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sarah Baker’s nostalgic baking 
memories make for a delicious tale, 
perfect to read over tea and cake...

 
Family BakerJ

S
omewhere in a box in the attic is a 
photograph of me covered in jam. I 
am 18 months old and I have already 
begun ‘baking’ with my grandmother. 
In the mid-1970s my grandma took 

care of me whilst my mum finished teacher 
training. It’s been a family joke for years that I 
became a very ‘round’ baby during that time and 
was found on more than one occasion with my 
sticky fingers on homemade chocolate eclairs I’d 
helped to paint with chocolate. 

My grandmother was a traditional cook – her 
skills a necessity borne out of rationing in a time 
when everything was made from scratch and 
nothing was wasted. Her regular bakes were the 
kind scarcely seen today; cherry cake, marzipan 
fruit cake, jam tarts and bran loaf (much more 
delicious than it sounds!) as well as her famous 
scones and homemade jam. Only tried and tested  
recipes made it into her cookbooks, notations 
added here and there so she could remember 
what had worked and what hadn’t. 

Sadly my grandmother died a few years later, 
but her love of baking had already been passed 
onto my mum who has inherited Grandma’s 
passion for cakes. She remembers being 

handed the wooden spoon at eight years old and 
being meticulously taught to master one stage of 
baking before being allowed to move on to the 
next. And we only ever beat clockwise – never 
the opposite; we never found out why but we 
daren’t stop because it always works! 

lAdiES of tHE lAnd
By the 1980s, my mum had gone back to 

the land. I always wonder if she’d watched too 
many episodes of The Good Life or just fancied 
a simpler one, but we found ourselves in an 
upside down farmhouse in deepest Wales with 
acres of land and pigs, geese, lambs, baby rabbits 
and plenty of noisy chickens. Ahead of her time 
on the free-range issue, baking had taken an 
altogether more organic turn as we baked with 
our own eggs, made our own butter and even 
our own goat’s milk (which incidentally also 
cured my baby sister’s excema).

Grandma’s traditional recipes reigned supreme 
of course, we just had fresher ingredients. These 
were the years of butterfly cakes made with 
fresh buttercream, fairy cakes topped with pink, 
green and lurid swirling blue icing and those 
silver balls we’d crunch between our teeth. We 
made peppermint creams so minty they could 
have been sold as breath fresheners, dipping 
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them into molten cooking chocolate which Mum 
bought in invitingly thick slabs. 

This was also the time for puddings. Crumbles 
(or ‘Grumbles’ as we call them in our family) 
of stewed, home-grown rhubarb or blackberry 
and apple. Growing up in the countryside 
there seemed to be hedgerows laden with fruit 
everywhere and we always carried tubs on our 
summer evening walks and never came back 
empty handed. 

Making jam was our other passion – 
blackberry, blackcurrant, gooseberry, strawberry, 
raspberry, hedgerow (or ‘mystery’ jam as we’d 
call it). We’d all muck in – the jam sieve squatting 
in the corner of the kitchen as we watched it 
ooze red liquid into the waiting tubs below. 
Smeared across hot, buttered toast and dolloped 
generously onto our scones, the rest was bottled 
for winter when it would jazz up a crumble or 
accompany homemade sponge and custard 
when we weren’t feeling well.

And the baking didn’t stop there. When I left 
home, Mum handed me one of Grandma’s recipe 
books. Most had gone missing, lost amongst 
many house moves – but this was a passing of 
the mantle, a reminder of the recipes and a link 
spanning three generations of baking. I popped it 
in a box and I’ve been baking from it and adding 

to it ever since. If it’s a special occasion or I want 
to say thank you, I bake. Even if I’m feeling a 
little bit stressed, point me in the direction of the 
flour, eggs and butter, hand me a pinny and I’ll be 
fine in an hour or two. 

A lovE SHAREd
I still bake some of Grandma’s recipes. My 

freezer is currently full of apples and rhubarb 
I’ve peeled, chopped and frozen, ready for 
several ‘Grumbles’ to get us through the colder 
months. All of the fruit came from Mum’s garden 
and the deliveries don’t stop there. As I’m now 
250 miles away I look forward to my regular 
parcels of fresh veg, fruit and herbs, all picked 
from her ‘dig for victory’ patch.  

Me? I’ve usually got a batch of dark chocolate 
brownies on the go and I recently learnt how 
easy and stupendously amazing it is to make 
honeycomb. But it’s scones and jam that make 
me the happiest – full of memories of summer 
sunshine, jam dripping through my fingers and 
the soft cloud crunch of floury, buttery scones. 
That’s what you’ll find me making on a Sunday 
afternoon and that’s what I’ll find Mum making 
when I pop down to visit. We may have made a 
few of our own additions to Grandma’s original 
recipe but it’s the love of baking that we all share.
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Grandma’s Rich 
Scones
✽ yoU WILL NEEd ✽
•	 8oz	self-raising	flour
•	 ½ tsp salt
•	 1½oz butter
•	 1oz sugar
•	 2 eggs
•	 ¼ pint milk 

optIoNAL AddItIoN: Mum likes to add a 
handful of sultanas but my favourite extra 
would be 2 tsp of culinary lavender. 

1Preheat the oven to 200ºC and lightly grease a 
baking sheet with butter. 

2In a large mixing bowl, rub together the 
f lour, salt and butter in your fingertips until 

the mixture resembles fine breadcrumbs. If you 
are adding the sultanas or lavender, add to the 
breadcrumb mixture now. 

3Mix together the egg and a little milk and 
pour into the mixture, saving a little of this 

to brush over the top of the scones. Bring the 
mixture together with your hands and knead 
gently for a minute or so until you have a soft 
dough.

4 Divide the dough into balls. This mixture 
should make either six large or 12 small 

scones. Gently f latten each ball with your hand 
until approximately an inch deep, then cut into 
shape with a scone cutter. Spread evenly apart on 
the prepared sheet and brush with the remaining 
egg and milk mixture.

5Bake for around 10 minutes until golden 
brown. Serve hot or cold with jam or cream. 

prE t t y Nos tA LgIC   61



Strawberry Jam
✽ yoU WILL NEEd ✽
•	 600g	firm	strawberries
•	 600g sugar
•	 2 lemons*

*helps the jam set, otherwise you have fridge 
jam (which is runny and delicious, but needs 
to be kept in the fridge.)

1Put the strawberries, sugar and lemon juice in a 
heavy-based pan and place over a low heat until 

the sugar has dissolved. 

2Boil rapidly for five minutes then test if the jam is 
set by dropping a small blob onto a chilled plate. 

If the blob wrinkles when pushed with a spoon, it is 
ready. If not, boil the jam for a further two or three 
minutes and try again. Pour into sterilised jars and 
leave to cool.

Bake for bumps
✽ EntEr for a chancE to bE 
fEaturEd in a futurE issuE 
of prEtty nostalgic! ✽

Do you have a cake recipe 
handed down from your 
granny, or perhaps your dad 
makes the best fruitcake in the 
world? We want you to share 
your baking heritage with us! 

We're helping children’s 
health charity, Sparks with 
their Bake for Bumps campaign 
(15th to 18th May) which raises 
money to ensure more babies 
are born healthy. 

We want to encourage as 
many of you as possible to 
host a cake sale and share your 
delicious family recipes – those 
which have been handed down 
through generations. Pull out 
your tried and trusted recipes 
and share the family stories 
behind them.

To enter, just write to us and 
include:-

•	 Your recipe as it has been 
passed down to you and the 
method you use to make it.

•	 A little story about the family 
member it comes from; who 
were they, how did you get the 
recipe, what are your memories 
associated with them and their 
baking?

•	 A	photograph	of	the	finished	
bake and if possible a photo of 
the person whose recipe it was 
and one or yourself (or both of 
you!) 

Either scan and email the above 
to nicole@prettynostalgic.
co.uk, or post to pretty 
nostalgic, 8 new barn 
holdings, flemingston, Vale 
of glamorgan, cf62 4Ql.

See prettynostalgic.co.uk for 
terms of entry, or visit 
sparks.org.uk/bake to find out 
more about Bake for Bumps and 
the work Sparks do.
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