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Forest Plunder, Liquid Gold
Judging from the pics on Facebook, this year’s Chanterelle Weekend in Vermont 
was a success. Charles Luce posted an enviable still life –baskets overflowing 
with golden fungal trumpets of delight. Hooray for abundance.
I sometimes lose track of everything I want to try when faced with the happy 
tragedy of too many mushrooms. Because I don’t care for chanterelles after 
they’ve been dried (and there’s only so much room in my perpetually crowded 
freezer), I’m always curious to find new preservation methods that capture their 
evanescent fruity/earthy aroma. 
A couple years ago, I met a woman at one of our club walks that grew up in 
the former Soviet Union. She spoke rapturously about her love of chanterelles. 
I asked how she liked to prepare them. The recommendation of hers that most 
piqued my curiosity was putting chanties up in vodka.
I’m not a big consumer of hard alcohol, but the idea of infusing a neutral spirit 
like vodka with chanterelles struck me as brilliant. Could that aromatic apricot 
and sphagnum headiness be extracted? I was hell bent to find out.
After enjoying some of the Colorado chanterelles that Eugenia Bone had  
sautéed and frozen in a previous season, those struck me as the perfect  
choice for a booze infusion. They were the most flavorful and intense variety I 
had ever tasted. So I optimistically brought a very large bottle of Tito’s with me 
to Telluride last August. While porcini came up in numbers during Shroomfest, 
the local chantie season was a bust. Some would have cracked the bottle to 
drown their sorrows, but I knew I had another opportunity coming up. 
When visiting family in Oregon later in September, I struck gold – or rather  
Pacific golden chanterelles (Cantharellus formosus). These weren’t quite as 
strongly scented as other species I’d encountered (e.g., Cantharellus cibarius, 
Cantharellus lateritius), but they would do. With fifteen pounds gathered over  
a couple days, we had plenty to spare.
In a half-gallon glass jug, I added about ½ to ¾ of a pound of quartered chante-
relles, filled it with vodka, and stashed it in a dark cupboard. I intentionally didn’t 
over-clean the mushrooms in favor of terroir (knowing the proof would kill any 
stray nasties). When the mushrooms sank to the bottom of the jug, the infusion 
was complete – about 2 or 3 weeks.
The resulting elixir took on both the warm-toned hue and the subtle fruity 
fragrance of the fresh chanterelles – plus a whiff of Douglas fir needles and the 
slight funk of black Cascadian soil. It was perfect as-is poured over ice, but also 
quite nice in a mixed drink that I concocted with a splash of elderflower liqueur 
(“The Golden Duffbuster,” recipe in this issue).
There aren’t many fungi that I’d care to imbibe – maybe the anise-scented 
Clitocybe odora. The thought of a Lactarius volemus cocktail makes me a tad 
queasy. But the next time you’re loaded down with more chanterelles than you 
can eat, just remember – you can also drink a few. Cheers!.
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Catskill Weekend 2014
Dates: Friday September 19 to Sunday September 21, 2014. 
Location: Big Indian, New York
Following the devastation of Hurricane Irene, the Crystal Spring House has 
been restored and upgraded. We will have the house as our base for a week-
end of mushrooming this year. The accommodations allow for double occupan-
cy sleeping, twin & double beds. There’s a large kitchen (by NYC standards), 
a dining room and parlors plus a wrap-around veranda. To get a feel for the 
house visit the website http://www.thecrystalspringhouse.com/
The weekend begins with a Friday night travelers’ supper at the house. Satur-
day starts with breakfast, followed by a lunch at Frost Valley YMCA where we 
will forage on their land. This property has given us good collections of honeys, 
oysters, greylings, and porcini in years past. I’ll lead a mycology session and 
a special Saturday night dinner. Sunday there’s breakfast before breaking for 
our return trip to New York with stops along the way for mushroom hunts in the 
Shawangunks.
Contact Paul Sadowski for further details pabloski1@verizon.net or use the res-
ervation box included in the membership form in this newsletter. Note: a $100 
deposit should accompany the printed reservation coupon, payable by check 
to “New York Mycological Society” (please don’t abbreviate as NYMS). Reserve 
no later than September 12, 2013. I expect the food and lodging to cost around 
$170.00 for the weekend.

