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Sam and his partner Pack Rat Pete lived in a log cabin in Copper Harbor, Michigan. Sam and 

Pete spent their days digging for copper nuggets in a large cliff by Lake Superior. They wanted 

to find enough copper to get rich. 

When Sam got rich he planned to marry his sweet heart, Mathilda May. He needed lots of copper 

because Mathilda May owned a restaurant and needed to buy flour for baking and cooking. 

When Pack Rat Pete got rich he planned to go back to Detroit and open a grocery store. He 

needed lots of copper because he had to buy beans, barley, bacon, butter and bananas for his 

store. Since they both had to get rich, Sam and Pack Rat Pete worked very hard digging for 

copper nuggets. 

One night Sam sprawled on his bottom bunk bed whittling a stick of firewood with his jack 

knife. Pack Rat Pete sprawled on his top bunk bed snoring the air full of ZZZZZsss. 
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“GRRR” complained Sam’s stomach. Sam threw his stick of wood in the air. He reached up and 

shook Pete. 

“Get up Pack Rat Pete,” Sam said. “I’m hungry and it’s your turn to fix supper.” 

“ZZZZZ,” said Pack Rat Pete. 

“GRRR,” said Sam’s stomach again. 

Sam shook Pack Rat Pete again. “My stomach sounds like a grizzly bear. Get up and fix us some 

supper.” 

“ZZZZZZ,” answered Pack Rat Pete. 

“PACK RAT PETE!” hollered Sam so loud that the table cloth flapped in the blast. “Get up and 

fix some supper!” 

“MMMMMPPPPPFFFFF,” said Pack Rat Pete. “Why are you hollering at me, Sam?” 

“It’s your turn to fix supper,” Sam told him. “Are you going to cook or do I have to throw you 

out in the snow? How would you like a freeze dried beard?” 

“It would be prettier than a dirty black beard like yours,” Pack Rat Pete told him. But he got up 

and poked around the cupboard behind the stove. He held up a can of baked beans and a jar of 

molasses. “They don’t call me Pack Rat Pete for nothing,” he said. 

“That’s what we had yesterday,” Sam grumbled. “And the day before that and the day before 

that. I don’t want beans. I don’t want molasses. I want bread! I want biscuits! I want pancakes!” 
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Pack Rat Pete stuck his head back in the darkest corner of the cupboard. He poked around again. 

He waved a jar of yeast under Sam’s nose. He waved a cup of flour under Sam’s beard. “Here’s 

some yeast and here’s some flour!” 

“AAACHOOO!” sneezed Sam. 

“I have enough flour and yeast here to make sourdough,” Pack Rat Pete said. “Quit sneezing all 

of my flour away.” 

“AHHHCHOOO!” sneezed Sam. 

“I even have a cup of sugar,” Pack Rat Pete said. He waved a cup of sugar under Sam’s nose. 

Sam frowned. 

“I don’t remember my Aunt Milly from Saginaw putting sugar in her sourdough and she was the 

best sourdough maker in Michigan.” 

The sugar will make it grow faster,” Pack Rat Pete said. “You’re hollering about how hungry 

you are. I have to come up with something fast.” 

Sam smacked his lips. “Mmmm, sourdough pancakes, sourdough bread, sourdough biscuits, 

sourdough chocolate cake. Mmm, I can hardly wait.” 

“I’ll mix some up now,” Pack Rat Pete said. He got out a big yellow bowl from the cupboard. He 

put the flour, sugar, yeast and a cup of warm water in the bowl. Pete got a wooden mixing spoon 

and mixed everything together in the yellow bowl. He stirred the dough so hard that pieces of it 

flew around the cabin. A piece of dough stuck in Sam’s black beard. Sam stuck out his tongue 

and tasted the sourdough. 

“MMM,” he said. “Aunt Milly’s sourdough wasn’t quite as sweet.” 

“My sourdough is sweet and it’s light,” Pack Rat Pete said. “My sourdough biscuits are so light 

that they float around the table. You have to stab one with your fork and bring it down to your 

plate when you’re ready to eat one.” 

“How long will it take for the sourdough to get done?” Sam asked him. 

“You’ll just have to sleep with it tonight.” Then tomorrow morning I can bake some sourdough 

pancakes,” Pack Rat Pete said. 
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“What do you mean sleep with it?” Sam said. 

“The yeast won’t grow if the dough isn’t kept warm,” Pack Rat Pete said. “And here in this log 

cabin in Copper Harbor sleeping with the sourdough is the best way to keep it warm. That’s why 

people who sleep with sourdough are called Sourdoughs. You’ll be Sourdough Sam instead of 

just plain Sam.” 

“I ain’t sleeping with a pot of dough,” Sam growled. “I’ll go get Amy and Andy to sleep with it.” 

Amy and Andy were Sam’s niece and nephew who lived in a log cabin a few miles down the dirt 

trail from Sam and Pack Rat Pete. Before Pack Rat Pete could say anything else, Sam put on his 

red and white checkered jacket and hat to match. He wound his cherry red scarf around his neck 

and pulled on his red mittens and black boots. He hurried out the door and down the snowy trail 

swinging his lantern in front of him to light his way. It got dark early in the winter so Sam took 

his lantern with him wherever he went.  

Sam liked his lantern so much he called it Dolly. He also talked to Dolly. “Dolly, I tell you, I’ll 

get Amy and Andy to come back and sleep with that sourdough. Then I won’t have to worry 

about sitting up with it. We just have to keep them from fighting as hard as they usually do.” 

Sam hurried along still talking to Dolly. He collected Andy and Amy from their cabin and soon 

they were hurrying back down the trail in Dolly’s light path. 

 

 

“Uncle Sam, do I have to say anything to the sourdough?” Amy asked him. 

“Not a word,” Sam said. “You just have to sleep with it and keep it warm.” 

“How do you keep sourdough warm, Uncle Sam?”   
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“That’s easy, you dumb girl!” Andy said. “You cover it with a wool blanket and stay near the 

stove.”  

Amy stuck out her tongue at her brother. “I am not a dumb girl! If you get the sourdough too 

close the stove it will burn. So you have to known how far to get from the stove and just the right 

temperature for the sourdough. Isn’t that right, Uncle Sam?” 

“That’s right, Amy.” Sam said. 

“But Uncle Sam, Pack Rat Pete said you do have to cover the sourdough with a wool blanket and 

put it near the stove. Isn’t that right?” Andy asked. 

“We’ll talk about it when we get back to the cabin,” Sam said. 

They got back to the cabin and Amy and Andy had their mouths open to talk about sourdough 

with Pack Rat Pete, but Pack Rat Pete had supper on the table, so they ate supper instead. Then 

they had to play a game of checkers and after that Sam and Pack Rat Pete had to take turns 

reading a bedtime story. So it was quite a bit later before Amy and Andy could ask about the 

sourdough. Finally as she climbed onto the cot that Sam and Pack Rat Pete had set in front of the 

stove for her, Amy managed to ask a question. “Pack Rat Pete, what about the sourdough? How 

warm do I have to keep it? What must I say to it?” 

“First, we’ll flip my lucky penny,” Pack Rat Pete said. “Heads. I sleep with the sourdough, tails 

Sam sleeps with it.” 

“I’ll take tails,” Sam said. 

Pack Rat Pete took his lucky penny out of his pocket. He blew on it. He flipped it into the air. 

The penny landed on the table. Andy and Amy ran over and looked at it. Amy got to the penny 

first. She clapped her hands. ‘It’s tails!” she shouted. “Uncle Sam gets to sleep with the 

sourdough.” 

“That means you get to sleep with the sourdough,” Uncle Sam said. “I was flipping my coin in 

your name.” 

Andy stuck out his tongue at Amy. ‘Make sure you don’t get the sourdough too warm,” he said. 

“I’m not sure I won, but I’ll take care of the sourdough,” Amy said. 

“Make sure you don’t snore tonight,” Pack Rat Pete told Sam. 
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Sam stood up tall as a spruce tree. Sam stuck out his size twelve boot and aimed it at Pete’s shin. 

Sam said,  

“Pack Rat Pete, are you saying that I snore? Do you know that you snore like a grizzly bear?” 

Pack Rat Pete looked at Sam’s size twelve boot planted on his shin. “I’m not saying you snore, 

Sam. It’s probably the wolves and rabbits making all of that noise every night.” 

Pack Rat Pete backed away from Sam’s boot. Andy and Amy backed with him. Pack Rat Pete 

reached into the cupboard and pulled out a piece of sourdough bread left over from supper. He 

handed the piece of bread to Sam. “That bread tastes funny to me, Sam. What do you think? 

Sam took a bite of the bread. His eyebrows curled and his ears wiggled. Sam handed a piece of 

bread to Amy. Carefully she put a piece of it in her mouth and moved her tongue over it. It didn’t 

taste any different than it had at supper. 

“It tastes all right to me,” Amy said. 

Sam handed a piece of bread to Andy. Andy shoved it into his mouth. His nose screwed up and 

his forehead wrinkled. “Ugh! That tastes awful!” Andy said. 

“Amy will sleep with the sourdough tonight. That’ll fix whatever’s wrong with it,” Pack Rat Pete 

said. 

“Goodnight everybody,” Sam said. 

Amy ducked under the cot and put on her long flannel nightgown and warm, fuzzy slippers. She 

hurried so she could get the sourdough before it had a chance to get too cold. As she came off 

from under the cot, she bumped into Andy who was coming from under his cot. 

“Get the sourdough!” he said. “If you don’t take good care of it, I’ll get it and I won’t give it 

back.” 

“You’ll never get it,” Amy said. She grabbed the bowl of sourdough and she put it in the center 

of her warm bed. She pulled a heavy bearskin over it. 

“SNAPPP!” said the bowl of sourdough. 

“PSTTT!” said the bowl of sourdough. 

“That sourdough is making a lot of noise,” Sam complained. 
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“It’s probably too warm,” Andy said. “Can I take care of it, Uncle Sam?” 

“It’s supposed to be noisy,” Amy said. “That means it’s working.” 

“It sounds like it’s too hot,” Andy said. He put his head down into the bowl of sourdough and 

sniffed. Squish! Andy’s noise sank deep into the dough. 

“PSTTT!” said dough. 

“Get your head out of my sourdough,” Amy hollered. 

Andy raised his head. A big chunk of sourdough was stuck on the end of his nose. 

“You look gross,” Amy said. 

Andy grabbed the bowl of sourdough. He dumped it over Amy’s head. Sourdough stuck in 

Amy’s ear. Sourdough stuck in Amy’s hair. Sourdough stuck in Amy’s eyebrows. 

“You ruined my sourdough!” Amy hollered. She grabbed a handful of sourdough from her hair. 

She threw it at Andy. The sourdough landed on Andy’s chin. Andy grabbed the sourdough and 

threw it back at Amy. Andy and Amy had a sourdough fight. Pack Rat Pete and Sam hid under 

the bunk bed while the sourdough flew thick and fast. Soon Amy and Andy were covered with 

sourdough from head to toe. The walls of the cabin were covered with sourdough. 

“Galloping grizzles!” Pack Rat Pete cried. “My sourdough is all gone. Now we won’t be able to 

have sourdough pancakes. Now we can’t eat sourdough bread with our beans. Now we can’t 

have sourdough biscuits, Sam. How could you let this happen? How could you trust two kids 

with our priceless sourdough?” 

“I still do trust them,” Sam said. “We didn’t stop the fight. We just added to it. It’s partly our 

fault too.” 

“But we don’t have any more sourdough!” Pack Rat Pete cried. 

Sam scratched his head. “No sourdough pancakes! No sourdough bread! No sourdough biscuits! 

“GRR,” complained Sam’s stomach. 

Amy felt her own stomach quiver at the thought of no more sourdough. ‘I’m sorry, Pack Rat 

Pete. I’m sorry Uncle Sam,” she said. “I didn’t mean to fight. I just got carried away.” 

Andy’s forehead puckered up like it always did when he was sad. “I’m sorry, too,” he said. 
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“Sorry doesn’t shake any sourdough!” Pack Rat Pete said. 

“We’ll get more sourdough,” Sam said. 

Amy and Andy scraped sourdough from their hands and faces. Amy scraped sourdough from her 

warm flannel night gown and Andy scraped it from his pajama top. They put the sourdough back 

in the bowl. Pack Rat Pete stirred it and put the bowl back in the middle of Amy’s cot. He pulled 

the bear skin snugly over the bowl of sourdough. 

“It will rise again,” Pack Rat Pete said. 

Andy pulled a ball of sourdough out of his hair. “I have sourdough in my hair,” he said. “I have 

sourdough in my ears. I need a bath.” 

Amy pulled a piece of sourdough from under her chin. “I need a bath too,” she said. “You sure 

throw a mean piece of sourdough, Andy.” 

“You have a good sourdough arm, too,” Andy said. 

“I’ll get the bath tub ready,” Sam said. He pulled the round, tin wash tub from under the 

cupboard. He heated water on the stove and poured the steaming hot water into the wash tub. He 

poked around in the cupboard for some soft soap. 

 

“Where did you put the soap, Pack Rat Pete?” Sam bellowed. 

“Here it is.” Pack Rat Pete came from his bunk wearing only hi red polka dot long johns. ‘Here it 

is, Sam!” 

“I get the first bath,” Amy said. “All of you will have to go outside until I’m finished.” 

“I get the first bath!” Andy shouted. “I’m the messiest!” 
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“Why should you get the first bath?” Amy shouted. “You started the sourdough fight. I should be 

the one to get cleaned up from it first.” 

“But I am the messiest,” Andy said. He jumped into the tub still wearing his striped pajamas. 

“I’m in the tub,” he said. 

“I can fix that!” Amy hollered. She jumped into the tub with Andy, still wearing her long flannel 

nightgown. They splashed and splattered. They arm wrestled. Andy smeared soap all over Amy’s 

face. Amy took the scrub brush and tickled Andy’s toes. They splashed until all of the water was 

splashed out of the tub. 

“Stop!” Andy shouted. “There isn’t any more water in the tub.” 

“What happened to it?” Amy said. 

“I think we splashed it all out when we were wrestling,” Andy said. 

Amy looked around the cabin. ‘It’s wet in here.” 

“I hope we didn’t get any water in the sourdough,” Andy said. 

“I’ll look,” Amy said. 

“I’ll look,” Andy said. 

They climbed out of the washtub and rushed to Amy’s cot where the sourdough was sitting. 

Andy pulled back the covers and peeked into the sourdough bowl. Amy touched the sourdough 

with a finger. 

“It’s still dry but it needs to be warmed up,” she said. “I’m ready to go to bed with it, Andy.” 

“Make sure you keep it warm enough but not too warm,” Andy said. 

“Fighting just spoils the sourdough,” Pack Rat Pete said. 

Sam yawned. ‘I’m going to bed. All of this fighting makes me sleepy.” 

Pack Rat Pete blew out the lamp. He climbed into his top bunk. Sam climbed into his bottom 

bunk. Andy crawled onto his cot and pulled his sleeping bag over him. He didn’t snuggle into it 

just in case he had to get up in a hurry.  Amy put both arms around the sourdough and hugged it. 

She wanted to make sure it stayed warm enough. 

“PTTT!” snored Pack Rat Pete. 
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“ZZZZZ!” snored Sam. 

“ROWFT!” snored Andy. 

All of the snoring going on around her made Amy sleepy too. Her head nodded, and then fell to 

her chest. Her arms relaxed and fell from around the sourdough bowl. She fell over on her cot 

and her feet kicked the bowl of sourdough. TUNK! Went the bowl of sourdough. It landed on the 

floor. 

“Yeoww!” hollered Pack Rat Pete. He jumped down from the top bunk. 

“Yipeee!” yelled Sam jumping from the bottom bunk. 

“What’s that?” cried Andy, throwing his sleeping bag on the floor. 

“Ouch!” said Amy. “I dropped the sourdough.” 

Before anybody else could move, she jumped off her cot and gathered up the sourdough in her 

arms. She hopped back into bed and hugged the soft, floury sourdough to her chest. She could 

feel it gurgle through her flannel nightgown. 

“Go back to sleep,” she told Sam and Pack Rat Pete and Andy. “I’ve got the sourdough.” 

The sourdough felt so warm and comfortable that Amy fell back to sleep too. She didn’t wake up 

until she heard a gurgling and bubbling noise in her ears. She opened her eyes and discovered 

that she was nose to nose with the sourdough. 

“Andy! Pack Rat Pete! Uncle Sam! Help! The sourdough’s eating me alive!” Amy yelled. 

Pack Rat Pete jumped out of his bunk and lit the lamp. “Galloping grizzlies!” he hollered. Amy’s 

cot was covered with a bubbling blanket of sourdough. Sourdough flowed over the sides of the 

coat and underneath it. As Pack Rat Pete and Sam and Andy watched, the sourdough lifted the 

cot right up to the ceiling with Amy still on it. Amy clung to the side of the cot. It rocked back 

and forth like a boat on the river. 

“Hang on, Amy, I’ll help you!” Pack Rat Pete shouted. 

Pack Rat Pete pulled on his heavy boots. He jumped into the middle of the gurgling mass of 

sourdough. Pack Rat Pete jumped up and down in the squishy sourdough. Pack Rat Pete did a 

polka. The sourdough kept bubbling. Pack Rat Pete did an Irish jig. The sourdough kept 
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bubbling. Pack Rat Pete did a tap dance. The sourdough was quiet. Pack Rat Pete stood still and 

mopped his brow with his red bandana handkerchief. 

“Pack Rat Pete, quite loafing and get me down from here!” Sam hollered. He dangled his toes 

over the edge of the bed and scraped sourdough off them with his hunting knife. 

“I’ll get you down as soon as I rescue Amy,” Pack Rat Pete said. “Hang on Amy!” Pack Rat Pete 

ran outside the cabin. He grabbed his axe from the wood pile and ran back inside. He chopped 

the legs of the bunk beds into splinters. Plop! Thump! Squish! Sam landed in the middle of the 

mountain of sourdough. 

“Sam, are you in there?” Pack Rat Pete hollered. He started to dig into the sourdough. 

Amy rolled off her cot and swam over to where Sam had fallen in. “Uncle Sam, are you in 

there?” 

“MPPP!” said Sam. 

“Quick, help me save the sourdough!” Pack Rat Pete cried as the sourdough started to flow under 

the door and through the windows of the cabin. Pack Rat Pete grabbed the tin wash tub and 

scooped it full of sourdough. 

“Quick, Sam, get all of the pots and pans in the cupboard!” Pack Rat Pete cried. 

Sam pulled the pots and pans out of the cupboard. Sam and Pack Rat Pete and Andy and Amy 

scooped up sourdough into every pot and pan. But there still was a mountain of sourdough in the 

middle of the cabin. 

“Quick! We have to find something else to put the sourdough in!” Pack Rat Pete cried. 

Sam grabbed the flower pots on the window sill and filled them with sourdough. Sam grabbed 

the dish pan and filled it with sourdough. Pack Rat Pete grabbed the wood box and filled it with 

sourdough. Andy grabbed his boots and filled them with sourdough. Andy and Amy and Pete 

and Sam filled everything in the cabin they could find with sourdough. And little by little, the 

mountain of sourdough in the middle of the cabin shrank. Sam stared at the small hill of left over 

sourdough. “What are we going to do with the rest of the sourdough?” 

“Use it,” said Amy. 

