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			Rose Prince is an acclaimed food journalist and writer. She has been writing and campaigning for good food for over 15 years and writes a column for the Daily Telegraph, also contributing to The Independent, Daily Mail, Spectator and the Radio 4 Food Programme. She is the author of three bestselling cookery books, The New English Kitchen, The New English Table and Kitchenella. Since launching the Pocket Bakery in 2010, she created Rose Prince’s Baking Club – a forum for recipes, reader tips and advice, which is featured every Saturday in the Telegraph Weekend. She lives in London and Dorset with her husband, Dominic Prince, and their two children.

		

		
			[image: intro3.png]
		

		
			[image: intro4.png]
		

		
			Introduction

			Baking basics

			Sourdough

			Modern bread

			Rich bread

			Pastry

			Cakes

			Small cakes & biscuits

			Waste not

			Useful suppliers & resources

			Index & acknowledgements 

		



		

			[image: headersIntro.png]
		

 

		
			It was never the plan for the bakery to become what it is, to play the role it has. It was only about children earning a bit of pocket money, so we called it the Pocket Bakery. That was three years ago, and the bakery has grown from two children selling a few loaves from our kitchen door in south London, to a blossoming business with a place on the shelves of the city’s oldest and most famous food hall. Yet this is not just a success story; it is also about how the bakery unexpectedly transformed the life of one child, turning it around from disappointment to triumph.

			The bakery became a place of apprenticeship for my son Jack, who was 14 when the bakery opened, and is now 18. He left school at 16 and began training as a professional baker and for the Pocket Bakery. It is very much down to him that the bakery is where it is today.

			 

			The first year – pocket money

			This element was unexpected, because the beginnings of the bakery were so minuscule. We first talked about it in the summer of 2010. It came out of one of those conversations about money, not without its heated moments. When your children hit their teenage years, you hear the words ‘I need…’ almost daily. Those ‘needs’ are amplified for children constantly confronted by the attractions of a metropolis like London, and especially unequal to mine at the same age, growing up in 1970s rural England. 

			My husband Dominic and I ruefully anticipated years of demands; with Jack aged 14 and Lara 11, we were only at the beginning of the era of being a familial cash machine. Attempts to make pocket money a reward for help in the house always failed, no matter how many duty rotas I stuck to the fridge door. As it was, my heart was not really in paying children to do things I thought they should do unasked. The more I thought about them using a skill to make a little cash, the more sense it made. ‘Why not bake bread to sell to the neighbours?’ I said. ‘We don’t know how to make bread,’ they said. In truth, neither did I – at least, not the kind of traditional sourdough breads I thought would be marketable. The only thing I had going for the plan was a large gas oven in my kitchen, built for catering, that could take five loaves at a time. 

			Deciding the children’s response to the idea was not exactly a ‘no’, I held on to the thought that we would do it one day. I gave it a working title, the Pocket Bakery, which also helped keep the scheme alive. But it was six months before we made a single loaf and in the end it happened because I met the person we like to call the ‘father of the bakery’, Giuseppe Mascoli. Giuseppe not only gave us the first vital bread-making lesson, he gave us a very special ingredient, the ‘mother’, or sourdough starter, that would leaven the bread.

 

			The mother

			As we made plans for the bakery, from the outset we agreed it was important to sell bread that had a higher value. In other words, our bread would be made using the best flour available, and be made using a slow fermentation method – the type of bread known as ‘sourdough’. The children did not know what I was on about. They had seen me make buns and pizza using shop-bought fast-action yeast, but sourdough bread-making was a mystery to them. I knew little more about it myself, aside from having enjoyed eating such bread which, like handmade cheese or vintage wine, has a superior flavour and texture compared to its commercial equivalents.
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			I explained to the children that to make delicious, great-textured, long-lasting bread you do not use fast-action yeast but instead add a small amount of previously fermented dough, called the ‘mother’ or ‘sourdough starter’, to the mix. You must refresh or feed the mother with more flour and water regularly, to keep it alive and active so it will leaven the bread and give it a good flavour. Sourdough is unpredictable, I said, telling them the little I knew. Compared to commercial yeast it is very slow to act – so breads like these can take a minimum of 15 hours to develop and expand with bubbles before being ready to bake. Seeing their horrified faces picturing hours of graft, I hastily added that for the vast majority of that time the baker need do nothing at all – the dough is left alone to prove, or ferment.