2014 Foul Weather Friends -  
Monday Night Mushroom Study Group
This year’s FWF meetings will be held at the New York Horticultural Society  
(148 West 37th, 13th floor, Manhattan). All meetings will begin at 6:00pm,  
ending at 8pm. (It is recommended that members arrive before 7pm to be  
sure to gain admission to the lobby before the doorman leaves for the day.)
These meetings are reserved for NYMS members only.
Dates for 2014 are:
September 2 (Tues), 8, 15, 29
October 6, 20, 27.
All dates are Mondays except where indicated; additional dates TBD.

Remember! 
Stay responsibly in touch with us.  
If your telephone number, mailing  
or email address changes, please 
contact Paul Sadowski, Secretary 
with your new information. On your 
membership form, please consider 
going paperless when it comes to 
receiving these newsletters. Newslet-
ters sent via email (PDF file format) 
are in color, have live web links,  
help us contain costs, and use  
fewer natural resources! 

NYMS walks policy: We meet when 
public transportation arrives. Check 
the walks schedule for other trans-
portation notes. Walks last 5-6 hours 
and are of moderate difficulty except 
where noted. Bring your lunch, water, 
knife, a whistle (in case you get lost or 
injured), and a basket for mushrooms. 
Please let a walk leader know if you 
are going to leave early.
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.  
Nonmembers’ attendance is $5 for  
an individual and $10 for a family.

We ask that members refrain from  
visiting walk sites two weeks prior  
to the walk.

Warning: Many mushrooms are toxic. 
Neither the Society nor individual 
members are responsible for the iden-
tification or edibility of any fungus.
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Oregon Truffles (part 2 of 2)
By Eugenia Bone

Our first two truffle hunting adventures in the Willamette Valley the last week 
of February were with dogs under Douglas fir, for whites (Tuber oregonense), 
which have a pungent, garlicky, BO scent and blacks (Leucangium carthusia-
num), which smell like a cross between a fart and a pineapple (both smells 
BTW, are absolutely intoxicating, despite their, um, feral nature). As I watched 
the dogs crisscross the forest, noses to the ground and in the air, the hunters 
explained that scents are like streams of water floating between the trees and 
once the dogs cross the path of truffle scent they follow it to its source. I could 
practically visualize the scents traveling through the woods, like rivers of color. 
With our load of truffles, my hosts Pam Buesing, Don Moore, and fellow mooch 
Britt Bunyard and I tested different lipids for truffle aroma absorption. We 
wrapped the truffles (whites and blacks separately) in paper towels and added 
them to plastic containers with butter, mild cheeses of all sorts (cow, goat, and 
sheep), cream, coconut milk, eggs, avocado, yogurt, curds, and hazelnuts. 
Every day we changed the paper towels because the truffles released so much 
moisture, and boy, every time we opened the fridge, we’d get hit with a blast of 
truffle aroma that almost made our eyes water.
Britt Bunyard and I were lucky enough to be invited to hunt truffles and eat  
dinner with Jack Czarnecki at the Joel Palmer House. I had rented a small car, 
but still it was a bit nerve wracking to back out of Pam and Don’s driveway as 
every inch of the property is gardened with vegetables, herbs, and flowers—
right up to the edge of the tarmac. In other words, no shoulder. The fact that I 
was a tiny bit hesitant backing up was enough to get Britt going for the rest of 
the drive down to Dayton. Every time I braked, he would feign whiplash. Every 
time I would turn (and there were a few curvy roads) he would sway way over 
in the passenger seat and pretend he was getting carsick. There were a few 
stoplights when I considered giving him the heave ho.
We met Jack Czarnecki at his house, where he promptly served us a tasting of 
some charcuterie that he’d exposed to truffles, but I couldn’t taste the truffle,  
or even smell it. Britt said he did. I think it is problematic if some people can 
smell the aroma and others can’t. It leads me to believe that there is some 
olfactory wishful thinking going on, or maybe it’s a matter of training. A gouda 
cheese had a good truffle aroma, but still, compared to the truffle cheese I  
buy on Arthur Avenue in the Bronx (sheep’s milk cheese with a layer of summer 
truffles), there just wasn’t much there there. I tasted some of Jack’s truffle oils 
(white and black) as well, and while I got some perfume off the bottle, it was, 
to my nose, very faint. A fresh bottle of black truffle oil that I opened later was 
significantly more potent (http://www.oregontruffleoil.com/).
Jack is an outgoing, generous enthusiast of mushrooms in general and Oregon 
truffles in particular. He kindly took us to a Douglas fir plantation where he 
taught us the art of raking for white truffles. The stands were dark, cool, quiet. 
No birds, no other plants, just yards and yards of fir growing in tidy rows. The 
trick to finding the truffle is to spot truffle bits and holes dug by squirrels and 
other critters, and rake around that tree. One must rake away the pine needles 
softly, or the fine root hairs of the trees get caught up on the tines of the rake. 
Done properly, and plop! Out pops a small white truffle, disengaged from its 
mycelium, a little orb loose in a universe of dark pine duff. While Britt and Jack 
gossiped, I raked. I found a dozen or so tiny truffles, some no bigger than a  
juniper berry, though they had a mighty smell. It was the end of the season, 
Jack said, hence the scant collection. In my bucket they looked like a broken 
string of pearls.
Jack explained to us that Oregon truffles must ripen. This is different from what 
I know of European truffles, which lose flavor within days of being unearthed. 
With the Oregon white truffle, the color darkens, the texture softens, and the 

