
P R A I S E  F O R  A N T O I N E T T E  T R U G L I O
M A R T I N

Daily Bread is a humbling experience as you read through the chapters

and gain a relationship with  the characters. It embraces child labor, the

hardships immigrant families endured during a time spoken very little

about. I couldn’t put the book down and am hoping for a sequel. Daily

Bread is bri!iant.

Marie Yervasi  Youth Services Librarian/Programmer

Westhampton Beach Free Library

Daily Bread is a page turning story about family ties, community and

stru"le on Mott Street in 1911. Antoniette Truglio Martin wi!
captivate young readers wanting to know more about the immigration

period as they travel through time with this heartfelt story about the

way it was and how Daily Bread #om the bakery wa$s a ripple effect of

meanings for the characters and their places in the world. 

Adrienne Cirone  Associate Principal K-6, Reading Specialist

Antoinette Truglio Martin’s novel, Daily Bread, is an impressive piece of

MG historical fiction about the Taglias, a Sicilian family who

immigrated to America at the beginning of the twentieth century. It does

not take long for the reader to get fu!y immersed in the day-to-day lives

of characters who are devoted to making better lives for themselves and

their families. You wi! fa! in love with the Taglia sisters and their

dreams. This novel is definitely a page turner!

Truglio Martin has beautifu!y cra$ed a story rich with the history

of Manhattan’s Lower East Side in 1911. The author de$ly captures the

essence of the immigrants’ experiences in their new homeland. The



characters are incredibly we!-developed, each with an authentic voice

that makes the characters relatable to the reader. The study of the

immigrant experience in our history books does not humanize the people

who chose to leave their countries of origin for a chance at a better life.

Truglio Martin makes the immigrant experience vivid as her characters

deal with the customs, sights, sounds, and sometimes the sme!s of lower

Manhattan in 1911.

A$er reading Daily Bread, one cannot help but wonder how our own

ancestors dealt with the cha!enges of adapting to life in America. This

novel is bound to initiate family conversations about those who crossed

oceans to fulfi! their dreams.

Suzanne Travis  High School English Curriculum Consultant

Little Italy 1911. Immigration. Child labor. Racism. Poverty. Bu!ying.

Along with school and family, this is the world that nine-year old Lily

Taglia must navigate with the help of her big sister Margaret, and the

support of her large Italian immigrant family. The Goldberg’s bakery is a

place where neighborhood children can bake the Daily Bread for their

families and pay only three cents, rather than five cents a loaf. The

routine is rigorous. The young bakers must arrive at the bakery before

school to mix and knead the dough. During their lunch time they return

to the bakery to bake the bread. On their way home #om school they pick

up the #eshly baked loaf to bring home to their families. The children

must be a certain height in order to participate. Lily isn’t quite ta!
enough, and twelve-year old Margaret is none too happy when their

mother insists that Lily tag along to watch and learn how to bake the

bread. 

As a child, Lily is expected to fo!ow orders and not ask questions, to

stay out of the way and to do whatever she can to help the family. Lily

tries to toe the line, but her imagination and curiosity, along with the

hazards of life in the tenements get her into trouble. For Lily, going to the

bakery is a step into the world of adults; of learning and keeping secrets,

of solving problems on her own, and responsibility.



In Daily Bread, Antoinette Truglio Martin paints a vivid picture of

life in tenements. From the neighborhood in Little Italy, to the Taglia

family apartment, the schoolroom, and food, as we! as familial values,

and politics, Mrs. Martin’s attention to sensory detail and historical fact

guides the reader through the difficult and sometimes dangerous events

that befa! Lily and her family. And as a gi$ed storyte!er, Mrs. Martin

has the reader turning the page to discover what happens next in the life

of Lily Taglia, making this middle-grade novel entertaining as we! as

educational.

Jacqueline Goodwin MFA is a retired Middle and High

School Language teacher. She currently lives in upstate New

York where she writes fiction and works in the children’s

department of the local library.

I fe! in love with the characters. A! of them felt like they could have

their own back stories. The imagery and descriptions painted a picture

for the reader throughout.  I was transported back in time and enjoyed

every minute of it! The bakery scenes and moments with the Goldbergs

are wonderful. The ending was SO jam packed and was surprised by the

heaviness of it a!. Daily Bread is a great read. I am excited to see the

next steps for the characters I have grown to love.

Kerri Flaherty-Fisco

Instructional Coach Grades 6-8, Harlem, New York

I loved the story! I could not put Daily Bread down because I had to find

out what happened to the characters. 