 

			Giuseppe

			I met Giuseppe Mascoli (pictured above left) in July 2010 in London. A former lecturer in economics, impassioned baker and the originator of London’s best pizzeria chain, Franco Manca, he is happiest plotting new food businesses when not socialising in any place where the food and drink is good. He also has in his possession a sourdough ‘mother’, known to have been ‘alive’ and in use since 1790, which his bakers use in the commercial bakery he co-runs, and in Franco Manca where it is used to leaven the pizza dough. The yeasts and acids in the starter are unknown, but the benefits they give to the bread in terms of texture and flavour are exceptional.

			Giuseppe was born in Positano near Naples. His childhood was spent in the multi-pastel-coloured coastal village built on a cliff face. Even if overrun with tourists, Positano remains one of the world’s great romantic hotspots; my parent spent their honeymoon there in the 1950s, and it still swarms with couples, traipsing hand in hand through its tiny streets.The Mascoli family home in Positano is high on the hill overlooking the Amalfi Coast and outlying islands. A bakery on one of these, Ischia, is the place where Giuseppe’s ‘mother’ (sourdough starter) originated. Of course, you have to question its authenticity, since it seems almost unbelievable that a piece of fermented food can last that long. Travelling there with Dominic in 2012, we asked Giuseppe if it was really possible for a piece of fermented dough to have been alive for that long. 

			He pointed to the rocky cliffs that rise high above the villages on the coast. ‘Look at the landscape here: there are many villages which would have been mostly cut off from the rest of the mainland, except for occasional sea transport. It was in the interests of the bakers on the islands and coastal villages to look after the mother, so they could always make bread and be self-sufficient.’

			The sourdough may be even older. ‘The bakery in Ischia has it on record that it has been in use since 1790, but the bakers say there is no reason why it cannot date back to Roman times,’ he said. 

			When I told Giuseppe that we wanted to start a bakery in our home, he was immediately enthusiastic and offered to show us how to make sourdough bread. This is very typical of this wonderful and generous-spirited man. ‘Children making sourdough for a bakery business – fantastic!’ he said. We set a date to begin, in mid-November 2010. 

 

			The first bread

            	
			[image: 10.png]
		

			We chose to make bread on Fridays, starting after both children returned from school and leaving it to prove overnight so it was ready to be baked and then sold on Saturday morning. As the day approached, on Giuseppe’s instructions, I bought a few basic pieces of equipment. ‘Don’t buy professional stuff, just improvise – as you know, they might not keep at it.’ I fully expected them both to give up after a short time myself, but I did not imagine that they would not turn up at all.

			At 3pm Giuseppe was at the door, having arrived on his motorbike. In his hand was a plastic container, containing a few hundred grams of the mother. I had ordered an 8-kilogram bag of strong white flour from Cann Water Mill in north Dorset. Stoate’s Flour is milled in this historic place by Michael Stoate and we believe it to be the finest you can buy for the purpose. The organic strong white flour is British and stone-milled before being sieved to remove the bran. The natural oils released in the milling stay in the flour and bread made with it tends not to be white but buff coloured. 

			By the time we were ready to make the dough, the children had returned from school. Both made their excuses, saying they had urgent things they needed to do with friends. They exchanged a look that said ‘My God she was actually serious!’ and disappeared. Giuseppe taught me the basics of mixing a sourdough that evening (he would be pestered with desperate phone enquiries from me in the weeks to come) but by 10pm I had ten pieces of dough, each wrapped in a couche cloth (floured cloth), ready to prove (leave to rise) overnight. 

