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For our families, who have taught
us the joys of the table…

And for Nate, who will
soon learn them too




[image: ]

OUR STORY

COMFORT COOKIES

    Old-Fashioned Graham Crackers with Turbinado Sugar

    Spiced Ginger Oatmeal Drops

    Orange Butter Drops with Shredded Coconut

    Buttermilk Tea Cookies with Lemon Glaze & Poppy Seeds

    Toasted Almond Coconut Macaroons

    Chocolate Coconut Macaroons

    Classic Chocolate Chip Cookies

    Decadent Chocolate Coins

    Raspberry Coconut Oat Bars

    Old-Fashioned Lemon Bars

PARTY GIRL COOKIES

    Espresso Caramel Squares with White & Dark Chocolate Swirl

    Cream Cheese Shortbread with Toasted Walnuts

    Apricot Jam–Filled Almond Butter Cookies

    Lemon Shortbread with Fresh Rosemary

    Winter Spice Cookie Sandwiches with Orange Cream

    Almond Spirals

    Bittersweet Chocolate Sandwiches Filled with Raspberry Preserves

    Lemon, Olive Oil, and Almond Biscotti

    Double Chocolate & Pistachio Biscotti with Candied Orange Zest

    Honey-Nut Bars on an Almond Crust

CAKES

    Lemon Olive Oil Cake

    Classic Angel Food Cake with Passion Fruit Drizzle

    Chocolate Chip Pistachio Pound Cake

    Pineapple Upside-Down Cake with Hawaiian Sea Salt

    Autumn Harvest Cake

    Chocolate Zucchini Cake with Crème Fraîche & Blackberries

    Meyer Lemon Layer Cake with Lemon Curd, Lemon Buttercream, & Flaked Coconut

    Southern Red Velvet Cake with Cream Cheese Frosting

    Hummingbird Cake

    Buttermilk Cake with Chocolate Buttercream & Candied Orange Zest

    Rich Chocolate Cake with Salty Dulce De Leche & Hazelnut Brittle

WHOOPIE PIES & CUPCAKES

    Pumpkin Whoopie Pies with Maple Spice Filling

    Banana Whoopie Pies with Dulce De Leche Filling

    Chocolate Whoopie Pies with Peppermint Filling

    The Best Vanilla Cupcakes with Mocha Buttercream

    The Best Chocolate Cupcakes with Vanilla Buttercream

    Carrot Cupcakes with Cream Cheese Frosting

PIES & TARTS

    New York State Maple Pecan Pie

    Apple Pie with a Flaky Butter Crust

    Fresh Pumpkin Pie with Salty Roasted Pepitas

    Strawberry Rhubarb Pie with Spiced Oat Crumble

    Farm Market Plum & Marzipan Crostata

    Mascarpone & Fresh Fig Tart with a Cornmeal Crust

    Apricot, Honey & Pistachio Tart

    Rosemary Pear Tart with an Almond Crust

BREAKFAST

    Currant Yogurt Scones

    Lemon Scones

    Honey Apricot Granola

    Stewed Fruit

    Blueberry Oat Muffins with Crumb Topping

    Banana Walnut Muffins

    Multigrain Muffins

    Buttermilk Biscuits

    Farmstead Cheddar & Whole Wheat Biscuits

    Homemade Butter

    Homemade Yogurt

    “Instant” Rich Hot Cocoa & Homemade Marshmallows

FAMILY RECIPES

    Nana Cookies

    Connie’s Meringues

    Aunt Tina’s Pumpkin Chocolate Chip Cookies

    Fig Cookies

    Pizzelle

    Ricotta-Filled Turnovers

    Sicilian Doughnut Holes

    Sicilian Frozen Trifle

    Milk Pie

    Ricotta Cheesecake with Candied Fruit

PACKAGING

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

INDEX

[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]

Some would call it a love story. We like to think of it as an alignment of the stars and just something that was meant to be. It goes like this…

As cliché as it may sound, I was destined to make a living in the world of food—even though I started my career in fashion. I have witnessed firsthand my entire life how food can bring great joy to both the cook and the eater. The joys of sharing a table together have always been clear to me but in a somewhat subconscious way. I just took for granted that all families were like mine. It took my going out into the big city of New York, getting a job in fashion retail, and meeting people from all walks of life to realize that this just wasn’t the case. And it finally dawned on me that I wanted to share my love of food with others for a living.