“Oh boy!” carried Andy. “We’ll have all of the sourdough pancakes we can eat!” 
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Pack Rat Pete and Amy took the sourdough and baked and baked and baked. Pete and Sam and 

Andy and Amy and their mother and father ate sourdough pancakes, sourdough muffins, 

sourdough bread, sourdough chocolate cake – sourdough, sourdough, sourdough! They ate so 

much sourdough that one day Sam threw a plate of sourdough pancakes at a grizzly bear who 

was sniffing at the cabin window. 

“Please eat them,” Sam begged the bear. “I can’t stand any more sourdough.  

The grizzly bear ate a stack of sourdough pancakes and then waddled back into the woods. 

 

 

“Why can’t we have some of your beans?” Sam asked Pack Rat Pete. “I would rather eat your 

hard beans than more sourdough.” 

“I don’t have a pan to cook the beans in,” Pack Rat Pete said. “They’re all full of sourdough.” 

“I need to take a bath,” Sam grumbled. “I haven’t had a bath in two months and even the skunks 

run away from me now.” 

“Take a bath!” Pack Rat Pete hollered. 

“I can’t,” Sam grumbled. “The wash tub is full of sourdough!” 

“So is the cupboard, the flower pots and the wood box,” Pack Rat Pete said. “But I’ll empty the 

washtub first.” 

Pack Rat Pete kept baking sourdough pancakes, biscuits, bread, chocolate cake, sourdough 

everything – but the sourdough still lasted. 



14 
 

Amy and Andy came over to eat sourdough pancakes for lunch. Amy and Andy were so tired of 

sourdough pancakes that they stuffed ten of them into two flowerpots when pack Rat Pat and 

Sam weren’t looking. 

“Maybe somebody will find them and eat them for us,” Andy said. 

“I hope so. It’s worth a try anyway,” Amy said. 

The next day Black Jack Harry knocked at the cabin door. Black Jack Harry had been walking 

out from town and had found the flower pots full of sourdough floating in the creek. Black Jack 

Harry was hungry, so hungry that when he saw the stack of sourdough pancakes that Pack Rat 

Pete had cooked he grabbed them and gulped them all down in one bite. 

Black Jack Harry smacked his lips. “More, more, more!” 

Sam gave him another plateful. Black Jack Harry ate this plateful in two bites. Sam had to feed 

Black Jack Harry nine plates of sourdough pancakes before he pushed his chair back from the 

table and patted his stomach.               

 

                                                            

 

“MMM,” said Black Jack Harry. “I’ll be back for more tomorrow.” 

The next day Black Jack Harry came back for more sourdough pancakes. He brought Bill and 

Dave and George and all of the other copper miners with him. He told everybody in town about 

the sourdough. Pretty soon there was a long line of people at Sam and Pack Rat Pete’s cabin 

every day. Everyone wanted to eat the sourdough pancakes, biscuits and cakes that Amy and 

Pack Rat Pete and Sam made.  

So many people came out to Sam and Pack Rat Pete’s cabin for sourdough that no one ate at 

Machida May’s One and Only Restaurant in town any longer. This made Machida May madder 

than a wet wildcat. First, she tried making biscuits for breakfast. Everyone went to Pete and 
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Sam’s for sourdough pancakes. This made Machida May madder than a wet hornet, so she took a 

couple of her day old biscuits for ammunition and headed out for Sam and Pack Rat Pete’s cabin. 

She had to wait in line to get in. By the time she got in she saw Amy and Sam and Pete cooking 

and serving people sourdough pancakes and she turned boiling lobster red she got so mad. She 

threw a hard biscuit and hit Pack Rat Pete in the seat of the pants with it. 

“Wow! Own!” cried Pack Rat Pete, running and rubbing the seat of his pants at the same time. 

Machida May aim another biscuit at Sam. “You’re running my business,” she hollered. “What 

are you going to do about it?” 

“You could be a partner in our business,” Amy said. “We need one.” 

Sam dropped to his knees. “Will you marry me, Mathilda May? ” 

Mathilda May blushed. She scratched her chin. Then she looked over Sam’s sourdough. “You 

have enough sourdough to last us ten Tuesday, eighty Wednesdays, and two hundred 

Thursdays,” she said. “If we get married, I can stop buying so much flour and I’ll only cook 

sourdough from now on.” 