Lady Lester, Author, Texas
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INTRODUCTION

Daily Bread was born from my grandmother’s many stories. I

loved the imagery of her and her four sisters as children in the

Little Italy neighborhoods. As the years tumbled forward, I

realized that they grew up in a woeful time and place.

The shabby tenements of Manhattan’s Lower East Side were

the first stops for immigrants striving to start a new life chapter,

free of their homeland’s poverty, ignorance, and disdain. America

held out a guiding light, offering the poor and oppressed a

chance for decency and a bright future for their children.

Millions took the risk.

The heart of Daily Bread came from listening to my

grandmother, and her sisters tell and retell their stories at the

dinner table or in the kitchen. Many stories revolved around the

wrongs and trespasses, and the sisters had their own spin and

burdens. Forgiveness may have been possible, but forgetting was

never practiced. Stories evolved from each teller, and time

shifted perspective and facts. Despite the hollering and hand-
slapping the table, I quietly stuck around and listened (never

daring to say a word). The stories were so fantastic. 

My grandmother, the eldest, was born in Sicily and
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immigrated with her mother across the ocean in steerage. She

was perhaps two years old when she arrived and met her father

for the first time in 1905. The family lived in the Lower East Side

three-room tenements on Manhattan Island. Four American

daughters were soon born to the family. Their childhood was

lived in three-room flats on Mott Street and Mulberry Street.

There are few artifacts to verify the stories. No one kept a

diary, and letters were not saved. Except for a few pieces of

jewelry, the personal items that may have been cherished were

discarded. That side of the family did not like clutter.

Photographs during those early American years were also scarce.

Storytelling kept the chronicles.

Daily Bread is not a factual account of immigrant children

learning to bake bread in a Jewish bakery basement. I

embellished the bakers, bullies, and neighborhood residents’

traits and weaved historical events into the pieces of daily life

that could have happened—poetic license. 

What is true is that during my grandmother’s and her sister’s

formative years, first-generation immigrant children had

burdensome responsibilities. They watched and cared for each

other as they journeyed through indifference, bigotry, and

disasters. The crowded tenement streets ached with stories of

exhausting hardships, cunning risks, lucky finds, and paralyzing

fear while the backdrop of American history rolled forward.

Labor unions petitioned for fair wages and working conditions,

and child labor laws were slowly recognized and enforced. An

awakening in health and school practices professed that

America’s prosperity and progress hinged on combating poverty

and developing a robust skilled workforce. Women Suffragettes

marched and shouted for social reform. 

Historical events did not happen in one day. It took years of

trial and error, false starts, and detours. Violence and corruption

threatened the hopes for change and a better life. The innocent

bystander, the agitator, the risk-taker, and the plucky kid on the

corner played a role as history unfolded. Their plights meshed,
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influencing, and being influenced by the plot, setting, and cast of

characters along the way. They made America. Their toil became

America’s stories. 

Another truth is that, throughout her life, my grandmother

baked beautiful bread.
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CHAPTER 1

WA I T  F O R  M E

Monday morning, February 20, 1911

“WAIT FOR ME!” shouted Lily.
Lily’s breath hung in the black cold. She slid down the stoop

and caught the railing before she slipped off the icy bottom step.
Her hand stung from grabbing the frozen metal. There was no
time to race up four flights of stairs for mittens. Lily held her
book and ran down Mott Street. If she weren’t so mad at her
sister, she would have feared the frozen darkness. Margaret was
not in sight. Lily’s coat flapped as she ran on the icy sidewalk.

Flickering shadows scurried on Mott Street’s sidewalk as a
bundled form approached a dimming gaslight.

“Margaret, you have to stop!”
The figure turned. Margaret’s head, nose, and mouth were

wrapped in her gray shawl. She wore the dark peacoat Papa
brought home two nights ago. It had originally belonged to a
smaller man. Although not meant for a girl, Margaret claimed
the warm coat. Lily wanted to know why the small man no
longer needed the coat, but her sister Betta shushed a warning
not to ask.
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Lily slid to the lamppost and crashed into Margaret, her arms
bracing for Margaret’s steadfast catch.

“You have to wait for me, Margaret. Mama said—”
“I know what Mama said.” Margaret tugged on Lily’s coat to

close the buttons. “There’s a lot I have to do. Where is your
hat?”

“With my mittens,” said Lily.
“You make me crazy,” said Margaret. She sighed a long cold

breath and added Lily’s book to the books under her arm. “Put
your hands in your pockets.”

Lily obeyed. Margaret hooked her free arm through Lily’s
and steered along the sidewalk. Lily slipped over and through
puddles to match Margaret’s pace.