			The next morning the children both stayed in their beds while I went down to bake. I burnt at least half of the bread that morning, at least the underside of it. The one piece of equipment I did not buy, and which is essential for baking breads made with wet-textured dough, is a baking stone. The stone, which is like a thin fireproof ceramic tile, is placed in the oven before baking to heat. The bread is baked directly 

		

		
		
			on it instead of a baking sheet and the stone keeps the base crust crisp without letting it burn. 

			A first lesson learned the hard way, yet I sold seven loaves to friends I had invited to the bakery, and later waived my earnings, a £20 note, at the children. There was a spark of interest, and the following week both printed out one hundred flyers, giving our address and illustrated with a little pocket full of bread logo, which we are still using today. They walked around the neighbourhood, pushing them through letterboxes. 

			Both helped make the bread on the second Friday, mixing several kilos of dough together in a large plastic box you would normally buy as a mothproof store-box for woollens, and then kneaded it on the kitchen table. Giuseppe brought us four untreated quarry tiles to use as baking stones in the oven and when the bread came out of the oven the next morning it looked – well – rather professional.

 

			Customers

			That feeling when you open up shop for the first and the very first customer comes through the door – a stranger – is very special. For us the surprise was that it is not just the satisfaction in selling a loaf of the bread, but the short conversation that took place with a neighbour we had never before met. It is a sad fact that we had lived in our home for fifteen years and yet knew hardly anyone in our street except those living immediately next door. 

			That second Saturday morning, aside from having been a successful day’s trading (the children took £45), was the moment we unearthed a community of wonderful people. I realise now that it took a little courage on the part of our customers to ring the bell of someone’s home. When you enter a shop you keep your anonymity, but buying bread from someone’s kitchen means even a small chat is inescapable.

		
			Names were exchanged as Dominic collected email addresses for a weekly mailing – he had the good idea that our customers could pre-order as it would give us some idea of how much to make each week. Little enquiries were made by our shyer Battersea people, and we learned tiny bits about their lives. Others were more effusive – by their third visit to the bakery we were greeted with a kiss on the cheek by some.

			There was the artist, Phil, who painted beautiful landscapes and later lent my daughter one of his sketchbooks to help with her art homework. Always our earliest customer, he would knock on the door within moments of our 9am opening, usually as we were cooking breakfast. Like Dominic he was a sausage and black pudding aficionado, and soon brought us porky things he had found in different butchers’ shops that he thought were good to try. He introduced us to another neighbour, a vibrant Greek artist, Monika, who then introduced us to her daughter, who became another regular. 

			There was Susan, who lived just a few doors away, a passionate hiker and lover of the countryside who would buy bread before setting off to stomp over heathland, and the super-fit women with glowing faces who had done their Saturday morning yoga class together and more often bought our wholesome 100 per cent rye bread. We also sold to what became known as the South East Sales Division, a family who would buy about 15 loaves and distribute them to their own neighbours in Camberwell. News of the bread was spreading – and our email list grew to over a hundred. 
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			We came to know Victoria, a beautiful young city worker with a glossy black dog called Bella. She began walking our own dog Billy, and would look after him if we went away for the odd night. One weekend she arrived on the doorstep in floods of tears, telling us that Bella had been taken by strangers while being walked in Battersea Park. I was baking with the children that Friday and we sat up into the small hours fretting and trying to calm her down, with, it must be said, copious quantities of wine. 

			Both children were deeply upset on her behalf, even though they had known her only for a matter of weeks. Because of the bakery, our neighbours’ anxieties had become ours, as well as the other customers who heard about it. When her dog Bella was returned to her, everyone connected to the bakery celebrated.

			Through Victoria we met Anita, who kept bantams on the roof of her Battersea house. When they laid more than usual she brought surplus eggs to the bakery and we would sell them for her. She kept a number of other extraordinary animals in her house, including rats and reptiles which she would take around to show children in local schools. When another customer came in to collect bread, bemoaning a long bike journey she needed to make that day to buy live grasshoppers to feed her child’s chameleon, we called Annette, who came round carrying a Tetrapak box reverberating with the sound of jumping insects. 

