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  Introduction: My Cake Odyssey




  My life has been shaped by cakes, the ones baked by my father in our family’s teashop, Peter’s, in Weybridge. For over forty years Peter Johncox made

  cakes, big and small, of all shapes and sizes: birthday cakes, wedding cakes, cream cakes, fancy cakes, plain sponges. He baked bread most days and handcrafted homemade chocolates all year round,

  while my mother, Frankie, was the welcoming face of the shop, always behind the counter or tending to customers around the tea room. As a toddler I munched on sponge fingers and chunks of cake and

  bread fresh from the oven; my siblings and I grew up surrounded by macaroons and meringues, chocolate Florentines, peppermint creams, traditional coffee and walnut cake, Battenberg cake. Life for

  my family revolved around cakes and customers.




  The bakehouse was our playground, our toys wooden spoons and piping bags, and we played with ingredients, cake boxes and red ribbon. I would sit on a stainless steel flour tin beside my father,

  who would place whatever was fresh out of the oven in front of me: a floury bap, a scone, or a piping hot sausage roll. We held our birthday parties in the tea room, where tables were laden with

  jam tarts, animal biscuits, sugar mice, and my favourite pink cottage cake – made by my father.




  Dad also grew up playing with pastry in his parents’ tea shop, Lane’s, in Westcliff, and his grandparents ran Beti’s tea shop on the Isle of Wight. An uncle

  once said my father had chocolate and sugar flowing through his veins – and I believed him. In 1958, Dad opened his own tea shop, Peter’s, continuing our family’s pastry

  chef tradition. Growing up, I would help with small jobs in the bakehouse, such as rolling doughnuts in sugar, piping cream between meringue shells and toasting teacakes. From the age of eleven, I

  worked on Saturdays as a washer-up before becoming a waitress and serving cream cakes on glass cake stands in the tea room.




  When Mum and Dad retired, the shop closed and neither I nor my two brothers, Gordon and Johnny, or my sister, Georgina (who we call Fuby), carried on the tradition. We all had our reasons.

  Gordon was building a career in the drinks industry, Johnny worked for the police force, and Fuby worked in education. I left the cosy confines of the cake shop to train as a journalist and forge a

  career as a writer. But I always missed my father’s baking, the sight and scent of homemade cakes, chocolates and savouries, plus the sound of machines whirring away and customers chattering

  in the tea room.




  It wasn’t until I reached my forties that I started to ask questions about my family’s tea shop history. Where did this baking heritage come from, and why on earth didn’t I

  bake? I decided to write a baking memoir, recording the tales behind our family’s tea shops and the recipes from my childhood; something to pass on to my own children, Lara and Joe. I

  didn’t set out to write a cookbook or to switch careers and become a master baker like my father, however these stories were so intrinsically linked to baking and cakes that I wanted to learn

  to make the pastries and chocolates, too.




  So while my father enjoyed his peaceful retirement at the family home in Weybridge, I turned up one day and announced my plan. When I asked him for all the recipes, I expected him to pop

  upstairs and return with a book. Instead, he looked up with a quizzical expression and said, “They’re all in my head. What do you want to know, dear?” It was only then that I

  realized I had never seen him refer to any recipe books in the bakehouse.




  Mum put the kettle on, as she always does in an emergency, while I made my way to the dusty attic and raided some of the boxes retrieved from Peter’s, unopened since the shop

  closed. I came across some small handwritten cards, almost indecipherable, with names of cakes and ingredients in proportions that would blow your mind. How could I be expected to mix forty pounds

  of flour in one go? How many eggs made a gallon? What would I do with two hundred and fifty Japonaise biscuits? Yet these cards of ingredients, once deciphered, smeared with the residues of jam and

  cream, formed the start of the Holy Grail.




  I also found a brown ledger full of neat handwriting that turned out to be the notes written by Dad’s elder sister, my Aunty Hazell, who had grown up in Lane’s tea shop

  alongside my father. There was another collection of notes, barely legible, without a cover, worn from age and nibbled at the edges, where the once-white paper had turned sepia. I originally

  thought this tattered notebook was my father’s, but when I asked him to decipher a word he said it had belonged to his mother and was written in the heyday of her parents’ tea shop,

  Beti’s. Next, I found a hardback leather-bound indexed book made by Twinlock Crown (at a cost of one shilling) that contained some writing that looked like Dad’s, some like

  Aunty Hazell’s, and some that resembled my grandmother’s spidery scrawl. There were lists of ingredients in huge proportions but, alas, no methods. I came to the conclusion that my

  ancestors were more pastry chefs than writers. When I tried to make sense of these chaotic records I realized the enormity of the task ahead of me.




