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Gary, demonstrating that Radulodon copelandii is a tooth fungus photo Louise Oppedahl
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Much gratitude to all of you who have contributed to this testament to the
far-reaching love and commitment Gary manifested. Since meeting him, my life
has significantly changed for the better. For all of you who feel the same...

This newsletter is dedicated to our beloved friend and
mentor, Gary Lincoff.
Contributors: Dennis Aita, Alissa Allen, Raymond Archambault & Kit Hang
Leung, Alice Barner, Tom Bigelow, Eugenia Bone, Kathy and Joe Brandt,
Cornelia Cho, Jason Cortland, Ralph Cox, Ethan Crenson, Jean-Pierre
Delwasse, Bill Eggers, Ginette Francis, Matt Gardner, Tim Graham, Jeff
Hodges, Susan Hopkins, Hiromi Karagiannis, Richard Kauffman, Reema
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Claude Martz, Mark Michleski & Kumiko Itagaki, Lawrence Millman, Mical
Moser, Danny Newman, Anna Oakes, Elias Oakes, John Oakes, Nathaniel
Oakes, Louise Oppedahl, John Plischke III, Michael Rapp, Don Recklies,
Bruch Reed, Maria Reidelbach, Sarah-David Rosenbaum, Pam Sabroso, Paul
Sadowski, Talia Schenkel, Elinoar Shavit, Noah Siegel, Dianna Smith, Dorothy
Smullen, Walt Sturgeon, Kay Spurlock, Vivien Tartter, Thomas J. Volk, Nancy
Ward, Sue Watson, Victor Weiss, Patricia Welles, Thaddeus Wolfe, Jacquelyn
S Wong, Michael Wood, Gene Yetter, Bill Yule, Maria Zeremski
The New York Mycological Society is a club of many mentors. I have four in the
club, Gary Lincoff foremost among them. Gary was mentor to two of my other
mentors—a mentor’s mentor! Given Gary’s presence at the New York Botanical
Garden, in NAMA, at NEMF Forays over decades, he’s mentored and influenced
generations of fungi enthusiasts, across the USA. His mentees are legion.
Gary’s endless supply of charisma, enthusiasm, knowledge, curiosity, and humor were (are!) the driving force behind the New York Mycological Society.
Gary made the NYMS what it is today, the most active mushroom club in North
America. People show up every weekend, all year-round, in rain, snow, blazing
heat and drought, to see what fungi can be found in New York City parks!
A few years ago, I became aware that Gary was in my head while I walked
through woods in Massachusetts, or Maine, or in New York City in the summer
of fall, when Gary was away on forays with COMA, WVMC, LAMS, WPMC, etc.
(his Clubs away from Club). A couple of my other mentors are in my head when
I’m out mycologizing—but Gary is the loudest, most talkative, and most enthusiastic. When I heard that Gary had died this morning, I felt the need to get into
the woods because I know I’d find him there.
Once, I heard someone ask Gary a question which he must have been asked a
thousand times: What’s your favorite mushroom? His answer (and, as it happens,
the correct answer) was offered without a moment’s hesitation: “Whichever one
is in front of me.”
Gary could cover less ground on a mushroom walk than anyone. Since everyone
wanted to be with Gary, walks often progressed slowly. While this drives some
people mad, the rewards of this way of “walking” (if you can call it that) are astounding. This is why the why the NYMS looks at fungi that aren’t on the radar of
most mushroom clubs. Gary.
—Tom Bigelow

NYMS Newsletter
Editor—Juniper Perlis
Copy editor—Paul Sadowski
Design—Ethan Crenson
A quarterly publication of the
New York Mycological Society,
distributed to its members.
President—Tom Bigelow
Vice President—Dennis Aita
Secretary—Paul Sadowski
Treasurer—Kay Spurlock
Walks Coordinator—Dennis Aita
Lecture Coordinator—Tom Bigelow
Study Group—Paul Sadowski
Archivist—Ralph Cox
Webmaster—Ethan Crenson
www.newyorkmyc.org
Articles should be sent to:
Juniper Perlis
713 Classon Ave, Apt 505
Brooklyn, NY 11238
juniperperlis@yahoo.com
347.743.9452
Membership inquiries:
Kay Spurlock—TreasurerNew York Mycological Society
P.O. Box 1162 Stuyvesant Sta.
New York, NY 10009
KSpur98@aol.com
Address corrections:
Paul Sadowski
236 West 26th St., 11S
New York, NY 10001
pabloski1@verizon.net
All statements and opinions written in this
newsletter belong solely to the individual
author and in no way represent or reflect
the opinions or policies of the New York
Mycological Society. To receive this
publication electronically contact Paul
Sadowski at: pabloski1@verizon.net Archive
copies of the newsletter are available in the
Resources section of our website.
Submissions for the next issue of the
NYMS newsletter must reach the editor
by December 1, 2018. Various formats are
acceptable for manuscripts. Address
questions to Juniper Perlis, editor.
See above for addresses.

I

n recent days, on walks in our NYC parks and beyond, I miss Gary Lincoff’s
wisdom, good nature and wit. I feel it is appropriate that we as a club honor
Gary by taking him with us to the woods on a “Bolete Patrol” patch. It will feature
the visage of our friend and fellow club-member, Gary Lincoff, under the name of
the mycological endeavor he founded—the Bolete Patrol. The motto, vita beata
boleto impleta, means “mushroom life, happy life”, a sentiment which Gary
epitomized each and every time I had the privilege of walking with him on patrol.
Thanks to classicist John Oksanish for help with the latin translation on our club
patches. Look for the new patch in the coming months.
—Ethan Crenson
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I

feel like I didn’t get enough time to spend with Gary one on one. When I
look back at my memories of him, they are mostly of me admiring him from
a distance. But he was very dear to my heart, and was a spectacular host when
I visited him several years ago. He fed me the best wild fruits, including Mulberry
pie and Beach Plum Jam. I can still hear his voice, I miss him.
—Alissa Allen

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. Newsletters 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 transportation 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.
Non-members’ 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 identification or edibility of any
fungus.

A

few years ago, we were fortunate enough to go on one of our first ever forays
with Gary in Inwood Park and had a chance to ask him some questions. We
don’t recall what the questions were, but we’re sure they were typical of the beginner questions that Gary must have heard a thousand times. What we clearly
remember is the enthusiasm and genuine interest he showed in answering them
for us. He was a true teacher.
—Mark Michleski and Kumiko Itagaki

A

nyone who ever met Gary, even briefly, knew he was truly a special person.
He had a powerful energy that was uplifting, enlightening and infectious. I
was always inspired to see Gary’s endless enthusiasm and patience, even when
we were identifying the same common mushrooms year after year. He made it
fun to get excited about the simple things we have in front of us.
—Thaddeus Wolfe
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Gordon and Tina Wasson Award Committee
Mycological Society of America
Dear Committee,

January 31, 2017

I am writing a very strong letter of support for Gary Lincoff for the Gordon and Tina Wasson Award
from the Mycological Society of America. I can think of no one that epitomizes the spirit of this award more
than Gary Lincoff. He captures the very essence of a professional amateur mycologist. He has educated
and excited more people about mycology than practically any of us.
I have known Gary for more than 30 years, mostly from NAMA and NEMF forays, but also smaller
venues. I have even stayed at his apartment in NYC. In mycology, we are fortunate that there are so many
non-professional mycologists who are enthusiastic and passionate about fungi, and there are often 300400 people attending these forays. Gary has often been the keynote speaker at these forays, where he is
a fantastic bridge for interpreting mycological findings for the masses. He always understands the level of
his audience, and he manages to educate them while entertaining them. He keeps up very well with the
latest taxonomic changes and communicates the reasons for the changes to skeptical non-professional
mycologists. He was president of NAMA from 1980 to 1986, when he received the Award for Contributions
to Amateur Mycology. I am currently a Trustee of NAMA, and at their 2015 meeting I proposed to change
the name of this award to “The Gary Lincoff Award for Contributions to Amateur Mycology.” In my
little speech to the Trustees, I said that there would never be another person who would (or could) contribute so much to amateur mycology as Gary Lincoff. The proposal was received enthusiastically, and the
vote for the name was unanimous.
Besides his extensive work with NAMA, Gary was also co-founder of the Telluride Mushroom Festival
in Colorado. Although it started as an “alternative” or entheogenic sort of event, there has always been
science and education going on, even more so in the past ten years. Special guests from all over have presented their work, and many people attend just for the knowledge and for the foraying. (Colorado Boletus
are the best in the world.) I was there a few years ago, and I was impressed with the attendees’ thirst
for knowledge, especially that provided by Gary.
Gary has also harnessed the power of his local club, the New York Mycological Society (NYMS). He
has been their scientific advisor for decades, but in the last 10 years he has brought them to a new level.
The club has a foray in a New York City park every weekend of the year, rain or shine or snow or sleet. I
have been to three such forays in March, and there were over 30 people at each of them! During the warm
season they are obviously mostly hunting for charismatic megamycota such as mushrooms, polypores
and puffballs, but the winter is a totally different story. They collect old fruiting bodies, crust fungi, and tiny
ascomycetes—and, after having done microscopy on them, they recognize most of the species by sight.
In the tradition of Gary’s Audubon Field Guide to mushrooms, they have cute common names for all of
these little fungi. I am always very impressed with the depth of knowledge of the club members, who
learned almost all their mycology from Gary. When I speak to the club, as I have several times, I can assume a very high base of understanding about fungi. When I have visited the NYMS and when I have been
on other forays with Gary, the participants scatter out and find some fungus to bring back to the group.
They gather around Gary and hang on his every word. Gary always has something to say about a collection, and it is often a humorous observation or a recollection of when the group had found it previously. It
is a treat to be with Gary in the woods.
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Professional mycologists of the fourth annual Northeast Mycological Federation Foray, Willimantic, Connecticut; August, 1979.
Standing (left to right): Donald H. Pfister Richard P. Korf, Margaret Barr Bigelow, Clark T. Rogerson, Gary Lincoff, Howard E.
Bigelow, David L. Largent, Currie D. Marr, Kenneth A. Harrison, Daniel E. Stuntz, Esther Dick Snell, Walter H. Snell, Roger Goos,
Richard Homola.
Kneeling (left to right): Samuel Ristich, Samuel H. Mazzer
photo courtesy Jim Kronick

Gary has also educated the public about mushrooms and other fungi. He has held mushroom and
botany courses at the New York Botanical Garden since the 1970s, as well as six weekend long courses at
“Mushroom U” for the Connecticut-Westchester Mycological Association (COMA). In the 1980s and 1990s
he led Mushroom Study Tours to over 30 countries. The stories told by those who were fortunate enough
to attend are legendary. To reach a wider audience, he has appeared on local NYC shows and even on
the Martha Stewart show. His web page at GaryLincoff.com has lots of great information and images, and
Gary is a very frequent poster on Facebook, where he has over 3,700 followers. My favorites are his daily
posts from Thoreau’s journal about what was happening at Walden Pond on that particular day of the year.
Quite interesting.
Then there are the books. Gary has been a prolific writer, especially field guides to fungi and plants. His
1981 Audubon field guide is a classic. It was my second mycology book (after Orson Miller’s), and I have
learned a great deal from reading it and referring to it. Although some of the names are outdated now, the
fungi are mostly still the same, and I recommend it to all my students. Gary has written or edited eight other
books about Mycology, as well as a great book about foraging and eating wild plants and fungi. These are
far-reaching means of educating large audiences, and Gary has done a great job.
In summary, I very highly recommend Gary Lincoff for the Gordon and Tina Wasson Award. His public
education work has been quite impressive, as well as his collaborations with professional mycologists.
Gary is passionate about education, about fungi, and he really loves being an educator. It is every teacher’s
dream to leave a legacy as rich as Gary’s
Sincerely,
Thomas J. Volk
Professor of Biology
President-Elect, Mycological Society of America
tvolk@uwlax.edu | TomVolkFungi.net
5

G

ary was always the light for me to look forward to
when going on a walk. I remember at the gatherings
before walks, Gary saying to me “So what have you
been picking?”
Years ago, when Gary first started doing the NYC popup walks, before they were announced on Facebook, Gary
and I turned out to be the only ones who showed up for a
fall walk in Pelham Bay Park. I was a little nervous about
the prospect of being on a walk alone with “The Master,”
but it turned out to be a delightful, serene excursion. Gary
told me in a subsequent e-mail how much he had appreciated my company as well, which was thoroughly enjoyable
to hear.
—Victor Weiss

I

wonder what I could possibly write about Gary. He
was an accomplished amateur naturalist, in the tradition of Vermonter Charles Christopher Frost. But
I don’t have any anecdotes to contribute. I hardly ever
worked with him when I served as club officer, NEMF staffer, or databaser. I never went on any of his world tours and
I usually missed his performances at NEMF because I was
working on the collections. For sure, when I did sit in on his
lectures at club meetings I enjoyed them. I remember one
walk in Central Park that Aaron Norarevian and I took with
him. Afterwards, he treated us to lunch at his apartment on
95th St. I remember first reading about him in a New York
Times article around 1978, two years before I joined the
NYMS. He was interviewed about foraging for wild foods
in Central Park. I marveled at it, but never got around to
cooking up a batch of white oak acorns.
—Gene Yetter

Stalking The Wild Urban Edible
by Patricia Welles

(Originally printed in The New York Times, 1978)