			Our friends became loyal customers, and the bakery an opportunity to see people regularly who I might only see once every few weeks, even months. Great was the day when a customer arrived at noon to pick up bread and was still there at five in the afternoon, chatting. Too often work and family made it impossible to have much of a social life, yet the bakery combined these elements. I may not have been earning much from the bakery, but the children, who were earning up to £50 per week, thought the rewards were rich. For me the venture had other bonuses. 

			
		

		
 

			The second year – Jack

			Running their own small business did more than make our children richer in cash terms. They took pride in earning their own, and it gave them more freedom and the ability to choose to do things they dreamed about. Lara saved enough to pay half of the cost towards a school sports trip to South Africa that we would never have been able to pay for in full. In addition to saving for her trip through the Pocket Bakery, she and her friends took up baking more cakes to raise separate funds to buy sports equipment for some of the Township schools they would be visiting. I was full of pride – all of us describe their age group as selfish, yet here was proof they are anything but.

			At the time, both children attended a day school in Battersea. ‘What’s this about a bakery?’ one of the teachers asked me at a parents’ evening. I am not sure they approved, as if the bakery was eating into precious time that could be spent doing homework. But it was not, and in Jack’s case it would not have mattered if it did. 

			By the summer of 2012, one year and a half after opening, the Pocket Bakery had another job to do, and I write about this in retrospect, because Jack is now 18 and is happy for me to do so. We also believe he is an inspiration to other children like him who for some reason feel they do not fit the orthodox path of childhood.

			By then we knew that Jack was one of those children who did not fit into conventional education. He is exceptionally bright and talented but, as many children find, he could not cope with the pressures and disciplines of the first secondary school he attended and began to get into trouble. 
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			When the school asked him to leave aged 13 it was a great shock, and his confidence was shattered. The effect of being rejected by his educators and de facto losing the friends he had spent nearly two years with had severe consequences. While the next two schools he attended were more understanding, he was by this time uninspired. 

			A period of home education was not a success and by September 2011 it was obvious that to continue would make a troubled boy worse. We decided that schooling had to end, or at least go on hold, and Jack found himself in the altogether more daunting adult world. 

			He had very little money and no qualifications, but he did have his little bakery business. It did not do everything to restore his self-esteem, however, and being open once a week was not enough to keep Jack busy. In his own words he describes that time: 

			‘I had little to do apart from roam the streets of south London and my parents were at their wits’ end. I was continuously drifting and my behaviour was becoming more and more reckless. It was a period in my life when I felt really down. I was not at school – but I was at least baking.’

			An encounter with another bakery based in Oxfordshire changed everything for Jack. ‘The turning point for me came in May 2012 when I went with my mum to give a breadmaking demonstration at Daylesford, the organic farm shop in Gloucestershire owned by Carole Bamford. After the demonstration Carole asked me if I would like a job in her wholesale bakery. That was a truly monumental breakthrough. I packed my cases and went to live and work at Daylesford under the watchful eye of Eric Duhamel, the chief baker. 

		
			‘I had my own room in a lovely farmhouse, made some great friends and earned some really good money. Also my grandmother lived nearby and used to come and visit. I learned so much at Daylesford that I was determined to pursue a career as a baking entrepreneur. I got a renewed sense of values, particularly for money. Baking was a constant in my life, in a way that school had not been.’

			The period training with Eric Duhamel honed Jack’s skills to a new level that he was able to bring back to the Pocket Bakery when he returned in September 2012. I realise now that while our bread had quality in terms of the sourdough and the flour we used, we lacked understanding about other processes, especially the kneading and shaping of the dough. Because of Jack, the standard of the bread improved greatly. Instead of a low-profile worthy appearance, the look of the loaves blossomed, looking structured, handsome and appetising; the interior crumb, once dense, was now filled with beautiful air bubbles. Suddenly our bread no longer looked like the work of enthusiastic amateurs, but professional.

			The inspiration Jack found in his own enterprise and through baking bread has shown the extraordinary difference that acquiring a skill can make to school-age children who are not inspired by the conventional school curriculum. The educators may look down on any subject that does not impress a university entrance board, but then they fail to understand that industry is multi-faceted and the service industry is crucial in a highly populated nation. But then again, you only have to eat a school meal to know that conventional educators are limited in their abilities to teach quality of life. 

			How might the hospitality and food industry benefit if, instead of waiting for students to ‘fail’ at school, artisan skills such as slow fermentation and sourdough bread-making were taught before the age of 16, 

		

	
		
			pre-empting the difficulties unconventional children face? Now that the Pocket Bakery is due to expand, Jack’s struggles and the way in which he has overcome some of them (‘I am not there yet,’ he will say), made us resolve to offer apprenticeships to other young people. The artisan bread industry is still small, and there is room for everyone.

		 

			The Doodle Bar

			While Jack was training at Daylesford, we had discovered another Battersea secret. Down by Battersea Bridge, behind the Royal College of Art, there is a red-brick building that was once a dairy depot with huge refrigerated storage and room for the milk floats that once delivered milk all over the borough. Now it is called Testbed 1, an arts centre and office space, and at its heart is the Doodle Bar. 

			So called because the walls are painted blackboards and the college students who drink there doodle all over them when they meet up, the Doodle Bar is tucked away on the edge of Ransome’s Dock, an inlet off the Thames. A small lane leads into the building, and though it is a five-minute walk from my home, I did not hear about it until it had been open for some years. One day Dominic walked down to the bar and talked to the manager, Jasmin Ford, who was keen to find ways to bring more people into the bar during the day. 
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			In May 2012, just as Jack left to work at the bakery in Gloucestershire, we decided to move the Pocket Bakery down to the Doodle Bar and open on Friday instead of Saturday. As well as bread we would make cakes and pies; a lunchtime trade we had not tried before. It was sad to close the Saturday bakery, but I now had to do the Doodle Bar lunch alone – Lara obviously could not work on school days. 

			The Doodle Bar has been a much greater test for the Pocket Bakery. Potentially there are many more customers but they can choose to buy lunch from a number of local businesses. Inside Testbed 1 there is the Street Kitchen, which cooks great grills, vegetable dishes and salads, all of which are based on the finest British ingredients. A following for the Pocket Bakery pies and cakes has grown, however. Some of our regulars have followed us from the home bakery, and we have found new regulars. Being open on (ostensibly) the last working day of the week means that there is a festival atmosphere on many Fridays with people of all ages. In school holidays parents bring their children who scribble all over the walls, and it feels as if, through good food, the Battersea family is growing week by week.

 

			The third year – West End

			In the summer of 2012, we supplied bread and cake to a street party in Battersea held in celebration of Queen Elizabeth II’s Diamond Jubilee. We created the Battersea Bridge Roll (see here) to mark the event, and the Jammy Roll Cake (see here), which we called a Saxe-Coburg cake on the occasion. The day was blissful; we drank English Nye Timber champagne and chefs Margot Henderson and Valentine Warner made asparagus soup and barbecued Coronation Chicken. One attendee at the street party, shortly to move to Battersea, was Ewan Venters, the newly appointed chief executive officer of Fortnum & Mason. When he tried the white sourdough, he suggested we might one day supply them.
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			In March 2013, Fortnum & Mason invited the Pocket Bakery to ‘pop up’ for two weeks, running a small café on the first floor and selling our breads. We arranged for the bakery in Brixton, run by Giuseppe Mascoli, to make four breads to our recipes and deliver the bread directly to the shop. The bread was displayed in the basement food hall, and Jack spent time there with a board covered in samples. He loves talking to people about the bread – explaining how it is made, all about the flour and the sourdough and why such breads need to cost a little more. 

			Three years on and so much has changed. The bakery, set up simply to earn a little cash and smooth the choppy waters that parents and children travel together, has done much more. Bringing together a neighbourhood, giving a troubled young person a purpose that had been absent before we made a single loaf and creating something that has won praise from the highest level. That all this comes from bread, the stuff of life, is perhaps not surprising. We just forget, from time to time, how important the simple things can be.

