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				Have you been in a heat wave before? Well, if you have, it is VERY hot. In a matter of fact, I'm in one right now and it's torture. 	
	"Aughh!" I groaned leaning to one side. 
	I managed to get up and out of my messy room with clothes scattered everywhere to drag myself toward the fridge and drink a glass a cold water. The ice cool thirst-quenching water going down my throat felt cool.  "Mom!" I screamed coming toward her room. Suddenly, I tripped over my dog Charlotte's toy and almost fell over.

	"What Jess?" My mom asked. "I'm going out for ice cream!" I called. "No you can't go! Ice cream is expensive now. Just eat some ice or drink some very cold water!" She replied. I kicked Charlotte's toy on the way so I couldn't trip on it again went to the fridge again. As I was opening the fridge, something caught my eye. It was a bright poster that had "Baking Contest" labeled in big letters. "What's this?" I wondered. I grabbed the poster and it felt like it shined in my hands, but that wasn't the problem that made me want to do it. I looked at the prize for 1st place and it was a big $1000. "I could use that money," I thought. "Then I won't ask my parents for money again."
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				The next day I woke up early to learn how to bake. I tied my blackish brownish hair in a ponytail then grabbed a "How to Bake" book and started getting the ingredients for the easiest recipe, cookies. In the processes of making it I got really messy. My hands were covered in flour, chocolate stained my apron, and my hair was more loose than tied up. Finally, I put the cookie in the oven then I cleaned/washed everything and went to play with Charlotte. Before I knew it something smelled burnt. I thought it was nothing and everything was fine until I thought of my cookies. I rushed toward the oven and then took out my burnt cookies. They looked so black that they didn't look like cookies and more like coal. 
	"How did I miss the easiest thing in the book!" I said to myself. I threw away the burnt cookies and sprinted to my room disappointedly. "I'll try again tomorrow," I thought. Everyday the first thing I did was bake. I baked almost 24/7 so I became pretty good at it. My parents started expecting it everyday because my baking was tasty. "The contest is 3 days away," I said "I think I should make tarts," I stated. 
	"That sounds great Jess!" My parents stated.

	It was the day of the contest and I was excited. When the contest started I rushed and got all my ingredients. I was working at a good pace, first cracking eggs in a bowl then adding flour to stir it up. Once I was done and the batter was stirred, I put it in the mold. I quickly put the mold in the oven and started making the jam I was putting inside. As time was ticking I grabbed some sliced strawberries and raspberries and a jar of jam. I grabbed the mold out of the oven and then put the jam inside the mold and topped it off with the sliced fruits when I heard the judges saying "10 minutes on the clock!"
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				As I put the last strawberry on the tart I heard the judges yell, "Time is up!"  I walked up with my tart in my hand to present first. They all complimented my tarts with it's unique and sweet taste and a problem I needed to work on. I walked off the judges platform and sat down next to my contestants. After what felt like hours they announced the winners and although I didn't win I was 3rd and very happy walking away with a medal. Ever since that contest I baked. Baked, baked, and baked.

About the Author


Zoe is a 10 year old girl that plays softball. She loves art and swimming. She loves her dog, Charlie, very much. She has been to AIW camp for 3 years.
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