ished. In a double boiler with a steamer insert, steam the tamales for 40 to 
45 minutes.

Remove tamales from the steamer and allow them to sit for 5 minutes. 
Then open them and serve them with a sprinkle of cheese.
2. In 2007, Maria Reidelbach brought some corn smut from upstate for a 
Monday ID session.  She comments: 

Last week’s huitlacoche was just amazing. We learned that corn smut might 
not be caused by wet weather but by dry (because it stresses the corn plants) and 
that the word huitlacoche, according to Betty Fussel’s The Story of Corn, means “raven 
shit.” Paul and Glen diced it and cooked it up with a little butter, olive oil, and onions, 
then added precooked fresh corn, shell beans, tomatoes, onions, chives and basil. It 
was much milder than you would expect from its fearsome looks, but rich and deli-
cious.
3. Terry-Anya Hayes added more to the topic:

About Huitlacoche
David Arora has called it “porn on the cob,” but taxonomically speaking Huitlacoche 

is Ustilago maydis, a more benign relative of Ergot.  It is known to most US farmers as 
“corn smut,” a pesky transformer of perfectly good ears of sweet corn into gray, mis-
shapen kernels literally bursting from their husks.  In Mexico, however, Huitlacoche 
is welcomed both in the cornfields and at the table. Its taste is surprisingly mild and 
sweet—if not entirely mushroom, definitely more than corn.  One caveat:  Huitlacoche 
is a mild uterine tonic and probably should be avoided by pregnant women.  With that 
said, here’s how I like to fix it:
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Huitlacoche Sauté
(Serves 6)
Ingredients
2 cups Huitlacoche (fresh or frozen)
2 cups fresh organic corn kernels, sliced 
from the cob
4 cloves garlic, chopped
1 large onion, finely chopped
1 or 2 small chile peppers, charred, 
skinned and seeded
1 sweet red pepper, seeded
4 tablespoons olive oil
½ teaspoon salt
½ cup chopped cilantro
Freshly ground black pepper
1. Roughly chop Huitlacoche.
2. Cut all peppers into 1” strips.
3.  Heat oil and briefly sauté chiles, on-
ions and garlic.  Add Huitlacoche, corn 
and ½ teaspoon salt and cook over me-
dium heat for 15 minutes.  If too dry, add 
a little water.  If too wet, raise heat until 
excess moisture evaporates.  Add a grind 
or two of fresh black pepper.
4. Check seasoning and correct if neces-
sary.  Stir in cilantro and serve.

east of the drive, oyster mushrooms near 
96th & CPW, and inky caps in lots of its 
regular locations.

Postscripts to NYMS walk in Central 
Park on Sunday June 29: 

I think we had about 40 people yester-
day, and we found more than 40 mush-
rooms—and many of them in quantity.

We found lots of boletes—including 
the Chestnut (Gyroporus castaneus), the 
“good” Tylopilus (Tylopilus ferrugineus), 
four okay boletes (Boletus campestris, B. 
fraternus, B. chrysenteron), and B. pul-
verulentus, and one red-pored bolete (B. 
Subvelutipes). Someone found one bright 
lemon yellow-pored bolete, perhaps, B. 
auriporus or B. innixus. One collection 
of Boletus chrysenteron showed the white 
mold and yellow powder of Hypomyces 
chrysospermus.

We spotted four different Amanitas: 
A. vaginata (the gray form), A. flavoru-
bescens, A. rubescens (parasitized by the 
white mold Hypomyces hyalinus), and the 
tiny A. russuloides.

We also found quite a few Russulas, 
including the good eating R. mariae (red 

to purple cap with a bloom and pink on 
the stem) and R. cyanoxantha (correct 
name is probably R. heterophylla), plus 
the black staining R. albonigra, the pink 
to red ones (R. Vesca, perhaps), two in 
the “foetens” group, R. pectinatoides 
and R.fragrantissima.We also found one 
small yellow & white chicken mushroom 
(Laetiporus cincinnatis) growing at the 
base of a honey locust (for the third year 
in a row). 

In wood chip mulch we saw lots of tired 
red stinkhorns, Phallus rubicundus, and 
some bird’s nest fungi, Crucibulum laeve, 
and false puffballs, Scleroderma sp.; also 
a couple of wine caps, Stropharia rugo-
so-annulata. In grass we saw the dunce 
cap, Conocybe lactea, the lawn mower’s 
mushroom, Panaeolina foenisecii, the 
umbrella inky cap, Coprinus plicatilis, 
and the hairy Psathyrella, P. velutina.

