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BEST FRIENDS’ BAKERY


Sugar and Spice
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To Iola, Jess D, Poppy, Anna,


Georgia P, Lucy, Jess J, Georgia S,


Phoebe S, Ellenoor and Hannah, who have all tried out the recipes or answered endless questions. Thank you!




[image: image]


MY BAKING BOOK (and other stuff)


Hi, I’m Hannah.


Age: 10¾


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!


[image: image]




1


[image: image]


Do you know the saying, Don’t just dream it – do it? It’s one of my favourite sayings. Having dreams is good, but making them come true is even better.


My mum used to dream of opening a bakery, and now she has. It’s called the Sugar and Spice Bakery. It’s only been open for ten days and it’s perfect. It’s in an old building in a town called Ashingham on a quiet side street just out of the town centre. It has a door with a bell that tinkles as you walk in, shelves filled with every kind of cake, pastry and bread you can think of, and the wonderful smell of fresh baking just pulls you inside. It’s officially my favourite place in the world.


Mum does all the baking on her own at the moment, but she’s got an apprentice starting next week. He’s called Dylan – he’s eighteen and wants to be a baker. I haven’t met him yet. I try to help Mum when I can, though I’m at school most days (obviously), so usually I just help when she’s working in the evenings, like when she’s making the special celebration cakes that people order.


When I’m at the bakery, I work behind the counter with Paula. I’m not old enough to work properly, so I just do as much as I’m allowed. I ask the customers what they want and wrap their cakes and pastries. Paula’s in her fifties (Mum says) and she’s really nice. She knows nearly everyone in Ashingham. If she were a cake or a pastry, I think she’d be something like a fruit scone – small, round, warm and friendly.


Sorry – I guess that sounds a bit weird, but I have this thing where I always compare the people I know to bakery things. My mum’s a hot cross bun: a mixture of sugar and spice, sweet and kind but also a bit stubborn and with a temper.


We’ve just moved here, so until last week I’d been dreading starting my new school. In Ashingham, if you’re in Year 6, you go to something called a middle school. It’s much bigger than a normal primary school, more like a secondary school, because it has Years 5, 6, 7 and 8. I was really worried at first that I’d get lost and that I wouldn’t make any friends because I was starting halfway through the school year. Luckily, before I started school, I met Alice, Misha, Lara and Mia who are all in Year 6 too. We went to school together on Monday – three days ago – and I’ve been hanging round with them every day.
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Misha is the loud one of our group: she’s always calling out in class, but she’s clever so the teachers let her get away with it. She’s like a ‘look at me’ strawberry tart, bursting with jam and strawberries, who everyone notices. She loves dancing and singing and ponies.
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Alice and Lara like ponies too. Lara is a bit quieter than Misha. She’s more of a blueberry muffin – popular but not attention-grabbing. Alice is cheerful and friendly and very pretty. She reminds me of an iced cupcake with sugar flowers on the top – the sort of cake everyone likes.
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And then there’s Mia. Even though she’s not in the same class as me and the others, she’s my best, best friend in Ashingham – we’re both baking-mad! Mia’s gran taught her to bake and she loves coming to the bakery. When we’re older we’re going to open our own bakery. And share a house and have a dog and a cat. That’s a dream I REALLY want to make come true!
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It took me a while to decide what sort of bake Mia would be, but finally I worked out she’d be a loaf of Mum’s sourdough bread. At first it’s easy to overlook her because she’s quiet, but when you get to know her you realise she’s one of the nicest people ever – just like freshly-baked sourdough bread is one of the nicest types of bread. It’s soft and chewy in the middle and crunchy on the outside. Yum! Mia’s funny and loyal and I never have to worry that I’m talking too much about baking when I’m with her. She’s quite shy, though, and until I came along she said she didn’t really have any friends at school.


Also, the Year Seven girl who used to bully her, Tegan McGarrity, has left her alone so far this term, which is really good.
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Tomorrow, Mia and I are going to the new Baking Club at lunchtime. I’m hoping we’ll get to do something fun. Fingers crossed!


So, that’s my life. The bakery, school, my friends and family. Welcome to my world!
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“So, you’re off to Baking Club tomorrow,” my mum said, getting a pie plate out of the cupboard as I rubbed butter into flour, salt and icing sugar to make a sweet shortcrust pastry dough. We were making an apple and cinnamon pie to have after dinner. For the first week of the bakery being open, Mum was too tired to do any baking at home, but last weekend she’d announced she was going to make more of an effort from now on. I was really pleased – I love baking with Mum. “Do you know anyone who goes already?”


