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A Word from Jenny


Hello! Even though Meet Me at the Cupcake Café was my thirteenth novel, I found it was a harder one to leave behind than some of the others. Maybe because it was the longest book I’d ever written, I really felt that I’d grown fond of the characters. I found myself going into Christmas mode after it came out—I love Christmas—and starting to make my Christmas cake and some mince pies and thinking—I know this makes me sound totally ridiculous, by the way—I wonder how Issy would do them? So I figured I’d better just write them down. Plus, if you enjoy the recipes, it’s nice to have a few together just for this time of year. We’ve also reprinted (so when you see it, don’t think SWIZZ!), the Caked Crusader’s brilliant introductory guide to baking cupcakes from the last book, in case you’re just starting out.


It’s weird, because although I like reading sequels, I’ve never written one before. There are a couple of things I sometimes don’t like about them, though, so I have tried to avoid paragraphs like: “Jane walked into the room. ‘Hello, Jane!’ said Peter. ‘How are you ever since you were abandoned in that shipwreck and had to take part in human cannibalism then a dolphin picked you up and gave you a ride home where you married your true love who turned out not to be your brother after all?’ ‘Fine,’ said Jane.”


I have also tried to avoid the opposite, where you have to remember everything yourself (come on, we’re all busy), like: “ ‘This is worse than Bermuda,’ spat Jane, hurling her prosthetic leg across the room.”


So. Instead of having to shoehorn everyone in, here’s a quick rundown (and also, welcome if you’re new!).


Issy Randall lost her job in a real estate agency, and threw her severance pay into opening the Cupcake Café in Stoke Newington, which is a mixed, villagey area of London (her grandad, Joe, had been a baker in Manchester, and she had always loved to bake and decided to turn it into a career).


She employed Pearl McGregor, who is bringing up Louis mostly single-handedly, although his dad, Benjamin Kmbota, swings by from time to time; and Caroline, who is in the process of divorcing her rich husband. And Issy broke up with her real estate agent boyfriend Graeme, who was horrible, and has started dating Austin Tyler, the local bank manager, who is raising his brother, Darny, after their parents died. Austin was offered a new job overseas, but that got delayed—it’s now over a year since the last book, if that makes sense. Well, anyway, Louis is four now and in preschool, Darny is eleven and in his first year of secondary school, and Issy’s best friend, Helena, a nurse, has had a baby with her doctor boyfriend, Ashok.


So hopefully we’re all up to speed!


With grateful thanks to BBC Books and Delia Smith for allowing me to use her recipe. And another thanks to The Little Loaf for the recipe in chapter fifteen. For more recipes go to http://thelittleloaf.wordpress.com


Let us know at www.facebook.com/jennycolganbooks or @jennycolgan on Twitter if you try any of the recipes, and may I wish you the merriest of Christmases.


Very warmest wishes,
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Author’s Note


All these recipes have been successfully tested by me, many repeatedly and greedily. If you have time to do the Christmas cake a good four weeks in advance, it really helps!


N.B.: altitude cookies are very, very sweet indeed at ground level.



Epigraph


Sitting under the mistletoe


(Pale-green, fairy mistletoe),


One last candle burning low,


All the sleepy dancers gone,


Just one candle burning on,


Shadows lurking everywhere:


Some one came, and kissed me there.


Walter de la Mare, “Mistletoe”



Chapter One


Gingerbread


This is not for gingerbread men, which is more of a cookie recipe as it has to stay hard and crunchy. And it is not for gingerbread houses, unless you have endless time on your hands and (let’s say it quietly) are a bit of a show-off who would rather their cakes were admired than devoured. No, this is old-fashioned soft, sticky gingerbread. It doesn’t take long to make, but you’ll be glad you did.


N.B.: Oil the container before you fill it with molasses. Otherwise you and your dishwasher are going to fall out really badly.


50g white sugar


50g brown sugar


120g butter


1 egg


180ml molasses


300g self-rising flour


1 tsp. baking powder


1 tbsp. powdered cinnamon


1 tbsp. powdered ginger (or a little more if you like)


1/2 tsp. ground cloves (I just threw in a “lucky” clove)


1/2 tsp. salt


60ml hot water


Preheat oven to 350°F. Grease a loaf pan or 9-inch square baking pan.


Cream sugars and butter together (you can do this entire thing in the mixer), then add the egg and the molasses.


Mix the flour, baking powder, spices, and salt. Fold into wet mixture. Add the water, then pour into baking pan and bake for 45 minutes or when tester comes out clean.


