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upper was over and my 
sister, Suzi, and her husband, 
David, who lived just two 

doors down had stopped over. 
It had been a beautiful day and, 
setting aside his coffee cup, my 
father suggested we take a walk 
out back to check on his corn 
crop.

Heading out the back door 
we were met by Blackie, the 
coal black pup of my childhood, 
who joined us as we walked out 
toward the garden. It was early 
evening, and though the late 
summer days had shortened, 
it was not yet sunset. The sky 
was beginning to take on that 
golden glow peculiar to autumn 
evenings and crickets were 
beginning to rouse.

We paused at the orchard 
while my father examined the 
McIntosh trees, inding that 
the apples were just about 
ready. It would be a month or 
more before his favorite, the 
Red Delicious were ready, but 
McIntosh was my favorite, and 
Dad gave handed me one of the 
nearly ripe fruit.

Blackie bounded ahead of 
us, scattering grasshoppers in 
high arcs over his head. When 
he neared the creek the frogs 
silenced their chirping on cue, 
and he trotted across Harry’s 
bridge with us close behind.

Once over the bridge I 
dropped my half-eaten apple 
and stood amazed, peering up 
at row after row of the tallest 
corn I’d ever seen. Blackie 
quickly disappeared amid the 
rows and I followed after him. I 
could no longer see my parents 
but could still hear them and 
knew they were only a few 
feet away. Sitting cross-legged 
between rows I closed my eyes 
and my other senses took over 
as a soft breeze carried the 
fresh, green scent of corn and 
the soft whisper of the rustling 
of the stalks toward me. It a 
cathedral of corn.

It didn’t last long. Before 
I knew it, Blackie rushed up 
and playfully sideswiped my 
shoulder, wanting to be chased. 
I grabbed at his tail but he 
slipped away and we headed 
toward the grown-ups. Finding 
them, I watched my father 
gently unzip a bit of husk on 
one of the ears and declare the 
corn ripe. He pulled the ear off 
the stalked and bent to show it 
to me.

I looked at the white pearls 
of corn, but instead of neat 
rows, these kernels were stuck 

in randomly, like a crazy quilt. 
“What’s wrong with it?” My 
brows furrowed, looking at the 
oddly arranged corn.

“There’s nothing wrong with 
it,” my father replied, smiling. 
“This is old Country Gentleman 
and it’s supposed to look like 
this. We’ll make some real good 
hominy out of this corn.”

We picked several more ears 
to enjoy fresh, but my father 
told me that we would leave 
most of it to dry and then he 
would show me how to make 
hominy. Heading back home, 
Blackie was out front as usual. 
When we reached the orchard, 
my sister and her husband split 

off from us and headed toward 
their house. Suzi was a school 
bus driver and David worked at 
the Ford plant so both of them 
would have to get up early. 
My father had to get up at 
four in the morning to head to 
Fleetwood, himself, but before 
he headed to bed we boiled 
some of the corn as a quick 
snack. It wasn’t as sweet as 
the yellow corn I was used to, 
but I enjoyed nibbling my odd 
looking bedtime treat.

The Recipes
Preparing hominy is really 

more of a process than a recipe. 
Once made, it can be allowed 

to re-dry for long term storage 
or simply boil and season it as 
desired. Freshly made hominy 
is delicious fried with bacon, and 
can be added to soups and stews 
in place of, or in addition to, 
regular sweet corn.

The same corn that is used 
to make hominy can be used 
to make cornmeal and grits. 
Cornmeal is simply ground 
dried corn. Grits are the larger 
chips of corn sifted out from the 
meal grinding process. In order 
to do this at home it’s best to 
have a grain mill, otherwise it 
would require hours of tedious 
pounding and grinding with a 
mortar and pestle — something 
that would be a fun project for 
children but not practical for 
anyone serious about making 
their own meal.

Hominy
My father made hominy the 

same way that his mother did, 
with wood ashes. This is the 
traditional method that Native 
Americans and early settlers 
employed and, I think, still the 
best way.

During the weeks 
beforehand, while the corn was 
drying, my father would begin 
collecting wood ashes. We used 
a simple Ben Franklin wood 
stove for heating and collected 
the ashes from it, and stored the 
ashes in an old coal bucket until 

the corn was dry.
First, he sifted the ashes to 

remove any big chunks, mixed 
the iner particles with a little 
water to make a paste, and 
covered it and let it sit for a 
couple of days. Then he shelled 
the corn and mixed together 
equal parts corn and wood 
ashes in a large kettle. He added 
enough water to cover the whole 
mixture, stirred it up and set it 
on the stove to simmer for most 
a couple of hours or so, until the 
corn was tender.

Once cooked, he drained 
the corn and rinsed it several 
times until all of the ashes 
were washed away, then he 
put the hominy in fresh cool 
water and began the process of 
removing the hulls by rubbing 
the corn between his palms. 
He would let both the hulls and 
the hominy fall back into the 
water, and grab another handful 
to repeat the process until all 
of the hulls were removed. For 
the most part, the hulls loated 
to the top of the water and he 
simply scooped them out. After 
giving the hominy a inal good 
rinse to remove any remaining 
hulls, and the hominy was 
ready to be fried in bacon 
grease or simply reheated and 
seasoned.

Cornmeal Hoe Cakes

According to the folks at 
Mount Vernon, hoecakes were 
George Washington’s breakfast 
of choice. The recipe used by 
Washington’s chef, Hercules, 
took a little more time to 
prepare because it required 
yeast for leavening. Additionally, 
Washington’s hoe cakes were 
made purely with cornmeal, no 
wheat lour. This lighter and 
quicker version can be topped 
with maple syrup, honey or 
fresh fruit.
3⁄4 cup cornmeal
3⁄4 cup all purpose lour
1⁄2 teaspoon baking soda
1⁄2 teaspoon baking powder
1⁄2 teaspoon salt
11⁄4 cups buttermilk
2 eggs
1⁄8 cup oil, plus oil for the griddle

Combine the dry ingredients in a 
large bowl, then add the buttermilk, 
eggs and 1⁄8 cup oil, stirring just until 
combined. It’s OK if there are a few 
lumps, overmixing the batter will 
result in tough, rubbery cakes.

Lightly oil a frypan or griddle and 
heat to medium. Use about 1⁄4 cup 
better for each cake, lipping them 
when bubbles form around the edges 
and the batter begins to lose its gloss. 
After lipping, cook about a minute 
more. Serve with butter, maple syrup 
or fresh fruit. Makes 8-10 servings.
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Two forms of corn are shown: unusual yellow grits (left) and dry shoe peg hominy corn (right).

Warm and lufy cornmeal hoe cakes await a topping of maple syrup, honey or fresh fruit.

Freshly hulled hominy ready to heat and eat, fry with bacon or add to a 
soup or stew.


