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To Jenny Glencross, my brilliant and very lovely editor, who first had the idea about the Sugar and Spice Bakery and who has added an infinite amount to the whole series.

Also, to Danny and Sandra Jimminson (from the wonderful Hammer and Pincers in Wymeswold) and Emma Purcell for the baking advice, recipes, encouragement and for always being there whenever I had a question I couldn’t answer.

Thank you all so much!
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My Baking Book (and other stuff)

Name: Hannah

Age: 10¾

Birthday: 1st August

Likes: baking, drawing, swimming, seeing my friends

Dislikes: spiders and slugs

This is my journal. It’s for all sorts of important things – lists, cake designs, cookery facts, a few other things, but most of all for RECIPES!
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When I told my mum she should follow her dreams and open her own bakery, I didn’t realise it would mean moving house, leaving all my friends and starting a new school. But that’s exactly what did happen. The Sugar and Spice Bakery opens tomorrow, and there’s only a week until I start my new school. I can’t decide which of the two things I’m more nervous about.

The bakery really has to be a success. Mum’s given up her office job and spent all her savings, so it just has to. It took us ages to choose the name. In the end, we decided on the Sugar and Spice Bakery, because lots of our favourite recipes – such as gingerbread men and cinnamon swirls – have both sugar and spice in, and it’s the combination that makes them so yummy. I also secretly like the name because it reminds me of Mum. She’s sweet and lovely to everyone, but she’s got a fiery temper too. Sugar and spice, you see? She’s sort of like a hot cross bun.
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OK, I’ve just compared my mum to a hot cross bun – I know that’s a bit weird, but I have this thing where I like to imagine what sort of cake or bun or pastry people I know might be. Me? I’d be an Eccles cake (which is a sort of round flaky pastry filled with currants and with sugar on top). Nothing too fancy to look at, but nice on the inside. (Or at least I think I am.)

Anyway, where was I? Oh, the Sugar and Spice Bakery. It feels so scary and different and new and exciting all at the same time. It’s like Mum says – sometimes you just have to take a chance and see what happens. It’s the same with baking – you can make an ordinary sponge cake every time, or you can take a risk, like when Mum and I made a beetroot and chocolate cake (which turned out to be AMAZING). Doing something new might end in disaster or it might turn out to be the best thing you’ve ever done – but if you never try, you’ll never know.
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“Do you think we’re ready for tomorrow?” Mum had a smudge of dust on one cheek and her blonde hair was escaping from its ponytail.

“Yep,” I said, looking around the new bakery. “I think we are.”

Mum and I had been working together all afternoon preparing for the Sugar and Spice Bakery’s big opening. The glass counter and silver coffee machine gleamed. The wicker bread baskets were arranged in neat rows on wooden shelves. Five beautiful wedding and birthday cakes were displayed on silver stands next to a purple sofa with bright pink cushions, which stood beside a small, low table that had a brochure showing photographs of other cakes Mum had made on it. Along the front window of the bakery were four tall stools and there was a stack of pink-and-white paper bags by the till, each with the words Sugar and Spice Bakery printed across them in swirly letters.

At the moment, the big glass counter was empty, but tomorrow it would be filled with cupcakes decorated with buttercream icing, sugary doughnuts, cinnamon swirls and cheesy twists. Exactly as Mum and I had imagined it.
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It was going to be awesome. Mum was going to do all the baking and a lady called Paula would serve the customers. I was too young to be allowed to officially work in the shop, but Mum had said I could help out at the weekends and in the holidays. We’d make amazing cakes, melt-in-the-mouth pastries, all sorts of fresh bread. Mum was even going to offer her services making wedding and birthday cakes.
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Mum put her arm around me. “If you’d told me a year ago that I would be standing here – in my very own bakery – I would never have believed you. So much has happened.”

“It has been a totally crazy year,” I agreed.

It really had. For most of my life, ever since Mum and Dad had divorced when I was two and Dad had moved to America, things had been pretty normal. Mum gave up training as a pastry chef and took a job at Nottingham University working as a receptionist with more sociable hours so she could look after me. I went to playgroup, then school, and in the holidays we’d bake and cook together. One of my first ever memories is of standing on a chair in our old kitchen wearing a huge apron, kneading soft, squishy dough with Mum, and then afterwards sitting on the sofa, eating the fresh, warm bread together. It’s always been just Mum and me, you see – or at least it has until a year ago, when Mum met Mark.

It was love at first sight, Mum said. I hadn’t minded. I liked Mark straightaway. He reminded me of a freshly baked granary loaf – strong, reliable and good for you. I was glad to see Mum so happy too, because I knew she got lonely sometimes. Best of all, when Mark tried the cakes and pastries Mum made, he encouraged her to do something we’d always talked about but never dared to do – set up her own bakery. He even looked after me and his four-year-old twins, Molly and Ella, while she went to college to learn about running a business.

After that, it all happened really quickly. Mum found a shop she could convert into a bakery in a little town called Ashingham, which is about an hour away from Nottingham. Just a week ago, at the start of the Easter holidays, Mum and Mark got married and we all moved to the new house and the bakery finally became ours.

And now, tomorrow, we finally open! Mark is starting his new job as a website developer, and the twins will go to their new childminder. Then, the week after that, I’ll start at King William’s, my new school.
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My tummy flips over whenever I think about it. It’s hard enough starting any new school halfway through Year Six but, in Ashingham, if you’re in Year Six you don’t go to a normal primary school, you go to something called a middle school. It’s like a secondary school but it only takes Years Six, Seven, Eight and Nine. It’ll mean that instead of being at the top of the school – like I was at my old primary school – I’ll be almost the youngest and at the bottom.

Mum and I went to have a look around. It’s really big and I’m sure I’m going to get lost. In my old school there were seven classes in the whole school; at King William’s there are five classes just in Year Six.

The good thing about changing schools is that Mum has finally said I can have a mobile phone, because I’ll be walking to and from school on my own. My best friends from my old school, Lucy and Issy, have had mobiles since September, but Mum said I had to wait until my birthday in August. Now she’s had to give in. It’s brilliant being able to text and phone people – not that I have any friends in Ashingham to text yet, but I hope I will soon.

“Earth to Hannah,” Mum nudged me. “What are you thinking about?”

I shrugged. “Nothing.”

She raised her eyebrows. She always knows when I’m not telling her the truth.

“Just school,” I admitted.

Mum smiled. “You’ll be fine. You’ve never had a problem making friends.”

Easy for Mum to say. She isn’t the one who has to do it. And even if she’s right and I do make friends, it won’t be like having Lucy and Issy – friends I’ve known since playgroup, who know everything about me. I hate not living just around the corner from them any more. We’ve been texting, phoning and emailing each other, but it’s not the same.

Mum gave me a hug. “You’ll be OK, I promise. I’m really proud of you, sweetie. You’ve coped with all these changes in a really grown-up way. And you’ve been so helpful. You’re the best daughter in the world.”

I forced my thoughts of Lucy and Issy away. “And you’re the best mum in the world,” I told her. “And the Sugar and Spice Bakery—” I gestured with my arm before she could get too soppy, “is going to be the best bakery in the world! Just wait and see. Soon, we’ll have people queuing up for cupcakes.”

Mum smiled. “Yep, and there’ll be waiting lists for the




































POSSIBLE BIRTHDAY CAKES FOR THE TWINS


MY TIPS FOR USING FONDANT ICING:
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