You can sprinkle confectioners’ sugar on the top, or make an icing glaze, or just slice it like it is—proper yummy, sticky Christmas gingerbread. Serve liberally to people you like.


 


The scent of cinnamon, orange peel and ginger perfumed the air, with a strong undercurrent of coffee. Outside, the rain was battering against the large windows of the eau-de-nil–painted exterior of the Cupcake Café, tucked into a little gray stone close next to a hardware store and a fenced-in tree that looked chilled and bare in the freezing afternoon.


Issy, putting out fresh chestnut-purée cupcakes decorated with tiny green leaves, took a deep breath of happiness and wondered if it was too early to start playing her Silver Bells CD. The weather had been uncharacteristically mild for much of November, but now winter was truly kicking in.


Customers arrived looking beaten and battered by the gale, disgorging umbrellas into the basket by the front door (so many got left behind, Pearl had commented that if they ran into financial difficulties, they could always start a second-hand umbrella business), then would pause halfway through wrestling with their jackets as the warm scent reached their nostrils. And Issy could see it come over them: their shoulders, hunched against the rain, would slowly start to unfurl in the cozy atmosphere of the café; their tense, anxious London faces would relax, and a smile would play around their lips as they approached the old-fashioned glass-fronted cabinet that hosted the daily array of goodies: cupcakes piled high with the best butter icing, changing every week depending on Issy’s whim, or whether she’d just received a tip about the best vanilla pods, or a special on rose hips, or had the urge to go a bit mad with hazelnut meringue. The huge banging orange coffee machine (the color clashed completely with the pale greens and grays and florals of the café itself, but they’d had to get it on the cheap, and it worked like an absolute charm) was fizzing in the background, the little fire was lit and cheery-looking (Issy would have preferred wood, but it was banned, so they had gas flames); there were newspapers on poles and books on the bookshelves; Wi-Fi, and cozy nooks and corners in which to hide oneself, as well as a long open table where mums could sit with their baby carriage or stroller and not block everybody else’s way.


Smiling, people would take a while to make up their minds. Issy liked to go through the various things they had to offer, explain what went into each one: how she crushed the strawberries then left them in syrup for the little strawberry tarts they did in the summer; or the whole blueberries she liked to use in the middle of the summer fruits cupcake; or, as now, making customers smell her new batch of fresh cloves. Pearl simply let people choose. They had to make sure Caroline had had enough sleep, or she tended to get slightly impatient and make remarks about the number of calories in each treat. This made Issy very cross.


“The ‘c’ word is banned in this shop,” she’d said. “People don’t come in here looking to feel guilty. They’re looking to relax, take a break, sit down with their friends. They don’t need you snorting away about saturated fats.”


“I’m just trying to be helpful,” said Caroline. “The economy is in trouble. I know how much tax avoidance my ex-husband does. There’s not going to be the money to pay for cardiac units, that’s all I’m saying.”

 

Pearl came up from the basement kitchen with a new tray of gingerbread men. The first had been snapped up in moments by the children coming in after school, delighted by their little bow ties and fearful expressions. She saw Issy standing there looking a bit dreamy as she served up two cinnamon rolls with a steaming latte to a man with a large tummy, a red coat and a white beard.


“Don’t even think it,” she said.


“Think what?” said Issy guiltily.


“About starting up the entire Christmas shebang. That isn’t Santa.”


“I might be Santa,” protested the old man. “How would you know?”


“Because this would be your busy season,” said Pearl, turning her focus back to her boss.


Issy’s eyes strayed reluctantly to the glass jar of candy canes that had somehow found their way to a spot beside the cash register.


“It’s November!” said Pearl. “We’ve just finished selling our Guy Fawkes cupcakes, remember? And don’t make me remind you how long it took me to get all that spiderwebbing down from Halloween.”


“Maybe we should have left it up there for fake snow,” wondered Issy.


“No,” said Pearl. “It’s ridiculous. These holidays take up such a long time and everyone gets sick of them and they’re totally over the top and inappropriate.”


“Bah humbug,” said Issy. But Pearl would not be jarred out of her bad mood.


“And it’s a difficult year for everyone,” said Caroline. “I’ve told Hermia the pony may have to go if her father doesn’t buck up his ideas.”


“Go where?” said Pearl.


“To the happy hunting grounds,” said Caroline promptly. “Meanwhile, he’s going to Antigua. Antigua! Did he ever take me to Antigua? No. You know what Antigua’s like,” she said to Pearl.