I will begin by saying that I come from a Sicilian family. For some people, that might be enough said. But for those who don’t know a family like mine, it would suffice to say that just about every meal is a feast. I do not lie when I say that my lunchbox contained courses. Or that our afternoon snack was often lemony madeleines straight from the oven, almost too hot to touch. And it is also true that my mother is an extraordinary cook and hostess, and her mother—my grandmother Nana—was the same. So I learned what I know about food through osmosis. My fondest memories involve family parties and all of the traditional foods we shared.

So after several years of peddling pretty baubles as the accessories manager at Barneys New York, I had “the moment.” The lightbulb lit up, the sirens sounded, and I was ready. Fueled by encouragement from friends and family, I started One Girl Cookies. I was ready to venture down a path paved with butter and flour and sugar, and I had never been happier.

I called it “One Girl” because that’s exactly what it was. Me. Moi. Mixing it, baking it, packing it, delivering it. The “it” being pretty little cookies. I had been so used to working with pretty little things that I couldn’t imagine doing it any differently. Small, because, who needs more? Big desserts are such a commitment. To me, it was so much better to flirt with all kinds of flavors. A chocolate cookie first. A nutty one next. Followed by a bit of fruit. Who says you can’t have it all? Rubbish.

I tested, tried, and tasted all kinds of yummy things. Some were my own creations and others family recipes passed down through several generations of Sicilians. I was in nirvana. I spent every moment of every day mixing, folding, rolling, cutting, and baking. I quickly remembered that very unique smell of butter and sugar being creamed together. I delighted in stirring bubbling caramel until my arm grew numb. I became giddy each time I plunged my hands into the velvety dough, took hold of the pin, and began rolling. And I finished each day eager to fill my building’s hallways with the heady aromas of freshly baked cookies all over again. 

The cookies and I had developed such an intimate relationship that it just seemed plain wrong to not give them a proper name. And so I did. Lucia, Lana, Penelope, Miranda, Susanna, and Juliette were born to bring happiness into the world. Lucia, named in honor of my great-grandmother, was a layer bar comprised of buttery shortbread, espresso-spiked homemade caramel, and swirls of bittersweet and white chocolates—not just another pretty face, undeniably decadent as well. The spiciest of the bunch—with candied and powdered ginger plus cinnamon and nutmeg—had a natural, no-frills way about it, so the moniker Susanna seemed most fitting.

Since Barneys had been my training ground for how to make things look aesthetically pleasing, the way I was packaging my treats was no less important to me than how they tasted. My idea was to create something that was a tribute, an homage of some sort, to my family, who taught me that food is far more than nourishment for the body. Food feeds the soul. And a well-fed soul is a happy soul. Beyond that, a meal is a way to share time together. And no meal could be deemed delicious unless an outpouring of love was involved in creating it. As a result, foods steeped in tradition were, and still are, a big part of what we eat when we are together. For Christmas Eve, seven fishes are served, representing the seven sacraments. I look forward to the celebration all year because seafood would be my choice for a last supper, and Christmas Eve is the All Star Game for shrimp, mussels, squid, and other creatures from the sea. For Easter, sweet and creamy grain pie and a panettone-like bread embedded with colored hard-boiled eggs is served for dessert. I don’t think anyone questions these menu choices, because they are not really choices. It’s the way it’s been done for generations and these dishes are as much a part of their respective holidays as Santa and the Easter Bunny are. My personal history has been filled with traditions like this, and my life would never be the same without them. For reasons like this, my relationships with my family and with food are so intertwined. What better way to recognize that than by adorning my boxes of cookies with photos of them?

The photographs themselves tell a story. One is of my paternal grandmother (Nanny) and her sister. They are in their late twenties and clearly ready for a special occasion, decked out in fancy hats, coats, and red lipstick. One of my favorites is an ironic one of my maternal grandmother, Nana, always a jokester, peering very sternly out the window of their Brooklyn apartment. The appeal is that these photographs could just as easily tell someone else’s story. My customers saw their own family on the boxes and the cookies that filled them were reminiscent of the Christmas cookie platter they shared at their gathering.

When the first holiday season approached, it became apparent that “one girl” better get another girl, plus a bunch of friends and family and anyone else willing to lend a helping hand. My mom and sisters baked cookies, my aunt and her friend packed boxes, my cousin made deliveries, and each night my roommate reassured me that I would get it all done. Thankfully, I did. When January rolled around, I had two realizations: It truly takes a village to raise a business, and it was time for One Girl to find a new home with room to grow. Little did I know that I was about to embark on a series of fortunate events.

To continue growing, I needed to hire someone who had been formally trained as a baker. Because I had been “home schooled” in baking, there was certain knowledge—particularly about production baking—that I simply did not possess. I put out the word that I was hiring, and a friend mentioned that she worked with a guy who was finishing up pastry school. He happened to be in search of an apartment as well and, coincidentally, my roommate had just moved out. Dave Crofton and I hit it off immediately. We talked about his position at One Girl, and then about sharing an apartment. (Coincidence #2: the apartment that he was vacating was less than half a block away from my apartment. Hmmm.) We both felt that living and working together might prove to be, shall we say, intense. Since he needed a job more than a place to live, and I needed a baker more than a roommate, he reported for work the very next day and continued his search for a new pad.

Things went extraordinarily well. Not only was Dave a talented baker and hard worker, we got along like two old friends. We worked really well as a team and we enjoyed each other’s company (perhaps a bit too much), which was a good thing, because we spent an inordinate amount of time together. Dave and I worked side by side for hours, often had dinner together after a long day, and made lots of time for flirting. He was a dream employee for me, and he claims that I was the best boss he’d ever had. Plus, I really liked him. I mean, “liked” him. But much to my dismay, he decided to give something new a try and off he went, with my blessings, into the big bad world of restaurant kitchens. We chatted almost daily about all the goings-on at One Girl and he filled me in on the things he was learning in his new position. But as luck would have it, he ended up not really enjoying his job. He called, groveled a bit, and I took him back, without a teaspoon of hesitation. 

We immediately began to discuss the future of One Girl Cookies and all of the greatness we hoped to achieve. We had aspirations of filling the city with happy, cookie-eating people. After a few months, we reconsidered our decision to live in separate apartments. Who says intense is a bad thing? We found a place in Brooklyn and moved in together. That is where I learned of Dave’s own big plans. One night, Dave was busily preparing dinner and I was about to hop into the shower when he asked me to check on something in the oven. Now? When I’m wrapped in a towel? OK, I guess. Seemed sort of strange, but I opened the oven door and there, arranged on a baking sheet, were sugar cookies that spelled out “Will you marry me?” I promptly slammed the door shut and broke into a hysterical bout of laughter. Perhaps not the romantic reaction he had expected, but I was simply giddy.

As we planned our wedding, we also planned the opening of our cookie shop. We knew that the right neighborhood was the one we lived in—Cobble Hill, Brooklyn. We searched for just the right shop that would fit the personality of the cookies. Big enough, but not too big. Plus sweet and lovely and pretty. We knew our place was “the one” the second we saw it. It is situated on a quaint tree-lined street, just off the main thoroughfare, and is perfect in every way. We spent the next several months planning, researching, looking through books, and thinking of every detail imaginable. After three months of construction; the purchase of lots of aqua-blue plates, cups and saucers, milk-glass cake stands, and all sorts of kitchen equipment; plus the selection of just the right play list; the hiring of a friendly, eager staff; and hanging our simple cookies sign outside our storefront, we were open for business. The excitement was overwhelming.

We have since become part of a true community, one that I have often referred to as “Urban Mayberry.” It has the charm of a small town, where neighbors greet one another, inquire about families, and lend a helping hand. An oddity for many parts of New York City, but not here. Add to that dynamic energy, diversity, and lots of fellow entrepreneurs, and you’ve got the perfect place to set up shop. Each time the old-fashioned bell on the door goes ring-a-ling, we are reminded that we have the best jobs in the world.

And until recently, we really did think we had it all. Until it occurred to us that only a very small population of the world knew our story and could enjoy our treats. We think it’s a great and fortunate tale and we’re delighted to tell it. So, in your hands you hold our story and all of the yummy things that have filled our life and many other lives with delight. Hopefully, as you turn the pages and make the recipes, you will be reminded of your own sweet, lucky story as well.
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OLD-FASHIONED GRAHAM CRACKERS WITH TURBINADO SUGAR

SPICED GINGER OATMEAL DROPS

ORANGE BUTTER DROPS WITH SHREDDED COCONUT

BUTTERMILK TEA COOKIES WITH LEMON GLAZE & POPPY SEEDS

TOASTED ALMOND COCONUT MACAROONS

CHOCOLATE COCONUT MACAROONS

CLASSIC CHOCOLATE CHIP COOKIES

DECADENT CHOCOLATE COINS

RASPBERRY COCONUT OAT BARS

OLD-FASHIONED LEMON BARS
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Old-Fashioned Graham Crackers
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Graham crackers are the embodiment of nostalgia. I’d always been happy with the ones in the red box at the supermarket—until I tried our homemade ones. The difference in texture is immediately apparent. These cookies are less flaky and crumbly than the store-bought version, and they have a great snappy crunch. We also use a high-quality cinnamon, which has a nice spicy quality.

