More Adventures 
Best Cake
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While attending South High School in Salt Lake City, UT. I went to Seminary during third period.  The seminary instructors went out of their way to try and make learning the gospel fun.  During my senior year it was announced that we were going to have a big party.  One of the activities was a contest to see who could make the best cake.  There were different categories and prizes for each group.   
My parents had bought a home and moved to Ogden, I stayed with my grandparents until I finished high school.  I felt that my best skills with cakes and pastries, was in the eating department.  They said just come to the party, there would be games and goodies.  My class mates would ask me, if I was going to enter the cake making contest.  I would look at them like they somehow had just about lost their mind. There is a big difference between the words prepare and demolish when it comes to food.  

A couple of my buddies convinced me that with a little help from their moms and my grandmother, perhaps we had a chance to win a couple awards.  My Grandma Mecham was an excellent cook, and made great cakes.  So finally  I said “Ok I’m in”, what they failed to mention until a little later, is that we had to help.  Grandma said “You get the cake made and I’ll decorate it for you”.  We had our choice of ingredients, any flavor we wanted to make.  After considering my choices, I decided that a true sponge cake would be the ticket.

I went to a store called Grand Central, now know as Fred Meyers.  This store had 

everything, from food items to hardware and tools.  Having looked through all the cake mixes, and not seeing anything that interested me, I headed for the hardware section.  
There on one of the isles was a display of foam rubber, in different shapes and sizes.  I found three pieces of foam rubber, each piece was about 2 ½ inches high and 9 inches in circumference.  As I stared at the foam, I could imagine a three layer cake with perfect dimensions.  I knew if I could convince Grandma to go along with me, we would have an award winning cake.
At first Grandma Mecham was very reluctant; finally she agreed to decorate it for me.  I found a piece of cardboard and covered it with aluminum foil, making sure the surface was perfectly smooth.    I then placed the three pieces of foam rubber in the middle, carefully making sure that they were perfectly centered.  With Grandma’s magic touch she iced the foam pieces until they were completely covered with white frosting.  She then feed the frosting into decorator tools that formed flowers and leaves.  When she was finished, this newly created sponge cake was beautiful. 
On the night of the party, I placed the cake ever so careful on the front seat of my truck, making sure that it wouldn’t move as I drove.  When I arrived at the party

I took the cake to the area where it would be judged.  I remember everyone saying that it was most remarkable that I could accomplish such a feat.  Several commented on how perfectly round the cake was, trying to guess the type of cake mix, from which it was made.  Finally they would want to know what type of cake I made for the contest, I would softy answer sponge cake.  They would ask if it was angel food, I then replied, “It’s, just sponge cake”.  

As the night went on, I was asked by some of my friends if they could have a piece of my cake after the contest.  I told them to help themselves, this would be one cake they would never forget.  The judging of the cakes took place during the party by those that were chosen to be judges.  My cake took first place in overall looks and decorations, one judge asked if I wanted to enter it for “Best Taste”.  I told them that it was a simple sponge cake, so help themselves.  It’s hard to keep a straight face when they are so excited to try a piece of the cake.  I waited a few minutes and stopped by the area where the cakes were judged.  As you look down the row of cakes, each one with a couple of pieces missing, except for mine.
There was my cake hardly touched, except for a small section where a small section of foam rubber was missing.  Looking at the cake one could tell that someone tried to use considerable effort to cut my cake.  I tried to tell them it had a different texture, and might take a little to acquire a taste.  I told them this type of cake would keep for a long time.  After they tried to cut it they finally understood what I meant.  From that time until I graduated from Seminary I was never asked to bring food to any activities.  
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