“Why would I?” said Pearl.


Issy leapt into action. Caroline was a good, efficient worker, but she definitely lacked a sensitivity chip since her husband left her, and now he was trying to cut her alimony. Caroline had never really known anything other than a very comfortable life. Working for a living and mixing with normal people she still tended to treat as something of a hilarious novelty.


“Well, it is nearly the last week of November,” said Issy. “Everyone else is doing red cups and Santa hats and jingle bells. Frankly, London is not the place to be if you want to escape Christmas. It does the most wonderful Christmas in the world, and I want us to be a part of it.”


“Ho ho ho,” said the fat man with the white beard. They looked at him, then at each other.


“Stop it,” said Pearl.


“No, don’t!” said Issy. She was so excited about Christmas this year; there was so much to celebrate. The Cupcake Café wasn’t exactly going to make them rich, but they were keeping their heads above water. Her best friend, Helena, and her partner, Ashok, were going to join them with their bouncing (and she was very bouncing indeed) one-year-old Chadani Imelda, and Issy’s mother might come too. The last time Issy had heard from Marian, in September, she’d been on a Greek island where she was currently making rather a good living teaching yoga to women who were pretending they were in Mamma Mia. Marian was a free spirit, which was supposed to make her romantic but didn’t always make her very reliable, mother-wise.


And then of course there was Austin, Issy’s gorgeous, distracted boyfriend with the mismatched socks and the intense expression. Austin was curly-haired and green-eyed, with horn-rimmed spectacles he tended to take on and off again a lot when he was thinking, and Issy’s heart bounced in her chest every time she thought of him.


The door pinged again, unleashing another torrent of customers: young women in to have a sit-down after some early Christmas shopping. Their bags overflowed with tinsel and handmade ornaments from the little independent shops on the pretty local main street, and their flushed cheeks and wet hair meant they brought the cold in with them in a riot of shaken anoraks and unwrapped scarves. Perhaps just a quick chain of fairy lights above the coffee machine, thought Issy. Christmas in London. Best in the world.


 


Christmas in New York, thought Austin, looking up and around him, dazzled. It really was something else; as dramatic as people said. Early snow was falling, and every shop window was lit up with over-the-top displays and luxury goods. Radio City Music Hall had a tree several stories high and something called the Rockettes playing—he felt as though he had fallen through time and emerged in a movie from the fifties.


He adored it, he couldn’t help it. New York made him feel like a child, even though he was supposed to be here very much as a grown-up. It was so exciting. His bank had sent him here on an “ideas-sharing exercise” after the American office had apparently requested somebody calm and “not a bullshit artist.” It appeared New York had tired of its crazed, risk-taking bankers and now desperately needed anyone with a reasonably level head to hold things together. Austin was disorganized and a little impatient with paperwork, but he rarely made loans that went bad, and was very good at spotting who was worth taking a risk on (Issy had most definitely been one of those) and who came in spouting pipe dreams and the latest management jargon. He was a safe pair of hands in a financial world that, increasingly, appeared to have gone completely crazy.


 


Issy had helped him pack, as otherwise he couldn’t be trusted to keep hold of matching socks. She’d kissed him on the forehead.


“So you’ll come back full of amazing New York know-how, and everyone will have to bend and scrape before you, and they’ll make you king of the bank.”


“I don’t think they have kings. Maybe they do. I haven’t climbed up to those esteemed heights yet. I want a gigantic crown if they do.”


“And one of those pole things. For whacking.”


“Is that what those are for?”


“I don’t know what the point is of being a king if you can’t do whacking,” pointed out Issy.


“You’re right about everything,” said Austin. “I will also ask for fake ermine.”


She had gently pinched his nose.


“What a wise and gracious king you are. Look at me!” she said. “I can’t believe I’m balling socks for you. I feel like I’m sending you to boarding school.”


“Ooh, will you be my very firm matron?” said Austin teasingly.


“Are you obsessed with whacking today, or what? Have I just had to wait all this time for your disgusting perv side to come out?”


“You started it, perv-o.”


 


She had driven him to the airport. “And then you’ll come back and it’ll be nearly Christmas!”


Austin smiled. “Do you really not mind doing it the same way as last year? Truly?”


“Truly?” said Issy. “Truly, last year was the best Christmas I’ve ever had.”


 


And she had meant it. The first time Issy’s mother had left—or the first time she remembered clearly, without getting it muddled in her head—she was seven, and writing out a letter to Santa, being very careful with the spelling.