  My father agreed to teach me the recipes. At first, my heart sank; when I asked him for details on quantities, methods and cooking times, my pen poised to note them down, his stock response was:

  ‘It’s instinct and experience’. Yet this rather romantic approach was the honest truth about Dad and the baker’s life he led for over forty years.




  It wasn’t long before he suggested I get my hands messy to see if I had inherited the baking gene. In the beginning, I baked with him so I could record the methods and put into practice

  the theory that was second nature to him. My children, Lara and Joe, came along and baked with us too. Then Dad held a few masterclasses in which my older brother, Johnny, and childhood friend,

  Karen, joined in. We made everything from custard tarts to Black Forest gateau, and I relished both the baking process and tastes from the tea shop.




  By the Spring of 2011, my dad’s health had deteriorated and I realized that time might be running out. While the baking was essential empirical research, it was proving both physically and

  mentally stressful for a weak, elderly man. The consultant ordered regular blood transfusions and Dad spent increasing periods of time in hospital. Eventually, he was no longer able to bake. His

  deterioration led to a role reversal whereby my mother, Frankie, rose to the challenge of regularly baking cakes and pastries under Dad’s guidance, as he sat on a stool in the kitchen. Johnny

  stepped in to help make the doughnuts using the ancient jam machine, while I made my father’s favourite coffee and walnut sponge for his eightieth birthday. Lara and Joe also got the baking

  bug, with Lara revealing a natural talent for piping petals on cakes. I felt the process had come full circle when Lara baked Dad’s signature pink cottage cake for my niece’s eighteenth

  birthday under the direction of her grandfather and with her uncle Johnny’s help.




  Over the course of four years we learned to bake every one of Dad’s recipes. The cake-making odyssey I had set out upon became an unexpected bonding experience for my family, during which

  time we discovered that the baking gene lives on. After we stopped baking Dad often asked me how my book was going. He said, “Don’t forget to tell everyone how hard your mother worked;

  she was the shop.” I promised to convey his message.




  Whenever people heard about my baking lessons with my father, they asked me to share the tea shop recipes, so I produced a cookbook, The Baker’s Daughter, scaling down Dad’s

  original huge recipes for the home baker, and including his personal baking tips. But I also wanted to share the many memories from my tea shop childhood, stories my parents told me about how they

  met and how Dad came to set up Peter’s, and my family’s history of baking.




  This baking memoir from a baker’s daughter tells those stories, with some of Dad’s key recipes peppered throughout. Every time I bake a recipe from Peter’s, I am

  reminded of the scents and sounds of our bakehouse and tea room; I hope that in reading this book I can take you there, too.




  A Note on the Recipes




  The recipes included in this book are key to the stories I share. Most of them are Dad’s, the ones he baked all his life at Peter’s; some are from other

  members of my family. They have all been adapted for the home baker, with the original quantities scaled down. Dad always worked in imperial, but I have given metric measurements here. Where butter

  is given as an ingredient I refer to unsalted butter.




  This is only a small selection of recipes; more of my father’s recipes are included in The Baker’s Daughter cookbook.




  





  Part One
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  Chocolate and Meringues




  Every Christmas and Easter, long after my childhood years, I would receive a box of chocolate peppermint creams, handmade by my father. They were always presented in a gold box

  and tied with neat red ribbon. The scent of sweet peppermint and bitter dark cocoa would hit me as I ran my eyes over the round, ridged chocolates in dark brown ruffled cases. Instantly, I’d

  be transported to the chocolate display cabinet in Peter’s.




  Suddenly, I’m ten years old with a fringe of brown hair. I am sitting on a red-cushioned stool in front of the shop window. Beside me is my younger sister, Fuby, who looks like a doll with

  her short brown hair and chocolate button eyes. Together we fold the white napkins for the café and make up the white cake boxes inscribed in red with Peter’s. We watch

  customers come and go, inhale the sweet scents and munch on animal biscuits.




  There is a humming sound of conversation, rising and falling, and the clatter of cake forks in the tea room where our customers chat and enjoy afternoon tea: cream cakes, toasted teacakes,

  scones and other pastries. Macaroons, Madeira sponge, Battenberg cake and Florentines are some of the flavours of the day.




  It may be 1975 but the tea room is in a cosy 1940s time warp. Swirly rose and cream wallpaper and copper pans decorate the walls. The dark oak wall clock chimes on the quarter of each hour, just

  as it did when it stood in my grandparents’ tea room in Westcliff. Customers drink Twinings loose leaf tea, served in delicate china cups. White boned cake knives and forks cut through

  much-anticipated pastries. The powder room at the back is for ‘Ladies Only’.




  My mother, Frankie, captivates both male and female customers with her natural charisma and kindness, although she is unaware of her charms. For someone who works in a cake shop and has had four

  children, she is surprisingly slim. She is the face of the shop, ‘everyone’s mother’, as my brother, Johnny, describes her. Peter’s place is in the bakehouse, where he

  practises his craft of making bread and cakes. He is a strong man, his large rugby player’s hands kneading the dough, day in, day out; his forearms are twice the size of an average

  man’s. At home there are team photos of my father as a founder member of Southend Rugby Club and former captain of Southern Counties. Back in the bakehouse, Peter’s trademark sideburns

  and thick head of wavy hair are always coated in a layer of flour. He smells of whatever he is making at the time – in the morning, Danish pastries and doughnuts; in the afternoon, the scent

  is of toasted teacakes and Welsh rarebit.




  Frankie is behind the cake counter. She goes to the fridge. One by one, with a pair of silver-plated tongs, she takes out four cream meringues, careful not to crush the treat that some loyal

  customers travel miles to taste. For most people, afternoon tea conjures up tea, scones and clotted cream, but for me, afternoon tea is about the arrival of the glass stand containing eight cream

  cakes sitting on a white doily: chocolate éclair, cream slice, brandy snap, cream horn, palmier, meringue, strawberry tart, Victoria sponge. The meringue is always placed in the middle.




  Another customer asks for a selection of homemade chocolates – ‘Half a pound of peppermint creams, please’ – so Frankie opens the back doors of the antique chocolate

  cabinet once used by my grandparents in their tea room. The different homemade varieties are laid out on sheets of brown parchment paper: rose (a pink petal on top); violet (a lavender petal);

  almond (a sliver of almond); maraschino cherry; pistachio; ginger; coconut; coffee; lemon; vanilla; coffee; Brazil nut; marzipan. Frankie reaches down to the bottom shelf and slips on a pair of

  white silk gloves, ready to pick up each chocolate. The tantalizing aroma of cocoa combined with the sweet centres fills the air.




  One by one Frankie places the chocolates in the gold box, to be weighed using the old-fashioned scales, the bronze weights stacked neatly on the side.




  *




  On Mondays the shop is closed, and Peter makes chocolates on his own, without the distraction of staff or customers. He swaps his usual white baker’s apron, smeared with

  ingredients, for his pristine white chocolatier’s coat with buttons down the front, and conjures up ‘little pieces of heaven’ from twenty-pound slabs of dark Belgian Callebaut

  chocolate. My Great Uncle Charlie calls the process ‘magic’, and anyone who watches him understands why. Whenever I pop into the shop on a Monday on the way back from school, or during

  the holidays, Peter is seated on a stainless steel flour tin in front of his ‘chocolate machine’: a metal container, or bain-marie, filled with molten chocolate. On the left side of the

  bench lie peppermint discs and the ancient dipping fork, a stainless steel instrument used to pick up the fondant sweet centres and sink them into the vat of melted chocolate.




  Peter dips his finger in the chocolate and licks it to check the temperature; he has no thermometer or thermostat with which to measure it.




  “How do you know it’s ready?” I ask.




  “Instinct and experience,” he says.




  Peter’s greetings all involve invitations to eat: “Do you want something to eat, darling? Here, have a taste of this. Are you hungry, dear?”




  It only takes a few seconds before the sight of the cakes and chocolates combined with the mixture of the sweet scents makes my tummy rumble. In any case, Peter never waits for an answer; before

  I know it he slips something to eat on to the bench beside me: a chocolate peppermint, a chunk of chocolate sponge, whatever he is making. Peter doesn’t waste anything. Leftovers are kept in

  bowls or containers, offered and recycled.




  I know from experience to accept Peter’s offerings. If I don’t taste something, he has a way of looking so dejected that I know I have offended him deeply. Some fathers say, ‘I

  love you’. My father gives me chocolates and cake.




  *




  There are yellow boxes of loose Cadbury’s Flakes in the store room. In Peter’s hands, these become the thatched roof on my favourite pink cottage birthday cake. He

  never objects to the fact I clearly prefer the Flakes to his homemade chocolates.