Other mushrooms of interest included 
the garlic smelling Marasmius scorodoni-
us, the tough-fleshy Panus rudis, a rem-
nant of a ringless honey mushroom clus-
ter (Armillaria tabescens), and a fresh 
fruiting of never before seen in the park 
Melanoleuca alboflavida.

[Nearly all of these can be found pho-
tographed and described in the Audubon 
Guide.] 

Everyone who wanted to had more than 
enough good edibles for a meal. Jaume 
Soler came by Monday evening with a 
huge container full of choice boletes he 
collected in Central Park after our walk 
was over. He got caught in the downpour 
but he kept picking. He found pounds 
and pounds of Tylopilus ferrugineus, 
which was very tasty cooked in a little ol-
ive oil with some shallots. Added to his 
collection of chestnut boletes (Gyroporus 
castaneus), he made off with quite a haul 
of good edibles on Sunday.

I got an email from Alice Barner. After 
Sunday’s walk she and Gwen Fabricant, 
on leaving the park, found the black 
staining polypore, Meripilus sumstinei 
(giganteus). They cooked and ate it but it 
was not a taste treat.

Central Park came through once again 
for our NYMS mushroom hunt. Who’d 
have ever thought there could be so many 
mushrooms in something so artificial and 
overused as Central Park?

Lincoff, Central Park, cont. from p.3 
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Bone, Morel Championship, cont. from p. 3 

Cont. p. 10

to register, and so had plenty of time to eat pancakes in the dining hall. That’s where 
I met Dave, the result of pronouncing the ‘s’ in Illinois and his asking where I was 
from.

Dave is a longtime rural Illinois resident, and he represents a certain kind of picker 
that I saw milling around the breakfast buffet: a camouflaged outdoorsman, comfort-
able in the woods, exuding a kind of patronage of the wild, a man in search of a trophy. 
Dave explained the morels were late this year, and I guess he felt sorry that I’d come so 
far for a sparse hunt, because he offered to take me out after the competition for some 
hunting on our own. I ate my pancakes in a state of ecstasy. Not even 12 hours on the 
ground and I’d found someone who would share his spots with me. 

After breakfast I went outside to wait for one of the four idling yellow school buses 
that would take us to the hunting grounds. I stood against a building to block the 
wind—it was a chilly 55º—next to a couple who were doing the same. We started talk-
ing. Al is a motorcycle dude, all the way: leather jacket, motorcycle boots, a long grey 
ponytail. He represents another type of mushroom hunter—one I’ve met in the com-
mercial morel forests in Montana: off the grid, live free or die, in search of whatever 
can be acquired with no cash down. His wife, Dee, was a steady, self-confident woman, 
a former Iraq war veteran in a soldier’s cap, and as devoted a mushroom hunter as I 
have ever met.

“You come with us, and you’ll find mushrooms,” Al promised. “We’ll find you on the 
golf course.” 

We did indeed go to a golf course—which worried me temporarily: I didn’t think a 
putting green was very sporty. We all bundled out of the buses and I got a look at my 
fellow hunters. Mainly of the camo variety, there were a few motorcycle guys like Al 
scattered throughout the group. There were no hippies, which surprised me, and as 
usual in these situations, I was the only one wearing black. Tom Nauman, the founder 
of the Morel Mania website and this hunt, stood atop an ambulance parked near the 
clubhouse. After a few self-congratulatory words about how big the hunt has become 
in its 12 years of operation, he pulled the trigger of his starter gun and off we all ran, 
rather undignified if you ask me, across the green, morel walking sticks, spore boys, 
and rubber boots flapping. Al and Dee headed west into the woods.

Dee disappeared right away, but Al led me along, a Busch beer in one hand, smok-
ing cigarettes the whole time, pointing with his lit butt at one tree or another. “You’ll 
find morels under that there elm,” he said, pointing at a tremendous tangle of thorny 
bramble.

While Al sat on a stump, I crawled under, my clothes and hair tugged and ripped 
as I pushed through. But sure enough, there were morels: medium sized blonds and 
putty-colored browns. Using this technique, Al and I found about 35 mushrooms, but 
because we shared a bag, I didn’t submit them for competition. Actually, everyone was 
grousing that there weren’t many mushrooms, although most people seemed to have 
collected a pound in the two hours we hunted.

The auction followed the hunt, and somewhere in the middle of it, the hunt winners 
were announced. I didn’t care about the $200 prize money, but it is the weirdest thing 
with trophies: I covet them once I see them. In this case, a tacky plaque shaped like 
the state of Illinois with a little resin morel attached. Biggest mushroom (6” by 6”) and 
smallest mushroom (.375” by .5”) also won prizes, although I heard an even smaller 
mushroom than the winner was found, only to be dropped on the floor and lost.