Her mother had glanced over her shoulder. She was going through one of her rougher patches, which usually corresponded with a lot of complaining about the Manchester weather and the dark evenings and the damn leaves. Joe, Issy’s grampa, and Issy had exchanged looks as Marian paced up and down like a tiger in a cage, then stopped to look at Issy’s list.


“My own piper? Why would you want a piper? We’re not even Scottish.”


“No,” explained Issy patiently. Her mother had no interest in baking and relatively little in food, unless it was mung beans or tofu—neither of which were readily available in 1980s Manchester—or some other fad she’d read about in one of the badly mimeographed pamphlets about alterative lifestyles she subscribed to.


“An icing piper. Gramps won’t let me use his.”


“It’s too big and you kept ripping it,” grumbled Grampa Joe, then winked at Issy to show that he wasn’t really cross. “That butterscotch icing you made was pretty good, though, my girl.”


Issy beamed with pride.


Marian glanced downward. “My Little Pony oven gloves . . . My darling, I don’t think they do those.”


“They should,” said Issy.


“Pink mixing bowl . . . Girl’s World . . . what’s that?”


“It’s a doll’s head. You put makeup on it.” Issy had heard the other girls in her class talking about it. That was what they were all getting. She hadn’t heard anyone wanting a mixing bowl. So she’d decided she’d better join in with them.


“You put makeup on a plastic head?” said Marian, who had perfect skin and had never worn makeup in her life. “For what, to make her look like a tramp?”


Issy shook her head, blushing a bit.


“Women don’t need makeup,” said Marian. “That’s just to please men. You are perfectly fine as you are, do you understand? It’s what’s in here that counts.” She rapped Issy sharply on the temple. “God, this bloody country. Imagine selling makeup to small children.”


“I don’t see too much harm in it,” said Grampa Joe mildly. “At least it’s a toy. The others are all work tools.”


“Oh Lord, it’s so much stuff,” said Marian. “The commercialization of Christmas is disgusting. It drives me mad. Everyone stuffing themselves and making themselves ill and trying to pretend they’ve got these perfect bloody nuclear families when everybody knows it’s all a total lie and we’re living under the Thatcher jackboot and the bomb could go off at any moment . . .”


Grampa Joe shot her a warning look. Issy got very upset when Marian started talking about the bomb, or made noises about taking her to Greenham Common, or forced her to wear her Campaign for Nuclear Disarmament badge to school. Then he went on calmly buttering the bread they were having with their turnip soup. (Marian insisted on very plain vegetables; Grampa Joe provided sugar and carbohydrates. It was a balanced diet if you included both extremes.)


Issy didn’t bother sending the letter after all, didn’t even sign her name, which at that point had a big loveheart above the “I” because all her friends did the same.


Two days later Marian had gone, leaving behind a letter.


Darling, I need some sun on my face or I can’t breathe. I wanted to take you with me, but Joe says you need schooling more than you need sunshine. Given that I left school at fourteen I can’t really see the point myself but best do what he says for now. Have a very lovely Christmas my darling and I will see you soon.


Next to the card was a brand-new, unwrapped, shiny-boxed Girl’s World.


Issy became aware, later in life, that it must have cost her mother something to buy it—something more than money—but it didn’t feel like that at the time. Despite her grandad’s efforts to interest her in it, she left the box unopened in the corner of her bedroom, unplayed with.


They both woke early on Christmas morning, Joe from long habit, Issy from excitement of a kind, although she was aware that other children she knew would be waking up with their mummies and probably their daddies too. It broke Joe’s heart to see how she tried so hard not to mind; and as she unwrapped her new mixing bowl, and her lovely little whisk, all child-sized, and the tiniest patty pans he could find, and they made pancakes together before walking to church on Christmas morning, saying hello to their many friends and neighbors, it broke his heart all over again to see that some of her truly didn’t mind; that even as a small child she was already used to being let down by the person who ought to be there for her the most.


She’d looked up at him, eyes shining as she flipped over a pancake.


“Merry Christmas, my darling,” he had said, kissing her gently on the head. “Merry Christmas.”