  My treat is to cross our street, Church Street, to the newsagent’s, Hayden’s. I love getting my teeth into the chewy Curly Wurlies and Crunchies, milky, silky smooth chocolate

  compared with the dark, rich, bitter chocolate from Belgium.




  Next door to the newsagent’s is Haslets haberdashery store, known as ‘The Harrods of Weybridge’, where I play hide and seek on the three floors with my little sister. Frankie

  buys dressmaking patterns there and makes most of our clothes at home on her Singer sewing machine with its little pedal. She makes special-occasion black velvet dresses with white lace collars,

  tiered skirts with petticoats, cord skirts and floral flared trousers. In a few years I will be a teenager and will wear my favourite homemade clothes to the monthly Friday night disco in Weybridge

  Hall. Tiered skirts and petticoats equal tears for me, as I stand on the edge of the dance floor, waiting to be asked to dance.




  Frankie also makes stuffed toys, including Humpty Dumpty and the Wombles. Pointy-nosed Great Uncle Bulgaria is so popular he makes guest appearances in the shop window display beside the

  cakes.




  Peter’s is sandwiched between the Midland Bank and Artistic Treasures, an upmarket china shop originally run by a frightfully posh couple, Mr and Mrs Prator, until it was taken

  over by Mr and Mrs Reece. I rarely step into Artistic Treasures for fear I might break one of the delicate china figurines. Artistic Treasures is the perfect place for Peter to buy presents for

  Frankie; he chooses from Denby dinnerware, Waterford crystal, Lladró porcelain figurines, and other established brands. Over the years Frankie amasses a range of high-end china. In return,

  Mr and Mrs Reece enjoy cakes on a daily basis and celebration cakes for special occasions. The exchange of china and cakes is most beneficial to both families.




  The local shopkeepers form a small community who help each other out. Dougie, the owner of the Clock Shop opposite Peter’s is a regular, coming in for cakes and lunch in the tea

  room. The Clock Shop is burgled several times when I’m young, and on a couple of occasions Peter is the first on the scene given his dawn arrival at the bakehouse. He raises the alarm and

  offers Dougie a bacon bap.




  The Clock Shop is similar to Artistic Treasures in that it is full of precious objets. While I can see the faces of the antique clocks clearly from the comfort of our cake shop, I

  don’t go in; I just watch posh Weybridge folk leaving with clocks for their luxury homes. I much prefer the little camera shop a couple of doors down, run by Reg Ferris and later his son,

  Steve. They have a little dark room where they show us children how to make photographs the old-fashioned way, in the silky developing liquid. Johnny later creates his own dark room in the shop

  cellar, his play den, accessed via a floor hatch in the bakehouse. Johnny says there is a safe down in the cellar which Peter never opens. I’m too scared to go down and see. It is dark and

  musty, occasionally waterlogged from heavy rain.




  The two most important Weybridge shops are, without a doubt, Robson’s, the butcher’s on the High Street, and Brockwell’s, the grocer’s on Baker Street, where Peter sends

  us on errands when his weekly deliveries run out. Both shops are a five-minute walk past St James’s Church and the graveyard, and I feel so grown up walking down Weybridge High Street

  clutching my father’s spidery handwritten list.




  Peter’s order for Robson’s usually includes sausage meat for sausage rolls, ham for omelettes (bought on the bone, baked in the oven), minced meat for the Cornish pasties and cottage

  pie. Frankie often gives me a bag of doughnuts to take to Mr Robson, a friendly fellow with a moustache, who wears the traditional butcher’s blue and white striped apron. He usually gives us

  a spare bone for the bakehouse dog, Sam (who will be followed later by Jake and then Dax). Sam keeps Peter company early mornings and performs an incredible disappearing act at the mere scent of

  the health inspector.




  Johnny is given the responsibility of carrying the shop’s takings in a floury canvas money bag to Lloyds Bank in the middle of the High Street, a job he is very proud of. The float for the

  shop – thirty pounds in coinage – is kept in a different bag, hidden in a tray in the lower oven overnight, covered in a thick layer of flour. In forty years of business and several

  bakehouse break-ins, that floury float bag is never found.




  At Brockwell’s, past the library and the Wimpy Bar, down Baker Street, we buy fruit and vegetables in season: strawberries for the strawberry tarts, cooking apples for dumplings and

  crumble, tomatoes for quiche Lorraines and potatoes for Cornish pasties and cottage pie.




