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Sorghum Molasses
Hot Biscuits ready for sorghum molasses

September 1997
Recall when the countryside around Dallas County was dotted with sorghum mills? Mr Rogers had one just beyond Chapel Creek, right next to a flowing spring. That way, a water supply was close at hand for use in the sorghum making and water for the workers and the horses. Sorghum was processed and cooked into molasses on a share basis. The mill owner kept a portion in payment for providing the mill and cooking expertise. The owner of the cane supplied the wood to fire the oven. He also cut and trimmed the canes and hauled them to the mill where they were pressed into juice. Power to operate the press was provided by a horse, walking in a circle, pulling a long log that turned the mill. The juice, pouring forth, strained through a burlap bag and then carried to the copper pan where it started out raw and ended up in a golden syrup.
The copper pan sat atop the brick oven in which a fire burned throughout the day. It took several hours for the juice to be slowly pushed from the front end of the pan trough [through] a series of baffles arranged in a maze-like pattern. As it progressed along, more water was extracted through boiling. At the end, a spigot opened to fill gallon jugs with the golden molasses. Each molasses cooker had his own individual manner of cooking. Sometimes, without looking at the label, the person who cooked it could be identified by the syrup's thickness, color, and taste.

A favorite pastime of ours was to fashion wooden paddles and sneak a sample from the bubbling syrup in the pan. Or we might scoop up some of the foam that the skimmers dipped off the boiling juice. Had to be careful around a sorghum mill. so as to avoid stepping barefoot on one of the many wasps and yellow jackets that swarmed about the sweet nectar. Our job was to remove the crushed "pummies" or stalks of cane that had been through the presser. One or two kids were assigned to keep the horse moving around his never ending circle. The animals lost interest after a few hours of that monotonous and tiring job and had to be reminded every few minutes what his or her real purpose in life was. When we too became jaded and tired of urging on a recalcitrant horse, our parents would then remind us as to our purpose in life at that time.. Hard to tell who was the more reluctant, horse or kids.
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