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For 40 years the John Brown

family has made molasses

About this time every year
John and Cora Brown quietly
sit "skimming" the surface of
the slowly boiling liquid in the
large vat by their feet. The
slightly sweet steam meanders
with a breeze as John gets up
everv ten minutes or so to
feed more wood to the in-

tense fire under the vat.
"Me and you been doing

this how long now?" John asks
his wife. "Soon be 40 years, "

Cora answers. The Browns
have been raising molasses
ever since they were married.
John Brown, who is now 57,
has been at it as long as he
can remember. "I was raised
up with a skimmer in my
hand, " he says.

For the Browns, the once pop-
ular mountain craft of molas-
ses making "is a family tra-

dition, a real strong one."
From seed -- planting in May
up to the stir-of- f's of Septem-
ber, it's a family operation,
a working bond.

John and Cora have 16 chil-
dren scattered across the coun-
try. But as many of them that
can make it back to the farm
on Dry Fork to help out with
the cane. "The children still
come home for it. At one
time or another, they all do
this, " says Cora, all the time
gently skimming off the
churning sorghum.

On a pleasant Sunday after-
noon about two weeks back a
dozen or so Brown children and

were around.Xrandchildren turns with the
skimming, exchanging the
kind of fast and happy talk that
usually goes with family reun

ions. After a while, Donald
said he was going to the cane
field to get the seeds. Debby
and Vera decided to go and
help, and by the time the
tractor had hooked up to the
sled, about a half-doz- en seed-picke- rs

were set to go, yelling
and laughing at each other.

The yelling and laughing
carriea down from the Held
to the vat, where John and
Cora sat talking with son Ar-

thur. Arthur now lives on Dry
Fork himself, after spending
some time in Tennessee. He
and and his parents got to
consid ering the tradition.

"If I'm able, I'm going to
keep it up, " said Arthur.
"And that little one will come
after me, " he added, pointing
to his 14-mo- old son, Jef-
frey. Jeffrey was busy dipping
a cane stalk into the foam of
the brewing molasses.

"One year will bluff him out
of it, " said John with a smiling
glance at his wife.

"No," insisted Arthur, "not
once I know how to do it. I'll
keep it up. Jeffrey has to have
that stuff. I'll start with three
of four stir-o- ff s. "

"I like about 14 myself, " com-
mented his father, who this
year completed ten of them.

"You'll help me out, won't
you?" Arthus wanted to know.

Course, " answered Cora.
Arthur, or his brother Ralph

who lives in Indiana and also
wants to start making molasses,
will have no problem getting
cane seeds. We've had the
seeds for this cane for at least
39 years, the same seeds, "

John Brown explained. About
a gallon of seeds are planted
each spring. The leftover
seed "makes the best chick-
en feed there is, " said Cora.

The stir-o- ff is just the cul-

mination of the whole sorghum
process. Before it comes the
work in the fields, the cane
chopping, the grinding of
the cane through the mill.
It takes an hour to get a wash-tu- b

full of fluid from the ginned
cane. That's 24 gallons. And
most of that boils off, leaving
a small amount of the pure mo-
lasses for the Browns.

During the stir-o- ff season,
John Brown's day begins at
about four in the morning. If
it were possible, John would
make it two or three hours
earlier. On a typical day last
week, John ana Cora were at
last back in the living room
of their home with a lot of
the kids at about nine in the
evening.

Does it bother them? "Sure,
it tires us out, but it's far
worth the doing, " said Cora.
"I wish I had six months to do
nothing but cane," commented
John.

It had been raining most of
the day, one of those fall rains
that tend to stay around for
the better part of a week.
At about 9:30 John was about
set to get ready for bed. "I
hope it don't rain too hard
tonight, " he said. "Maybe I

can get up at two this morning
and start to gin. Make that
juice fly. "

ARTHUR BROWN, holding some cane seed,
says he plans to continue the Brown's molas-

ses-making tradition.
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