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Birthday Cake


I love eating cake! Chocolate cake is my absolute favorite cake. I think my mom makes the best chocolate cake ever. However, my ninth birthday party proved to be a disaster because of chocolate cake. I learned a valuable lesson that day when I ate too much cake.


It all started when I woke up to the scent of a delicious cake wafting through the air. At that moment, I knew my loving mother made my favorite dessert. As I rolled out of bed, my feet hit the cold floor and I started stretching. I was excited about the day. I finally was turning nine. I went over to my calendar and crossed off February 11 in red pen because it was now February 12: my birthday.


As I sleepily left my room, I opened my eyes wide when I saw my parents decorating the living room. There were bright green and blue streamers floating from the ceiling. There were giant round balloons the size of pumpkins. Soon it would be time for my guests to arrive.


Ding dong! Two hours later, the doorbell kept ringing like a song on repeat. My aunts, uncles, cousins, neighbors and even a few friends came by to celebrate. As each person entered, they were bearing a gift in shiny paper that was just for me. I felt so happy that all of these people cared to celebrate my birthday party. 


As the party went on, there was loud music and even a few games. Soon it was time for presents. I hungrily eyed the pile of 15 presents that were stacked on the dining table. If I was a dog, my tail would have been wagging. I could not decide which present to open first, but I remembered the saying that good things come in small packages. I picked up the smallest gift box and inside was a gift card to my favorite store. Shortly after, there was shreds of wrapping paper all over the floor and a pile of opened presents scattered throughout the dining room. 


Then came my favorite event: cake! I had been thinking about the cake all day long. I knew how the chocolate would melt in my mouth. I knew that my mom had a magic wand and could make each piece taste so delicious. It was moist and spongy and the chocolate frosting way to die for. I enjoyed the first slice. Before I knew it, I shoveled a second slice in my mouth. About five minutes later, I gobbled down and third, and then I snarfed down a fourth before I went to bed. That cake was one that I will never forget.


That night, I woke up to a nauseous feeling in my stomach. I ran to the bathroom because I knew I would be sick. I ended up lying over the toilet for the rest of the night, and I was sick all the next day. My stomach hurt so badly and my mother had no sympathy. She told me over and over again that I should not eat too much. I do not know which was worse: being sick over my favorite dessert or having my mother rub it in my face.

Since then, I have learned the importance of limitations. I will never eat more than one slice of cake again. It was not worth the sickness or the embarrassment of throwing up my mother’s work of art. 