A

lot of people talk about living off
the land, but Gary Lincoff, an
aspiring novelist, does something about it. In New York City. In
Central Park. Just a few blocks from
his Upper West Side apartment. Mr.
Lincoff not only lives off the fruits of
Central Park, but also spends days
foraging through Inwood Park, Van
Cortland Park, Prospect Park—any
patch of green that will provide fresh,
flavorful edibles. At this time of year,
the city’s bounty provides a good
50 percent of his diet. Like a hearty,
healthy salad of pungent curly dock,
cresslike shepherd’s purse and bright
green lamb’s quarters, all coated with
a rich, creamy wild‐garlic mayonnaise.
Or thick, lemony dock soup followed
by a sweet and custardy Juneberry
trifle and steamy, sweetened linden‐
flower tea.
What, one might ask, is a novelist doing whiling away his days stalking wild
edibles when he should be tending to
his plot and characters or sparring with
his agent? “It’s writing that got me into
6

all this eight years ago,” explained the
wiry haired naturalist during a recent
walk through Central Park. “I was writing a Vietnam War novel and my main
character, rather than running off to
Canada or Sweden, was going to hide
out, sit out the war in Central Park.”
The novel was moving along just fine
until Mr. Lincoff decided he didn’t want
the war resister “ripping off merchants
for survival.” Soon it became a challenge. Could someone really live off
the land in Central Park?
“I took six months off to learn everything there was to know about survival
in the city—wild food wise,” said Mr.
Lincoff. “That was 1970. The novel
is now stashed away in a drawer.
I’m still getting this out of my system.” While getting it out of his system, the 35-year-old Pittsburgh native wrote and published one book,
“Toxic and Hallucinogenic Mushroom
Poisoning: A Handbook for Physicians
and Mushroom Hunters.” He has
two others in progress, including “A
Consumer’s Guide to Foraging in
America,” which will include a special

section with maps of wild edibles in
New York City parks. Meanwhile, he’s
amassed a fantastic knowledge of
what is and isn’t edible in city parks.
During the last eight years, he figures,
he’s detailed more than 500 different
foods, including weeds, nuts, seeds,
mushrooms, herbs, fruits and seasonings to use in salads, stews, tarts, jams
and breads. “A few years ago I gave
wild edible dinners once a week,” Mr.
Lincoff said. “I’d spend one day out
harvesting and the next cooking. After
a year of dinners I had a pretty good
idea of what people liked and what
they didn’t.” He pointed out numerous
Central Park weeds that were edible
from a safety standpoint but downright inedible as far as taste goes.
On passing a giant oak tree near the
90th Street and Central Park West entrance, he added: “This is a special
tree. Yes, I have a personal favorite—
got 100 pounds of acorns from this
tree one fall. I came to the park with
my laundry basket and broke it in the
process of wheeling it home.”

he added, the grounds are
not mowed as often, so
natural “weeding” is not
destructive. “Last year, in
fact, I found a great patch
of mushrooms and ran in
front of the mower before
it got to them,” he said,
wading through knee‐deep
weeds in search of wild
garlic. Of course, he does
not suggest we all run out
with machetes, and randomly and wantonly flatten city parks. He follows
strict rules, which he offers
to students he takes out
on occasional wild edibles
walks.

the plants are edible or poisonous. He
also advises that even once a plant is
identified as safe, one should eat only
a small amount of each new plant,
since some are digestible in small
quantities but intolerable when one
overindulges.
He has also written a 15‐page guide,
“Edible Wild Plants,” that details foods
by season and use and offers guidelines for picking; a list of protected,
endangered and poisonous plants in
the area; recipes, and a selected bibliography.
After eight years, does he know someone can survive in Central Park? “No
doubt about it,” he answers matterof-factly. “He would have to be able
to build fires and have a good water
source, but there is enough protein
in the acorns, hickory nuts and black
walnuts and enough of them to be a
staple of the diet. Then you have all
your greens in the spring, fruits in the
summer and mushrooms in the fall. In
winter, there are wild parsnips, crab
apples, skunk cabbage and docks.
About the only thing you won’t find is
iceberg lettuce.”

Rule number one is to stay
away from roadways and
dog runs when foraging in
June 1977 or 78 – New Jersey club’s WILD FOOD foray at
the city — unless there’s
Sundance Stables near Hackettstown, NJ. Gary was the
just been three inches of
invited leader. photo Dorothy Smullen
rain, in which case the
greens should be clean.
For someone who grew up on the
Other guidelines include not over pickstandard American diet of meat, poing in any one area; getting to know
tatoes and overcooked vegetables,
the protected, endangered and rare
which he hates, and who found sixth‐
plants, and, most of all, being certain
grade acorn collecting “incredibly
of identification. In other
boring,” Mr. Lincoff has come a long
words, know, don’t guess.
way. “When I moved to New York, the
“I once saw a group of
urbaneness and concrete were a real
Chinese women gathershock,” he said. “and I think Central
ing ginkgo nuts,” he said.
Park was a way out for me, a safety
“I didn’t know what to do
valve. Then I began to see that every
with them, so I went to the
tree, every weed, wasn’t alike. I got
lady at my Chinese launinto minutia.”
dry and she said, ‘Boil,
One obvious question about all this boil, boil.’” He picked,
is: How many people can the parks picked, picked, boiled,
support as would‐be naturalists begin boiled, boiled — and endforaging in search of vegetation that’s ed up with a rash all over
free, fresh and high in minerals and vi- his body. “No one told me
tamins? “Most of the foods I suggest to wear gloves,” he said
people pick are the kinds that regen- with a laugh.
erate quickly — like lamb’s‐quarters
Mr. Lincoff encourages
or docks,” he said. “And goodness
would‐be naturalists and
knows, there are enough dandelion
herbalists to do just what
greens to go around. And I don’t dig
he did in learning about the
up the whole plant of greens, just the
urban wilds. Read. Study.
leaves, which regenerate in a week or
Collect. Learn to identwo.”
tify poisonous look‐alike photo Pam Sabroso
Since funds for park maintenance have plants and which parts of
been reduced during the last few years,
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H

ere are some photos from the many years that Gary attended our West
Virginia foray. I think it was 12 years he came to WV? I’ve lost count. We
always made sure there was a day before and at least a day after the foray
to just sit back and relax. One year it was a blueberry picking contest at Shelly
Conrad’s House. We teamed up. Gary and Irene, Alissa and Noah, Nelle and I.
Noah and Alissa won, and afterwards Noah made jam and sent us each a jar of
“first place” jam. He’s very competitive. The picture of Gary swimming was our
after foray tradition. Down to the swimming hole for a cool dip, beer, and music.
Gary dove right in.
Gary called the WV club a one trick pony. We put on one big event and that
was it. No meetings, no monthly speakers. We did it because we loved being
together. It was like a family reunion of sorts, complete with moonshine and
those crazy cousins you see only once a year. We were family. Now two of our
fearless leaders are gone. First Shelly Conrad and now Gary.
Another name for our club is the West Virginia Destroying Angels. Gary thought
we should have leather jackets with our logo on the back. We are also the WV
spore whores, or as Bill Roody calls us spo-hos. Gary was an honorary spo-ho.
I’m rambling, but I don’t know what to say. We loved Gary. He was an inspiration
and a friend. We’re going to have a memorial for Gary at our foray this month.
One of the people speaking is an 8 year old boy who is absolutely crazy about
mushrooms. On the first day of school last year, the kids were supposed to dress
up as who they wanted to be when they grew up. Brett dressed up as Gary. He
said our foray was the best day of the year, and I think Gary had a lot to do with
it. I hope I gave you a sense of what Gary meant to us.
—Nancy Ward

photos this page Nancy Ward
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I

had my first recognition on a
national level when Gary asked
me to edit parts of the Audubon
guide, as well as his use of some of
my pictures. I am glad I was able to tell
him that a couple of years ago.
—Walt Sturgeon

photos this page Walt Sturgeon
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L

ike so many others, I was filled with awe that the legendary
author of the Audubon Guide to North American Mushrooms
met and hunted with us mere mortal members of the New York
Mycological Society. But, lucky for us, Gary relished connection
with all life forms, whether fungi, flora or fauna. Never before had
a teacher personally encouraged my bio-curiousity, even though
I’ve been interested since childhood, foraging with my mother.
Gary was immensely inspiring. I now write regularly about wild
food—the abundance all around us. Women and girls are often
overlooked and even discouraged in scientific fields, but Gary
was undiscriminating, sharing his passion with all who were interested. Let’s learn one more lesson from him, to be generous
with our knowledge and experience, even with folks who aren’t
just like us, and maybe we’ll learn something from them, too. I will
always cherish my memories of this amazing, brilliant, hilarious
man, and my beat up old copy of what I now call Gary’s Book.
—Maria Reidelbach

S

everal years ago I decided to go to one of the meetings of
the Belgrade Mycological Association/Club. At that time, they
were meeting in a building across the street from my Belgrade
apartment. The members are mostly amateurs, but also several
professional mycologists. They wanted me to tell them about the
NYMS, our structure, activities, forays etc. I mentioned Gary as
one of the people they may have heard about and was surprised
to hear that many knew about him, some even had his book, and
all were interested to hear some stories about Gary. People definitely knew about him outside the US, in other parts of the world.
—Maria Zeremski
photos this spread Michael Wood
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G

ary was on a mission to share his enormous breadth
of knowledge and inspire curiosity with nearly anyone
who showed interest in fungi. Whether you were in it for the
edibles or deeply into the science of mycology he was generous, endlessly patient and showed no judgement. He was on
a perpetual quest to discover something never found before
beneath the leaves. Central Park was definitely his backyard.
I was fortunate enough to take his Polypore workshop (a
subject close to my heart too) at the Mushroom University
at Dianna Smith’s residence. He had such a captivating way
of conveying his knowledge… a contagious enthusiasm that
will not be forgotten. He will be greatly missed by so many.
Thank you, Gary.
—Claude Martz

G

ary had a wonderful way of making people feel that they
had something significant to contribute.

On one of my weekly walks with him in Prospect Park, shortly
after I joined NYMS, when the Painted Bunting, one of New
York’s celebrity birds, was hanging out there, the group was
standing around on a path near the bird. Being someone who
is easily distracted, I looked around aimlessly behind me and
saw a large mushroom which I pointed out to Gary.
He seemed absolutely delighted and said that this mushroom
had not been found in the area before. He had me pose with
my trophy for photographic evidence. I totally enjoyed Gary’s
enthusiasm and delight and from then on tried to bring other
treasures to his attention.

courtesy Michael Rapp

I am so grateful that I got to know Gary and that I had the
pleasure of seeing him every week on our glorious walks.
—Maryna Lansky

G

photo Matt Gardner

Gary inscribing my copy of the Audubon Guide
on my first ever mushroom walk in Van Cortlandt
Park (July of 2013). I was always amazed that
someone so exceptional could also be so accessible. Thank you for sharing your wisdom, enthusiasm, and joy with the mycology community and
the world.
—Matt Gardner
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ary led the first walk I went on in Central Park—his
backyard—last spring. I was instantly hooked, ready
to abandon all previous ambitions to follow his tongue-incheek advice to, “quit your job, just quit, and dedicate your
life to mushrooms.” I walked with him again in Telluride—my
backyard—that fall. Gary made Colorado come alive for me
with his eternal enthusiasm and knowledge. On that trip, I
found three perfect, large Clavariadelphus truncatus—sweet
coral clubs, which I identified from his book, The Complete
Mushroom Hunter. I was so excited, I tracked him down on
the street to show him. He was just as excited as I was,
making me pose for a photo with my mushrooms! Gary
made every find special and the finder feel fantastic. I ate
those coral clubs raw—the most wonderful mushroom I have
ever eaten—tasting of sweet, earthy mousse. Mushrooming
has changed my life. Thank you, Gary, for turning me on. I’ll
never stop!
—Tim Graham

I

can remember my first time
meeting Gary like it was
yesterday, even though it
happened 18 years ago (at the 2000
NEMF foray at UCONN). As a painfully
shy kid who would rarely talk to people
publicly, I waited until his talk ended,
and everyone else cleared the room
before I had the courage to go up to
him and ask him to sign my well-worn
Audubon book. I remember him being
happy that I was another “Noah” and
one who was interested in mushrooms.
We then walked across campus, from
the lecture hall to the display area, and
he took the time to talk to me about
how I could make a difference in the
mushroom world.
Little did I know at the time that small
interactions like this, our few minutes
talking at that NEMF foray, or the
time he handed me three mushrooms
(Suillus americanus, Russula variata
and Gloeoporus dichrous), had me
identify them, tell him why I chose
those names, and how I would
communicate their features to help
someone else identify them, would
have such an effect on shaping my life.
Over the years I have watched Gary,
with endless patience and enthusiasm,
teach beginners and experts alike,
without ego or self-interest, just a love
of people and the natural world. We
can follow the examples he set, and
learn from his selfless ways.
As many have seen in Adam Haritan’s
interview of Gary, he stated “You should
give up whatever job you have and just
quit. Just stop now, and devote the
rest of your life to mushrooms.” This is
something that I have taken to heart.
And like Gary said, I don’t live a high
life, but I have freedom and support,
from a community that was largely
built by Gary.
—Noah Siegel

photo Dorothy Smullen

“I

n 1974, two people in New York, one in the Pacific Northwest, and perhaps more elsewhere, suffered serious poisoning from Galerina marginata and Galerina autumnalis.” The quotation is from page 42 of
Toxic and Hallucinogenic Mushroom Poisoning: A Handbook for Physicians and
Mushroom Hunters by Gary Lincoff and D.H. Mitchel, M.D. I was one of those
two New Yorkers and my late wife the other. Some of our members have complained that Gary was inclined to talk too much about something that happened
so long ago, and they were probably right. But I share the blame, as I was the
one who made that error in mushroom identification 44 years ago that Gary
still talked about. I had no objection to Gary talking about it. I am still grateful
that Gary was there to provide help that we very much needed at the time. One
of the very last items in the Botanical Garden service was a film of Gary in his
wooly bear mode, i.e. lots of brown hair on both his head and his face, holding
forth on the subject. I told the person next to me who he was talking about. The
first page of my copy of the book contains the following: “To Ralph and Marjorie
without whom this book would never have been written—Gary.” I have told any
number of people that we had two advantages over most people who eat the
wrong mushrooms. We had met Dr. Mitchel and, more important, we knew Gary.
Gary organized a flow of information between Dr. Mitchel and our NYC doctor.
Gary got two Society members to drive me to the last foray site to find more
specimens of the mushrooms we had eaten, and Gary arranged for Dr. Clark
Rogerson, then a curator at the Botanical Gardens, to stay late, if necessary, in
order to obtain a definitive identification.
I have been a member of our Society for 50 years. I have known Gary for most
of that time. I liked him from our first meeting, and was impressed by his ability
and glad to have him as a friend. He died far too young. It is a cliché, I know, but
Gary will really be missed.
—Ralph Cox
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GARY LINCOFF
(October 3, 1942 – March 16, 2018)
By Dianna Smith

