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BEST FRIENDS’ BAKERY



Sugar and Spice


A Spoonful of Secrets


Cupcakes and Contests
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To two great dog-training teachers – Helen Green of Companion Dog Training, who taught me so much about dog training, and to Anne Bull at AMK9 for being so encouraging and for being such a great source of doggy advice. And also to three special dogs who were very willing tasters of dog-biscuit recipes – Freddie the Labradoodle, Simba the Golden Retriever, and Candy the Cockapoo!
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MY BAKING BOOK (and other stuff)


Name: Hannah


Age: 10¾ 11


Birthday: 1st August


Likes: baking, drawing, swimming, seeing my friends


Dislikes: spiders and slugs


This is my journal. It’s for all sorts of important things – lists, cake designs, cookery facts, a few other things, but most of all for RECIPES!
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Has anything ever happened to you that at the time feels like the worst thing in the world, but afterwards you realise maybe it wasn’t such a disaster after all? My experience on Junior Brilliant Baker was just like that.


Actually, before I tell you about Junior Brilliant Baker, I should probably tell you a bit about me. My name’s Hannah Hallett and I’m eleven years old (my birthday was two weeks ago). I live in Ashingham with my mum, my stepdad, Mark, and my four-year-old stepsisters Molly and Ella. My dad lives in America and I don’t see him much – he and Mum split up when I was a baby. The most important thing you need to know is that I’m baking-mad, which gets me back to Junior Brilliant Baker. It’s my favourite TV show ever! It’s a competition for young bakers between the ages of eight and thirteen, and when I decided to apply for it, out of all the thousands of people who auditioned, I was actually one of the few invited to be on the show! It was a dream come true … well, at first.
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It started off brilliantly. In the first round, we baked bread and the judges liked mine so much they made me Junior Brilliant Baker of the week. It was amazing!


But in the second round, everything fell apart. Literally. My lemon meringue pie collapsed and the pastry on my chocolate and raspberry tart came out tough and chewy. I ended up being one of the two worst bakers that week and was knocked out of the competition. At the time, it seemed like the biggest disaster in the world, but the strange thing is, now, just two weeks later, it doesn’t feel as awful as I’d thought.
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You see, my friends and family held a big party for me and made me realise how lucky I am and how well I did just to get on the show. And now I’m not in the competition any more, I’ve been able to enjoy the summer holidays. Instead of practising and getting stressed, I’ve been seeing my friends, helping at Mum’s bakery (more about THAT in a moment) and just baking for fun. My mum often says that every cloud has a silver lining, and in this case she is SO right.
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So, Mum’s bakery. She opened it four months ago, after she and Mark got married and we moved to Ashingham. It’s called the Sugar and Spice Bakery and it’s my favourite place in the whole world! I help out behind the counter and Mia, my best friend, does too. We’re not old enough to work there properly so we talk to the customers and wrap up the cakes, pastries and bread. I really love the bakery, but when Mum first told me that opening it would mean moving house and going to a new school, I was pretty worried. It had been Mum’s dream for as long as I could remember, and I wanted to support her – I just didn’t want to change schools and leave all my old friends. It didn’t help that in Ashingham most people don’t go to a primary school for Year Six, they go to a middle school. My new school, King William’s, takes pupils from Years Five to Eight, and it’s much bigger than I’m used to – more like a secondary school – which made moving even more scary. Luckily, I met Mia at the bakery before term started, as well as my other new friends Alice, Misha and Lara, and I’ve fitted into King William’s just fine. I’ve still got my old friends but now I have new ones too – and I LOVE Mum owning the Sugar and Spice Bakery. And basically that’s me!


Mia is coming round any minute. We’re meeting Mum at the bakery. It’s almost closing time, and Mum is staying on to decorate some biscuits she’s made for the launch party of her friend’s new beauty shop tomorrow – Friday. Mia and I are going to help. (And hopefully we’ll get to eat some of the biscuits too!) My perfect way to spend a day!




MY BEST FRIENDS
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The doorbell rang. I shut my journal and ran downstairs. Mia was standing on the front step. She had two cupcake-shaped clips holding back her chin-length strawberry blonde hair. The freckles on her nose had come out over the summer and they made her eyes look even greener.


“Hi!” she said. “Are we still going to ice biscuits?”


“Yep.” I turned and called over my shoulder. “Mark! Mia’s here. We’re going to walk to the bakery to meet Mum.”


“OK,” yelled Mark from the kitchen, where he was supervising the twins painting pictures. “See you later.”


Outside, our neighbour Mrs Rees was watering the hanging baskets in her front garden. Her three little pug dogs were snuffling at her feet. They ran to the fence to say hello and Mia and I tickled their noses. They’re really cute, with enormous eyes and squashed-up faces.


Mrs Rees smiled. “Hello there! Where are you two off to?” Mrs Rees is in her seventies. She has tightly curled blonde hair, and is big, jolly and welcoming. If she was a cake, she’d be a custard slice.


Oh yes, that’s something else about me – I compare people I know to different types of bakes. It’s a bit weird, but I can’t help it. Mum is a hot cross bun – sweet and a bit spicy: she’s kind and warm but she does have a temper; Mark is a fresh farmhouse loaf – solid, comforting and reliable; Mia’s like a loaf of my mum’s sourdough bread – you might not notice her in a crowd, though she’s the nicest person when you get to know her. As for me, well, I guess I’m like a sugar-coated Eccles cake: nothing too showy, but nice inside and liked by most people.
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“Hi, Mrs Rees,” I said.


