
Excerpt from Like Water for Chocolate  

To make the cake for Pedro and Rosaura's wedding, Tita and Nancha had to multiply their 

recipe by ten, since they were preparing a cake not for 18 people but for 180. Therefore, 

they needed 170 eggs, all on the same day.  

When she had beaten barely a hundred eggs, the phenomenal energy required for the task 

began to have a bad effect on Tita's mood. A fit of trembling shook Tita's body and she 

broke out in goose bumps when each new egg was broken. The egg whites reminded her of 

the chickens they had castrated the month before.  

"I won't stand for disobedience," Mama Elena told her, "nor am going to allow you to ruin 

your sister's wedding, with your acting like a victim. You're in charge of all the preparations 

starting now, and don't ever let me catch you with a single tear or even a long face, do you 

hear?"  

Tita was trying to keep that in mind as she got set to castrate the first chicken. She was dripping sweat and her stomach 

was swooping like a kite on the wind. Mama Elena looked at her piercingly, and said: "What's the matter? Why the 

shaking? Are we going to start having problems?"  

Tita raised her eyes and looked at her. She felt like screaming, Yes, she was having problems, when they had chosen 

something to be neutered, they'd made a mistake, they should have chosen her. At least then there would be some 

justification for not allowing her to marry and giving Rosaura her place beside the man she loved.  

Mama Elena read the look on her face and flew into a rage, giving Tita a tremendous slap that left her rolling in the dirt.  

Today Tita was not as good a helper as usual. Not that she made any complaints under her mother's watchful eye, but 

when Mama Elena left the kitchen to go to bed, Tita let out a long sigh. Nancha gently took the spoon out of her hand 

and embraced her: "Now we're alone in the kitchen, so go ahead and cry, my child, because I don't want them to see 

you crying tomorrow. Especially not Rosaura."  

And so, arms around each other, Nancha and Tita wept until there were no more tears in Tita's eyes. Then she cried 

without tears, which is said to hurt even more like dry labor, but at least she wasn't making the cake batter soggy, so 

they could finish the final steps. 

… the wedding … 

Tita was so wrapped up in her thoughts that she didn't notice that all around her something very strange was taking 

place. The moment they took their first bite of the cake, everyone was flooded with a great wave of longing.   

Mama Elena, who hadn't shed a single tear over her husband's death, was sobbing silently. But the weeping was just the 

first symptom of a strange intoxication-an acute attack of pain and frustration-that seized the guests and scattered them 

across the patio and the grounds and in the bathrooms, all of them wailing over lost love.  

Everyone there, every last person, fell under this spell, and not very many of them made it to the bathrooms in time 

those who didn't joined the collective vomiting that was going on all over the patio.  

Only one person escaped: the cake had no effect on Tita. She urgently wanted to tell Nancha that she had been right in 

saying Pedro loved only her. Envisioning the happiness that would spread across Nancha's face, she didn't notice that 

with every step the scenes of misery around her, pathetic and horrifying, were growing worse.  

Rosaura struggled to control her nausea, but it was too much for her! Her only concern was to keep her wedding dress 

from being fouled, but as she crossed the patio she slipped and every inch of her dress ended up coated with vomit. She 

was swept away in a raging rotting river for several yards; then she couldn't hold back anymore, and she spewed out 

great noisy mouthfuls of vomit, like an erupting volcano, right before Pedro's horrified eyes.  


