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To Amany, who says the loveliest things,  and to Danny Jimminson for all the baking and bread-making advice!  
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My Baking Book (and other stuff)


Name: Hannah


Age: 107/8  


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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I always think that if there’s something you really want, you shouldn’t wait for it to happen, you should MAKE it happen. My mum says, A cake won’t bake itself. Just getting the ingredients together on a table isn’t enough. You need to measure and mix and stir and bake.


It’s like my mum. For years she’s talked about running a bakery – and now she’s actually made it happen. Five and a half weeks ago she opened the Sugar and Spice Bakery. It’s officially my favourite place in the world.
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I really want my own bakery too when I’m older. My best friend, Mia, and I are going to open one and live in a flat above it. I definitely want to make that happen. There’s something else I want to happen as well, something no one else knows about yet because I’ve only just found out about it. It’s so exciting! But before I go into that, what else do you need to know about me?


My name’s Hannah Hallett and I’m going to be eleven in a few months – on the first of August, to be precise. My mum and dad split up when I was a baby. My dad lives in America and I don’t see him much, though we keep in touch by Skype and email.


Mum got married again a few months ago. I like Mark, my new stepdad. He’s really 
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kind and makes Mum happy. He has twin daughters, Molly and Ella, who are four. Mark’s first wife died, so the twins live with us, which means I’m now a big sister. It’s strange not to be an only child any more but most of the time I like it – except when they wake me up super early. And it does mean that life is a LOT noisier at home.


After Mum and Mark got married, we moved to a town called Ashingham so Mum could open the bakery. I had to change schools and now I go to King William’s middle school. I’d never heard of middle schools before we moved here. King William’s has pupils in Years Five, Six, Seven and Eight. It feels much more grown up than my old primary school; more like a secondary school.


As well as Mia, I’ve made friends with Alice, Misha and Lara who are in my form. And that’s about all you need to know, I think. Oh, apart from the thing I told you about – the thing I really, really want to make happen.
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I’ve just been on the computer doing research on snow leopards for my homework, and I decided to take a quick look at the website of my all-time favourite TV show, Junior Brilliant Baker – and guess what? They’re looking for people to audition for the next series of the show!


It would be the most awesome thing ever to be on JBB (that’s what Mia and I call it). I can’t wait till Mum comes home so I can ask her. I usually go to the bakery to help after school, but today I had too much homework. Ever since I saw they needed contestants for JBB I haven’t been able to concentrate on my homework at all. Mum has to say yes – she just has to! This is one thing I am definitely going to MAKE happen!
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reasons i should be on junior brilliant baker:


1.	I am the show’s biggest fan. I’ve watched every episode ever.


2.	I can bake most things and I’m sure I wouldn’t make the silly mistakes some contestants do, like forgetting to add sugar or burning my biscuits.


3.	I’m good at coming up with recipes that are a bit different – Mia and I made some cookies at Baking Club at school and we changed the recipe and Miss Harris said the cookies tasted even nicer than they would have done with the original recipe.
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Please, please, PLEASE let Mum say yes!


Please, please, PLEASE let Mum say yes!










Sandra Healey is smiley, friendly, reminds me a bit of Mum. Has her own TV series and has written lots of books.
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Pierre Bertrand is Mum’s favourite baker! He’s French and he makes amazing pastry. Piercing blue eyes, quite wrinkly and a bit scary!
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2


As soon as I heard Mum’s key in the front door I raced downstairs. “Mum!” I gasped. “You’ll never guess ... Oh, you have to say I can do it – please, please, please!”


Mum put her bag on the floor. “Whoa! What’s this? What do I have to say yes to?”


Before I could explain, Mark came through from the kitchen and gave Mum a kiss. “How was your day?”


“Rose!” squealed Molly, charging in from the lounge. She was wearing two tutus over her dress and a pair of sparkly fairy wings. She waved a wand made from a wooden spoon with tinsel stuck on. “Look at my magic wand! I made it all by myself!”
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“And look at my picture of Super Dog fighting a pirate!” cried Ella, shoving a piece of paper into Mum’s hands.


 “Shall I give you a wish?” Molly asked. “You can have anything you want because I’m a fairy.”


“Have you brought anything home for us?” asked Ella, peering into Mum’s bag.


“Mum! I really need to talk to you about something,” I said. “This is IMPORTANT!”


“Hey, girls,” Mark said to Molly and Ella. “Why don’t we give Hannah and Rose some time to chat? We could go to the park. Who wants to go on the swings and slide?”


“Me!” they cried.


“Get your shoes then,” he told them, pulling on his coat.


I gave him a grateful look.


“Thanks,” said Mum.


“No problem,” Mark grinned. “This way, you two make dinner while I hang around at the swings.”
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I knew that, despite what he said, Mark was being nice. He always tries to make sure Mum and I have some time on our own when we need it. He reminds me of a farmhouse loaf: strong, comforting, reliable. Mum is different – she’s kind and understanding, but she’s also got a bit of a temper and a stubborn streak (like me). I think of her as a hot cross bun – a mixture of sugar and spice.


Sorry, I know that sounds weird. I always imagine everyone I know as a pastry or bread or cake. Mia is like sourdough bread – easily overlooked on first glance, but the nicest person in the world when you get to know her. Alice is an iced cupcake, pretty inside and out; 
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Misha is a strawberry tart, big, bold and attention-grabbing; Lara is quieter with a hidden sweetness – a blueberry muffin.


As for me – well, I think I’m probably an Eccles cake – not too special on the outside, but nice in the middle and with a sweet, sugary coating that most people like. At least, I hope most people like me!


As the door shut behind Molly, Ella and Mark, the house became blissfully quiet.


Mum breathed out a sigh. “Right, let me get a cup of tea and you can tell me what’s so important.”


We went through to the kitchen. I love our kitchen. It’s got cream cupboards, a long pine table and French windows that open onto 
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the garden and let in lots of light. When it’s warm we have the windows open, and Mum keeps pots of herbs and flowers on the patio outside.


Mum put the kettle on and sat down. “Come on, then. Tell me all.”


I crossed my fingers. “You know the TV programme, Junior Brilliant Baker?”


“Your favourite show of all time, you mean?” she said with a smile. “Yes.”


I crossed my toes too, in case it helped. “Well, I saw on the show’s website that 
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they’re looking for contestants for their next series. There’s an online form to fill in – you have to send it with a photo and answer some questions. If they like your application, you get to audition and maybe be one of the twelve people on the show. Please can I apply?” My words came out in a rush.


Mum looked thoughtful. “OK,” she said.


“Really?”


“Let me have a look at the form first. But I don’t see why not.”


“I’ll show you now! It’s on the website.” Mum’s iPad was on the kitchen table. I quickly found the Junior Brilliant Baker site. Mum nodded as she scrolled through the questions and the information for parents.


“Loads of people are bound to apply,” she said. “So don’t get your hopes up too much. But nothing ventured, nothing gained. You’ll have to be quick – it says here the closing date for applications is Wednesday.”


I leaped up and spun round. I knew I was acting like one of the twins after they’d eaten too many sweets, but I was too excited to sit 
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still. A thought suddenly crossed my mind. Mia!


“Do you think Mia’s mum and dad will let her apply too?” I pulled out my phone. Having a phone of my own is one of the best things about going to a middle school. Everyone in Year Six at King William’s has a phone because most people walk to school with their friends or get the school bus. When we moved, Mum agreed to let me have one too. I texted Mia.


Check out the news section of the JBB website. NOW!!!!!!!


I waited impatiently for a reply. Mia isn’t one of those people who is constantly checking her phone, and I like that about her – I hate it if I’m with friends and they’re constantly texting other people – but sometimes, like when I needed to get in touch with her straightaway, it can be really annoying!
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I helped Mum get dinner ready. She’d brought a loaf back from the bakery and a few leftover lemon cupcakes. I arranged the cupcakes on a plate and put the bread on a wooden board on the table, breathing in its yummy smell. “Was there much left today?” I asked.


“Almost nothing,” Mum said. “We pretty much sold out. I had to put this loaf aside or it would have gone too!”


I was pleased she’d been busy. The first week we’d opened, we’d had hardly any customers. Mum had been really worried, but then we’d printed some leaflets and taken them to the local farmers’ market and word had spread. Now it seemed that every day was a busy day.


We chatted about the bakery as Mum heated up some homemade chicken soup and I set the table.


After a little while, we heard the door opening and Mark and the twins coming back. Alongside Mark’s deep voice and the twins’ high chatter, there was another male 
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voice. One I didn’t recognise. Mum and I gave each other a puzzled look. We both went to the kitchen door.


A tall man was standing with Mark. He had thick blond hair, broad shoulders and wore small round glasses. He was wearing cycling gear. I’m not very good at guessing the age of grown-ups but, if I had to, I’d say he looked about twenty-five.


“This is Stefan,” Mark said. “He’s just started at Graphite.” Graphite was the company where Mark worked as a website designer. “We bumped into him in the park.”


Stefan smiled. “Quite literally.” I noticed he had a foreign accent.


“Ella was pretending to be Superdog and ran straight in front of his bike,” Mark explained.


“I didn’t get hurt,” said Ella.


“Stefan did, though,” said Molly. “He fell off.”
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“It was a sudden stop,” admitted Stefan.


“Goodness, are you OK?” Mum asked.


Stefan smiled. “I am fine. Just a few grazes.” He threw Ella a smile. “At least Superdog wasn’t injured. She lives to fight another day.”


“Superdog!” cried Ella, spreading her arms and running round the hall.


“Come through and have a drink,” said Mum to Stefan, gesturing into the kitchen.


Stefan and Mark followed us. “Something smells good,” said Stefan.


“Just soup. You’re welcome to stay and have some with us if you like,” offered  Mum.


“Yes,” said Mark. “Why don’t you stay, Stefan?”


Stefan looked pleased. “Thank you. That’s very kind of you. I’d love to.”


I put out some more cutlery and a bowl and we all sat down. The twins came in for some cupcakes, then they went to watch TV in the lounge – they’d already eaten at their childminder’s house.
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