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The Birthday 

I sleepily look at the alarm clock, seeing that it says 11:00 am. I close my eyes and then 

my brain actually registers that it is 11:00 am. The cake! I jump with fear out of my bed in a 

rush. 

Today is my daughter Rosie's birthday. She is turning seventeen and we are celebrating 

her birthday at a warehouse out in the countryside. This year I have been put in charge of the 

birthday cake. This morning my alarm clock didn’t go off, so I am running a bit behind now. I 

had to speedrun my morning routine of my shower, getting dressed, skipping breakfast, and so 

on. I just bumped over the curb a bit when entering the bakery's parking lot’s entry. I definitely 

parked in a very sloppy and rushed angle. I am sure that it is fine since I am only running in real 

quick. 

I immediately run in and there is a super long line to the cashier. I have to wait in this 

long line? What the heck! Right away I notice that it is all because a short, blonde-haired lady in 

the front of the line is screaming her head off for some bizarre reason. This woman’s “little'' 

heated outburst lasts for about five minutes, which feels more like hours, before the owners are 

finally successfully able to escort this crazy lady out of the bakery. Eventually the line starts 

swiftly moving until I give my name and am handed the birthday cake, the one my wife and I 
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ordered together. I pay, thank the employees, and then leave the building with a proud smile on 

my face. 

I see two adults arguing by my poorly-parked, white car, and this made my smile 

immediately fall. My parking was done so badly that I made it impossible for each spot 

sandwiching my own to be used.  Two people (one wrinkly, elderly woman and a tubby, bearded 

man) are heatedly discussing at the rear of my car. Due to their body language and hand motions 

I just took a wild guess that the two are having a conversation about my car. Suddenly the two 

turn, shifting their attention to me, making direct eye contact with me. The older woman swiftly 

starts pointing towards my directions and yells, “That must be him!” 

“Are you the nimrod that parked like he owned the place?” the man screams on the top of 

his very own lungs. I feel cornered by this, by two very aggressive and frightening strangers. I 

mean, that is my car and I did park very poorly. However I would not say I am a “nimrod” and I 

hope that I don’t seem like “I own the place.” 

“YY..Yes?” I manage to stammer out while I am standing there shaking in my own fear. 

“Do you realize what you have caused?” the man angrily questions towards me. 

“Yes, I do, but you see, it is my only daughter’s seventeenth birthday today. This 

morning my alarm, for some ridiculous reason, did not go off. Then I drove all the way over here 

in a hurry. Parked really poorly in a hurry, and mainly not caring because I thought I was going 

to run in and run out. There was this crazy lady that was talking up a storm and causing a huge 

ruckus. Now I just got my order and I really, really just want to get there before I become even 

later then I already I am.” I ramble off very quickly in the spur of the moment. I can see the 
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elderly woman get less angry-looking once I finish explaining my scenario and her body 

language seems to show sympathy. 

The man, however, looks furious, “What if it was my daughter and I was in that scenario, 

and I was in a hurry.” He looks at me like I was a joke that had a missed punch line. “Like what 

if--” 

“Do you even have kids?” the older lady interrupts the younger, angry man. 

“Well, no…I mean,” he laughs, “Do I look like a person that would be stupid enough to 

ruin my life by having a kid?” 

The woman looks really unamused. “No, you look worse,” she manages to say with a 

straight face.  He is befuddled and shocked by this remark and his expression shows that he was 

defeated. 

“Well, I’ll move my car then,” the tubby, younger man says in defeat. 

“Have a good day,” she nods towards me as she walks towards her car. 

I speed to my car, carefully trying not to get hit by any cars. I make sure that I securely 

place my purchase in the back of my car. I back my car up and exit the parking lot. So then I start 

driving in the direction of the warehouse for Rosie’s birthday party. Slowly, as the more I 

progress, the traffic is becoming more intense as I start progressing down the road. I can see that 

the reason there is so much traffic in front of me is because there is a crash ahead.  

I end up having to sit in traffic for a bit while I mainly tried dodging the line of a million 

cars lined up due to this crash. I take side roads and alleyways and before I know it I finally am 

at my destination. 
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         I finally get to the warehouse and I can see all the cars for my daughter’s birthday party. I 

quickly walk at a brisk pace, opening the door with my back. I can see my daughter and wife as I 

trip on the ledge of the door frame with my face smacking straight into the birthday cake. I pick 

up my face from the cake. The cake sticks to my face at first, and then slowly falls off. I can 

barely see because my glasses are still stuck in the cake. I hear as the crowd gasps and then it all 

goes quiet. I just ruined my daughter’s seventeenth birthday, I am officially the worst father ever. 

All of the sudden the room is filled with laughter coming from just one person. I can 

recognize that laugh anywhere. It is Rosie’s laugh. She is laughing? Soon enough I am laughing, 

and everyone in the room is laughing. Rosie and my wife help me up and they take me in the 

kitchen. They help me clean off all the cake, and when my wife hands me my glasses. I put on 

my crisp clean glasses and I can see a perfectly fine cake on the counter top. 

In utter shock I ask, “You have another cake?” 

My wife still smiling just simply shrugs, “Well, yeah, honey you have always been 

clumsy and these little accidents happen every year.” She hands me a clean button-up shirt and 

kisses me on the cheek. 