“No,” I said, as the flour and butter gradually changed to breadcrumbs between my fingers and thumbs. “Mia hasn’t been before, because she didn’t want to go on her own. And Misha, Alice and Lara think it’s lame.”
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Mum glanced at me, a smudge of flour on her cheek. Her blonde hair, the same colour as mine, was tied back in a messy bun. “And you’re still going?”


“Of course,” I said. I know some people find it hard to do things if their friends tease them, but I’m not like that. I’ve always thought that if your friends are really your friends they’ll like you no matter what.


Mum blew me a kiss. “That’s my girl. Do what you want, not what others think you should do. I’d never have opened this bakery if I’d listened to everyone who told me it was mad. You and Mark were the only people who believed in me.”


Mark’s my step-dad. My mum and dad split up when I was two, and Dad went to live in America. I haven’t seen Dad for over a year. We Skype each other sometimes and he always remembers my birthday or when I have something important coming up, but Mark’s the one who’s around all the time. I like him. He’s a freshly-baked granary loaf – strong, kind, reliable and comforting.


He and Mum got married a few weeks ago and we all moved in together – me, Mum, Mark, and Molly and Ella, Mark’s four-year-old twin daughters. It’s strange having little sisters after having been just me and Mum for so long. I’m getting used to it, though. They can be really cute at times, but I REALLY wish they wouldn’t jump on my bed at six o’clock every morning!


Mum started adding some beaten eggs to the butter and flour mixture, gently working it in with a knife, then bringing it together into a ball with her hands. She patted it into a flat round shape. Then I dusted it with flour, wrapped it in cling film, and put it in the fridge to rest.
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MY TOP TIPS FOR MAKING SWEET SHORTCRUST PASTRY:


1. Use icing sugar not caster sugar


2. Run your hands under a cold tap first so they are cold when you start rubbing the butter into the flour and sugar.
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3. Try to handle the pastry as little as possible. Use a cold knife to mix the eggs in before bringing it together in a ball with your hands.


4. Wrap the pastry in clingfilm and leave in the fridge for at least 20 minutes before rolling it out.
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I love making pastry. It’s one of my favourite things to bake.


“It’s weird how lots of different types of pastry are made from the same basic ingredients but they all turn out so differently, isn’t it?” I said to Mum. “I mean, sweet shortcrust and choux pastry have almost exactly the same things in them, but they’re completely different when they’re baked. And puff pastry and normal shortcrust are made from the same things, and they’re very different too.”


“Pastry is magical,” agreed Mum. “And what’s brilliant is that each pastry is right for the job it does. A fruit pie wouldn’t work with a choux topping, and you couldn’t make a profiterole out of shortcrust pastry.”


“You know what I’d really like to learn to make?” I said. “Danish pastries.”


“We’ve made Danishes together before,” said Mum, in surprise.


“I know, but you’ve always made the dough in advance. I’d like to learn how to make them from the start.”


“Well, that shouldn’t be too hard,” Mum said. “The dough takes a long time to prove but we could start it on Saturday night. I have to go into the bakery on Sunday morning to make a wedding cake so we could finish the Danishes then.”


“I’d love that!” I said. “Can I ask Mia?”


“Of course,” said Mum. “But for now . . .” She looked at the pie filling, cooling on the hob. “Time to finish this pie.”
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We rolled out the pastry and lined the pie plate, brushing egg white on the bottom and then sprinkling semolina over it to stop the bottom of the pie getting soggy with the fruit juices.


“Was the bakery busy again today?” I asked as Mum spooned in the filling.


“It was!” she said happily. “We sold out of bread, and all the breakfast pastries went too. Once Dylan starts, I’ll have to get him making more of everything through the day. Word seems to be getting around about us.”


I felt very relieved. When Mum opened, the bakery had been really quiet, and for the first week we’d worried it was going to be a total flop. Then I’d come up with the idea of giving out free samples at the local farmers’ market and we’d held a charity bake sale for Paula’s nephew, Tom, who was really ill and needed to go to America for an operation. Since then, Mum had more and more customers coming to the bakery every day.