  Frankie sometimes asks us to go to Robson’s for our family meals: liver, bacon and onion; pork chops with mashed potato and cabbage; beef casserole; Sunday roast. Although we rarely eat

  our meals with my father during the week, he always presides over Sunday lunch, saying grace and carving the roast. ‘For what we are about to receive, may we be truly thankful. God bless the

  cook.’




  Frankie always makes our meals at home, although desserts are often leftovers from the shop: apple, cherry or apricot fruit pies and whipped cream, treacle tart, lemon meringue pie. Peter makes

  crème caramel, gateaux Saint-Honoré and trifle for dinner parties, but Frankie also makes her own English puddings: spotted dick, chocolate and treacle steamed puddings, fruit

  crumbles and creamy rice pudding. Peter may be the baker, but Frankie is the home maker.




  Robson’s plays a big part in our family life because Gordon, my oldest brother, starts working there on Saturdays from the age of twelve. Gordon is a chatterbox in the bakehouse so Peter

  doesn’t mind when he defects to Robson’s, where he occasionally gets thrown in the deep freezer for talking too much. The exchange works well: the butcher gets a constant supply of

  cakes and a lively baker’s son, while the baker gets trade-price meat and some peace. Gordon learns how to pluck and gut chickens and turkeys, make sausages and pet food. He most enjoys

  making the sausages using Robson’s secret recipe, a combination of pork, rusk and herbs. At Robson’s, my brother is known as Little Gordon, because Big Gordon, another butcher, shares

  the same name. Why anyone wants to swap a cosy cake shop for a stinky butcher’s packed full of dead cows, pigs and lambs is a mystery to me. Yet whenever I go in to the butcher’s, he is

  chirpy in his blood-stained apron, grinning from ear to ear, yapping away to Mr Robson, who usually has a meat cleaver in hand.




  There is a deli further down Baker Street where we buy ham, sliced off the bone, ‘speciality cheeses’, and curious-sounding food like veal and egg pie. The fact that the deli is run

  by a German woman makes shopping trips there an exotic experience compared with the absolute Englishness of our tea room.




  On the opposite side of Baker Street, further up the road, is a music shop run by a rotund old gentleman with white hair called Horace Butler. This is my favourite shop in town. I often stand

  outside staring at all the different types of guitars (classical, acoustic, electric), dreaming of being a guitarist. My parents buy me a guitar for my tenth birthday, plus a thick Beatles music

  book, The New Beatles Complete, containing the lyrics and chords for all the band’s songs written and recorded between 1967 and 1970. John Lennon lives in St George’s Hill, the

  private estate in Weybridge, and his son Julian was in the same class as Gordon at Heath House Primary School. Frankie tells me about the day the Beatles stopped traffic in town when they walked

  down the High Street together. I never see the Beatles in Weybridge, but I feel their presence. Their songs form the soundtrack to my childhood as I gradually learn to play the classics in my book.

  Peter’s favourites are ‘Hey Jude’ and ‘Let It Be’, which I play for him when he gets home from work.




  Home is a three-bedroom semi a mile away from the tea shop, opposite the quintessential Weybridge cricket green. Hidden away down a little lane, it could be in the heart of the country. They

  moved here when Frankie was pregnant with me, so it’s always been home. After a day in the bakehouse, Peter’s routine is to ‘have a wash and a shave’ in his room before

  doing ‘the books’, disappearing up into the tiny loft he uses as an office with a flask of coffee. I don’t understand what my father does up there, but I know he works late. The

  sound of Peter singing along to Edith Piaf’s ‘Non, Je Ne Regrette Rien’ floats down the stairs. Regrets? No, I don’t think my father ever regretted being a baker and

  chocolatier.




  





  Cream Meringues




  Makes 12–14 halves, 6–7 meringues








  

    

      150ml egg whites




      350g caster sugar


    


  




  For the filling




  

    

      275ml double cream




      1 tablespoon caster sugar


    


  






  Preheat the oven to 110ºC/gas mark ¼. Line a baking sheet with some baking parchment.




  First, sterilize your mixing bowl. Carefully pour boiling water from a kettle into it, then empty it out and ensure it is completely dry.




  Using either a whisk, electric whisk or freestanding food mixer, beat the egg whites until stiff. Gradually add half the sugar and mix; you should achieve a glossy finish with

  stiff peaks. Gently tip the remaining sugar into the bowl and fold it in. Peter used the age-old trick of ensuring the mixture doesn’t fall out of the bowl when held upside down over your

  head to know when it was stiff enough.




