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Informant data: 
         Ruth Lambersky is my sister. She is 10 years older than me making her 42 years old. My mother adopted two girls after having my brother and then ten years later I came along! She currently lives in New Jersey and commutes daily to Philadelphia to work where she does cancer research for the Cancer Coalition. She was born and raised in Sandusky, Ohio and graduated with honors from Ohio State University. This is her second marriage after being widowed; she and her husband are raising a 3 year old son, Gabrielle Max of whom they adopted from birth.
Context: 
           While Polichinkas have been in my family for generations my mother never made them because she could never get them to come out like her mother’s. My sister having remembered growing up eating them at grandmas, decided when she was in junior high to try to make them herself, and has been making them ever since. Having been born late in life I never had the opportunity to have my grandmother or great grandmother cook for me. My sister didn’t want the tradition of Polichinkas to be forgotten with the loss of our grandparents so she began making them at a very young age and continued making them in order to match the memory of our grandmother’s famous smothered in sweetness breakfast crepes. Polichinkas are Yugoslavian crepes smothered in both cinnamon and butter, and according to our grandparents the breakfast food of God’s. My sister said that my grandmother raved of the power behind the taste of a good homemade Polichinka, and only those having tasted an authentic Polichinka knew that kind of power. My sister said that every time my grandmother cooked Polichinkas she told the story of Kings and then she would decorate the table with sausage, whipping cream and fresh strawberry preserves. I asked my sister exactly what the connection between Polichinka and royalty was, she replied with a table set up like that one could only feel as though they were royalty.
Text: 
Hungarian Polichinka
*4 Eggs
*1 C. Whole Milk
* ½ C. All purpose flour
*1 tbsp. Sugar
* 1/8 tsp. Salt
*1 tsp. Ground Cinnamon
INSTRUCTIONS: In a blender, add the ingredients in the order listed above. (First the eggs, then the milk, the flour, sugar, salt, cinnamon.) Blend all together for approximately 20-40 seconds until well-blended and incorporated. With the heat on low, butter a small sauté pan. Ladle batter into the pan with a ¼ C. measure. Let cook on each side for 2-3 minutes.

Meaning:  
        Honestly I think the meaning behind this recipe is intertwined in combination of comfort and of love. With my family having deeply rooted Russian ties, the best way to a person’s heart is to their stomach. The moment you walk in my mother’s house she wants to feed you and I know this is how her mother and her mother’s mother were. You walk in and instantly you hear, “Sit, let me fix you a plate.” I think the real folklore in this recipe isn’t the food itself but the way the food makes you feel. 
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