 


Austin had his own reasons for hating Christmas. He’d never really bothered since that first one after their parents died, when a tiny Darny hadn’t cried, hadn’t yelled, hadn’t moaned, had simply sat in silence, staring bewildered at the ridiculous number of presents from everyone he had ever met cluttering up the corner of the room. He hadn’t wanted to open a single one. Austin hadn’t blamed him. In the end, they’d unplugged the phone from the wall (after Austin had turned down endless invites, everyone rang to coo pitying noises at them, and it was unbearable) and gone back to bed to watch Transformers on the computer while eating chips. Somehow, watching ludicrous gigantic machine robots smashing lumps out of everything was as close to their mood as they could get, and they’d done something similar every year since.


But last year, he and Issy had been so new together, so wrapped up in one another, and it had been thrilling. He’d thought forever about what presents to get her, and she had been utterly delighted: a party dress from her favorite little Stoke Newington vintage shop, and a fancy pair of shoes that she couldn’t walk in. Oddly, it wasn’t the fact that he’d bought them so much as what they represented: nights out, and fun, which could be hard to come by when you were working all hours.


“I thought you’d get me an apron,” she’d said, trying on the blue dress, which made her eyes a vivid bluey-green and fit her perfectly. “Or a mixer or something. Everyone else always does! If I get one more cupcake jar, I’m going to start selling them on the side.”


And in the bottom of the bag, bought with his bonus—he had been the only person in the entire bank to get a bonus that year, he seemed to recall—a small but immaculately cut pair of diamond earrings. Her eyes had gone all big and wide, and she had been completely unable to speak.


She had worn them every single day since.


And they had spoiled Darny horribly with games (Austin) and books (Issy), and watched TV in their pajamas and had smoked salmon and champagne at eleven, and the weather was too disgusting outside for anyone to mention a walk, and Issy had cooked an amazing lunch . . . Issy had . . . she had made it all right again. She had made it fun, made it their own Christmas. She hadn’t tried to gussy it up, or push them into party games or silly hats or church or long walks, like the aunties would have done. She understood and respected entirely their right to watch Transformers all day in their pajamas and had sweetly been there with them while they did so.


“I can’t wait till Christmas,” said Austin at the airport. “But I wish you were coming to New York.”


“One day,” said Issy, who longed to visit more than almost anything. “Go and be clever and impressive and wow them all, and then come straight back home to us.”


 


And now here he was in the middle of Manhattan, Darny back in London with Issy. A year ago, the idea of leaving his headstrong, hyper-intelligent, super-cunning eleven-year-old brother with anyone other than an armed response team and a team of vets with tranquilizer guns would have seemed utter madness. Darny had bounced from school to school and run rings around his elder brother since their parents’ death in an accident. Austin had immediately given up his college course and taken a banking job in order to keep a roof over their heads and prevent his brother from being taken away by social services or any number of well-meaning aunties. Darny had not repaid this by being particularly grateful.


Yet somehow, after being frankly abominable to all of Austin’s other girlfriends—girls who had cooed over Darny and gone all mushy-eyed at tall, handsome Austin, which made Darny want to vomit—he had really taken to Issy. Indeed, the fact that Darny had liked her so much had been one of the first things that had attracted Austin to her in the first place—along with her large eyes, generous mouth and easy laugh. Now when he thought of them together in the little house that had been, frankly, a bit of a midden when it was just the two boys together, but that under Issy’s auspices had become cozy and welcoming, he got the sudden urge to call her. He was on his way to a meeting and, not trusting himself to make his way around the subway system, had decided to walk. He checked his watch: 11 a.m. That meant 4 p.m. in London. Worth a shot.


“Hey.”


“Hey,” said Issy, struggling up the stairs with five two-pound bags of finest milled Ethiopian blend. People were lining up for their afternoon pick-me-ups, or their post-school treats, but she was still delighted to hear from him. “Wassup?”


“Are you stuffing plum pudding in your gob, by any chance?” teased Austin. “You want to watch for wastage.”


“I am not,” said Issy, outraged, letting the coffee drop on the counter. “Yes, hello, can I help you?”


“Do you have any Christmas cake?”


Issy arched her eyebrows at Pearl. “Not yet,” she said. “Apparently the little baby Jesus starts to cry if we start celebrating ten seconds before the official beginning of Advent.”


“That’s a shame.”


“It is.”


“Don’t disrespect my beliefs,” sniffed Pearl.


“So, anyway, here I am, hanging on the unbelievably expensive mobile phone from New York,” said Austin.


“Sorry, my love,” said Issy as the customer pointed, slightly disappointed, to a cherry-topped cupcake instead. They wouldn’t be disappointed, Issy thought, when they got to the glacé cherries hidden inside. “How is it?”


“Oh, it’s amazing!” said Austin. “I mean, just fantastic. The lights everywhere, and they’re skating down at Rockefeller Center . . . that’s this huge building with an ice rink outside it, and it’s full of skaters and they’re really good, and there’s music playing around the street corners, and Central Park is all lit up with these amazing lights, and you can take a horse and cart ride through it with a blanket and mistletoe and . . . well, it’s just fantastic and amazing and wow.”


“Ooh, really. Bugger. Argh, I wish I was there so much. Stop having such a good time without me!”


A thought struck her.


“Is it super-brilliant? Are they all being dead nice to you? They’re not going to offer you a job, are they?”


She felt a sudden clutch of panic in her breast that he was going to move away, an idea that would make her best friend, Helena, stop breastfeeding for ninety seconds and snort that that was ridiculous, which was all right for Helena, who was sitting there with Ashok dashing about trying to fulfil her every need, constantly glowing with the joy of winning such a magnificent prize as H, with her wild, long red hair and triumphant bosom; her way of sweeping through life felling lesser mortals as she went. Issy just wasn’t that confident a personality.


“Nah,” said Austin. “They’re just showing me around, swapping ideas, blah blah.”


He thought it was best not to mention to Issy that someone in the back office had asked him if it was true they were shutting half the London branches. There was more spurious gossip in banking than there was in the Cupcake Café Stitch ’n’ Bitch, and that was saying something.


Issy tried to stop her mind from racing overtime. What if they wanted him? What would she do about the café? She couldn’t leave it. She couldn’t just leave and dump everything she’d worked so hard for. But if Austin was in love with amazing, fantastic New York, and she was in love with Austin . . . well. It was a pickle. No. She was being stupid.


She thought back to their parting at the airport. It had been rather a thrill—Heathrow had no compunction about when Christmas started and had decorated its huge high-ceilinged terminal with long hangings of purple tinsel and gigantic silver trees.


“This is like that film,” she’d whispered to Austin, who was looking rather dashing in a smart green scarf she’d bought him.


“It isn’t,” Austin had said. “All the children in that film are cute.”


Darny was standing to one side and scowling. His hair stuck up in exactly the same place as his big brother’s.


“Don’t do that thing. It’s disgusting.”


“What, this thing?” Austin had said, nuzzling Issy’s neck till she squealed.


“Yes, that thing,” said Darny. “It’s having a terrible effect on my development. I am basically scarred for life.”


Austin glanced at Issy. “Worth it, though,” he said, and she had grinned with happiness. She’d watched his tall figure disappear into the crowds at passport control, turning at the last moment to give them a cheery wave before he disappeared. She wanted to shout it to the world: “That’s my man! Over there! That’s him! He’s mine! He loves me and everything!”


She’d turned to Darny. “Just you and me for a week,” she said cheerily. It had been unorthodox, falling in love with a man who already had someone else in his life , but she and Darny rubbed along pretty well.


“I’m very sad,” said Darny, not sounding or looking in the least perturbed. “Can you buy me a muffin?”


“I am far,” said Issy, “too fond of you to let you eat airport muffins. Come on home, I’ll make you something.”


“Can I use the mixer?”


“Yes,” said Issy. Then, after a pause, “You mean to make cakes, right?”


Darny tutted.


 


Somehow, Issy supposed, she’d expected Austin to be desperate to get back home. Anyway, in New York they were all shouty and fast-paced and yelled “buy buy sell sell” all day, didn’t they? That wouldn’t suit Austin at all, she was sure of it. He was so laid back. He would check a few things out, meet some people, then they’d all go along as before. They’d threatened to send him overseas a year ago, but with the economy being how it was, it hadn’t transpired, and that was just fine by Issy. So she was a little put out to hear him so cheerful.


“That sounds great,” she said, a tad unenthusiastically. “London looks amazing too. Everywhere is all dolled up with lights and decorations and windows. Well, everywhere except for here.”


Pearl coughed, unabashed.


“Oh yeah,” said Austin. “Oh, but wow, you have to see it. The skyscrapers put special red lights in their windows, and there’s snow on the streets . . . it’s just magical.”


Issy picked up a stack of chocolate-stained plates and cups that had just landed on the countertop next to her.


“Magical,” she said.


 


Austin frowned after hanging up the phone. Issy hadn’t been quite her normal ebullient self. He supposed it was hard when there was a time difference. Everyone was at sixes and sevens with one another. He’d have to call again later anyway, to talk to Darny, even though Darny was entering adolescence and was thus quite likely either to answer every question with a grunt or, even worse, an invisible shrug, or to start castigating his brother for being in the finance industry and therefore, as far as Darny was concerned, responsible for bringing about the end of the world, massive apocalyptic catastrophe and general evil. Austin deeply regretted having let him read The Hunger Games.


Explaining that Austin’s job was necessary to put the enormous amount of food Darny got through on the table and buy him new sneakers for his gigantic boatlike feet didn’t seem to cut him any slack whatsoever. Darny only muttered about how come Issy managed to buy fair-trade coffee, which somehow made her one of the nice capitalists. Issy would wink at Austin and try to explain to Darny that she couldn’t have opened the shop without Austin’s help, whereupon Darny would end the conversation by tutting loudly and slouching off, his thin shoulders hunched. It was going to be, Austin sometimes thought, a tricky next seven years.


 


The café bell rang and in rushed Louis, Pearl’s four-year-old, with his best friend, Big Louis. Big Louis was substantially smaller than Louis but had been at the school first, and there was another Louis, smaller than both of them, so that was how it worked. Louis had explained this in painstaking detail to Pearl one night, and it had taken him almost the entire length of the number 73 bus trip to do so.


Pearl had tried to move from her south London housnig project up to north London to be nearer work and Louis’s excellent, difficult-to-get-into school (they’d used the café address, which she’d told her vicar made her feel uneasy, and he had patted her hand and told her that the Lord worked in mysterious ways and he’d heard William Patten was a wonderful school), but it was difficult: her mother, who lived with them, hated leaving the house, and Ben, Louis’s dad, didn’t live with them but popped in regularly, and she really didn’t want that to stop. So it made for a long commute, but she couldn’t think of a better plan right at the moment.


Big Louis’s mum picked the boys up every day from preschool, a massive favor she was repaid for in coffee and buns. Pearl left the counter and crouched down so Louis could launch himself into her arms. It was bad for her knees, but, she told herself sternly, there would come a day, who knew when, when he would no longer want to rush to her and give her a huge cuddle and a big wet kiss on the cheek and tell her all about his day and generally behave as if she was the best person in the world; which to him, of course, she was. She never grew tired of it.


“Hello, sweetheart,” she said. Although Big Louis’s mum probably felt exactly the same way about her own little boy (there was, in fact, no probably about it), Pearl could never help but feel that the curve of Louis’s smooth cheeks, his long black eyelashes, his soft tight curls, his round little tummy and ready smile were possibly the most beautiful things she had ever seen. And even to disinterested observers, he was an appealing-looking child.


“MUMMY!” Louis had a worried look on his face as he pulled a picture out of his Cars backpack. It was a large butterfly, roughly painted in splurges with silver paper on its head and wired antennae. “BUFLYS ARE BUGS! DID YOU KNOW THAT?”


“Well, yes, I suppose I did know that. Don’t you remember the book about how hungry he is?”


“They are caterpillars. Caterpillars are bugs with legs but they are also butterflies. Like toast,” he added reflectively.


“What do you mean, like toast?” said Pearl.


“There is bread, and there is toast. But one is bread and then it is toast and is different. I hungry,” said Louis.


“I HUNGRY,” barked Big Louis, suddenly anxious in case he was missing out.


“Here you go, you two,” said Issy, appearing with some toasted fruit bread and two cups of milk. Being let loose in a cake shop every day wasn’t very good for four-year-olds, so they all made sure they kept an eye on the boys, particularly Louis, whose body shape echoed his mother’s, and who liked nothing better than settling down for a chat about diggers with a customer—anyone would do, although he particularly liked Doti, the mailman—with a large wodge of icing in his chubby fingers.


“Mamma?” said Louis. “Is it Christmas?”


“Not yet,” said Pearl. “When it’s Advent, and we start opening all the little doors up till Jesus comes. That’s Christmas.”


“Everyone at school says it’s Christmas. We have a big tree in our classroom and Miss Sangita says that it’s a good time for everyone to slebate.”


“Slebate?”


“Yes.”


“Well, it is a good time to celebrate. In its own time. This is still November. Fireworks and Halloween just finished, remember? Scary costumes and loud noises?”