“I made up a song for this morning,” said Lily. She worked
the rhyme with her best friend, Nelly, yesterday afternoon. They
sat on the third-floor landing clapping out the beats and finding
words to fit. Lily drew in a frosty gulp of air.

We’re on our way.

Hip-hip-hooray.

We’re on our way to bake bread

To—day!

Her voice sang out crystal clear in the frigid morning.
“Lily, you can’t sing in the bakery,” said Margaret.
“Why not?”
“Because baking bread is serious business. The Goldbergs

only allow kids who are serious enough and tall enough for the
baking table. Because I bake each day, I can buy bread for three
cents, not the regular five-cent price. It’s a big help to our
family.”

Lily skipped over a splotch of snow but slipped on a patch of
ice. Margaret caught her before they fell into a heap.

“Baking bread is not a little kid’s game, Liboria,” said

ANTOINETTE TRUGLIO MARTIN
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Margaret. She retucked the books, hooked her arm back through
Lily’s, and resumed their pace.

Lily cringed at her proper Sicilian name. She was an
American and did not like that old-world name.

“I’m not a little kid,” said Lily. “I’m almost as tall as you. And
yesterday, when we bought the bread, Mrs. Goldberg said I could
come in the morning and watch you bake, Margherita.”

“And yet you are not allowed to walk across the street by
yourself,” said Margaret, sighing into the cold again. “Well, I
hope you ate something.”

“I didn’t,” said Lily, “I thought—”
“Mrs. Goldberg will not give you a Knot Surprise just for

watching. That’s all you are doing—watching. You are not
singing. You are not baking.”

Thick clouds blurred the coming dawn. Margaret stomped
harder as the sisters turned onto Hester Street.

“And if you are going to be serious about watching me bake,
you can’t go home for lunch with Nelly and Tony,” continued
Margaret. “You must come back to the bakery with me and
watch me pound and shape the dough so Mr. Goldberg can bake
it. The bread will be ready after school.”

Lily stepped into a frosty puddle. The water seeped through
her shoes. She wouldn’t dare complain—not with Margaret in a
sour mood and especially not after last night.

The night before, Lily told Mama that Mrs. Goldberg said she
could watch Margaret bake bread. Mama insisted that Lily join
her sister. Eleven-year-old Betta was not well enough to go to
school, let alone strong enough to bake bread, and Gigi was only
four years old. Long-legged Lily was certainly taller and stronger
than any eight-year-old girl.

Margaret quarreled with Mama. She didn’t want Lily at the
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bakery. With three younger sisters, she was always taking care of a
little kid, carrying coal, ironing, mending, or stirring a pot. There
was barely time to read or figure her arithmetic. The bakery was
the only place she could be without a sister or a hated chore.

Mama said Lily needed to learn how to bake bread sooner
rather than later. In a few months, the school term would end
and Margaret, now twelve-years-old, was smart enough for a girl.
Mama wanted Margaret to quit school and work in the factory.
Lily needed to learn to bake bread now. Margaret stomped her
foot. Mama slapped her daughter’s face. Margaret never cried
when she argued with Mama. Lily and Gigi shed quiet tears in
Betta’s arms.

Lily knew Margaret didn’t want her around and promised to
behave.

“I’ll be ready at lunchtime, Margaret,” said Lily.
“Remember, you’ll be watching, so there’s no Knot Surprise

for you,” said Margaret.
“I won’t be hungry,” said Lily. She could feel the polar puddles

seep to her feet. She buried her nose into the collar of her coat.
Lily thought of the snow-walking song she made up while

watching people walking through slush on Mott Street from her
fourth-floor front window.

Trudge, trudge, trudge, through the snow!

Trudge, trudge, trudge, here we go!—

“No singing!” snapped Margaret.
An icy splash trickled down Lily’s stockings. She quietly

hummed her tune. She wasn’t going to let Margaret’s mood sour
this happy day.

ANTOINETTE TRUGLIO MARTIN
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CHAPTER 2

T H E  B A S E M E N T

MARGARET PUSHED the books into Lily’s arms and pulled the
sidewalk cellar door open. Lily peered down the steep cement
steps. She’d never seen the bakery from the basement. The dim
light at the bottom cast a spooky glow.

“Go on,” said Margaret, holding the door open. “Lean against
the wall, and don’t fall!”

Lily felt her way down the ten steps. Margaret followed and
let the door shut behind her. The basement’s warmth
immediately hugged Lily. The scent of tangy yeast reminded her
that she had not eaten. Margaret took the schoolbooks from Lily
and placed them on a narrow bench below a set of wall pegs. Lily
stomped the snow from her shoes. Her feet were numb in her
wet stockings.