            Rose Prince, November 2013
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			A few basic gadgets and pieces of kitchenware are helpful, even invaluable, for successful baking. It is also important to know how fitted equipment, like ovens, will adapt to the recipes you use. 

			Scales. I recommend using electronic scales for accuracy and also because you can weigh directly into mixing bowls, reducing the quantity of equipment – and washing-up. Professional baker’s scales are more expensive but can weigh quantities of several kilograms.

			Other measuring equipment. To prevent uncertainty, visit a kitchenware specialist for clear glass or Perspex measuring jugs with detailed measurements marked inside and outside. Measuring spoons are better than using domestic teaspoons and tablespoons, whose volume varies depending on design. Keep a ruler or tape measure handy in the kitchen for measuring bakeware.

			Ovens: temperature. The recipes in this book have been tested in an oven that has had its temperature checked with a separate oven thermometer. Users of fan ovens should usually decrease the temperature by 10–20°C, but it must be said that the thermostats in domestic ovens vary greatly and cooks often learn to adapt, making adjustment themselves.

			Ovens: humidity. Humidity in the oven helps to produce a crisp outer crust. Gas ovens and wood-fired ovens contain natural humidity, and to a degree so do Agas. But ordinary electric ovens produce a dry heat. Putting a shallow dish of boiling water in an electric oven will not make much difference as the steam largely escapes. Some new (very expensive) d mestic ovens can be connected to the water supply, as can some types of pizza oven. The best recommendation for electric baking is to use an ovenproof ceramic dome to place over the loaf as it bakes, creating a micro-climate around it that is hot and humid. These are available from artisan bakery suppliers – but a large casserole dish functions just as well. The dome must, however, be large enough to allow the bread to rise to its fullest.

			
			Baking stones. Fireproof tiles or a ‘pizza stone’ heated in the oven make a natural surface on which to bake bread or pastry that prevent burning on the underside yet will ensure it is crisp. You will need a baker’s ‘peel’, which resembles a large aluminium paddle – both items are available from pizzeria equipment suppliers.

			Refrigeration and proving dough. A thermometer for the outdoors and indoors is recommended. Many of the breads in this book are slowly fermented and we have found this works best at a lower temperature than room temperature – about 14–16°C. The average temperature of a domestic fridge is between 1 and 5 degrees Celsius, which is too low except for certain types of dough – though you can prove dough for 24–36 hours in the fridge and produce a great loaf, if rather slowly. If you know the temperature indoors or outside it makes it easier to predict how long dough needs to prove (or develop and rise). Sometimes we put dough in well-protected containers outdoors to prove, but if it is too cold in the garden, a shed can be useful. In mid-winter the temperature in the kitchen at night can be low enough. In high summer it is inevitable that the bread-making process will be shorter. See the seasonal proving chart here.

			Bakeware. With the right equipment, you can try almost anything. There are ways of improvising to keep costs low when testing the enjoyment of baking – don’t go and buy the full plethora of gadgetry if you are unsure if baking is for you. When we started the Pocket Bakery, we made the bread in giant containers normally used for storing blankets to protect them from moths. After a year we found an online supplier of professional baker’s vats with lids. They will last us years but, remember, what you use has very little impact on the taste of what you make. At the back of this book is a list of suppliers who can provide lovely items like linen-lined baskets for proving bread,  special blades (lames) for scoring loaves, peels, domes, ‘couche’ cloths, electronic thermometers and scales and even wood-fired ovens.

		



				
			The price of baking 

			The costs for professional bakers are set to rise sharply due to the cost of fuel and, in some countries, a change in climate. The impact has been seen in the considerable rise in the price of baked goods. It makes baking at home all the more sensible, even though you will feel the price rise, too. If you have storage space, buying in bulk cuts costs. Buy bulk baking ingredients from online suppliers (see here) – who charge delivery – or from local cash and carry stores, who sell a good range of basics. Some foods are worth paying more for.

		

        
			Cook’s Notes

		
			Measurements

			Unless stated:

			
					
•	All tablespoon and teaspoon quantities are level. 

					
•	1 tablespoon measures 15ml and 1 teaspoon 5ml.