“Now, all I want is a few more orders for birthday cakes and special occasion cakes,” Mum said. “They’re great fun to do.”


Mum is brilliant at making big special occasion cakes. She loves all the decorating and getting everything just perfect, making each cake individual and unique.


“I had another order today,” Mum went on. “It was from Sarah – you know, the lady who comes into the bakery with the son who plays tennis.”


I knew who she meant. They came into the bakery quite often, on their way to or from the boy’s tennis lessons. I didn’t like him. He looked about eleven or twelve and always seemed to be in a bad mood. I’d tried saying hello to him a few times but he just ignored me. He seemed really rude.


“He’s called George, isn’t he?” I said.
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“That’s right. George King. Apparently he’s just won a big junior tennis tournament and Sarah wants a cake for a party they’re having to celebrate on Saturday. I’ve never made a cake with a tennis theme before.” A new cake! Exciting! “Maybe you could do it in the shape of a tennis racquet or a tennis ball. Or a tennis court with a net and a tennis player holding a trophy, or a tiered cake with tennis balls on,” I said.
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Mum looked thoughtful. “I do like the tennis court idea. I could make the tennis player look like George. I’ll see what his mum thinks tomorrow. I said I’d have some designs done by then. She seems very nice. George isn’t at your school, is he?”
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I shook my head. When he’d first come in during the holidays, he had always been in his tennis gear, but the last few days he’d been in the blue-and-gold uniform that the boys from Ashingham School, the boys-only private school a few miles away, wore.
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“I’ll probably make the cake on Friday evening – do you want to help?” Mum said.


“Yes, please.” Any chance to bake with Mum was fine by me!


We finished the pie, decorating the top with some little cut-out apple shapes made out of leftover pastry.


“All ready to go,” said Mum, popping it into the oven.


We were just in time. There was the sound of a key in the front door and voices in the hall, as Mark and the twins came home. The twins had been at their childminder’s. Mark picked them up on his way home from work.


They ran in, with Mark following behind, carrying their bags and lunchboxes.


“What’s for tea?” said Ella.


“I’m hungry!” said Molly.


“Nice to see you too, girls,” said Mum, with a smile.


They came over and gave her a hug.
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“It smells good in here,” said Mark, sniffing appreciatively. The sweet, spicy smell of apple and cinnamon scented the air. “Apple pie?”


“Yep,” said Mum. “Homemade chicken burgers first and apple pie for pudding.”


“Delicious,” said Mark, giving her a kiss. “How was your day, Hannah?”


“Fine, thanks.”


Molly grabbed my hand. “Will you come outside with us? We’re going to play princesses on the climbing frame. I’m going to be Princess Belle . . .”


“And I’m Superdog and I’m going to rescue her,” said Ella.

OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 
 
	 
		 
	
	 
		 
	
	 
		 
	
	 
		 
	
	 
		 
	  	 
	   	 
	    	 
		
	

 
	 





OEBPS/images/fm_01.jpg
c€4 € <<K<4(g





OEBPS/images/fm_02.jpg





OEBPS/images/p17.jpg
Molly’s a pink Ela’s a dnocolate
meringue - girly and Erowmie - easy To like
very sweel and bouncy






OEBPS/images/ded01.jpg





OEBPS/images/p11_02.jpg





OEBPS/images/p13.jpg





OEBPS/images/p10.jpg





OEBPS/images/p11_01.jpg





OEBPS/images/p15_03.jpg





OEBPS/images/p15_04.jpg





OEBPS/images/p15_01.jpg





OEBPS/images/p15_02.jpg





OEBPS/images/ch2.jpg





OEBPS/images/ch1.jpg
SUGAR& SPACE
R Y ok

" the BEST bakery
N the WORLD!






OEBPS/images/p07.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781444011913_FC.jpg
LINDA CHAPIMAN

Illu’strated by Kate Hindleg





OEBPS/images/p09.jpg





OEBPS/images/p05_02.jpg





OEBPS/images/p06.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
¢
° e 0
LINDA CHAPMAN

Tnustrated by Kate Hindley

Orlon
Children’s Books





OEBPS/images/p04_02.jpg





OEBPS/images/p05_01.jpg





OEBPS/images/also01.jpg





OEBPS/images/p03.jpg
&"%

ey





OEBPS/images/p04_01.jpg