“My shoes are wet,” she said.
“So are mine,” said Margaret.
The sisters hung up their coats, and Margaret slipped into a

muslin apron. Mama had given Margaret her old apron when
Margaret started baking bread at the Goldberg’s two years ago.
The stiff muslin had faded stains. Margaret wore the apron every
day, brought it home to wash on Saturday afternoons, and
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carefully ironed it on Sunday so it would be clean and crisp for
the week.

“When will Mama give me an apron?” asked Lily.
“When you are big enough to bake bread,” said Margaret.

“Wash your hands.”
Lily stuck her hands under a glorious stream of hot water.

She flexed her cold fingers, then dried them on her pinafore.
Margaret shoved past Lily and grabbed her mixing bowl from
the shelf.

“Will Mama give me a big bowl, too?”
Margaret sighed. “Don’t make me crazy.”
“Ah, Margaret! Always first!” said Mrs. Goldberg, placing a

tray of unbaked bread on a warming shelf. She wiped her floured
hands on her wrinkled apron. White sugar glittered on her
cheeks.

“Good morning, Mrs. Goldberg. I’m here, too,” said Lily,
moving in front of Margaret. She dipped a little curtsy.

“Oh, sweet Lily! Dobroye utro!” Mrs. Goldberg put a slender
hand under Lily’s chin. “Good morning, pretty child. Look,
Simon, sweet Lily here!”

Mr. Goldberg pulled the wooden paddle from the oven and
wiped his forehead and trimmed silver beard with the rag draped
over his shoulder.

“Wonderful!” he said. “I suppose she bakes bread beautiful,
like sister.”

“She’s not baking, Mr. Goldberg,” said Margaret, placing a
stool next to the baking table. “Lily is watching. She’s too little
to bake.”

Mr. Goldberg raised his right eyebrow. “She looks tall like
you, Margaret.” The right eyebrow dropped as the left one lifted
in a bushy arc. Lily wondered how he could move his eyebrows
up and down, separate from each other.

“Anca, measure Lily on wall,” Mr. Goldberg said to his wife,
turning to the oven.

Mrs. Goldberg clapped her hands, creating a small flour

ANTOINETTE TRUGLIO MARTIN
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burst. Margaret sighed and carried her mixing bowl to the flour
bin. Mrs. Goldberg took Lily’s hand and led her to the wall at
the foot of the stairs leading up to the shop. A thick scratch
across the brick wall marked the height a child could reach their
bowl on the baking table to stir and mix without toppling. Mr.
Goldberg could not afford to lose flour and yeast to children who
were not tall enough.

“First, must stretch neck and back. Most important for girl
growing,” said Mrs. Goldberg.

She took Lily’s hands into hers. Lily noticed how smooth and
white Mrs. Goldberg’s fingers were. Mama’s fingers were
chapped with rough knuckles and calloused tips. Mrs. Goldberg
stood straight. She was as lean as Mama but much taller—almost
as tall as Papa. A blue head scarf lay loosely on top of Mrs.
Goldberg’s sunshine-golden hair. A halo of stray tendrils framed
her narrow face. Lily suddenly remembered that Mama did not
brush out her copper-red braid this morning. She was in such a
rush. Lily hoped Mrs. Goldberg would not think of her as a poor
child like the waifs that slept in alleys. But Mrs. Goldberg’s smile
did not fade into a look of pity. Her bright green eyes sparkled
like the sugar on her cheeks.

“Watch,” said Mrs. Goldberg. She released Lily’s hands and
let her body fold forward. Her arms hung down like Gigi’s rag
doll, Principessa. Mrs. Goldberg slowly rolled upward, fluttering
her wrists and fingers as though a tiny bird was about to take
flight. At tippy-toe height, Mrs. Goldberg raised her arms above
her head. She stretched her neck and chin and gazed at her
smooth fingers held high above her head. She slowly came down
off her toes and crossed her hands over her heart.

“Now try, pretty child,” she said.
Lily stretched down to reach her damp toes, then fluttered

her wrist and fingers that may have looked like a wounded
pigeon. She took in another breath and rolled up to her full
height.

“Not so fast.”

DAILY BREAD
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Lily looked up at her raw hands above her head, then
brought them down to her heart.

“Very good first time,” said Mrs. Goldberg, “Stand at wall. I
check.”

Lily stood against the wall, feeling a bit taller. Mrs. Goldberg
flattened Lily’s halo of copper-red hair with her slender hand.
Lily held her breath, swallowing Mrs. