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I am fervent about pancakes. I anxiously await the weekend when I can take a bite of the golden fluffiness that is pancake. When I cannot have that taste of heaven, my heart fills with an unsettling sorrow and bleak nothingness. My mother then assures me that I will be able to eat the pinnacle in the breakfast industry, the pancake, next weekend.


Before eating pancakes, I scan them for any unwanted materials that may have fallen on them from their trip from the griddle to the table. After dousing the elaborate pancakes in Aunt Jemimah’s Syrup, I place them on top of each other to eat simultaneously. I maneuver into my seat, put a napkin in my lap, and dig into that golden warmth.


I would like to write in this essay about the “imposter” pancakes. I’m talking about hotcakes and waffles. They wish that they possess the power and magic of pancakes. I wish that these “substitutes” would disappear off of the face of the earth.


To truly understand the pancake, you must visit the sanctuary of pancakes. This temple is commonly known as IHOP, or the International House of Pancakes. At IHOP you can order anything from your average pancake to a sausage wrapped in a pancake, generally known as “Pigs In A Blanket.” IHOP is definitely a great place for anyone with a lust for pancakes.

You have to inquire to yourself, what is the awe of the pancake? Is it simply 2 cups Bisquik, 1-cup milk, and 2 eggs? NO! A pancake goes way beyond breakfast, for it is a way of life. It is simple yet complex, strong yet delicate. Without Betty Crocker, a true matron, there would be no pancake, no sheer goodness. Miss Crocker is truly one of the creative geniuses of our time. My only wish is that she would open an institution of pancakes. Godspeed and we salute you Miss Crocker. 