G

ary was such a unique
person with such a big sunny
personality and influence on
the growth of amateur mycology
throughout North America, but
especially here in the northeast, that
he will continue to live on vividly in
our lives. Gary had many tens of
thousands of fans of all ages and no
detractors. Everyone loved him—even
Martha Stewart! If you met Gary once,
you were friends from then onward. If
he saw you for the second time at a
foray a year later, he would remember
and acknowledge you with a huge grin,

photo Pam Sabroso
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a wave and maybe even a warm hug.
He listened attentively to questions, no
matter how silly we thought he might
consider them. He always responded
thoughtfully, and usually was able to
connect and amplify his answer with
the addition of a funny experience
or tale. Gary was especially gifted in
story-telling. I often described him
to others as the “Woody Allen” of
mycology (except he never exhibited
any of the psychological problems
one may associate with the actor/
director). He was encouraging and
contagiously inspiring. He could also

be a disciplined coach—letting you
know there was always much more
to learn. He was driven to challenge
everyone, from the professional to the
rankest newbie, to look deeper into the
subject of fungi and their interactions
with the ecosystem.
Besides learning continuously more
about plants and fungi and teaching
roughly two thousand classes at the
NYBG on them, (and being heralded
as the ‘Instructor of the Year’ more
times than anyone else in NYBG
teaching history), he was inspired
by his knowledge of philosophy,
Shakespeare’s plays, and the writings
of poets and naturalists of the past
and present. His deepest devotion
was to his family, especially his wife
Irene and son Noah. So many of us
were fortunate enough to have spent
time and a snack or meal in their
garden-level apartment on NYC’s
upper west side, while working on
a comedic play he wrote or a dance
involving fungi characters to be
performed at a meeting or foray. Living
in close proximity to Central Park,
Gary spent years studying its fungal
and plant-life—alone, accompanied
with wife, Irene, NYMS members,
world-renowned mycologists and
occasional visitors like myself. He
also knew every plant and tree at the
NYBG and enjoyed photographing
and posting seasonal expressions of
nature’s cycles on Facebook. He knew
and thought about the different fungi
that appeared over the years in its
wood-mulched landscaped gardens
and woodland forests. He was a
founder of the annual Telluride Fungus
Festival and attended, talked at, and
led the event since its inception. Last

year, parade attendees all dressed up
as Gary Lincoff.
He will be fondly and frequently
remembered by everyone who has
ever crossed paths with him.
Everyone has a story about their
relationship with Gary, even if they
have met him just once. This is my
story—in brief. Soon after joining the
Connecticut-Westchester Mycological
Association (COMA) in Westchester
County, NY, I met Gary Lincoff, Ursula
Hoffman, Don Shernoff, Sandy and
Jerry Sheine, Roz Lowen and many
other wonderful members to whom I
remain close to this day. This happened
while attending my first annual late
fall COMA pot luck dinner in 2002.
Gary had already seen and passed
judgement on three videos devoted to
field guides, basket, wax paper bags,
knife, etc.—everything we need to
have to attend a mushroom walk. The
second and third show were on the
mushrooms the COMA group found
that day and commentary on their
characteristics. These were created
for my NY-Connecticut weekly halfhour cable television show, SCAPES.
During the taping of my introduction
to mycology videos narrated by
COMA treasurer and Foray Chair, Don
Shernoff (father of Leon Shernoff,
editor of the magazine Mushroom: The
Journal of Wild Mushrooming), I fell in
love with the beauty, colors, shapes
and diversity of the mushrooms
seen that late autumn afternoon in
2001 at Tallman State Park. At his
recommendation and the request of
NAMA Education Chairperson and the
first COMA president, Sandy Sheine,
I created a one-hour tape and DVD
for the North American Mycological
Association for beginners to borrow,
rent or buy. So, when I met Gary at
the COMA pot-luck dinner for the first
time, we were officially introduced
and became immediate associates.
In subsequent years, I taped every
presentation he gave at COMA
meetings, annual COMA Forays and
at various annual multi-day forays
throughout the north and southeast,
and with his permission aired them

regularly on my show. I must have 100
half-hour shows on mycology as a
result of our friendship.
Gary was also a dear empathetic friend.
I will always remember his taking time
out of his busy life to trek across the
city to give me a surprise visit at the
Hospital for Special Surgery, while I
waited in an oversized blue gown to be
rolled down the hall for my second hipreplacement surgery. We also shared a
close friendship with Ursula Hoffmann,
former President of the Northeast
Mycological Federation (NEMF), and
a long-time member of NAMA, COMA
and the NYMS. She, the Sheines and
other founders of COMA had known
Gary since he first became enthused
with fungi and before he was given the
daunting task of writing the Audubon
Field Guide to Mushrooms of North
America. All of these people had been
turned on to fungi after taking an adult
course on the topic with “Mushroom
Guru” Sam Ristich, for whom the
NEMF Forays are now dedicated.
Sam and all the students who took
that course played a part in what was
popularly referred to as the “BibIe”
of fungi. It was Ursula, in fact, who
dreamed up the new and uncommon
‘common name’ he used in the book
for Hypomyces lactifluorum—the
“Lobster Mushroom.” Together that
small group of people with various
educational backgrounds became
long-time close and supportive
friends, who individually and together
helped found or greatly enhance the
creation of mycological clubs in each
of the states and Canadian provinces
in northeast North America. Almost all
of them have also made substantial
contributions to the growth of the North
American Mycological Association.
Ursula worked with Gary on various
projects, including the recording and
publishing of the annual NEMF and
COMA foray collection records on
the NEMF website she created—
while also tending her orchids and
teaching at Lehman College in the
Bronx. She came over from Germany
as a teenager and went to Smith
College in my current hometown of

Northampton, MA. Given her thick
accent, it was hard to imagine her
teaching an undergraduate English
literature course while there, but she
did. All three of us worked on COMA
forays together and on all the NEMF
Forays as well. The two of them
spent the better part of a year trying
to convince me to sign up for the
annual 2012 NAMA Foray in California
near Christmas in southern California.
Unknown to me, I was to be given the
NAMA President’s Award for taking
over the Mycophile, and NAMA’s Harry
and Elsie Knighton Service Award.
I was told it was the only time one
person ever received two awards.
I heard it was an awesome foray—
even without me. Ursula had better
luck convincing me to replace her
as NEMF President. Well, actually
she never convinced me. She just
insisted I was the only one responsible
enough to take it over. Good thing she
can’t see me now! I also recreated a
modernized website for NEMF, which
features among other treasures her
writings on how to conduct forays,
and Gary’s lessons for beginners and
intermediate students of mycology.
Ursula passed a couple of years ago
and has been dearly missed by many
of us, including her ever-constant
friend, Gary Lincoff.
I accompanied Gary closely on many
mushroom walks and multi-day forays,
stood in for him at two or three NAMA
forays to announce and distribute
awards to extraordinary mycologists
and mycophiles, drove him to the
Mid-Hudson Mycological Association
to give a presentation, participated
in a NY Bio-Blitz with him, loaned
him a book on polypores, filmed and
edited his walks around fungi display
tables while fans gathered around
him to hear his insights about the
rotting mushrooms spread out in
morphological groups on a series of
long paper-covered folding tables.
Unfortunately, I was always behind the
camera and so I don’t have any photos
of us standing together, although I am
sure others do. I didn’t think to ask
someone else to take a shot of the
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two of us, but I admit I was a closet
Gary groupie. I spent the better part
of a year scanning, digitizing and
editing many hundreds of his slides
for use in his book, The Complete
Mushroom Hunter and was honored
to have so many of my own photos of
fungi included as well as my name on
the front cover. Our most important
project together involved the creation
of COMA’s Mushroom University
around 2006. I met with him at the New
York Botanical Garden following one
of his classes to discuss his possibly
teaching an annual course each spring
for members. I wanted us all to be more
knowledgeable about fungi than we
were. I was also concerned that if I ever
left the organization, there would be
no one to take over fungi identification
beyond what the oldest and most
committed members already knew.
He excitedly accepted the challenge
16

and took the Metro-North train from
Manhattan to Croton-on-Hudson
where either I or someone else nearby
picked him up and drove him to our
“classroom”and back again at the end
of each session. Four to five hours of
his time was spent just travelling back
and forth to expose us to his relaxed
teaching style. He devoted five or six
Saturdays each in spring to teaching
us and in addition to many weeks at
his desk in preparation for each topic.
The first year we consisted of about
8 or 9 people sitting tightly together
around Rena Wertzer’s dining room
table at her home in White Plains. To
accommodate expanding interest in
joining the program, we moved the
operation to my slightly more spacious
open-concept dining-living roomfoyer for several years placing one
portable table after another in a long
line, surrounded by about 30 or so

folding chairs. The year or so before
I left COMA to move to MA, we made
a deal with Westchester County Parks
to have our six sessions for free in their
larger one-room building at Muscoot
Farm in Katonah, NY in return for
leading just two walks a year for them.
When Gary walked into the first M.U.
session of 2018 he was not well. He
felt badly that the class didn’t go
the way he hoped it would. He was
exhausted but carried on. It must
have been difficult for him to feel he
had to ask Carol McLeod to find other
capable people to fill in for him for the
remaining scheduled workshops. He
needed to preserve his strength for a
foray to Chile he organized that was
to take place in a month or so. Carol
asked me and Bill Yule to take over
some classes and I recommended
getting Noah Seigel too, which she
did. Bill was scheduled to give a

lesson on Saturday March 9, but a
strong snow storm with high winds
had come through his area knocking
down trees onto the impassable roads.
Roy Halling, the lead mycologist at the
NYBG, readily offered to take over the
class. When Gary found out, he insisted
he was feeling good and up to filling in
for Roy, who was filling in for Bill, who
was filling in for Gary! The class went
well. He was physically weak, but
mentally and emotionally energetic,
informative and entertaining. He
probably succeeded into continuing
to fool many in the class into thinking
he was getting better. Gary never
complained about pain he felt, or even
talked about his health to anyone,
except perhaps for a close few. So, it
was a shock to thousands of followers
to learn of his death by emails, by
Facebook posts, or by the news. I
wasn’t surprised, but I was stunned. I
had been thinking he would be unlikely
to survive the upcoming mushroom
foray season, especially since he
committed to leading more of them
than in any previous year. That was
Gary. He did as much as he could to
fully live his life and be a positive force
for amateur mycology until he literally
dropped. Two days after giving his
final workshop, he collapsed at home
with Irene by his side and remained
unconscious until dying Friday in
the hospital. It is now four weeks
since Gary gave his last class. I just
returned from presenting a course to
2018 members of COMA’s Mushroom
University on gilled mushrooms. The
topic of the day’s lesson was Russulas
and Lactarius. It was based on a course
I originally took with Gary several
years ago and have since continuously
updated and expanded upon. As
a “substitute teacher” for COMA’s
Mushroom University, I was pleased
to be able stand in for my mentor. It
felt good to learn on departing that
COMA’s Mushroom University will
continue with his student-associates
taking the reins. Next year I will be
giving a talk for them on the topic of
Medicinal Fungi. I am especially happy
that so many of our Pioneer Valley

Mycological Association members
regularly participate in Fungi Kingdom
University programs—and have the
opportunity to learn from a devoted
student and others who learned from
the best.
When I told Gary my husband
Howard and I had found a home in
Massachusetts where we could retire
near my daughter, Gary tried to talk
me out of leaving NY and COMA. That
was five years ago. Since then we
rekindled our relationship sporadically
at various NEMF forays, and through
email and Facebook. Ever since
Michael Ostrowski and I started the
PVMA in western Massachusetts, we
talked about asking Gary and Irene
to take a train or bus up from New
York City and to stay with us for a few
days. I wanted to introduce all of our
members to him, have him give us a
talk and accompany us on walks to
our favorite sites. Regrettably, our club
really wasn’t able in the first three years
to pay him enough to make it worth the
time and effort of coming up to spend
three or four days with us. I hoped they
could come in August or September
during these past two years when we
have lots of mushrooms in our region
of the country. Unfortunately for us, he
was always booked solid sometimes
a couple of years
in advance. No free
weekends
were
available to share
his
knowledge
and stories with
us. I believe he
accepted virtually
every
invitation
from clubs in the
northeast to serve
as Chief Mycologist
and had to turn
down others. There
was no time to
waste and so much
inspiration to pass
on.
Fortunately,
some
of
our
members have had
the distinctly warm

pleasure of meeting Gary within the
past three years at a NEMF or COMA
foray.
Gary will continue to live on through
those who have known him. I will
remember how easy it was to talk
with him. I will remember his comedic
sense of humor about human
behavior, his funny stories about bygone mycologists who influenced him,
our frequent laughter. I will continue
to learn on my own as he did and as
he urged those who met him. As Sam
Ristich’s teaching on fungi inspired
Gary and so many other founders of
mycology groups in the northeast,
so Gary will continue to inspire all of
us—through his books, and through
those of us who learned from and
with him. I am committed to continue
in his footsteps and work toward
advancing our appreciation for and
an ever deeper understanding of
fungi and their interactions through
time with mutually dependent plants,
insects, bacteria and animals like us. I
imagine his final thoughts to us would
be to keep learning about fungi and
their associated organisms; live every
moment to the fullest, make smart
choices, love and support each other,
and be thankful. Fun, friends, and
fungi!

