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My days at New York 
City’s Stuyvesant High 
School were filled with 
food. No, silly, not at 
the cafeteria -- I mean 
treats baked from my 
own (toaster) oven! 

Welcome to The 
Anatomy of Cake, my 
personal memoir of 
the various, food-
fueled misadventures 
that taught me that 
cake is more than 
just fluffy layers and 
sweet frosting -- it’s 
about quality time, 
escaping stress, making 
unexpected friends, and 
being in good company.

intro



mr gern

On the last day of classes before winter break in sophomore year, holiday spirit was in the air -- girls 
came in with huge gift bags filled with presents to exchange with friends, everyone had Santa hats on, 
and people chattered happily in the hallways. As for my best friend Catherine and me, we brought in 
lots of brightly decorated, cellophane-wrapped, homemade sugar cookies with royal icing. Each had a 
little handwritten note tied with a ribbon, addressed to different people. We gave them out to friends and 
teachers, and even had a bag for Mr. Gern, our favorite English teacher.

Sure, we spent the entire semester talking about The Odyssey, but it was a fun experience that often 
diverged into quirky tangents like wine-making and decapitation. Our class even had inside jokes about 
pomegranate walls and couscous.

We visited his classroom and handed him our small gift. 

“They’re beautiful,” he smiled, holding the cookies in both hands, “But... I’m diabetic.”

Oh, no, can you imagine our surprise? Despite our mistake, he thanked us for our kindness, and urged us 
to “give them to a special friend.”

I brought this in as part of a group presentation on a 
short poem/riddle we studied in senior year. It described 
red wine as deep, dark red, with a sparkling, silver gown.

sugar cookie
royal icing (flood)
royal icing (piped)
sanding sugar

= Decorated Sugar Cookie

vanilla frosting
   + tinted grey
   + silver luster dust
red velvet cake 
   + a touch of black 
   coloring

= Poetry Project

homemade marshmallow
chocolate ganache

chocolate cake

= Hot Chocolate Cupcake

Although he couldn’t personally 
enjoy my sweets, he would often 

purchase things for his young 
daughter, who loves chocolate.



In the spring of my sophomore year, my Chinese 
class secretly began planning a surprise birthday 
party for our teacher, who had just moved to 
America for this job. Lots of students pooled 
together some money to buy her a Starbucks gift 
card, and we all signed a big card for her. As for 
me, I wanted to do my part by making a cake. 

On the morning of the big day, I hid the cake box 
under my jacket before unveiling it to her and the 
whole class. She was so happy and thankful that 
she even started crying, saying that she was so 
grateful to be treated so well by her very first class, 
her first friends in America. We had a great time 
listening to more of her stories while enjoying the 
cake. It became a tradition for us, and every year 
we would celebrate her birthday together even as 
we spread out and ended up in different Chinese 
classes with other teachers.

ms yang

salted caramel ganache 
   frosting
salted caramel filling
chocolate cake

= Sweet -n- Salty Cake

lemon-scented frosting
lemon curd filling
+ strawberry slices
lemon cake

= Lemon-Strawberry Cake

Ms. Yang even invited us to her wedding!

Ms. Yang’s birthday in 2009.

Ms. Yang’s birthday in 2010.



One day in the spring of my junior year, I brought in boxes of cake I had 
made for a friend’s surprise birthday that was unexpectedly pushed back. I 
didn’t want to waste a whole cake, so I wanted to try to sell slices of it to other 
students. 

Suddenly, my friend and also recent customer ran over to me, huffing and 
puffing, “Where have you been?! I’ve been looking everywhere for you! I 
brought in my slice to Calc class and Mr. C made me come find you.”

We ran back to his class, and were greeted by Mr. C: “Who are you?!”, he 
jokingly demanded, “Well, besides the Magic Cake Lady.” The line for cake 
stretched around the classroom and was so long that I actually ran out of cake 
(to the last guy in line, I still feel bad about that!). 

He still calls me the Magic Cake Lady whenever he sees me and considers me 
an honorary student, though I’ve never taken his class. I hope that one day, I 
can open a real, full-sized bakery under this special name.

mr cocoros

When I brought this in for his 
birthday in 2011, he improvised 

the cake box into his lesson, using 
it to explain parallel and normal 

lines in a 3-D space. 

green tea frosting
almond cake

= Green Tea and Almond Cake

cream cheese frosting
banana cake

pineapples +
pecans +

cinnamon +

= Monkey Cake

For a few months over the 
summer after meeting Mr. 

C, I started a small, fledgling 
bakery in the front of my 

aunt’s bubble tea cafe. This 
lovely banner was drawn by 

Catherine.

This was the first of many 
cakes Mr. C bought from me.



mr badgley

In the fall semester of my senior year, I took an 
elective called Geopolitics with Mr. Badgley. We 
discussed things like drug wars, Asian political 
influence, and snow jobs -- in short, the class did 
not disappoint. I would come into class carrying 
a box full of various cupcakes or other treats, like 
chocolate truffles. I still remember the first thing I 
sold to him: a cupcake creation I dubbed the Elvis.

Later, in February: “Happy birthday, Mr. Badgley! 
Well, of course I made you a cake and all. But, um, 
you see... Ms. Damesak actually confiscated it.” 

“... She did what?”

“Yeah, it’s sitting in her office right now.”

Without hesitation, he picked up the phone. The 
entire class watched in awe as the scene unfolded: 
“Yeah, so I heard you have my birthday cake ... 
We’re not allowed to bring in outside food? Oh, we 
didn’t know that. Can I just have my cake? ... Yeah, 
don’t worry, we weren’t gonna eat it. We’re just 
gonna look at it ... But. It’s my birthday.”
 
He hung up. “You can go pick it up now.”

That was easily one of the most glorious moments 
of my life.

The ever-popular 
Elvis cupcake.

caramelized bacon
honey-cream cheese
   frosting
peanut butter filling
banana cupcake

= Elvis cupcake



mrs avigdor

Mrs. Avigdor, my BC Calc teacher, would always 
peek into my cake box when I walked into her class 
every morning. I would always offer her some, 
but she would always decline, saying that she ate 
strictly Kosher and jokingly suggested I come to 
her house and bake with her one day. 

Months passed, and before we knew it the school 
year was over and I was ready to graduate. Like 
every other senior on the last day of classes, I 
brought around my yearbook for friends and 
teachers to sign. Mrs. Avigdor even had a little 
personal yearbook of her own, which I gladly 
wrote in. After thanking her for a wonderful year 
in math, I added, “P.S. if your offer still stands, I 
would love to come to your house to bake with 
you!”

A few days later, I received an e-mail titled “offer 
still stands :)” We made plans for the following 
week. 

We used Kosher ingredients and equipment, 
and even used milk substitutes for her lactose 
intolerance. As a thank-you for the experience, she 
gave me a lovely yellow apron with flowers that 
I still use to this day. We shared the fruits of our 
labor: plum upside-down cake, angel food cake, 
and chocolate mousse.