					
•	A ‘nut’ of butter equals 1 level tablespoon.

					
•	A pinch equals 2g/¼ teaspoon and yet is still approximate.

					
•	Bite-sized means the size of the top joint of your forefinger/thumb.

					
•	Cake and loaf tin sizes may be changed (within reason) but avoid overflows or very thin cakes. To deal with the latter, increase the recipe by half again. Line smaller tins with baking parchment that will cope with overflow.

			

		

		
			Ingredients

			Unless stated:

			
					
•	Eggs are medium-sized free-range British.*

					
•	Butter is unsalted British* or French.

					
•	Dried yeast is ‘easy-bake’ or ‘quick’ commercial yeast granules (no need to dissolve).

					
•	Fresh yeast is commercial compressed yeast (must be kept refrigerated).

					
•	Vanilla extract is natural – not ‘essence’ containing the artificial flavouring, vanillin.

					
•	Milk is whole (full fat).

					
•	Water is from cold tap (bottled in regions where tap water is non-drinkable).

					
•	Olive oil is extra virgin olive oil.

					
•	Vegetable oil is either sunflower, grapeseed or groundnut oil.

					
•	Fresh meat is free range or naturally reared British.*

					
•	Salt is fine sea salt, or rock salt, unless specified.

					
•	Black pepper is freshly ground.

			

		

		
			*	British ingredients are optional but specified partly because buying British supports UK producers. It can also, in the case of eggs, be a case of food safety. All eggs produced in Britain are stamped with the ‘Red Lion’ mark that guarantees the hens that laid them are vaccinated against salmonella. This means they may be safely used raw in icings and sauces, although – should you be selling such foods to the public – environmental health inspectors may insist you use pasteurised egg yolks or whites for such purposes. Always look at labels for the origins of fresh ingredients, and details about welfare; ‘free-range’ standards vary.
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			The Mind of a Baker

		

		
			Good bakers are forgiving and patient and become accustomed to the nuances of the craft. We have good and bad days; the elements interfere and we are fallible. Essentially we are all life-long apprentices; we never stop learning. We think that is why we love it this much.

			The quantities and methods in this book are tried and tested but the outcome of any recipe may depend on unpredictable or outside forces, such as varying oven temperatures or the differing quality or properties of the ingredients you use. For example, not all butter is the same, so in certain recipes the type to use is specified.

			Equipment, or the lack of it, can also have an impact on the result. Sometimes human error can enter the equation. Many times I  have been on the point of putting a cake in the oven, even one I make regularly, only for it to occur to me that I might have forgotten to add the baking powder so clearly listed in the recipe.

			This all amounts to the fact that a good baker is not made just by the recipes but by attitude. Your opinion and judgement play an important part. Creating that mind-set is a matter of following four precious rules:

			Create calm. Find a time to bake when you have the best chance of concentrating – not while making supper, engrossed in another task or running around after family. Encourage children not to chatter when trying something for the first time – we find loud-ish music a brilliant way to help with concentration.

			Avoid chaos. Keep tidy. Store baking ingredients together, making sure they are clearly labelled and so quick to find. Before starting, clear the worktops. Then always gather together every ingredient you need, so nothing will be forgotten, and choose and prepare bakeware.

			Take control. You are not just a robot programmed by a recipe but gifted with valuable senses. Don’t take cooking times for granted; use your eyes, nose, taste, touch and even your hearing to make judgements – the recipes in this book will encourage this.

			Bounce back. If it ‘goes wrong’, remember bakers are forever cadets. We never stop being pupils, and mistakes and failures always improve us. Accentuate the positives: bad results  may look a mess, but they are often still delicious.
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			Our bakery began with a very special loaf made to a tradition that has been handed down through centuries. In many ways it is an easier, not trickier bread to make than those with modern, commercially available ingredients. Traditional basic bread-making uses fewer ingredients and it needs less labour. Most significantly, its great texture and taste cannot be replicated without one remarkable ingredient: so-called ‘sourdough’, the natural leaven containing wild yeasts that gives this bread its life.
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