©Photos by Eugenia Bone
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odor intensifies before 
peaking. Thereafter it 
becomes brown and 
squishy and in short or-
der, absolutely disgust-
ing smelling. We didn’t 
find any black truffles, 
but had brought a load 
for Jack’s son Christo-
pher—a 4th generation 
restaurateur and chef-
-to make for dinner at 
the Joel Palmer House 
in Dayton, Oregon.

And what a dinner it was! Very delicious, and creative, we had, for the amuse, 
carrot tartar with black trumpets, mushroom risotto with Oregon white truffles, 
and a beet tartar with Oregon black truffles; then seared fois gras with my 
favorite flavor of the meal: caramelized onions with candy caps (wow); A sweet 
brown onion soup with Cordyceps and Madera wine, with truffle-infused gouda 
melted on toast and garnished with Oregon black truffles; a tangle of angel hair 
pasta with Oregon white truffles; unctuous beef tenderloin with porcini sauce; 
and an array of gorgeous deserts, among them, candy cap s’mores. I think we 
had Heidi’s (Jack’s wife) mushroom tart, too. 
Conversation was fungal and increasingly rowdy as the evening wore on. Britt 
was on excellent behavior, though once in the car he did pretend once again  
to be terrified of my driving and kept clutching the dashboard and praying all 
the way back to Portland. 
Britt and I shared a talk at the Oregon Mycological society. He did a nice  
science-y thing and I told stories about the forays and festivals that I’ve attend-
ed over the years. Because I had to depart for the airport at the crack of dawn,  
I said my goodbyes to Don and Pam that night. They are possibly the most  
patient people in the world. They not only endured Britt and me for days,  
but also our endless squabbling. Pam had kindly packed a container of our  
infused products and considering how aromatic they were, I had great hopes. 
The next morning, early, I backed out of their driveway, unfortunately running 
over a lovely patch of just blossomed crocuses. 
Back in New York I tested the various products we had tried to aromatize.  
The eggs broke in my luggage, so my plan to make mayonnaise with the yolks 
didn’t pan out. Pam told me her eggs didn’t have any flavor anyway. The cheese 
was flavorful when I first opened the package, but then quickly dissipated.  
The butter lasted longer: even after it was frozen you could smell the truffles, 
but I didn’t find that it flavored food. On a morel hunt with David Campbell  
a few months later we ate very tasty Oregon truffle butter, but he had cut up  
a load of truffles into the butter, and aromatized it. 
So here’s the takeaway: Tuber oregonense will aromatize butter effectively  
if you use a lot of truffles and if you add cut up truffles when they are at their 
peak. Lipids aromatized with the L. carthusianum don’t hold the flavor any 
longer T. oregonense, and actually get kind of putrid smelling after a week. 
Certainly, the white truffles of Oregon hold their flavor longer than the white 
truffles of Italy, which, from what I can tell (and I’ve made truffle oil from Tuber 
magnatum pico) is not very long at all. Here’s what else: Eating mushrooms at 
the Joel Palmer house is a very good idea (the Czarneckis have a cute rental 
cottage, too: Fox Farm Cottage (http://www.foxfarmcottage.com) which is a 
great launching pad for wine country excursions). Pam and Don are angels,  
and Britt, well, I’m thinking about going to the International Mycology  
Conference in Bangkok with him. I hear we won’t need to rent a car.

©Chanterelle Illustration Deirdre Newman

Chanterelle Vodka  
Cocktail:  
“The Golden Duffbuster”
By Jason Cortlund
This combination reminds me of the 
woods of Oregon, where I grew up. 
I’m not much of a mixologist, so  
measurements are all approximate. 
I’ve found that too much elderflower 
can overpower (rather than enhance) 
the fruitiness of the chanterelles. 
1 to 2 ounces homemade chanterelle 
vodka
½  ounce elderflower liqueur such as 

St. Germain, or elderflower simple 
syrup (you can find many recipes 
online for making both elderflower 
liqueur and syrup)

½ ounce fresh lemon juice (I use 
Meyer lemons, if available)
Seltzer (to taste)
Ice
You can do it up in a shaker and 
strain it into a fancy glass if you like, 
but it tastes just fine stirred and 
served on the rocks.
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Mushrooming around the globe
By Arabella Hutter
We had been told not to expect gourmet cuisine, but it was worse than predict-
ed. Even the famed Mongolian barbecues were not on the menu—the South-
ern area we were visiting had no trees or fuel for fires. The daily diet was fatty 
mutton boiled in water. A couple of slices of carrots and onion, if we were lucky. 
A handful of rice imported from China, maybe. Finding Agaricus growing in the 
rolling hills of Mongolia was a real treat. These green, velvet-looking prairies are 
in fact a cold desert where grass grows on a sandy soil. The Agaricus genus 
seems to love it. I had heard about finding too many mushrooms to bother to 
pick them all, but never believed it. I was glad to finally experience this first 
hand.
The first day I was gathering the Agaricus, I ran into a shepherd on his horse. 
He was bringing his sheep back to his yurt at the end of the afternoon. I helped 
him, driving one flank of the herd as he held the other, while picking mushrooms 
at the same time. He pointed to a different bunch. But instead of my benign 
Agaricus, these mushrooms were white on top, white under, with a ring. Now I 
know that because it didn’t have a volva, it might be edible—but I still would not 
eat it unless checked by a higher authority. At the time, I thought this shepherd 
was out to kill me and my family! When I didn’t pick them, he looked at me 
puzzled and taken aback. Later on the trip, a clan chief had our driver translate 
that he was worried we were going to eat these white and black mushrooms, 
which might be dangerous, when one should only eat only the completely white 
ones. Cultural clash. 
We’ve mostly mushroomed in Switzerland—though it is frustrating to be there 
in summer when it doesn’t rain, and come back to the Tri-state area in the fall 
which is so often dry, while Switzerland gets all soggy from September on. 
While a lot of the mushrooms are the same as here, their distribution is very  
different. There are fewer wood growing mushrooms, but others are more abun-
dant, such as Coprinus comatus (one of my personal favorites) or porcini. 
Picking wild mushrooms in Switzerland is a national pastime. You need to get 
up early or they will all have been collected. Families each have their “coins,”  
or secret mushroom spots, which are passed from generation to generation. 
Each town pays a certified inspector to check mushrooms for free. The head 
inspector of Lausanne organized an outing, which Numen and I attended. He 
reminded participants that we are limited to 2kgs (5lbs) of mushrooms per fam-
ily per outing, and that we are not supposed to pick young mushrooms. Some 
mushrooms are “protected” and cannot be picked at all. I restrained myself and 
left behind some young chanterelles and porcini. Yes, I did. Afterward, we chat-
ted with the inspector who was very sympathetic. We told him we find quite a 
lot of Grifola in the Tri-state area. His face took on a dreamy expression:  
“Grifola,” he said longingly. “I’ve never found a Grifola in my life.”

NYMS Participates in  
Eco-Festival 2014 
By Eugenia Bone
This three-day event was held in late 
April at the Kingsborough Community 
College Campus in Brooklyn, New 
York. Eco-Festival is an annual event 
that aims to raise ecological literary, 
foster civic and global citizenship, 
promote meaningful dialogue about 
environmental issues and sustainable 
development, and inspire grass-roots 
environmental action and steward-
ship. A series of lectures, film screen-
ings and panel discussions were 
made available to the student body. 
The NYMS participated in the “Share 
Fair,” where numerous tables were 
set up and staffed by representatives 
from a variety of conservation organi-
zations. Thanks to Claudine Michaud, 
the NYMS table was very jazzy. It 
attracted many students who were 
interested in more than just informa-
tion on “shrooms.” 
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Book Review: Larry Millman’s Giant Polypores  
& Stoned Reindeer 
By JJ Murphy
Giant Polypores & Stoned Reindeer: Rambles in Kingdom Fungi is the full title  
of this series of essays by Lawrence Millman, who like the rest of the rock stars 
of the mushroom world, have changed the way I see nature. 
I met Millman when he joined the New York Mycological Society for a pop-up 
walk in New York City’s Inwood Hill Park earlier this year. I was gifted this book 
as a reward for finding what Millman considered the most interesting mushroom 
of the day, Rosellinia sp., which is one of over 100 fungi identified as Rosellinia. 
Before I met mycologists with an eye for detail, I would have stepped right over 
this minute fungus en route to a showier mushroom.
The first few pages of this book highlight facts that surprised me: “Less than 
10% of all fungi have been identified.”  Will I live long enough to make a dent  
in that research?
And food for thought:  “You can remove all the birds and still have a forest, but  
if you remove all the fungi, the forest will die. Indeed, you could say that the 
trees in that forest are the photosynthetic appendages of fungi.”
I had no clue that ”…according to recent molecular phylogenetic analyses of 
proteins, animals and fungi are sister groups, with similar motile cells as well as 
similar mitochondria…” No wonder mushrooms have resonated with me since 
my childhood rambles through the extensive woods behind our house.
Anything is possible, but I don’t expect to visit most of the parts of this earth 
that Millman describes in his essays. Following his word pictures across the 
globe on his mycological adventures is the next best thing.
The giant polypore in the title is Bridgeoporus nobillissimus. “Specimens have 
been known to tip the scales at 300 pounds.” It gets title credit for: being en-
dangered, despite its size; its refusal to be cultured, therefore being difficult to 
study; and its weird appearance.
“The world is full of unusual fungi… But I’d never encountered any fungal entity 
quite like this Bridgeoporous. If I were asked to describe it, I would say that it 
looked less like a bear than an enormous green pizza somehow bred with a  
wire terrier.”
I expected this mycological adventurer to be accompanied by fellow mycolo-
gists who lived in some of the areas described. I recognized many names and 
their achievements in the world of mycology. But Millman’s visits to indigenous 
communities added another perspective to his – and my – understanding of the 
ways in which mushrooms can be used.
Stoned reindeer get title credit from the Sami culture that lives in northeastern 
Siberia. ”…While they [reindeer] will eat almost any mushroom, especially  
during the rut, when they are actively seeking protein, they’re especially fond of  
A. muscaria.  If they eat it, they often end up stumbling around in what would  
appear to be a stoned manner.”
Millman goes on to describe how Sami reindeer herders “…collect A. muscaria 
fruiting bodies and create trails out of them, the better to make their reindeer 
go where they want them to go.” A. muscaria, common name Fly Agaric, is that 
jaunty red capped mushroom with the white dots. When you say “mushroom”  
it is what most people visualize. It is used as a sacrament by the Chukotka 
people of northeast Siberia, which describe the effect as that of flying.
Mushroom use by native cultures in North America is common knowledge. 
Fomes fomentarius, known as the tinder polypore was widely used by the Cree 

cont. p. 9

Spring ’14 Mushrooming 
Anecdotes
By Paul Sadowski
John Cage wrote that mushrooms 
appear in the most surprising places. 
This spring has not been one for the 
mushroom record books but it will 
stand out in my memory as proof of 
Cage’s point.
The late cold spring complicated  
our expectations. The Morel Break-
fast walk confirmed that the morel 
season would indeed be late this year 
as nearly nothing came up under the 
apple, elm and ash. In prior years, 
the late spring led to a compressed 
schedule. Instead of the normal  
progression from the blacks to the 
half-free, followed by the blondes  
and tulips, all these species seemed 
to come up at the same time. So it 
was in 2014.
The next hunt for me was about ten 
days after the Morel Breakfast hunt. 
There had been plenty of rain so our 
hopes ran high. But again it was slim 
pickings. We were milling around the 
car, parked in a copse of white pine, 
contemplating our next move when 
Claude Martz noticed some black 
morels growing at our feet. They were 
quite dark so one had to be standing 
on them to see them. Though far  
short of a haul, we did come up with  
a half dozen blacks in decent shape.
On the following Saturday, the  
discovery of Morchella diminutiva (aka 
M. deliciosa, or the tulip morel) at the 
Inwood Hill walk had me thinking that 
there just might be bounty in the tulip 
poplar stands of our woods. So out 

cont. p. 11
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I MIGHT JUST BE A CHANTERELLE 
(and then again, I might not)

If I were a fungus I might be a  
chanterelle,  
the Barbie doll of mushroomdom,  
wasp-waisted, fabulously bosomed, 
poking my blonde self up just 
when summer got interesting. 
Everybody wants to date a chanterelle-- 
I could have my pick  
of pickers.  
Once at a costume party 
I was Violet Cort, only because 
I had the fixin’s handy -- purple cloak, 
violet umbrella, and leftover Hallowe’en  
fake webbing for the cortina.  
I got a prize, too, probably because  
mushrooms don’t wear pants.
My first choice would be (ta-da!)  
Hericium!  A/K/A Lion’s Mane,  
an alabaster beauty hard to typecast.  
But what about Chicken Mushroom --  
I could have a whole tree to myself,  
wear crossing guard colors --  
or Giant Puffball, go out with a bang,  
or Stinkhorn (tee-hee!).  Oh, 
who am I kidding, once an Amanita, 
always an Amanita

Terry-Anya Hayes
6_16_2014

Some Thoughts on Chicken Mushrooms
By Dennis Aita
Chicken mushrooms just happen to be one of my favorite mushrooms for the 
table. I love them but not everyone does and I can understand why. Too often 
they are collected when they are too old and are tough. And many methods for 
cooking them don’t bring out their best qualities.
In our area we have at least 2 species: the yellow-pored Laetiporus sulphureus 
and the white-pored L. cincinnatus. I slightly prefer the former as I think that 
they have a stronger aroma and they are prettier with more intense orange  
colorations on their caps and the yellow pores.  In the field one should only  
collect tender specimens. As they mature it may be such that only the outsides 
of the shelves are still tender. There seems to be a trade-off between texture 
and aroma. When young and very tender they have less of an aroma but  
develop more flavor (up to a point) as they get more mature.
I like them best deep-fried. Of course, many foods taste wonderful when deep-
fried. But in this case, chicken mushrooms really shine with this method: crispy 
on the outside, tender and often still juicy (if not picked too mature) with quick 
cooking, and colorful on the plate.
If using this method then high heat is essential for this absorbent polypore. As 
with eggplant, one doesn’t want to use the combination of low heat and lots of 
oil—a perfect scenario for a greasy, oily end result. But unlike eggplant, which 
must be thoroughly cooked to become softened, chicken mushrooms cook 
very quickly and lengthy cooking with high heat will only dry them out. There are 
some mushrooms that must be cooked for a period of time to remove toxins or 
to soften them. Not so with chicken mushrooms.  
I prefer to use breadcrumbs to get the best crispy texture. A dusting with flour 
or cornstarch really doesn’t work that well. A batter such as with the tempura 
method can be very good but is more complicated as it takes more skill, can be 
very messy, and often results in a less crispy, dried-out, or even an oily product 
as the water in the batter will lower the temperature of the oil.
Using only tender pieces (the larger the better) I dip them in beaten egg (plenty 
of salt and pepper are best), and then coat them with breadcrumbs. One can 
also toss with flour as a first step before putting them in the egg. Fry in high 
heat, at least 375 degrees, for a couple of minutes in enough oil to at least 
submerge the mushrooms (I use a fat fryer with lots of oil). They will brown and 
crisp quickly. Don’t overcook.
Once in awhile I luck out and find chicken mushrooms with large shelves that 
are also still tender. Then I make chicken mushrooms parmigiana. As soon as 
the mushrooms are cooked I top them with some grated Parmigiano-Reggiano 
(or some other good cheese) and some shredded mozzarella, and then quickly 
bake them in a hot oven (or use a top broiler) until the cheese melts. No tomato 
sauce is needed.
Less interesting to me is to sauté them. There are mushrooms such as the com-
mon white button Agaricus mushroom that are often sautéed with high heat to 
first drive out the water to intensify the mushroom flavor at which point the high 
heat creates additional flavors with the browning of the mushroom. I don’t think 
that this method works well with chicken mushrooms as they contain less water 
than most mushrooms and they cook quickly. Further cooking with high heat 
will quickly make them dry and tough. Does it intensify their flavor and is the 
trade-off worth it?

©Photos by Tk
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Book Review (cont’d)
people of Ouje-Bougoumou in  
northern Quebec both as tinder to 
start a fire and also to transport a 
coal. I’ve seen this done by Barry 
Keegan, my bushcraft mentor. But 
I did not know that this tribe also 
uses F. fomentarius as a smoldering 
polypore smudge to repel mosquitos 
and black-fly. “I can personally  
attest…not only does it work better  
than DEET, but it’s a lot healthier.”
Mushroom study is made even more 
challenging by the political climate 
in any given country. I would have 
been terrified to venture anywhere 
near Honduras, but like any truly 
passionate mycologist, the desire for 
knowledge outweighs personal risk. 
I’m glad Millman got an opportunity 
to document a portion of the fungi 
kingdom. According to his guide,  
“deforestation was occurring in  
Honduras at the astonishing rate  
of 3,000 square kilometers a year.” 
Millman’s urgent plea for study of this 
area is chilling: “Otherwise, there will 
be no documentation of the fungal 
species that once lived here.”
This book is worth reading a few 
times. The author balances a joyous 
worldview and a whimsical style with 
serious mycological study. 
JJ Murphy is a freelance nature writer, 
photographer, forager and mycologist 
giving nature a voice.  
Check out JJ’s portfolio at  
www.WriterByNature.com.

Recently NYMS club member Claudine Michaud mentioned that she was  
soaking her chicken mushrooms in milk for an hour before sautéing. So I  
decided to try this method and soaked some L. cincinnatus pieces in rich  
organic milk for several hours, then sautéed them with fairly high heat in  
butter and a little salt and pepper. Quite good.
But then, using the same batch of chicken mushrooms that were still sitting 
in my fridge for several days and starting to dry out I then soaked them in the 
same milk and they remained in the fridge for several days. At a recent Monday 
night ID session, Juniper Perlis cooked them up with great results. She cooked 
them with only butter and a little salt over medium heat for a few minutes  
on each side to brown, then raised the heat and added the milk, which got 
absorbed and reduced into a sauce. They were really delicious this way. I am 
thinking that the lactic acid in the milk probably softened and tenderized  
the mushrooms.

©Photos by Laurie Murphy Laetiporus sulphureus 
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My Letter from Tuscany
By Rosemary Bencini 
Rosemary Bencini is a mycophile and friend of our secretary, Paul Sadowski. 
She wanted to share this seasonal report from her home in Italy with members 
of the NYMS. Rosemary recently translated a new edition of Giovanni Robich’s 
monograph on the genus Mycena, which should be published by Associazione 
Micologica Bresadola before the end of 2014.

October 2013
In the coastal area of Tuscany where I live, there was an extraordinarily prolific 
fruiting season of choice edibles this year. No sooner than the first whispers 
were heard of the deliciously flavored, black-capped Boletus aereus together 
with the eye catchingly attractive Amanita caesarea than mushroom-gatherers 
began to flock from far and wide. News spread like wildfire and the quiet  
country lanes and heads of woodland trails were suddenly as full of parked 
cars as those near the beaches in summer-time. 
All day till dusk, gatherers were seen scrambling out of the thick Mediterranean 
maquis, tired and disheveled but with that satisfied look on their faces which 
comes from a laden basket. Car trunks were filled with far more than the 3 kilos 
per person allowed by the regulations. Sometimes fines were imposed, but 
the woodlands are so extensive that there are loopholes everywhere and the 
forestry officials can do very little to exercise their authority.
Naturally, the plentiful mushroom-harvest brought with it an increase in cases 
of poisoning, though luckily none were fatal this year. Friends at the “Ispettora-
to Micologico” told me the species mainly responsible were as usual Entoloma 
sinuatuam, a look-alike for Clitocybe nebularis, itself potentially toxic but a 
great favorite especially among Tuscans of the older generation, and hard to 
believe but true, Omphalotus olearius confused with Cantharellus cibarius.
Sixth on the list of fungi causing severe gastric upsets were porcini themselves, 
either because they were poorly preserved, because people ate too many and 
too often, or because of individual allergies.

November 2013
For the second year running, introductory courses were held for mushroom-
gatherers throughout the region. So far they are optional and free in Tuscany 
but the plan is to make them compulsory, as in several other regions already, 
together with the fee paid annually by anyone wanting to acquire a gatherer’s 
permit. The courses are organized by the various mycological associations  
using material prepared by the scientific committee of the AGMT (Association 
of Tuscan Mycological Groups) and give a basic review of ecology, habitat  
species identification, cooking and preserving. Next on the committee’s agenda 
is the preparation of material for a basic course on fungi in schools. For such a 
mycophile region as Tuscany, this seems a very good idea.
The highlight of the AGMT’s calendar is the annual three-day workshop and 
foray, held this year in the beautiful countryside near Volterra. One of the  
guest-speakers was Annemieke Verbeken from Ghent University in Belgium, 
who fascinated her audience with her talk on the Lactarius-Russula issue and 
the recent genus Lactifluus. Many of us were surprised to hear that two former 
Lactarius species, now Lactifluus, which had been considered similar except 
for their habitat, L.volemus and L.rugatus, are in fact phylogenetically far apart. 

©Photos by Rosemary Bencini



December 2013
Gales, torrential rain, and flooding brought an abrupt end to the porcini peak, 
and peace reigned once more in the woodlands, except on wild boar hunting 
days. However, the relatively mild weather that followed encouraged the fruiting 
of many other interesting species, not necessarily edibles. 
There is a smallish field just five minutes from where I live, at the beginning  
of a trail leading up into the hills and down to an ancient hermitage with the 
intriguing name of San Guglielmo di Malavalle. It was once an olive-grove, 
though no longer cultivated, and is fringed with conifers. At the top end, there 
is a sheltered, sloping patch of Mediterranean maquis, cut back eighteen 
months ago---in short, a mixed environment which yields a mixed bag of fungi. 
I sometimes go there to collect the odd fresh specimen or two before our local 
association’s weekly meeting and am rarely disappointed. 
At different times, I have found a bright carpet of Hygrocybe persistens and 
Bolbitius vitellinus, a long line of the black and white “magpie” Coprinus,  
C. picaceus, several Amanita species including the deadly A. phalloides,  
a variety of Tricholomas including T. psammopus, T. caligatum, the trouble-
causing T. equestre and the popular edible T. terreum, not to mention many 
other genera. The surprise this year on Christmas Eve (my Christmas present!)  
was to discover a large fairy ring of Clitocybe geotropa, delicious on canapés  
or in a pasta sauce and highly appreciated locally.
Again close to home, the coastal dunes are another favorite haunt of mine 
and  I am astonished by the variety of tiny fungi fruiting, even at the end of  
December, in what I would have once considered a very unfriendly environ-
ment. On close inspection, clusters of Inocybe arenicula, Xerula mediterranea 
and Hygrocybe conicoides can be seen poking their caps through the sand, 
indeed one of the marvels of nature.
The year is over now, but before too very long we can look forward to  
the new season, heralded by the awakening of the “dormienti” (sleepers),  
Hygrophorus marzuolus, which can fruit as early as February high up in the  
hills at Vallombrosa near Florence.

©Illustration by Jacqui Wong Boletus subvelutipes

Spring ’14 Mushrooming 
Anecdotes (cont’d) 
went Claude Martz and I to one such 
stand. We had options for access. 
Parking at one place or other would 
wear out about the same amount of 
shoe leather. We just happened to 
be closer to one of the parking spots 
rather than the other. 
As we walked we were finding mush-
rooms—Agrocybes, Psathyrellas, the 
usual spring LBMs. Then over my left 
shoulder I spotted a fairly large black 
morel (Morchella angusticeps) which 
was part of a fruiting of half a dozen 
stuffers. We were both confused as to 
their mycorrhizal partner. But Claude, 
who is very good at tree identifica-
tion, noticed a number of cottonwood 
trees in the vicinity. And oh, the tulip 
poplars brought nothing.
The next morel encounter came on 
the Van Cortland East pop-up walk. 
There were lots of mushrooms up  
that day. In fact, so many that our 
progress across VCP was cut short 
by collecting and explanation. Decid-
ing to get ourselves out to Jerome 
Avenue, we took a path through a 
white pine stand and there was my 
wife Chris defending a cache of black 
morels growing along the path!
In his Audubon Guide to North Ameri-
can Mushrooms Gary Lincoff notes 
the black morel as a denizen of poplar 
and pine woods. I have not included 
these habitats in my early spring  
wanderings, but having found these 
new spots I will surely include them  
in future.
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