Louis looked down at the floor and bit his lip. “I’m not afraid of fireworks,” he said quietly. He had been, undeniably, very very scared of the fireworks. And although he had enjoyed getting the sweets at Halloween, he had found running into ghosts and ghouls—particularly the big boys at the housing project in their Scream masks, charging about shouting on their bicycles—rather off-putting too, if they were being honest about it. Miss Sangita had told Pearl that Louis was a little sensitive, and Pearl had sniffed and said that what she meant was not a total lout like the rest of the children, and Miss Sangita had smiled nicely and said she didn’t think that attitude was really necessary, and Pearl had felt cowed again, and remembered that this was a nice school and she had to stop panicking about her boy.


She thought about it too as they rode the bus home together, Louis helpfully pointing out every Christmas tree and decoration in every house they passed—and there were many. When they reached the center of town to change buses, his eyes grew huge and round as he looked at the window displays of the famous department stores: Hamleys, with its feast of magical moving animals in a woodland scene; the great cascade of lights down Regent Street; John Lewis, its windows seeming to brim with every form of bounty imaginable. The pavements were full of excited shoppers looking for bargains and soaking up the atmosphere, and already pubs and restaurants, festooned with gaudy garlands and turkey menus, were packed full of revelers. Pearl sighed. She couldn’t deny it. Christmas was definitely coming.


 


It was just that it had been such a hard year. Not for her—the shop was doing well, and Issy had been more than kind, making her a manager, paying her as much as she was able, as well as being flexible for Louis’s sake. Pearl had even, for the first time in her life, been able to save a bit; to begin, possibly, to think about a future; moving closer to the shop and Louis’s school and away from the housing project. Not that it was a bad place, she thought loyally. Not the worst, by any means. But to move into a little place that wasn’t exactly like everyone else’s, where she could decorate how she wanted and have an extra room for her mum. That would be nice. That would be very nice indeed. And it had looked, briefly, like it might be possible.


That was before the economic downturn had taken its terrible toll on Benjamin.


If Pearl had had a Facebook page—which she didn’t, as she didn’t have an internet connection—her heart status with Benjamin would have been “it’s complicated.” Ben was absolutely gorgeous, and they’d dated and she’d got pregnant, and while obviously she wouldn’t swap Louis for the world—he was the best thing that had ever happened to her—nonetheless, Ben had never lived with them and came and went in their lives far more than she would have liked. The problem was that Louis
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Baking Your First Cupcake

  by The Caked Crusader


So, you’ve read this fab novel and, apart from thinking, gosh, I want to read all of Jenny Colgan’s other novels, you’re also thinking, I want to bake my own cupcakes. Congratulations! You are setting out on a journey that will result in pleasure and great cake!


Firstly, I’ll let you into a little secret that no cupcake bakery would want me to share: making cupcakes is easy, quick and cheap. You will create cupcakes in your own home—even on your first attempt, I promise—that taste better and look better than commercially produced cakes.


The great thing about making cupcakes is how little equipment they require. Chances are you already have a cupcake tin (the tray with twelve cavities) knocking about in your kitchen cupboards. It’s the same pan you use for making muffins and, even if you don’t have one, they can be picked up for under $10 in your supermarket’s kitchenware aisle. The only other thing to buy before you can get started is a pack of paper liners, which, again, any supermarket sells in the home baking aisle.


Before making cupcakes, it’s important to absorb what I think of as the four key principles of baking (this makes them sound rather grander than they are!):


	Bring the ingredients (particularly the butter) to room temperature before you start. Not only will this create the best cupcake, but also it’s so much easier for you to work with the ingredients . . . and why wouldn’t you want to make it easy on yourself?


	Preheat your oven, i.e., switch it on to the right temperature setting about 20–30 minutes before the cakes go into the oven. This means that the cake batter receives the correct temperature straightaway and all the chemical processes will commence, thus producing a light sponge. Thankfully, in order to bake a great cupcake, you don’t need to know what all those chemical processes are!


	Weigh your ingredients on a scale and make sure you don’t miss anything. Baking isn’t like any other form of cooking—you can’t guess the measurements or make substitutions and expect success. If you’re making a casserole that requires two carrots and you decide to put in three, chances are it will be just as lovely (although perhaps a touch more carroty); if your cake recipe requires, for example, two eggs and you put in three, what would have been an airy fluffy sponge will come out like eggy dough. This may sound restrictive but actually, it’s great—all the thinking is done for you in the recipe, yet you’ll get all the credit for baking a delicious cupcake.


	Use good-quality ingredients. If you put butter on your bread, why would you put margarine in a cake? If you eat nice chocolate, why would you use cooking chocolate in a cake? A cake can only be as nice as the ingredients going into it.
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