photo Michael Wood

17

T

here is a phrase: “standing on the
shoulders of Giants.” We amateurs
never reached the shoulders, but Gary
was our Giant, and he will be deeply
missed and always in our thoughts. I
have known him since the late 1970s,
and always felt humbled and honored
to be able to give him a hug when I
met him at regional events.
—Dorothy Smullen
NEMF 2011 Faculty photo courtesy of Susan Hopkins

NEMF 2002 at the Nevele Hotel, NY photo courtesy of Dorothy Smullen

1994 NEMF at the Granit Hotel in the Catskills photo courtesy of Dorothy Smullen
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G

ary’s passion for mycology was
so contagious that I doubt there
was one mushroom walk he led where
newcomers to the world of mycology
weren’t immediately further intrigued
by the topic. I know that for me he certainly succeeded in piquing my interest in mushrooms, and losing someone who has contributed so much to
mycology is a real blow to the fungiforaging world.
—Nathaniel Oakes

I

grew up on Gary’s exciting and
gratifying mushroom walks. My
brothers and I would run out into the
wilds of Central Park and find anything
of interest to bring back for analysis,
and eating. I was inclined to view our
mushroom excursions as missions of
pure consumption, so I felt impatient,
sometimes, at Gary’s gentle insistence
on naming each specimen—and,
more often than not, testing us to see
if we’d finally remembered their Latin
names. I came to realize that Gary’s
enthusiasm, daring, and urge to engage with the world did not stem only
from a desire to eat, as mine initially
did, but also from a deep curiosity and
respect for fungi. Gary pushed us to
look beyond feeling satisfied with passivity or safety.
—Anna Oakes

G

ary always showed us a hidden
side of the city. Mushroom walks
were not a typical hobby for a high
schooler, but I always had fun, wandering through some city park, eyes
trained eagerly on the ground. Gary’s
encyclopedic knowledge was invaluable; I would run back and forth between the rotting logs and Gary, looking for identification or an interesting
fact (he was always easy to find by the
gaggle of eager mycophiles that surrounded him). He revealed the beauty
in the mundane (or, more accurately,
the non-existence of the mundane) as
he talked about the healing properties
of some strange mold or the carnivorous nets laid by someone’s fungus
find. With Gary in mind, I always take a
second look at a flowerbed, tree trunk,
or crack in the concrete, hoping for the
point of color or slight shimmer that
might reveal another special fungus.
—Elias Oakes

henever we were around—
and it wasn’t nearly often
enough—Gary displayed a
unique combination of pragmatism
and wonder. It seemed as if he took
everything at face value, giving it the
benefit of the doubt, considering it seriously and sincerely. This included our
three children who, as little agile kids,
fifteen years ago, stood out from the
adults for their remarkably sharp eyes
and a penchant to dig deep in the mud.
They (and their loot) received Gary’s
complete attention. The same openness extended to conversations with
astrophysicists, artists, geographers,
and economists, on the occasion of a
New School seminar on “speculation”
we once organized.* Gary accepted
the kids, but he also accepted these
experts, intrigued by their knowledge
and matching their outlandish propositions with his own—the possibility,
for instance, that mushrooms allow
us to see how human and non-human
beings can be as one.
This ability to relate to and connect
many different things was predicated
most visibly on humility, humor, unending curiosity, intellectual rigor, lack
of pretense. It afforded Gary, and every
one of us who flocked to this extraordinary man, a sense of liberty and light
that was completely mesmerizing.
With such intellectual and social freedoms came the joys of discovery that
knew no bounds. Far from a random
quality, generosity was the essence
of Gary’s personal ethics, cultivated
on every single mushroom walk, with
patience, grace, and high spirits. At
this moment, there is a certain comfort
in remembering that mushrooms are
the biggest organism on earth, bigger,
even, than Gary.
—Carin Kuoni
* Speculation, Now became a book
and featured Gary’s fabulous essay,
“Taking a Trip” (Duke University Press/
Vera List Center, 2014).
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Tylopilus rubrobrunneus & Tylopilus felleus. Watercolor on paper.
© Jacquelyn S Wong 2017
In memory of Gary Lincoff, generous mentor whose boundless enthusiasm and
encouragement spurred my interest in fungi, as well as my efforts to capture
them in watercolor.
—Jacquelyn S Wong
photos Gary Lincoff and courtesy of Hiromi
Karagiannis

I

t was the end of November
2017, I found a Laccaria sp.
on one of our pop-up walks in
Prospect Park. As always, I posted
my findings on the NYMS Facebook
page, asking members for IDs. Out
of nowhere, Gary told me to bring
my Laccaria to his house and use his
books to help me ID this mushroom.
I was thrilled by his offer, so I went on
Dec 1st. Irene and Gary welcomed
me as they always did. Over a glass
of wine and cheese, we talked about
identifying mushrooms and the upcoming trip to Chile for hours. I was in
a dream. “How lucky I am!”
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Before it got too dark, Irene and Gary
wanted to go to Central Park for a short
walk because Gary’s doctor recommended daily aerobic exercise. It was
a lovely day at the park, and everyone
seemed to be enjoying the mild winter
day. Despite Irene’s gentle whispers
“aerobic exercise.” Gary stopped at
every tree and shrub he had known for
decades to look and talk about them.
He knew them. To Gary, none of them
was just a tree in Central Park.
When we reached Jackie Onassis
Reservoir, we stopped. We saw a huge
moon appearing just above the skyline
on east. I told Gary “It will be the super
moon in two days. It will be the only

one in 2017. I am sad that the forecast is bad… It will be behind the thick
clouds.” I told him that I love the super
moon. I mark my calendar every year.
Dec 3rd, Gary was at the park way before sunrise. The super moon managed
to slip out of the clouds to say “Hello”
to Gary that morning. Who wouldn’t,
right? Everyone wants to say “Hello”
to Gary, even a super moon did.
He sent me a picture of the moon and
shared it with his friends on Facebook
that morning.
Gary, you made our lives so much
richer in so many ways… I thank you
and miss you very much.
—Hiromi Karagiannis

W

hen I started mushrooming, here in Pennsylvania,
at about seven years old,
my father, grandfather and Uncle
Lawrence took me into the woods to
collect morels and a handful of other
types of edible mushrooms. I really enjoyed mushrooming, and as the years
went by, I wanted to learn more, but
it was difficult learning on my own.
Back then, there weren’t any mushroom clubs in the state. Fortunately, I
have very nice parents who took me to
my first larger mushroom forays where
I met Gary. That year, we were going
to both the NAMA and NEMF forays
on back to back weekends. We got in
the car and made the 15-hour trip to
Orono, Maine. After driving through the
night, we arrived just in time to register
and get in line for the early bird foray.
We were so excited that we arrived
early, and were the first three in line
waiting for the foray to depart. As the
line got longer, Gary and about a dozen other famous mycologists joined
the line waiting for the bus. I was so
excited to see these famous mycologists whom I had never met before,
but whose books I had. As it turned
out, the walk leader never showed up,
so my dad got picked to be the leader
when the bus came and we were off
into the deep Maine woods.
When the bus arrived at the foray site,
someone asked my dad about a signup sheet so that they could sign getting off the bus and then sign back in
when they returned, so that no one
would get left behind. My dad announced that he was not the original
walk leader, and only got chosen to
do it just before the walk. He also told
them that he was from PA and had
never been to the woods here or to
a big foray before. He did not have a
sheet to check people on or off, but
he would have the bus driver beep the
horn three times 15 minutes before it
departed for our return trip. He also
said that he could not remember ev-

eryone who got on or off the bus and
that he would not sit around all day
waiting for someone who got lost and
would report back that everyone returned safely whether they did or did
not. Looking back at it now, I am not
certain if he was serious or joking, but
I can say that many people got lost in
the woods at that foray and some even
spent the night. I can also say that no
one got lost on my dad’s walk and that
everyone was back a half hour early. It
was one of the very few trips that did
not have a problem.
During the walk that day, Gary talked
to me for several hours about mushrooms and taught me so very much.
He was generous in giving of his time
and knowledge. I learned so much that
day because of him, and I have been
going to NAMA and NEMF forays ever
since. So, on the return bus ride, my
family had Gary autograph our books.
In one book, he wrote, “If you learn
all the mushrooms in this book I will
write you another.” In another book he
wrote, “If you start a mushroom club I
will come.” I now wonder if Gary knew
what he was getting himself into on
that day. I did start a mushroom club
and Gary came to the Gary Lincoff
Mushroom Foray for the last 17 years.
I wonder, if Gary hadn’t come, would
the Western PA Mushroom Club have
become one of the largest mushroom
clubs in the country with over 650
members?
Looking back on it now, I always
thought It was my great luck that I
met Gary that day and began a great
friendship with him. But now, after
writing this, I wonder if I need to reconsider. Perspectives can change over
time and sometimes people wonder
what would have happened if things
had been different. I just thought of
this now, but knowing Gary for many
years and knowing how he can go on
and on about fascinating stories about
mushrooms, what would it have been
like if Gary was late for the bus…
—John Plischke III
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W

e have so many great memories of Gary— walks, talks,
meals, long drives, his kindness to everyone — but perhaps our
most vivid recollection was the first
time that we met him, many years ago
at the first Clark Rogerson foray we
attended. We had been mushrooming
for close to 20 years before we discovered the mycological community
hidden in plain sight, and we certainly
knew who the legendary Gary Lincoff
was from the Audubon Guide, and
from hearing about him, although we
had never met. We had been told that
Gary would be in attendance. When
we arrived on the second day the foray, one of the first things we did was
to head straight for the display room,
and while walking down one of the
aisles, we paused briefly to examine a
mushroom. A man on the other side of
the table stopped just opposite us to
look at the same mushroom, and he
and Kathy exchanged observations.
“Wow— it sounds like you know a lot
about mushrooms!” Kathy said. “Well,
I really don’t know all that much,” was
his reply. Just then, someone on the
other side of the room called out “Hey
Gary— come over here and help identify this, will you?” He looked at us,
said “Excuse me,” and walked off to
help with the ID. It took a moment for
it to sink in, but the realization struck
us both at the same time. We turned
and looked blankly at each other. “Oh
shit... that was... Lincoff!!”
—Kathy and Joe Brandt
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G

ary was such a great leader. I
have been reporting about how
he has persuaded many of his
New York followers from the New York
Mycological Society to go on winter
mushroom walks. They examine dead
sticks and have been able to identify many little black spots. They have
even given them nicknames like giraffe
spot, Peniophora albobadia, which
looks like giraffe spots on sticks; and
tree bacon, Punctularia strigosozonata, for the wavy, shelving fungus that
looks like cooked bacon. He made
winter foraying fun and inspired several very knowledgeable members like
Tom, Juniper, and Ethan. A far cry from
“can you eat it?”
Another impressive side of Gary was
how he researched all of the international trips he led. The trip to Israel had
a manual with information about ecology of the region, the mushrooms we
might find, and some background information about the places we visited.
Gary started his research for the trip to
Chile. He started with the idea of following the trip of Darwin. He posted
on facebook descriptions and illustrations of some of the expected fungi, a
paper by Rolf Singer about mycological exploration in Patagonia in 1952,
and the ecology of some of the regions
in southern Chile. He labelled a map
with the places the trip expected to
visit. After he died, the name of the trip
was appropriately renamed “A Gary
Lincoff memoral trip to Chile.” The trip
was conducted by several excellent
leaders but we all missed Gary.
In addition to his other attributes Gary
was a thespian and a poet. He created
and directed clever plays that were
performed at mycological events.
—Roz Lowen
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A New Song for a New Play in the Works:
TARTRUFFE……… “Be Here Now”
Gary Lincoff, 2013
When your back is giving out
And your toe’s inflamed with gout
And you haven’t slept a wink since who
knows when…..
When meat has lost it flavor
And sex has lost its savor
And you’ve tried everything from A to
Zen.
When summer’s like December
And you no longer remember
What it was you used to like on your
plate
It’s time to take some action
To get yourself some traction
And be the one in charge of your own
fate.
To all questions there’s but one answer
From love complaints to cancer
One solution to ward off certain doom
It’s not animal or vegetable
Not mineral, myth, or fable,
Just the little kingdom of the ‘shroom
Yes, the shroom’s the solution
From deadly sin to absolution
For everything you’ve ever wanted done.
For diet, a no-brainer,
For gluttony, a trainer A way to have it all while having fun.
I’ve got ‘shrooms to keep you healthy
And some to make you wealthy
And some in a beauty cream for your
face.
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I’ve got mushrooms for your dreaming
And some to get you beaming
Out to distant galaxies in space
I’ve got truffles for the ladies Guaranteed to drive you crazy,
And Cordyceps for you guys
For both stamina and size…
I’ve got Bear’s Heads and Turkey-tails
For a treatment that never fails,
I’ve got chaga for arthritis
And Reishi for phlebitis
Something to cure each and every condition.
I’ve got wood-ears for blood flow
For curbing strokes, don’t you know?,
Shrooms for cluster headaches,
And depending on how much you take
A catalyst for your every ambition
Come one, come all,
Please don’t disregard this call –
Name your poison or your passion
These ‘shrooms are never out of fashion
If they’ll cure what ails the earth Get ‘em now for all they’re worth.
Now’s the time to live forever
In the present tense, and never
Never follow any sacred cow…..
Be here in body and in spirit,
Be the life as you would live it,
Begin anew, begin again – and be here
– NOW!