Hunters from around the state brought mushrooms to sell, and they were expensive: 
prices varied from $50 to $90 a pound—pretty much what the tourists pay at Dean & 
Deluca. One fellow, a jockey from Florida, filled a cooler with these pricey mushrooms, 
peeling off fifty-dollar bills from a wad of cash as thick as a cutlet. Dave sat next to me 
at the auction, and he explained that some hunters soaked the mushrooms to make the 
bag heavier. At one point a shaggy pale-eyed dude from LA shuffled up and asked if I 
was the New York reporter who was just there to have fun, and then proceeded to tell 
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Mycopolis
If you’re needing either a Mexican food fix, respite from Soho, or a bite of some-

thing mushroom while you’re shopping for mushrooms in Chinatown, I suggest La 
Esquina at the juncture of Kenmare, Lafayette and Center Sts. in lower Manhattan 
(lower Soho/east of Broadway). While the restaurant dinner menu is average, the café 
is very reasonable, and the taqueria rocks, with the likes of “hongo y epazote,” a taco 
of seasonal mushrooms, epazote (an herb), hominy and queso blanco (Mexican white 
cheese), for $3.00. What I have found especially tasty is their “quesadilla de huitlaco-
che,” described on the menu as: Mexican truffle, roasted corn, epazote, mushrooms, 
queso oaxaca, for $7.00. You might remember the NYMS investigations of huitlacoche 
(corn smut) last year. A popular food in Mexico, corn with the fungus growing on it 
is making its way into our midst. So far the place has been too busy to find out if the 
Mexican truffle somehow refers to the huitlacoche or if that is the corn and there is 
some bonus truffle along with it. I think I may be too slow in getting the words out in 
Spanish to get an answer from the kitchen. I’m still investigating. Yum.

me he always finds morels after he’s done a good deed, implying that he was very well 
behaved during the spring.

After a pork chop sandwich—delicious but yet another architecturally difficult 
meal—Dave took me to a spot he’d scoped out beside the river earlier in the day. We 
hunted a sandy bank of young firs and dying elms across the road from river wetlands. 
It was strewn with the kind of garbage that people chuck out of their cars. I kept ex-
pecting to stumble over a corpse. But mushrooms don’t bother with the aesthetics of 
their place, sometimes even seem to prefer skanky areas, and true to form, this one 
was blanketed with blond morels. I picked about three pounds with Dave, and we 
talked about mortgages and colleges and all the stuff that preoccupies middle-aged 
people regardless of how cool their sunglasses are.

That night at the Harbor Inn I did an inventory: a hefty four pounds of nice looking 
morels which I distributed among four pie boxes I’d brought. There was a steak house 
within walking distance, and after convincing the waitress to resuscitate a salad bar 
that looked like it had just returned from a transatlantic flight, I ate. I was ravenous.

The next morning I had a tentative plan to hunt with Al and Dee at their spot “where 
no one else ever goes” but as I couldn’t get hold of them early, I signed on for the mo-
rel hunting tour with Tom Nauman. I balked at the $75 price tag, but Tom said it was 
way worth it. Plus I’d get some swag. While I waited for our group to convene in the 
arts hall, I perused the morel junk. There were morel-themed refrigerator magnets, 
salt and peppershakers, napkin holders, statuettes of all sorts, t-shirts, hats, aprons... I 
almost bought a pair of resin morel earrings, but when I tried them on they looked like 
misshapen beige warts hanging from my earlobes. What is it about morels? You don’t 
see puffball jewelry. You don’t see porcini key chains. Nobody carves chanterelles in 
the tips of deer antlers. Morels, like cannoli, chocolate, and BBQ, are just one of those 
fetishized foods. 

We took a bus, driven by a bottle-blond driver who told me numerous times how 
she could never stand to live in the rat race that is New York City, to a lovely farm 
somewhere. Tom led the group into bramble and scramble, through woods, in and out 
of fields, pointing out dead elms with no mushrooms under them, all the while talking 
about how many hits the Morel Mania site had gotten that spring. Oh, I guess at the 
end the entire group found a couple of pounds, but was it worth it? I guess if you didn’t 
know what an elm was. Or what dead was.