MAKES 24 COOKIES


2¼ cups all-purpose flour

¼ cup whole wheat flour

¼ teaspoon ground cinnamon

¼ teaspoon baking soda

¼ teaspoon table salt

½ cup (1 stick) unsalted butter, at room temperature

½ cup granulated sugar

¼ cup packed light brown sugar

¼ cup turbinado sugar (see Tip)




  1. In a medium bowl, whisk together the flours, cinnamon, baking soda, and salt.

  2. In the bowl of an electric mixer fitted with the paddle attachment, beat together the butter, granulated sugar, and brown sugar on medium speed until the mixture is light yellow and fluffy, about 3 minutes. With the mixer on low speed, add a third of the flour mixture and ¼ cup of water. Mix for 30 seconds. Repeat this step once, then add the remaining flour mixture and mix just to combine. Turn the dough out onto a lightly floured surface and knead by hand for about 10 seconds. Divide the dough in half. Cover one half with plastic wrap and set it aside.

  3. Place a sheet of parchment paper on a work surface, put the dough on the parchment, and top with a second sheet of parchment. Roll the dough out to about ⅛-inch thickness. Repeat with the second half of the dough. Chill the dough for about 30 minutes.

  4. Preheat the oven to 350°F.

  5. Remove the dough from the refrigerator, peel off both sheets of parchment, and put the dough on a cutting board. Using a square cookie cutter, cut out the dough, rerolling the scraps twice. Put the cookies on a parchment paper–lined baking sheet. Sprinkle each cookie with a pinch of turbinado sugar.

  6. Bake, rotating the sheet halfway through, for 20 minutes, or until the cookies are a dark golden color around the edges. Let cool for 10 minutes, then transfer to a wire rack to cool completely.
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I’ve always been a fan of strong, bold flavors. When I eat something, I want to taste it! In the early days of One Girl Cookies, when I was developing the Classic Collection, there was plenty of sweet but not enough spice. I fixed that problem by adding this cookie, which packs a gingery punch. I think there is an “Oh my!” moment when you bite into a little chunk of the candied ginger. It’s an all-grown-up version of a childhood favorite, the oatmeal raisin cookie.

MAKES ABOUT 30 COOKIES


1½ cups all-purpose flour

1 tablespoon ground cinnamon

1 teaspoon ground ginger

½ teaspoon table salt

1 cup candied ginger, finely chopped

2½ cups old-fashioned rolled oats

1 cup (2 sticks) unsalted butter, at room temperature

1 cup packed light brown sugar

1 large egg

1 teaspoon vanilla extract




  1. In a medium bowl, whisk together the flour, cinnamon, ground ginger, and salt. Stir in the candied ginger and the oats.

  2. In the bowl of an electric mixer fitted with the paddle attachment, beat together the butter and brown sugar on medium speed until light yellow and fluffy, about 3 minutes. Scrape down the sides of the bowl. Add the egg and vanilla, and mix on medium speed for 1 minute. Reduce the speed to low, add the flour mixture, and mix for 30 seconds.

  3. Take the mixing bowl off the mixer and finish mixing the dough with a rubber spatula, about 30 seconds. Cover the bowl with plastic wrap and refrigerate the dough for at least 1 hour, or overnight if possible.

  4. Preheat the oven to 350°F.

  5. Using a small cookie scoop or a spoon, scoop out a small round of dough, about 1½ tablespoons in size. Roll the scoop into a ball between the palms of your hands, and place it on a paper parchment–lined baking sheet. Gently press the ball onto the baking sheet. Repeat, leaving 1 inch between cookies.

  6. Bake the cookies for 14 to 16 minutes, until they have darkened slightly. Transfer the cookies to a wire rack and let them cool.




VARIATION

There’s nothing to be ashamed of if you are more of a traditionalist. Don’t be shy—add ¾ cup of
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