D

uring the first year that I joined
the NYMS (about ten years
ago), I was a bit shy. I didn’t
know anyone in the club. I went on a
few walks—but the other functions (ID
sessions, talks, dinners, etc.) I felt too
awkward to attend.
I think it was after reading in this publication about Gary putting on a play
he adapted called “The Faustian
Mycologist” at the winter banquet one
year, that I realized I was missing out.
These weren’t just citizen scientists
and wild food enthusiasts. These people were eclectic weirdos—and I knew
at that point that I’d fit in. I started going to every club function I could. And
I made lots of friends.

At the following year’s banquet, Gary
put on a mycological adaptation of
King Lear. It made me so happy. In
subsequent years, there were other
plays and songs, such as a take on
Gilbert & Sullivan:
I am the very model of an amateur
mycologist
And often tend to think myself a good
agaricologist.
I know mushrooms that are good for you
and others that are magical,
And how to tell the good from bad and
bad from worse and tragical.
(...)
In short, if you’re in need of a good
agaricologist,
I am the very model of an amateur
mycologist. …

I

always thought that Gary had the patience of a saint.
I could never entertain the same neophyte questions
and make the same (but never quite the same) explanations that Gary did week after week without exasperation.
Gary did so generously, never treating anyone’s questions
as naive. He was our final authority on all things fungal and
botanical, and when he hadn’t a ready answer, he would
point us to a source that might.
Over the years I marveled at our luck to have Gary at our
ID tables, and when I joined the NYMS, I was immensely
pumped up to find that the President was also the author
of the Audubon Field Guide... the same book I was using
to identify the mushrooms I photographed! When I met
someone on the trail who was curious about mushrooms, I
would say, “You should look into the New York Mycological
Society, the president is the guy who wrote...” One of the
best things was discovering that Staten Island parks were
some of Gary’s favorite places for pop-up walks. A fine ferry
ride there and back, with the bonus of stories—such stories! A great regret is that Gary’s final illness occurred the
week we were to go to a part of the Staten Island Greenbelt
which was not one of our usual sites. Now, I’ll never have
the chance to see what he would have discovered there. I
know it would have been a great outing, no matter what,
because even on days when we found the “same old stuff,”
Gary made it new again.
—Don Recklies

As an extension of making friends,
I started learning—from Gary and
from those who learned from Gary.
The process of studying something
person-to-person is a beautiful thing.
The profound depth of mycology was
something that intimidated me—but
through Gary’s filter, I could see it as
an endless source of discovery and
delight.
Did Gary make a deal with the devil to
spend his life doing what he loved? I
don’t know—I still regret missing that
play. But if so, I’m sure he’s making
use of eternity in the underworld to
study mycelium from an interior perspective, teaching fellow inhabitants
about hyphae, and making friends in
the process.
—Jason Cortland

T

he New York Mycological Society has had 3 major
book auctions starting in the mid-90’s. While I really
enjoy going to auctions, I didn’t feel comfortable in
my role as our first auctioneer. I wasn’t familiar with all of our
donated books and I didn’t know what to say about many of
these books. Also, I wanted to bid on some of these books,
which created another problem.
After the first auction more books were later donated to the
club. I knew that Gary would know most of these books, so I
asked him to be our auctioneer for our second, and then our
third auction. Of course, he said yes! Gary almost always
said yes—yes to the club and yes to life!
I was relieved, and I knew that he would do a far better job
of being our auctioneer than I did, but I didn’t realize just
how good a job he would do. We all found out how good
he could be. We saw his “serious” side, telling us relevant
and interesting information about some of the authors and
their books.
But it was Gary interacting with our group that made it so
special. His timing was perfect. We expected he would say
humorous things about some of the books and authors.
And, of course he did. But what we also saw is what professional auctioneers do_trying to get as much bidding as
possible, and getting the highest price, and knowing when
to stop! He did it to perfection! And he made us all laugh as
he did it.
—Dennis Aita
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uniquely American insight, founded in
the vast natural resources of our country. But Gary didn’t have to go into the
grand Rockies, or virgin Adirondack
forests to find this. He found it along
the edges of parking lots, in trampled
public parks, in the wells of city trees.
He didn’t need to see extravagant fungal fruiting bodies in order to get excited. Hand him a stick and he’d find
something growing on it to swoon
over. And this was Gary’s great gift to
us: he inspired us to see the divine in
the humblest places, and in the humblest of organisms.

photos Pam Sabroso

L

ast year at the Telluride Mushroom
festival, a large group of people
did a Gary Lincoff flash mob. Old,
young, men, women, even babies and
dogs, they all donned field vests with
a zillion pockets, and safari hats. The
only other person I can think of who
has inspired a flash mob is Santa. That
mob happened for two reasons. Gary
was so influential that his look came
to symbolize the citizen scientist, and
because of him, so many of us became citizen scientists ourselves.
The members of the NYMS have for
many decades claimed Gary, our lead
scientist, as ours. He led us in walks
regardless of weather. His New Year’s
Day forays were a great way to start
the year, even though the only thing we
ever found was sticks with fungi that
looks like crusty vomit on them, but
afterwards he and the intrepid Irene
would let us come over and have Irish
coffee in front of their fireplace, but
god forbid you toss the wrong stick
in the fire or Gary would yell “Not that
specimen! I haven’t identified it yet!”
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A walk with Gary in Central Park offered a constant monologue on the
state of favorite trees, or how to handle
a chance encounter with The Birders.
He was the keeper of the list of NYC
mushrooms, with around 1,000 identified species, but he always made us
feel like our sad little brown mushrooms
were just as important. He was our lecture coordinator, our banquet MC, our
teacher. But the truth is, he wasn’t just
ours. Gary was arguably the hardest
working man in mycology. He visited
every mushroom club in this country,
many, if not all, multiple times, and
gave thousands of lectures. Indeed,
when news of his death spread, folks
from all over the world spoke up and
claimed him “a great friend, a beautiful soul, a brilliant mind and consummate teacher, an honor to know him,
blessed to know him, lucky to know
him, grateful to know him.” And over
and over again, “he inspired me.”
Ralph Waldo Emerson said that spending time in nature was the closest we
could come to the divine. It was a

To inspire someone is to awake in
them desire, confidence, and enthusiasm. Our fellow member Ethan
Crenson said Gary was responsible for
turning his curiosity into an obsession,
and today Ethan is passing that enthusiasm along. There are many other
people that do the same. This is how
a community of interests lives beyond
any one individual. People come in
and people go out, but the community
stands. That’s not to say communities
don’t have factions. They do. In the
mushroom world, it’s the PhD’s versus
the pickers for the pot, the taxonomy
jocks versus the trippers. In the parlance of sociology, an animator brings
all these factions together. And Gary
was that person for us.
We lost in the same week Stephen
Hawking, man of the sky, and Gary
Lincoff, man of the earth. Where does
that leave us? In my deep sorrow over
Gary’s death, I’ve returned numerous times to his facebook page, to
read and reread the testimonials of
the many people he mentored and inspired. I guess I needed to feel a little
less alone. I imagine everyone else felt
that way too. And then it hit me. There
in his pages was the community, our
community, a group of many thousands who look for the divine in our
own backyards, who find salvation in
nature, and who want to say to Gary,
thank you, thank you, thank you.
—Eugenia Bone

O

utside my window, late spring
is in full bloom. Gary is very
much on my mind. In my head,
I can still hear his unique, completely
familiar voice. How does one write “a
small piece” about Gary, after a lifelong friendship?

Pictures of Gary, from a span of over
33 years, are scattered around me.
Gary in 1986, his head full of golden
curls, smiling down at baby Yael,
whose favorite word at that time was
“Blewit!”. Gary in 1987, on a kibbutz
near the Israeli-Lebanese border. At
least ten of us are cramped inside
a small bathroom (towels blocking
out any light), admiring the intense
greenish glow emitted by the gills of
an Omphalotus olearius mushroom.
Gary first placing a field guide in the
circle of eerie light, and then reading
to us from it. Gary laughing at Manny
Salzman, both of them dressed in a
Bedouin “keffiyeh” and “aka”, near
the Beer-Sheba “souk”. And Gary, at
the NYMS business meeting in 1988,
declaring (with the wrath of a prophet) that should the club fail to understand the importance of NAMA and
decide to sever its club affiliation with
it, then he, Gary, will leave the club to
form his own NYMS! Lunches with
Sylvia Stein and Emil Lang. Gary with
baby Noah, playing in his back yard
with Yael who is just a toddler, while
11-year-old Efrat watches over them.
Gary and Irene passing around bowls
of my Polyporus squamosus “Chicken
Soup with Matzo Balls” to some 200
people at the 2011 NEMF foray.
At our Concord, MA, home—walking
around Walden Pond, placing a mushroom on Henry David Thoreau’s grave,
and standing in Thoreau’s grandmother’s vegetable garden. Gary and
Henry David Thoreau. Every person
who spoke at Gary’s memorial service,
two days after he left us, mentioned
Thoreau’s book “Walden” and the immense impact that Thoreau’s writing
had on Gary’s life. After the memorial, some of us elders of the NYMS,
gathered at a coffee place. Kay was
the only one who ordered tea. When
it was served, the small brown paper-

Manny Salzman, Elinoar Shavit and Gary Lincoff, Israel, 1987

tag on the teabag read: “’Live each
season as it passes; breathe the air,
drink the drink, taste the fruit’ - Henry
David Thoreau.”
It was as if Gary was among us, reminding us of his legacy.
Mushroom forays in the US and beyond, way too numerous to count.
Gary “weighing-in” on the eternal
foray question, “is it edible?” by suggesting to the person holding the pretty Tylopilus felleus, to go ahead and try
it! And then immediately handing her a
piece of hard candy to suck on. Gary’s
unique talks, lectures, books, laughter.
Gary, around “the tables” at a COMA
foray, telling an enthusiastic child,
who got emotional when he forgot the
name of the mushroom that Gary had
just mentioned by name, that it was
not as important to be able to repeat
the name of a mushroom, as it was to
be able to say something meaningful
about that mushroom.
Gary and me in masks, performing
his play “The Wassoniad” at SOMA,
celebrating my birthday with morels
and friends, dancing in the streets
of Telluride—a lifetime of memories.
Gary, my friend. Gary, the great teacher, speaker, writer, beloved Guru. A

Elinoar and Gary after performing Gary’s play,
The Contest, SOMA camp, January 2007

bigger than life role-model to a huge
number of friends and admirers in the
US and around the world. Gary, who
re-created the world of amateur mycology in the USA, and to an unprecedented extent in the world. And all the
time doing it HIS way.
So how does one think of Gary in the
past tense? How does one write “a
small piece” about him?
—Elinoar Shavit
photos this page Elinoar Shavit
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I am the Very Model of an
Amateur Mycologist
By Gary Lincoff, updated 2014
I am the very model of an amateur mycologist
And often tend to think myself a good agaricologist.
I know mushrooms that are good for you and others that are magical,
And how to tell the good from bad and bad from worse and tragical.
I’m very well acquainted too with matters microscopical;
I understand cystidia, both pleuro and dermatical.
In mushroom cultivation, too, I claim as well to know my share,
With many secret formulae for growing mushrooms in thin air.
I’m very good at doing taxonomical analysis.
I know the scientific names of mushrooms that are poisonous.
In short, if you’re in need of a good agaricologist,
I am the very model of an amateur mycologist.
I know the names and dates of all our eminent mycologists,
And who discovered who with whom and who got slapped and who got kissed,
And who knows Latin well enough to know the latest idiom,
And the idiots who can’t tell their ascus from basidium.
I know who stole what from whom and who once fixed a club election,
Who stomps on others mushroom finds and who once ate a type collection.
I know who’s named what and who’s had mushrooms named after them,
And who the mushroom splitters are and their every evil strategem.
All these things and more I know, and now of mushroomers I sing,
Of the ins and outs and ups and downs and goings on in Fairy Rings.
In short, if you’re in need of a good agaricologist
I am the very model of an amateur mycologist.
I read the latest articles on DNA taxonomy
I know the clades and trees of molecular phylogeny
I know that without sequencing a mushroom’s just a ru(o)mer
And that some pros alas, alack, lack any sense of hu(o)mer.
So I never joke about their fundamental paradigms,
Like whether lost or found – or shifting like the sands of time.
It’s crucial to hold on to some shred of credibility,
By not conflating sequencing with premature senility.
To keep a foothold in both camps is good To broker peace in our myco-neighborhood.
In short, if you’re in need of a good agaricologist,
I am the very model of an amateur mycologist.

photo Michael Wood

M

y annual fungus walk at
Greenbrook Sanctuary had
occurred at the end of a very
dry August. When I arrived, the naturalist said she hadn’t seen any mushrooms coming up in weeks.
My apprehension was somewhat relieved by Gary Lincoff’s arrival for the
walk. While I was nervous to be in this
tough spot with my mentor nearby, I
knew that Gary would not be an intimidator. Though I knew full well that he
had forgotten more about mushrooms
than I would ever learn.
The group headed off to the woods,
where, as expected, we found very
little in the way of fleshy fungi. But
keeping to a polypore themed talk, I
managed to scrape together enough
fungus, mycology and ecology to fill
the time allotted. Gary stayed in the
background until the end of the walk
when he offered the group a look at
Phaeocalicium polyporeum, minute
black matchsticks growing on the
caps of the Purple Toothed Polypore,
Trichaptum biforme.
Relieved to have the mushroomless
mushroom walk behind me, I asked
Gary as we walked out to catch the
bus: “How’d I do?”
With those rolling eyes and cheshire
cat grin of his he said: “Most of what
you said was true!”
Only Gary could dress you down and
cheer you up.
—Paul Sadowski
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G

ary Lincoff has long been for
me the quintessential teacher,
a person who makes learning
an adventure, fun and full of surprises,
and who stokes one’s innate curiosity,
regardless of age. His wit, his playfulness, his enthusiasm, and his gift for
telling a good story drew students of
all ages and levels of knowledge to
him, wherever he went.