“We’re going to the bakery,” Mia said. “We’re helping Hannah’s mum ice biscuits for the launch party of Sarah’s new beauty shop.”
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Mrs Rees nodded vaguely. I had a feeling she hadn’t heard Mia properly, because she is quite deaf. “Are you going to Sarah’s launch party tomorrow night, Mrs Rees?” I asked loudly.


“The launch party?” Mrs Rees repeated. “Do you mean for Sarah King’s new shop? Yes, I am, dear. Lots of people seem to be going.”


“I hope they like the biscuits,” said Mia.


Mrs Rees frowned. “What biscuits, dear?”


I hid my grin. “Mum’s making biscuits for the launch,” I said. “We’re going to help her ice them now. We could bring you some back for your tea.”


“A bee?” said Mrs Rees, looking round in alarm. “Where?”


“No, not a bee. I said tea!” I shouted. “We’ll bring you some biscuits for your tea.”


Mrs Rees beamed. “How very kind. Now, why did you say you were making biscuits again?”
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It was a lovely warm afternoon as we made our way to the bakery. Wisps of cloud floated across the sky and birds chirruped in the trees. We turned into the quiet little side street, and spotted Sarah’s new shop. It used to be a grocery, but now it’s been redecorated ready for its big opening as Natural Beauty. There’s a new sign above the door, freshly painted in pink, peppermint green and gold. Inside, the shelves and tables are filled with pretty bottles, pyramids of bath bombs and handmade soaps.
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The bakery is further down the street. Mum and I used to imagine what our perfect bakery would be like – and the Sugar and Spice Bakery is everything we hoped for. There are cherry blossom trees outside and it has a big curved front window. There’s a counter filled with cream cakes, doughnuts, sponge cakes, macaroons and meringues; a stand of bread baskets with slate labels where Mum writes the names of the different types of bread; and a hot cabinet where sausage rolls and meat pies are kept. And there are displays of special-occasion cakes Mum makes, and a coffee machine for people to get takeaway coffee.


When we arrived, the lights were off and the sign on the door was turned to ‘Closed’. I knocked and Mum came to let us in.


I took a deep breath as we walked inside. The delicious smell of baking mingled with the faint scent of coffee and cinnamon. Mmm.




THE SUGAR AND SPICE BAKERY
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“So, are you ready to help me ice more than a hundred biscuits?” Mum said, locking the door behind us.


We both nodded. “Definitely!” I said.
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Mia and I washed our hands and put aprons on. We aren’t allowed to help in the kitchen during the day because the kitchen is quite small. It’s only really big enough for Mum and her assistant, Dylan – and they have a lot to do! But in the evenings and on Sundays, when Mum bakes the special-occasion cakes that people order, Mia and I always love to help. Mia is as mad about baking as I am, which is one of the things that makes her the best friend ever! When we’re older we’re going to have a bakery together and live in a flat above it. Oh, and we’ll have two pugs and a cat.
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Mum had already baked the biscuits. She’d shaped them to look like different beauty products. They looked brilliant.


“The biscuits just need to cool,” Mum told us. “If we put the icing on while they’re warm, it won’t set properly.”


“What type of biscuits are they?” I asked.


“Plain vanilla, but it’s a special recipe for biscuits that are going to be iced. You don’t want a crumbly biscuit for something like this – you need it to be firm and keep its shape while it’s being baked. Try one.”


Mia and I took a biscuit each. They were crunchy instead of crumbly, but still really sweet and nice.


“These are delicious! Can I have the recipe?” Mia asked.


“Of course. I’ll write it down for you,” Mum said. “First, though, let’s get the icing ready. And let me show you what I want the biscuits to look like.”


Mum got out her design book (which is kind of like my journal) and showed us some sketches. First, we were going to pipe the designs on the biscuits with white icing and then we would fill the sections in with different colours – peppermint green, pink and white to match the Natural Beauty brand.




MUM’S BISCUITS FOR NATURAL BEAUTY
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“Won’t the different colours run together?” Mia asked.


“That’s why we’re piping the design on with a stiff white icing,” Mum said. “Once that’s dried, it will act like a little barrier to keep the other colours separate. You spoon the coloured icing into the separate sections, wait for that to set and then pipe on any extra detail. I’d like to add the words ‘Natural Beauty’ in tiny letters on each biscuit, but I’ll probably wait until tomorrow to do that. Tonight we’ll get the basic piping and icing done.”
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We helped Mum make the white icing and then got out the piping bags. Mia and I had to pipe a steady outline around the biscuits, before Mum filled in the tricky details. Even though we had the easy job, it was still hard work! We practised on spare biscuits (ones that were broken or that didn’t turn out quite right) until we could pipe steadily without lots of lumps and bumps.


“What will you do with the rest of these?” I said, eating half a broken biscuit. “They’re yummy.”


“I thought we could take them home and make a cheesecake,” Mum said. “Broken biscuits are great for a cheesecake base.”


“Or we could eat them all tonight!” I said, with a grin.


“You’ll pop! Come on, I think you’re ready to start icing the proper biscuits now.”


TOP TIPS FOR ICING BISCUITS


1. Mum uses proper royal icing made with whipped egg whites, but you can use normal sugar icing powder mixed with water too. You won’t get as perfect results but it’s much easier and the biscuits will still taste yummy! If you’re going to pipe on a design, you need to make the icing really stiff and thick. The icing for spooning on can be a bit runnier.
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2. If you don’t have piping bags, you can get little squeezy craft bottles with a nozzle from a craft shop and fill them with icing instead.
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By the time we’d finished, I was beginning to think I would happily never ice another biscuit again, but when we looked at what we’d done, it was amazing! We’d made perfume bottles, lipsticks, bath bombs and bubble bath bottles – all beautiful biscuits in the Natural Beauty colours.
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