Lucky for me Al and Dee were hanging out in the parking lot drinking coffee when 
we returned. I couldn’t get my freebies fast enough—a bottle of water and a thin vol-

Laurie Hogin’s comments (see back cover): 
“When I was a child, I spent most all of my 
time in the woods near my NY suburban 
home, studying lots of plant and animal 
species, most especially fungus.  I took and 
catalogued spore prints, I pored over field 
guides, I drew lots of fruiting bodies pic-
tures and attempted, totally unsuccessful-
ly, to nurture terreria containing fungus.  
I LOVE fungus.  To this day, it makes me 
happy beyond reason to find and contem-
plate specimens in the woods.  
“Fungus provides an array of useful artis-
tic metaphors for me because of its unseen 
existance and activity, because of Western 
mycophobia and its other cultural impli-
cations, and because of its function in eco-
systems.  My paintings are full of fungus 
images; mushroom caps and shelf fungi 
often have text or other information on 
them.  I concieve of them as monologuing 
self-portraits (this is not a comment on 
my looks or my stature; I am 5’5” and a 
normally attractive person--but there is a 
sense of symbolic kinship of some kind!)
In the case of PATRIOT fungus, I was 
simply considering the resemblance of 
Artist’s Fungus to campaign bunting, and 
availing myself of the fruiting body of that 
species of both evidence of rot within its 
host as well as the agent of renewal.  I sim-
ply added the brand-USA colors to turn it 
into a political metaphor.  The piece was 
done just as Bush got his USA PATRIOT 
Act enacted.”

Laurie Hogin’s work can be seen on her 
website: www.lauriehogin.com
 

Bone, Morel Championship, cont. from p. 9 
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tion email will be sent to you. Click a link in that email and the information will then 
be sent to you in a second email. New members will automatically be made registered 
users (just as they had automatically been added to the Listserve. If you want to receive 
only postal mail from the NYMS, please contact Paul Sadowski [pabloski1@verizon.
net] to opt out of email messages.)

If your email address changes, you can now update it yourself at the website. After 
you log in under your username at the top right, click “Edit Profile.”

All members will continue to be postal mailed the NYMS newsletter four times a 
year and the Walks List (unless you’ve opted out and receive these through email).

The season is here and we’re excited about having the interactive web site where all 
members can share info, ask questions, and post photos. Be sure to add www.newyork-
myc.org  to your web browser’s favorites list or even make it your home page! (You can 
do this in most browsers by clicking the Tools menu, and selecting Internet Options.)

If you have any questions about these changes, I’ve started a forum at the NYMS web 
site under “Website Issues.”

Release
I hereby release the New York Mycological Society, any officer or member thereof, from any legal responsibility for injuries or accidents in-
curred during or as result of any mushroom identification, field trip, excursion, meeting, or dining, sponsored by the Society.

Your signature(s):_____________________________________________________________          Date: _____________________

Name(s)
Address
City, State, Zip
Phone Email


Membership
Individual—�0.00
Family—30.00
NAMA—3�.00

Through the NYMS members can optionally get a North Amer-
ician Mushroom Association membership at a discount. Make 
check(s) payable to NYMS and to NAMA separately, mail to:
Charles Luce, Treasurer 
New York Mycological Society 
518 Gregory Ave. C312 
Weehawken, NJ 07086

Catskill Weekend
September 26-29, 2008
30.00 deposit X number of guests ________ = __________
____ need ride ____ have car space
Registrants names:
_________________________________________________
_________________________________________________
_________________________________________________
Make your check payable to NYMS, mail it with this form to:
Paul Sadowski 
�05 E. 94 St., #9 
New York, NY 101�8-3780

ume called Find the Tree, Find the Morel—before I hopped in my car to follow them to 
their mystery grounds.

We passed the airport in Peoria, and pulled into a military installation. Dee showed 
her pass and yucked it up with the baby-faced boys holding automatic rifles and drove 
us to a beautiful moist forest on the base. It was true—there was no one else there. 
However, the forest was at the end of a firing range, and practice was going on. Bullets 
whizzed overhead periodically, freaking me out but Dee wasn’t perturbed. “That’s just 
the police practicing,” she said. “Now if it were machine gunners, I’d say walk low.”

They sent me back to New York loaded with morels. Sitting in the plane, I thought 
about my flight over, how I’d felt so much the lone mushroomer then, and how differ-
ent my experience actually was. Were the people so nice because of a kind of morel 
brotherhood? I don’t know. 

Maybe it’s just Peoria.



Paul Sadowski
�05 E. 94 St., #9
New York, NY 101�8-3780

Laurie Hogin, PATRIOT Fungus (detail), 2004, dimensions variable, edition of 3, Littlejohn Contemporary Art Gallery.  More on p. 10. 