Sam and Mathilda May got married and made only sourdough bread, biscuits, and pancakes. 

Packrat Pete signed on as their partner and he made only sourdough bread, biscuits, and 

pancakes. Amy and Andy signed on as partners and they made sourdough snowmen. So many 

people bought their sourdough that pretty soon the entire state of Michigan was eating it. Packrat 

Pete was so busy baking that he didn’t have time to think about going back to Detroit to open a 

store. Andy and Amy were so busy baking that they didn’t have time to fight. They all are still 

baking from the runaway sourdough. 
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Pack Rat Pete’s Sourdough Starter 

Mix Well 

2 cups flour 

2 cups warm water 

1 package dry yeast or 1 yeast cake 

Place in a warm place or closed cupboard overnight. In the morning, put ½ cup of the starter in a 

scalded pint jar with a tight cover and store in the refrigerator or a cool place for future use. This 

is sourdough starter. The remaining batter can be used for pancakes, waffles, muffins, bread, or 

cake immediately. 

For best results, use glass or pottery containers. Never use a metal container or leave a metal 

spoon in the starter. A good starter contains only flour, water, and yeast. It has a clean, sour milk 

odor. The liquid will separate from the batter when it stands several days, but this does not 

matter. If replenished every few days with flour and more water, the starter keeps fresh. 

 

Sourdough Hotcakes 

Set the sponge for sourdough hotcakes the night before you plan to make them. Place the starter 

in a medium size mixing bowl. Add two cups warm water and two cups flour. Beat well and set 

in a warm place, free from draft, to develop overnight. In the morning the batter will have gained 

½ again its bulk and be covered with air bubbles. It will have a pleasant, yeasty odor. 

 

Sourdough Hotcakes For Three Persons 

Set aside ½ cup sponge in the refrigerator jar for your sourdough starter for next time. To 

remaining sponge add: 

1 or 2 eggs 

1 tsp soda 

1 tsp salt 

1 Tablespoon sugar 
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Beat with a fork and blend in all ingredients. Add 2 Tablespoons melted fat. Bake on hot griddle. 

Turn once. Serve with a mixture of hot brown-sugar syrup or honey and melted butter. 

 

Sourdough Bread 

Set sponge as for hotcakes and let stand in a warm place overnight for 6 to 8 hours.  Save ½ cup 

for next starter. To the remaining sponge, which should be about 2 cups, add: 

4 cups sifted flour (or more) 

2 Tablespoons sugar 

1 teaspoon salt 

2 Tablespoons fat 

¼ teaspoon soda added later 

Sift dry ingredients into a bowl, making a well in the center. Add fat to the sponge and mix well. 

Pour into the well of flour. Add enough flour to make a soft dough for kneading. Knead on a 

floured board for 10 to 15 minutes. Place in a greased bowl. Cover with a towel and let rise in a 

warm place for 2 to 4 hours or until doubled. Dissolve the ¼ teaspoon soda in a tablespoon of 

warm water and add to the dough. Knead it in thoroughly. Shape dough into loaves in bread pans 

and set aside to rise. When doubled, bake at 375 degrees for 50-60 minutes. 
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Sourdough Chocolate Cake 

½ cup thick starter 

1 cup water 

1 ½ cups flour 

¼ cup non-fat dry milk 

Mix and let ferment 2 to 3 hours in a warm place until bubbly and there is a clean sour milk 

odor.  

Add: 

1 cup sugar 

½ cup shortening 

½ tsp. salt 

1 tsp. vanilla 

1 tsp. cinnamon 

1 ½ tsp. soda 

2 eggs 

3 squares melted chocolate 

 

Cream fat, sugar, flavorings, salt, and soda. Add eggs one at a time, beating well after each 

addition. Combine creamed mixture and melted chocolate with sourdough mixture. Stir 300 

strokes or mix at low speed until blended. Pour into two layer pans or one larger pan. Bake at 

350 degrees for 25 to 30 minutes. Cool and frost. 

   

 

 

 

  


