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For all the children who have ever cleaned out a cookie dough bowl or wondered what cookies do at midnight.
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It’s all about the cookies and one curious five-year-old.  

Join Samantha in the mystery of why freshly baked cookies are not discovered. She has a magical encounter in the kitchen at midnight, falls into an unexpected adventure when she tries to clean out a mixing bowl, and goes searching for the solution to a crummy problem. 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Not Nosy Noses




[image: image]


[image: image]

The fridge in the kitchen is filled with hand-written notes on brightly coloured paper squares: Friday, after school, is swimming for the children, and the oldest needs a new swimming suit; Saturday is a picnic, buy fresh buns and mustard; next week is a visit to the grandparents. 

A calendar marks the special days with stars, cute stickers and tiny written notes. The newest artwork created by the children is displayed on the fridge with little tape tabs. The refrigerator is the family message board, filled with important information, photographs, notes to each other and precious memories. 

On a countertop over by the fridge, a round, orange cookie jar with a lid that looks a little bit like the top of a pumpkin waits. This is a very special cookie jar. It was given to the children by their grandparents. 

The kitchen counters are covered with baking trays and bowls filled with cookie batter; a bag of chocolate chips, spoons and a flipper sit on one counter.

The family’s father, Jake, has been baking cookies. His three children, Beth, Mark and Samantha, love cookies, cakes, pies and ice cream, but cookies are so easy to grab and snack on when one gets home from school, after swimming, or after riding their bikes. Cookies are the most asked-for treat.

The air is filled with the sweet smell of baked sugar, flour and chocolate.
The kitchen is clean; there is no bowl, tray, spoon, smudge of flour, smear of chocolate, or scattering of sugar anywhere to

be seen. There are no cookie crumbs on the countertops. Everything has been washed up in a sink filled with soapy water and placed back where it belongs. 

All the cookies have been stored in the cookie jar. The cookie jar is happy, for a cookie jar is meant to be filled with cookies. Soon, the children will come racing in to see what cookies their dad baked today. 

Crash goes the front door, and backpacks thump as they are dropped onto the floor. Happy voices chatter to each other, talking over each other, laughing. And then the sound of running feet in the front hallway.

“Don’t run; you might fall,” the father yells from the kitchen.

The air is filled with the sweet smell of baked sugar, flour and chocolate.

The little cookie jar shivers in anticipation. Soon, its lid will be raised, and a small, eager hand will reach in for a sweet treat.

As the sound of thumping feet reaches the kitchen, Beth, the oldest, calls out, “Hi, Daddy! Mommy is just putting our swimsuits in the washing machine.” She zips past her dad, sails past the cookie jar and goes out of the kitchen sliding glass doors to the back garden.

Strange, thinks the father. 
Mark bounces through the kitchen, racing up to hug his dad. “Swimming was awesome today, I dove from the diving board for the first time.”

“That’s great, son. Proud of you.” He watches his son dash out the sliding glass doors and grab the frisbee on the grass outside. He watches as his son asks his sister to play frisbee toss with him.

Strange, thinks the father. 

A little face peeks around the corner, grinning at her dad.

“Samantha, how was swimming today?”

“I put my face in the water. The water smelled funny. What’s for dinner, Daddy?” Samantha asks her dad.

“Dinner won’t be long; it’s pizza and movie night. Go ask your brother and sister what they would like on their pizza. Whose turn is it to select the movie?” The father hugs his youngest child. “Go ask your siblings and then wash up.”

Samantha walks away slowly, turns and says, “It’s Mark’s turn, remember. It was my turn last, and we watched the movie with the fuzzy monsters in it. I love that movie.” Samantha skips out the door to the backyard.

Strange, thinks the father. 

The air is filled with the sweet smell of baked sugar, flour and chocolate.

Jake orders the pizza and is placing the phone on the counter when his wife, June, walks into the kitchen. “Honey, did you order pizza?”
“Yup, and Mark has chosen a space movie to watch. How was swimming today?”

“Mark enjoyed diving, but Samantha was not too happy about putting her face in the water. She said it smelled funny. I told her that the chemicals they put in a public pool, to keep the germs
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