  Spoon the mixture into a piping bag fitted with a 1cm nozzle, then pipe 12–14 shells that are roughly the size of half a tennis ball onto the prepared baking sheet. (To fix

  the baking parchment to the tray, dab a few splodges of meringue mixture onto the tray and stick the paper down using these.) There will be minimal expansion, so space the meringue shells about 2cm

  apart.




  Bake for 2 hours, then turn off the oven and leave the meringues in there overnight with the door slightly open.




  Whip up the fresh cream, adding the sugar. Pipe the cream onto a meringue half and sandwich this together with another half.




  The meringues can be stored in an airtight container for up to a week.






  Baker’s Tips




   




  

    

      •  When you add the second half of the sugar, fold it in very carefully using the minimum amount of strokes so as not to disrupt the meringue

      texture. Dad gently folded the sugar in by hand. Admittedly, this was to make enough mixture for three hundred meringue halves – but you cannot escape the fact that the hand gives the

      best indication of texture and consistency. It also gives you the opportunity to lick your fingers afterwards.




      •  Dad baked the meringues in a cooling oven – one that had been preheated and then turned off – and then allowed the residual

      heat to bake the meringues overnight. (I wish I could tell you the temperature but life is not that simple.) The oven door was left slightly ajar to ensure that any moisture within was allowed

      to escape. This method of baking produced a perfectly crisp, crunchy, sepia-coloured shell with a soft chewy centre. These perfect meringues were regarded as a speciality of the

      shop.




      •  If you wish to flavour your meringues, add two teaspoons of cocoa powder with the second addition of caster sugar and fold it in just a few

      times so that you are left with a marble effect. To change the colour of the meringues, add a few drops of food colouring, always popular with children.


    


  




  





  Chocolate Peppermint Creams




  Makes about 40 (depending on the size and depth of the mould)








  

    

      400g baker’s fondant or soft fondant icing




      ½–1 teaspoon peppermint extract (depending on how strong you like your peppermint)




      Icing sugar, for sprinkling




      200g dark chocolate


    


  






  If using baker’s fondant, place the fondant in a saucepan set over a low heat and stir the fondant until it has melted and resembles a thick custard. Splash in the

  peppermint extract and stir it in well. Turn off the heat.




  If using soft, ready-to-roll fondant icing, put the fondant in a microwave-safe bowl and add 2 tablespoons water. Heat the fondant in the microwave in increments

  of 15 seconds, each time removing the bowl and stirring the fondant. Continue slowly heating the fondant until you have a liquid consistency. Once the fondant is pourable, add the peppermint

  extract. Place the fondant into a jug for easy pouring.




  Sprinkle some icing sugar into your moulds to prevent the peppermint mixture from sticking to them. You can pour the ready-to-roll fondant into your moulds.




  If using baker’s fondant either use a funnel or spoon the peppermint mixture into the moulds. Leave the moulds in a cool corner of your kitchen to allow the mixture to cool

  down, but there’s no need to pop them into the refrigerator. They should set within 15–20 minutes. Remove the peppermint creams from the moulds and place them on a plate.




  Melt the chocolate in a bowl set over a pan of simmering water. Once it has melted, remove the bowl from the heat. You can now dip the creams into the chocolate. For my

  father’s traditional recipe, you dip the whole circle into the chocolate. Place each circle of fondant, one by one, on a chocolate-dipping fork, dip it in the melted chocolate, then lift it

  out and place it on a baking sheet to dry. Gently dab a fork onto the top of the chocolate as it cools. This should create three parallel lines across the top of each chocolate peppermint

  cream.




  





  2




  Little Pieces of Heaven




  Peter sat at the bench in the bakehouse, mixing peppermint fondant while all around him workmen banged away, building a space big enough to take the huge oven.




  “How’s it going?” he asked one of the builders.




  “We’ll get it in, don’t you worry,” he said.




  Peter looked at the tardis-like structure – a two-tier oven, four feet deep, four feet wide – and prayed he’d made the right decision. It had cost four hundred pounds, all of

  his savings. On top of that, he’d paid extra for builders to create the space, as well as a new entrance to get it into the bakehouse. He continued stirring the white fondant and peppermint

  essence with a wooden spatula. As he sat at his new work surface, using a stainless steel flour bin as a stool, he felt a mixture of excitement and apprehension. Peter was twenty-seven, and his

  bakery and tea shop was due to open on December 10, 1958, just in time for Christmas.
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