It was Gary’s own curiosity that was
such an inspiration. He never stopped
asking questions, had many interests,
and was blessed with many talents
and much enthusiasm.
His play, “The Faustian Mycologist”,
in which I had the pleasure of playing the cook, in a dramatized reading,
January 2008, was a great example of
Gary’s many gifts coming together in
the interest of educating people on so
many subjects, all while having fun. He
covered a lot of territory in that play,
from the complexity of mushroom
identification to the human willingness
to distort and manipulate science to
conform to one’s own prejudices, to
how ridiculous we look when we twist
facts to make ourselves look good.
His multiple talents and interests were
very far reaching, so I should not have
been surprised to discover that we
shared a love of swing dancing, but
I was! Several years in a row, during
the Midsummer Night Swing Festival
in Damrosch Park at Lincoln Center, I
would see Gary and Irene hanging out
at the edge of the dance floor enjoying
the live music and the dancing. One
summer, I was a volunteer, charged
with the task of subtly encouraging reluctant dancers onto the dance floor.
Although Gary didn’t take me up on
my offer, Irene did, and we had several spins on the dance floor, as Gary
watched, smiling. A lovely New York
moment and another in what seemed
like an endless stream of Gary’s many
enthusiasms! He was an extraordinary,
unique human being.
—Talia Schenkel

COMMON NAMES – An anthem for
some, anathema to others
(to be sung to the tune of Tom Lehrer’s “Be Prepared”)
By Gary Lincoff, revised 2014
Common Names, that’s the mushroom hunters’ cry.
Common Name, though mycologists decry
All names that are not Latin – or at the least sound Greek,
The kinds of names they’re changing almost every other week,
Just say “No!” to all their taxonomic games.
Common Names.
Common Names – don’t just give in to the pros,
Common Names can be just as good as those
That are coined to honor him or her who found them, we suppose,
But then are penned in Latin which just adds to all our woes.
Give us plain and simple Anglo-Saxon names –
For a change.
Common Names. Who uses Latin for the birds?
Do we suppose, that there are no other words?
Do you warn of Ursus arctos when you see a charging bear?
Or think of Latin names when you stumble on a lair?
Don’t be foolish, don’t be struck dumb, don’t be lame –
Common Names.
Common Names. Who uses “penis” for the pines?
Or says names as they were pronounced in olden times?
If you use common names for animals, and common names for plants,
Let’s find common names for mushrooms, and snap out of this trance…..
Carpe diem, tempus fugit, as they say, – all the way.
Common Names, that’s the mushroom hunters’ prayer.
Give us names, the kinds of names that we can bear.
Give us names we can remember and pronounce.
Give us names that have some sparkle and some bounce.
If the church – can use vernacular in the mass,
Why can’t we - when we talk about the asscomycetes and basidios that we study or we eat.
Xeromphalina campanella is just little Fuzzy Feet!
Come on, you people out there, use your brains –
Common Names!
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I

am not alone in thinking that the
New York Mycological Society
is a unique mixture of artists
and citizen scientists, from John Cage
on. Gary Lincoff brought another layer
to that admixture of art and science.
By now the author of several books on
mushroom identification, foraging and
wild plants, Gary also wrote songs,
plays and fiction.
I met Gary, he met me, when I was
just getting into the woods and mycophilery by making a documentary
of my journey. I found my way to the
Telluride Mushroom Festival not long
after I joined the NYMS. Once there,
I met Gary Lincoff briefly, as well as
Lynn Payer, who was a writer for the
New York Times and the newsletter
editor of the NYMS. I was blown away
by these two presenters at the festival
and THRILLED that I was in a “society”
that included them. I was also hanging
on the words of Paul Stamets, Andrew
Weill, Alexander Shulgin and the many
incredibly diverse participants there in
the 9,000’ high setting. It was nirvana
with really smart people (maybe that is
redundant).
When I premiered the movie at
Anthology Film Archives in May of
2002, Gary Lincoff was sitting in the
front row to see my work. When it
was over, he invited me to Telluride
to show it. There, he introduced the
movie and me by saying that he knew
parts of the movie by heart. I was only
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able to get to the Telluride Mushroom
Festival three glorious times, in 2000,
2002, and 2005. I never tired of Gary’s
lectures either there or at NYMS and
NEMF events.
Remembering Gary’s introduction is
gratifying for sure, but I’m really thinking about how ardently Gary championed other people’s art, and was
humble about his own. I didn’t know
until this year about his plans to write a
novel when he first came to New York
with Irene.
While I was making Mushroom
Seekers, I had heard about a mushroom film project that Les Blank was
involved in. So, I called Les Blank to
find out about it. It was not exactly his
project, but he had worked on it as the
cinematographer, and when I mentioned it to Gary, he told me he had
written it! It never got completed because it was bogged down with situations well out of Gary’s control.
However, it was then no surprise when
Gary answered the call from Ron
Mann and got involved with Know
Your Mushrooms. The movie was
infused with Gary’s knowledge, anecdotes, recommendations and wit.
Gary’s video retelling of Ralph and
Marjorie Cox’s galerina poisoning is
widely viewed, courtesy of the Know
Your Mushrooms addendum.
For a while the NYMS was meeting in Manhattan at the Downtown

Community Center in TriBeca. We
had our weekly ID sessions there,
as well as lectures and other events.
One night we put on Gary’s play.
Well, it was Shakespeare’s play, King
Lear. But the king was a bolete and
the daughters other genera. Ursula
Hofmann, Maria Reidelbach and Talia
Schenkel were in it.
I learned much about mushroom
identification and appreciation of the
various components of life, like fungus-farming ants, directly from Gary
Lincoff. I might not remember people’s
names, but I remember that Entoloma
and Pluteus are the first genera to
check if I find a pinkish-gilled mushroom. Thank you, Gary. And I remember that he cited mentors and predecessors whenever he could: Guy
Nearing’s name came up a lot.
We all know about his enthusiasm with
each find. And that some finds really
made him smile, such as the psilocybe
recurrences in Inwood Park (and maybe at NYBG).
I’m writing these disparate thoughts
because, like snapshots, they’re mementos from an association with a
person of whom I am awed to have
known personally. And I will remain
so. I think I can recite some lines from
Gary’s lectures by heart.
—Pam Kray

O

nce, as Gary was leaving, swinging his cloth
bag full of sticks, including one I’d found, he
stopped and turned back to me. “See,” he said,
“if you want to do something really good, like if you
want to win a Nobel Prize, this is how you do it—.”
And he explained. Predictably, though, I don’t recall his
planned Nobel-worthy discovery. I didn’t understand
it except for this: it was the mechanism by which a
thing attaches itself to another thing. Another memory.
“What do you see?” Gary prodded. “Fungus?” I asked.
He didn’t answer so I tried: “insect eggs?” “What do
you see?” he pressed, continuing down the path,
swinging his cloth bag filled with sticks. An apple gall
is what it turned out to be but that wasn’t the important
thing. The important thing was the question, posed like
a Zen koan. What do you see? Or maybe the question
is less Zen and more Socratic. We were, after all, peripatetic in the parks. We followed, paused, scrutinized,
debated, and listened to him discourse about heroes
of the past, like Rachel Carson. Or other mythic figures. Once, memorably, Gary recounted how Cold War
economic assumptions constrained scientific knowledge by devaluing cooperation, companionship, and
mutuality. That story’s hero was Lynn Margulis, who
theorized symbiosis and was maligned for it, but she
prevailed. By the way, the maligning of Margulis is my
midrash, not Gary’s. I mention it because sexism also
distorts scientific knowledge, and though I have no reason to believe that mycology is more sexist than other
sciences, I need to note that Gary countered sexism.
He consistently spoke the names of women, discussed
women’s contributions, and acknowledged women’s
work, none of which is ordinary. Within our little group,
his practice was to acknowledge us, our commitment,
and our work, to hector us into getting—and using—microscopes. He didn’t do this only for women; he did it
equally for us. Gary could name almost all of the mushrooms I brought him, so learning the names myself
wasn’t my focus as I followed him around the woods. I
was trying, in a broad sense, to learn how to see. First,
I learned, there’s the practice: go outside and look!
Every day, if possible. Second, there’s the process. I
once passed Gary a specimen, naming it, “Trametes
versicolor.” He took the humble fungus and scrutinized
it with his loupe (as he always did, each and every time
with each and every humble fungus). He scrutinized
the hairy top and then flipped it— “Oops!” I said, because there were no pores. Gary waved the mushroom
at me. “You have to turn the mushroom over!” he said.
I believe he was genuinely irked. I’d been following him
long enough to know better. (“What do you see?” the
koan asks.) The different sides of the mushroom, an assertion and a correction, learning to see something on
the forest floor, all of this is symbiosis.
—Mical Moser
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ary was (and is) an all around
inspiration—his passion for
nature, his erudition, his curiosity, his patience as a teacher and
his love and deep knowledge of the
Kingdom Fungi. Those who walked
with him could wonder at his recall of
fungus name, previous fungus name,
lore about said fungus, and where and
when it had been previously encountered in New York City parks or elsewhere. For me, as a cognitive psychologist, a special time was watching him
construct the list of what we had just
seen as a group. He would write down
the names of what was often as many
as 100 species, on the way home,
usually on the subway. He’d sit, eyes
moving back and forth, quickly writing
down genus and species, the names
of mushrooms we had seen according to fungal family—walking through
what my field calls a memory palace.
Admittedly, he could supplement his
amazing memory with photos taken
along the way, but it was still mostly
rote, each mushroom in its proper
place in his head, somehow highlighted, because we had found it that day.
—Vivien Tartter

ary was a life cheerleader and
always made me feel good.
It is hard to write the words
of what Gary meant to me. It was a
feeling and energy I had when in his
company, that isn’t easy to describe.
He seemed to make everyone feel
special and capable. He welcomed us
into his community with open arms. I
enjoyed making him laugh and seeing him smile. His walks were always
fun and he made it so easy to learn.
He changed my life by opening up the
world of mushrooms to me. He kept
me interested and always wanting
to come back and learn more. Even
though I’m not the most dedicated
student, he always had patience with
me. Learning mushrooms has made
my walks in the woods entirely different. I feel much more connected to
our environment and the seasons than
I ever felt before. Thank you, Gary, for
opening up and changing my world. I
feel so fortunate and lucky to have had
the opportunity these last few years to
get to know you and spend time with
you. Gary was a life changer for me
and I thank him from the bottom of my
heart! I’ll especially miss him on New
Year’s Eve, which I never enjoyed until
the last few years when Gary and crew
introduced me to the fireworks and
gathering in Central Park. I love it! It
was fun hootin’ and hollering with Gary
and Kay over the fireworks show. Gary,
you were so missed in Chile but you
were in our hearts and minds the entire
adventure. I know you had to be smiling at us! It was the trip of a lifetime. I
hope I took enough pictures to make
you proud. Much love Gary Lincoff,
you will always be remembered with
a great big smile and much gratitude.
Thanks to all the NYMS members for
being such a great group of folks to be
around and learn with. I appreciate all
your hard work and dedication.
—Deborah Klein
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G

ary was ever curious and open to experiences. After a lovely day in the
New York Botanical Garden with his brother Bennett and Irene, we were
searching for a place to have lunch. With vegetarian Sam in the mix,
we were trying to find a location accommodating Sam, yet interesting to all. A
Chinese restaurant indicated from reviews that they had some unusual mushroom dishes. All agreed, we arrived, studied the menu and conferred.
I was very excited to see ‘Bamboo Mushroom’ with greens on offer. Previous to
my entry into the mycological world, I had relished eating them at our favorite
Buddhist Chinese Vegetarian restaurant in Atlanta. They rarely appeared on the
menu, but when they did, I would order them every time, intrigued by the texture.
When I asked if he had eaten them, Gary said, “Yes, I’ve eaten them and didn’t
particularly care for them.” Well, I was pretty set on ordering them and promised
to consume them all if no one else liked them.
Some may be horrified to learn that “Bamboo Fungus” is actually the netted
stinkhorn—Phallus indusiatus. Eeww. Unlike what one would expect, the smell
is pleasant, as part of the processing includes removing the brown pileus and
smelly gleba. The texture is smooth, silky, but at the same time subtly crunchy.
The ‘Bamboo Fungus’ tasted as I remembered and to Gary’s surprise, he loved
it. Then Gary turned his attention and his loupe to an egg yolk colored mushroom
with a toothy surface, saying, “Hmmm, I don’t know what this is.” Wiping brown
sauce off of it, he wrapped it in a napkin and popped it into one of his many vest
pockets and said, “I’m going to have to take this home and look at it under the
microscope.” What a memorable meal!
I convinced Gary that P. indusiatus was indeed good eating and watched him
stow away a table specimen for further identification. Gary later told me that this
restaurant became a go-to destination after mushroom walks and he introduced
many others to the experience of eating ‘Bamboo Fungus’.
Forever grateful to have known him.
—Cornelia Cho

n 1983 Sharon enrolled in Gary’s introductory course on mushrooms at
the New York Botanical Gardens. It
was the result of a casual curiosity.
She was entranced by the mind of the
instructor, and therefore, the subject.
She assumed that certain people could
be passionate about mushrooms, but
was surprised to behold that fungi
could be a source of wit and joy.
Quite quickly, she found that what
she learned resulted in some modest
collecting success in the woods and
fields. She was thrilled and enlivened
by her ever more frequent forays.
Sharon enlisted her husband, who accompanied her.
A calculation of the forays by the two
of us alone for the last 34 years is
somewhere close to a year of days, or
parts of days, in the woods. This is a
substantial portion our lives.
For mushroom collectors, every season of the year is an occasion of hope
and renewal. We owe this to Gary,
and it is certain that many members of
the club were also engaged by Gary
in an endeavor that fascinated them
intensely and frequently over a long
period of time.
To see Gary Lincoff’s slide lectures
and many wonderful old pictures, go
to http://nemf1.homestead.com/files/
various/slide_lectures.html
—Sharon Kitagawa and Ira Hainick
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W

henever Gary and I would get together, the subject of what he called
my “Arctic fetish” would come up. For example, he would ask me how
I could travel so well in the Arctic when I constantly seemed to get lost
in New York City. “I navigate by looking at natural features,” I would tell him, “and
here the skyscrapers get in the way of natural features.” “But those skyscrapers
are our natural features,” he’d observe with a big wave of his hand.
Once, when I seemed perplexed about which color cab I should take to the Village, he hailed an appropriate cab and told the driver, “To the Arctic.” On several
occasions when we had a group dinner at his place on 95th Street, Gary would
create a menu of items that we weren’t having for dinner and give copies to the
other guests. The items included such Inuit delectables as the green juices from
a walrus’s stomach, lightly sautéed seal eyes, sausages made from seal intestines, and a side of whale blubber.
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When I stayed at his place, he would put me in a room where he usually turned
off the heat and left the window open, saying, “I hope it’s not too hot for you.”
Since I tended to lead winter forays for the NYMS, this would usually be in the
winter, and the room was never too hot for me. The room in question had huge
piles of mycological books everywhere, and I’d have to push them aside in order to reach the bed. This was a very slow process, as I’d pick up a copy of (for
example) Overholts’s polypore book or the latest tome published by Edizioni
Candusso and browse it on my journey to the bed.
The percipient reader will notice that this remembrance of Gary does not mention his fungal expertise. Why not? Because he was a remarkable human being
even more than he was a remarkable mycologist.
—Lawrence Millman
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I

n getting ready to write something about Gary, I went
through piles of my old photos—NYMS annual meetings,
potlucks, morel breakfasts, walks, lectures. Such wonderful
memories, some that brought tears to my eyes. Those tears were
not only for Gary (there have been plenty of those), but also for
other old friends in the group who are no longer with us.
Until about six years ago, before I moved to New Paltz, I lived in the
city, so I was more a part of the happenings in NYMS. What great
times we had hunting, socializing, and, of course, eating. Right
there in the middle of everything was Gary, with his passionate
(and patient) teaching, his wonderful sense of humor, his love of all
things in nature, and his willingness to promote that love through
his enthusiasm and knowledge. Gary was one of a kind. I don’t
remember ever seeing him without a smile on his face. His warmth
and generosity were a part of him. Just being in his company made
me feel good. What he brought to the NYMS is legendary. Many of
us found a home here with kindred souls who shared these special
interests, and he made such a difference. Gary helped bring young
members into the organization who go out regularly and are really
digging into mycology, and it has assured that NYMS will continue.
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I have many great memories of Gary, but one of my fondest was
a New Year’s Day walk a group of us made in Central Park some
years ago. It was sooooo… cold, but we walked for a couple of
hours, then went to Gary and Irene’s apartment. Patient Irene welcomed and fed us, and we shared stories in the warmth of the
fireplace and the touch of brandy in our hot drinks. There was such
a beautiful feeling of being a part of this group of special friends
from all walks of life in what can be a big, lonely city.
Rest in peace, my friend. You will live on in each of us, and we’ll
miss you every day.
—Alice Barner
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I

looked Gary up on the internet.
You can find all of his accomplishments there. I just have
to add, from my own heart that Gary
Lincoff was so kind, so warm, so accepting, giving, funny, interesting,
generous to all. I especially appreciated that he accepted my contributions
to the NYMS: He called me “a Finder”.
I don’t eat them, I don’t smell them, ID
them, or look at them under the microscope. I just enjoy looking around in
the woods and collect what I find interesting. This great and knowledgeable
man accepted me as I am. I’ll miss
him so much. We were lucky to have
him. Baruch Dyan Ha Emet.
—Sarah-David Rosenbaum

photo Alice Barner
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Gary Lincoff and amateur
mycology in Québec
Raymond Archambault and
Kit Hang Leung

friendship among these
fungal fanatics.
Despite
hesitations,
because
of
Gary’s
advocacy, in 1991 CMM
participated in the foray
of the North American
Mycological Association
(NAMA) held at Paul
Smith’s College in the
Adirondacks. In the
Departure for an excursion to St-Barnabé Island in 2013 during
following year, CMM also the FQGM-NEMF joint meeting in Rimouski. In the Zodiac, in the
participated in the North foreground, Gary Lincoff and Irene Liberman.
American Mycological
contributions of Yves Lamoureux as a
Federation (NEMF) foray
in Connecticut and became a member specialist. Yves, from Québec, became
of NEMF. Thus, Québécois amateur a regular member of the NEMF faculty.
mycologists have both joined these In response to Gary’s championing, the
forays in the U.S., and participated in Association de mycologie du Québec
(AMQ) was formed, also known as the
organizing these forays in Québec.
Fédération québécoise des Groupes
de Mycologues (FQGM) in later years.

Mushrooms survey with Gary Lincoff in
Rawdon in 1989

T

he unexpected passing of Gary
Lincoff gives us a very heavy
heart as we, his Québécois
friends, say good-bye to him. As a
well-learned mycologist, Gary made
his mark on the world of amateur
mycology in Québec. He is beyond
doubt, the American mycologist who
has had the most significant influence
on the development of mycology in
Québec. Not merely because of his
extraordinary Audubon Field Guide,
but also his charismatic personality
and his impressive storytelling for
inspiration and encouragement.
Starting with “Bonjour” in 1989, an
event of Fungophile, organized by
the Circle of Mycologists of Montreal
(CMM), Gary gave an impressive
lecture at the Montreal Botanical
Garden. Then he and his group went
on to do a walk with CMM at camp
Marie’s in Rawdon. In this small, but
beautiful community in the lower
Laurentians, north of Montreal, he was
surrounded by Québécois amateur
mycologists such as Peterjürgen
Neumann, Yves Lamoureux and
Raymond Archambault. This first
meeting established a long-standing
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Gary Lincoff with Colette Delwasse, in 2003,
during the NAMA Foray organized by the
CMM in Saint-Augustin-de-Desmaures, near
Quebec City.

Let’s give a toast to Gary for his
inspiration! The year of 1998 was
a milestone for both NEMF and
Québec. CMM organized the very
first NEMF foray in Québec which
was also the first held outside of the
U.S.. To overcome the language issue,
this foray functioned as “première
rencontre bilingue” (the first bilingual
foray). It was held in September at
Ste-Catherine de la Jacques-Cartier,
at the Duchesney Econature Center.
The success of this foray confirmed
Gary’s observations about the quality
of the amateur mycologists of Québec.
He was the first American mycologist
to uncover the strengths and expertise
of Quebec amateur mycologists.
For example, Gary appreciated the

Over the years, FQGM/AMQ has
collaborated with NEMF, organizing
forays in 1998, 2006, and 2013.
This collaboration will soon extend
to the NEMF 2020 foray. CMM also
hosted a NAMA meeting in 2003.
Gary participated in all of these
forays. He contributed his leadership
and guidance to make the learning
of fungi so successful. In return,
Gary became our dearest friend and
honorary Francophile, after countless
French laughter over wine and cheese,
and most certainly, serious fungi
conversations.
We are saddened, as our dearest
friend has departed this earthy place
for better fungi in heaven. Through
mycelium networks underground,
and spores in the air, his infectious
enthusiasm and humor continues
to spread and blossom. In the same
way, his knowledge, insights, and
contributions continue to inspire
us as they are shared in his books,
articles, recorded lectures and our
conversations. No one can replace
him as a leading mycologist, a great
educator and the best storyteller. Gary,
we miss you. Merci et au revoir, mon
cher ami.
Photos : Jean-Pierre Delwasse, Ginette
Francis

G

ary was staying with Cornelia
and me in Atlanta, as he was
going to speak to the Mushroom Club of Georgia. I was driving
him in my 1990 Toyota Corolla Station
Wagon when it broke down. He was
very sanguine and relaxed about it all
as I called AAA to send a tow truck.
He got a real kick interacting with the
tow truck driver who had recently
moved to Atlanta from Arkansas. Gary
easily connected with all kinds of
people and really engaged with them.
He always treated us as old friends
and unreservedly welcomed our club
members to ask questions.
We met Gary as we pulled up to the
campus in Pennsylvania for our very
first NAMA Foray. Cornelia noticed
this mushroom hunter rooting around
the wood chips in the landscaping
of the campus grounds. Cornelia
exclaimed, “That’s Gary Lincoff!” We
were early on that Thursday afternoon, so Cornelia leaned out of the
car and asked Gary if he would like to
join us in going on a mushroom hunt
at a local park. He got in and directed
us to the park. He was a fount of
information as we walked through
the park. I spotted a Lepidella that
presented a really long “root” as I dug
it out. Something I had never seen
before. Cornelia found a light pink
Isaria. Both were new finds for us.
Later that weekend, Gary announced
these mushrooms as the “interesting
finds of the day” and presented each
of us with a prize. He really knew
how to welcome and encourage new
people and spark their interest.
We miss him much and feel so grateful that we got to spend as much time
with him as we did.
—Sam Landes
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I

met Gary through our children before I discovered mushrooms. Our sons
were in the same bar mitzvah training class in Hebrew school, and parents were encouraged to attend sessions with the Rabbi while the kids
were in class. It was near Passover, we sat in a circle and each took a turn describing what Passover meant to us. I’ll never forget the look on the Rabbi’s face
when Gary explained the manna that sustained the Israelites in the desert was
probably a kind of mushroom: the Rabbi’s jaw dropped open, a silent gasp, until
she gathered breath to say “next!”
I called Gary for help in identifying some Tricholoma—terreum or myomyces—I’d
found in Dutchess county, and for an opinion on possible toxicity. “Do they have
a veil? No? Bring them over.” I had posted pictures online to the Mid-Hudson
Mycological Facebook page and been warned “Don’t eat them! Tricholomas are
poisonous!” to which another person replied “Nonsense. I’ve been eating these
for years.” T. terreum is found under pine in Europe, even sold in French markets,
but a related Tricholoma, T. equestre, that was long thought to be edible was
recently thought to have caused several deaths from an unknown toxin. Then
some Chinese researchers isolated two compounds from T. terreum that caused
kidney failure in mice. Further confounding me, Kuo states terreum is not found
in North America, and that our similar mushroom is probably myomyces.
Gary greeted me at his brownstone door, took a hand lens and examined the
mushrooms. He grew excited when he found a veil on a young cap “See! It’s
easy to miss. Disintegrates easily. But it’s not myomyces or terreum. Those
are European concepts. Until DNA studies are done, it won’t be clear what we
have. But your friend has been eating them for years? Did you try them?” I admitted I’d cooked a tiny cap with garlic, butter and olive oil. It was delicious,
with a nutty flavor. “Do you want to cook the rest?” he asked and showed me to
the kitchen. While I sautéed the fungi, Gary explained most mushrooms contain
tiny amounts of toxins, even white supermarket mushrooms, the dose makes
the poison, and mushrooms causing kidney failure generally do so only after
repeated ingestion over time. “We won’t be eating that much.”
Gary opened a bottle of red wine, we ate the Tricholomas with a couple of
crackers, and drank some more wine. Then we talked, about our children who’d
gone to school together, about life, the universe, everything. Eventually Gary
looked at his watch. “It’s been an hour” he said with an elfish grin. “We’re not
sick, so I guess they’re edible!”
—Richard Kauffman
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T

hough I can’t recall exactly what
compelled me to, I found myself
in Telluride in August of 2007 to
volunteer for what would be my first
mushroom festival, and my first foray
into the wider mycological world. I
wandered the steps and sidewalks of
a mostly empty ski resort, eventually
finding my contact, Kris Holstrom. She
secured me a staff t-shirt and put me
to task in the banquet hall, where I arranged centerpieces of fungi and flowers in marble-filled vases. I was hopeful that my common interest would be
enough to make fast friends, but for
the moment I was alone. As dinner
drew nearer and the crowd began to
file in, a friend from college, Will Adams, was the only familiar face I saw.
Sensing I was adrift in a room full of
strangers, Will took me under his wing
and offered me a seat at his family’s
table, introducing me to friends and
festival regulars. I didn’t know it at the
time, but Will and his family are part of
Telluride royalty, along with the Salzmans, Gillmans and others. No wonder, then, that seated at that same
table was a Mr. Gary Lincoff from New
York City. Gary asked me about my
interests, and I mentioned studying
Russian in school and plans to travel
there in the winter, my inability to put
down Clark Heinrich’s “Magic Mushrooms in Religion and Alchemy,” and
a general fascination with fungi whose
origins went at least as far back as my
infancy (according to my worried parents), which was just then beginning to
really emerge from its adolescent dormancy. Gary responded with genuine
enthusiasm, not the kind offered out
of obligatory politeness, telling me of
his own trips to Kamchatka where a
Siberian brand of muscaria shamanism was practiced. A few days later I
would learn of Gary’s singular status
in the TMF and broader mycological
communities, and I felt honored.
Ten years and a few dozen courses,
conferences, forays and festivals later,
it was Gary’s job to introduce me and
my partner for a presentation we gave
at the 2017 Northeast Mycological
Federation Foray. In those ten years, it
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continued to be an honor to know, talk
with, and eventually be considered
a friend by Gary, but in this new moment, it became a new kind of honor
to be flattered by him. I felt a thread
tugging at that banquet table from ten
years before, connected to the podium
I now stood behind, with Gary at both
ends. It occurred to me then that Gary
was the only person in my mycological lifetime who had been there from
the beginning. I had been presenting
to mycological audiences for around
eight years at this point, but on that
day, my parents were in the room for
the first time, seated in the front row.
The young, non-academics among us
will be familiar with the half-convinced
faces of parents being regaled with
stories of their son or daughter’s autodidactic adventures in mycology.
They can be forgiven for their uncertainty, though we rightly resent the
automaticness with which “outsiders”
relegate fungi to the margins of serious life (a topic on which Gary was a
prolific thinker and speaker). As Gary
spoke to the crowd about our first
meeting and the many to follow, and
offered recognition and admiration of
my progress, he added two more mycological converts to his untold thousands; Debbie and Harvey Newman.
From that day forward, calls home to
talk of upcoming papers or expeditions were bereft of awkward silences
or the nervous platitudes designed to
fill them. Let this be yet another testament to the artistry with which Gary
communicated fungal wonder to the
wider world; legitimizing the mycological passion of young people in the
eyes of their apprehensive parents.
For practically all ten of those years so
far, my focus has been the fungi of the
Neotropics. Gary was attracted to this
part of the world as well. His website
lists ARGENTINA, AMAZON, PERUVIAN ANDES, COSTA RICA, PUERTO
RICO, and MEXICO, among many others, as photo galleries yet to come. His
passing came just days before he was
set to lead a trip to Chilean Patagonia,
whose fungi he had been feverishly
researching in the weeks and months

leading up. Gary was keenly aware
of the un- and understudied fungi of
the world, including those in his backyard. Gary can be singularly credited
for regenerating interest among North
American mushroom clubs in crust
fungi and what he liked to call “little
black dots,” both of which have been
perennially left out of foray tallies for
lack of expertise. When other societies
were on winter (or summer) vacation,
NYMS could be found plucking twigs
from the Central Park snow, loupes
in hand, conducting microscopy and
combing complicated literature in
search of identifications, with Gary
leading the way. In both his social and
fungal affinities, Gary was a champion
of the underdog, the spotlightless, the
neglected.
One of my early mentors in mycology
had his students build their mycological family tree. Its branches mapped
out the intellectual shoulders on which
our own professor stood, and on which
we might someday stand as well. Gary
will always be for me one of the most
beautiful and special branches of that
tree, of which I am still a young twig. I
only wish we had more of him to enjoy,
particularly those of us who were only
able to enjoy him for a relatively short
time. So many of the eulogies which
continue to pour out from every corner of the internet following the news
of Gary’s death fondly recall memories
stretching across decades. As I write
this, I look forward to the NYMS newsletter in which it will be published,
so that I may live vicariously through
the stories of those fortunate to have
known him longer. But in truth, anyone
who was able to behold the enigma
that was Gary Lincoff, from one-time
lecture or foray attendees to life-long
friends, was so wonderfully lucky to
do so.
We love you Gary, and we miss you
very much. You’ll be in our hearts
forever.
—Danny Newman

W

hile working on an appraisal in a client’s home some
years ago, I spied a section
of books about mushrooms on his
shelf, and asked him about it. He mentioned he was a member of the local
mushroom club. My mind was blownI had to see what this was all about.
There were enough people who were
into mushrooms to form a club?!?
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I

first met Gary in the early 1990s at a COMA foray. Gary’s reputation as a
mushroom iconoclast preceded him, and I was already familiar with The
Audubon Guide (which I used as a graduate assistant in “Field Mycology”
at Southern CT State University). At first I was intimidated by Gary’s larger than
life presence, but that gradually evaporated as we continued to bump into each
other at NAMA, NEMF and COMA forays. Soon we were standing side by side at
the ID tables sharing our insights and love of fungi with other amateurs. I quickly
became fascinated with Gary’s teaching style: it was strange yet somehow familiar. I found myself studying him while he worked the crowd. When someone
asked a question he didn’t give an answer but responded with another question.
And then another question… the questions would channel the asker’s thought
process to discover the answer on their own… OR he would launch into a long
rambling story that seemed to have nothing to do with the question but rather
went off on oblique tangents and seemingly off-track into a long orbit of personal
remembrances and asides only to come meandering back to the main trunk of
the story and miraculously back to the question at hand, having woven together
all the disparate threads of the narrative into a coherent whole that not only
answered the question (mostly) but gave the story a cultural context embedded
in the endless ecological inter-connections of the fungal world! How did he do
that?! I wanted to do that. Gary’s stories often evolved into a piece of theater that
gathered a crowd. Eventually Gary started to invite me to participate in NEMF
forays as a guest mycologist. He invited me to his namesake foray (the GL MidAtlantic Foray) twice to give talks and act as an identifier. As we got to know each
other over the years, we found we had much in common. We had both studied
Philosophy as undergraduates, but then slid into botany and finally mycology.
We were both Thoreau fanatics. We both loved being outdoors in the woods
more than anything. I became a student of Gary’s style and he became my model
for what a teacher should be. Eventually, I internalized a kind of Gary Lincoff
persona that I could call up if I needed when I was teaching. Gary’s style was
unique and unconventional and resulted in what I have since come to call painless learning… he made you learn things about fungi even when you didn’t know
you were learning. I most admired his fearlessness to engage in art and culture
as a teaching tool. He would use song, poetry, drama, any and all art forms to
get his message across. For me, Gary expanded my idea of what teaching could
be and how to enjoy the process. Whatever success I’ve had as an educator I
owe, at least in part, to Gary; he was mentor, role model, friend. An inspiration to
share selflessly with everyone. He will be missed and I’m sure whenever I talk at
a mushroom foray he will come to mind.
—Bill Yule

Fred had said “Be sure you go on a
walk with Gary Lincoff,” so my very
first walk with the New York Mycological Society was with Gary in Central
Park. It was a pretty fascinating afternoon. As I attended more and more
walks, my toes would curl in embarrassment as I would hear the same
questions I had asked being repeated
by the newer members. Gary would
answer the same questions tirelessly
and with the same enthusiasm as if it
was the first time. I don’t remember
Gary ever losing his temper or giving
in to frustration.
On maybe my third walk with him, I
pointed out a brown gilled mushroom
in the path. He turned to me and said:
“You’re good at spotting mushrooms.”
Well, that was it. My heart swelled, I
stood up straighter and felt like I had
earned another girl scout badge for my
sash. I thought: “Well, if Gary thinks
I’m good, I must be good at spotting
mushrooms.” That single remark ignited an enduring interest in mycology.
I fell down the rabbit hole and now
love mushrooms with the ardor of a
teenage girl crushing on her first love.
Gary also introduced me to entire
worlds beyond mycology. I never noticed there were different varieties of
acorns, maple seeds, pine cones etc.
Gary knew all about them. I’m pretty
sure I would not have renewed my
membership after the first year, had
it not been for Gary. He had a way of
making one feel welcome, and was
so generous with his knowledge that
I couldn’t help but get swept up in his
enthusiasm for fungi. Thank you Gary.
—Reema Keswani
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Crossword Puzzle

2

By Kay Spurlock

ACROSS
1. JUST QUIT YOUR JOB & STUDY _________!
4. SPRING CHOICE
6. APPLE OF HIS EYE
7. BIRDNAME MUSHROOM
9. PRE-DINNER REQUIREMENT
12. ___-OF-THE-WOODS BIRDNAME MUSHROOM
14. DURING A WALK, HE KEPT THIS IN HIS HEAD
16. FEATURE OF DICTYOPHORA DUPLICATA
17. CLASSROOM WITH LUNCH
18. GOOD FOR COOKIES
21. BLACK BUMPS ON A LOG e.g.
23. _____ O’ GREENS
26. HE WAS THIS TO MANY
27. HOME BASE IN THE CLASSROOM
29. HIS ROLE AT MANY EVENTS
30. MUSHROOMER’S BIBLE
32. LITTLE LEAGUE COACH OF __________
34. HIS FAVORITES ON A WALK (sharp eyes & close
to the ground)
37. WHAT YOU SEE IS WHAT YOU HAVE
41. A DAILY DELIGHT
43. THE COMPLETE MUSHROOM______(2010)
44. CO-FOUNDER ________ MUSHROOM FESTIVAL
DOWN
2. ANOTHER BIRDNAME MUSHROOM
3. KNIGHT’S ADDRESS
4. 20-DOWN’S GIG
5. RED & YELLOW & BLUE WITH PORES
8. LIGHT OF HIS LIFE
9. KNOW YOUR MUSHROOMS IS ONE
10. “PLANTS ARE MY THING”
11. THE NEW DIVISIONS
13. TO SEE THE HIDDEN WORLD
15. A PEZIZA e.g.
19. SOMETIMES MADE UP (as giraffe spots)
20. SHAMAN IN KAMCHATKA
22. FUNGAL SCIENCE
24. REPRODUCTIVE UNIT
25. BLOWING SMOKE?
28. THROWN OUT OF THE KINGDOM
31. MANY READ & WRITTEN
33. NEVER LEAVE HOME WITHOUT IT
35. A TOOTHED DYE MUSHROOM
36. IT’S BEST WITH WILD THINGS
38. THESE ARE SURF RAW & TURF COOKED
39. ORG. THAT GAVE LATEST NOTCH IN THE BELT
40. _____FOR THOUGHT
42. FUNGI PROTECTION

5
3

1

8

7

4

6

11

10

9
13
15

19

18

17

16

20

22

21

23

24

25
26
27
28
29
31

30

33

32

34

36

35

38

37

39
40
41

42

43

44

A 2016 NYMS foray in High Rock Park photo Jacquelyn S Wong
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I

t feels like I have known Gary a
lot longer than the five to eight
years I am able to narrow it
down to. As a matter of fact, it feels like
he has been with me forever. We know
we missed each other in Iquitos. But
we both feel we ran into each other at
the Monte-Alban ruins in the late ’80s.
The early morning sun was hot and
dry. My wife, Jeannie, daughter Jorgie
and I were the only humans in the vast
ruins. Around noon, we saw a group
of people climbing in the distance and
about half an hour later, we “ran into”
them. They were a group of Americans
on a mushroom tour of Oaxaca. By the
way, if anyone knows anything about
this trip, please contact me.
When friends describe Gary, the salient traits are the generosity with
which he shared his broad knowledge,
his wonderful stories, his wit and his
charm. All of which were occasionally sprinkled with mushrooms. And
it would be remiss not to mention the
patience he showed me and other
Wandering Sybarites. Patience which
was more mythical than patriarchal.
Whenever I saw Irene, or heard about
Noah, I felt guilty, as “we” were stealing him away from them. This made
me feel somewhat uneasy over the
years. Luckily, Noah’s tribute at the
Botanical Gardens, in front of a picture
of him on Gary’s shoulders, describing
how Gary was so involved in almost
every aspect of his life, dissipated any
vestige of guilt.
I now realize, Gary is a giant, not so
much because of his knowledge, stories, wit or charm, but because of his
selflessness and his ability to give
himself to others.
Thank you Irene and Noah for sharing
Gary with us.
—Bill Eggers
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I

miss Gary. Three little words, which, if you are reading this, you’ve probably mouthed and deeply felt many times since he stopped delighting
those of us left Garyless on this particular astral plane. I’ve been thinking
of how he’d watch Game of Thrones with the new Agaricus monograph or crumbling copy of Peck open in his lap, always learning, always becoming more his
incomparable self. Below is my attempt at a Game-of-Thrones-style list of such
titles among many he surely earned; like mushrooms, Gary will always be too
many things fully to be known or named. Here, in no particular order, are some
honorifics:
Gary Lincoff, Loving Husband and Partner to Irene; Proudly Doting Father
to Noah; Brilliant Friend to Lucky Multitudes; He Among Humans Who Has
Handled The Most Mushroom Species; Knower of Cherries, of Oaks, of Birches,
of Forests, of Gardens; Mycological Pied Piper of Central Park (Or Any Park);
Teacher of Seaweeds; Speaker of Psilocybes; Celebrant Exulter In and Of
Children’s Curiosity; Listkeeper; Microscopist; Ambassador of the Microscopic;
Credit-giver to Discoveries; Inspiring Booster of Confidence and Egos; Jester;
Enthralling Storyteller; Playwright; Theatremaker; Parodist; World Traveller;
Student of Central Park’s Wonders, and the World’s; Irreplaceable New Yorker;
Singer; Drummer; Wearer of Silly Hats; Mind Opener; Wonderseeker; Appreciator
of the Small; Generous Sharer of All Gifts; Familymaker; Professor; Laugher;
Freedom Activist; Good Citizen and Patriotic Embodiment of True American
Values; Welcomer to His World; Mycophagist Extraordinaire; Saintly-Patient
Explainer of Basic Mycological Concepts; “Is It Edible” Answerer; Latin Name
Wrestler; Student; Acolyte; Mentor; Leader; Praisegiver; Flaneur; Venerable
Expert; Consummate Beginner; Poet; Social Uniter; Activist; Rabblerouser, Visitor
of the Sick; Eulogist; Master of Revels and Life of All Parties; Welcome Guest;
Welcoming Host; Thoreau Scholar; Wordsmith; Eater of the Green Lobster; Real
Hoot; Joybringer to a World Now Bereft of His Incalculable Goodness.
I could go on. I hope to. And I hope you do, too.
—Bruch Reed
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Through the NYMS, members can optionally also get
North American Mycological Association membership at a
discount.
Visit: http://www.namyco.org/join.php
Join or Renew as a member of NYMS (affiliated club)

Individual– 20.00
Family– 30.00
Make your check payable to NYMS and Mail this form to:
Kay Spurlock, NYMS Treasurer, P.O. Box 1162
Stuyvesant Station, New York, NY 10009

NAMA Membership

NYMS Membership

or go to http://www.newyorkmyc.org/new-member-signup-information/ to sign up via PayPal
Name(s) ____________________________________________________________________________________________
Address ____________________________________________________________________________________________
City, State, Zip ______________________________________________________________________________________
Phone____________________________________ Email______________________________________________________
q Check here to get your NYMS newsletter in color PDF by email and by regular mail q By email only, paperless.
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injuries or accidents incurred during or as a result of any mushroom identification, field trip, excursion, meeting or
dining, sponsored by the Society.
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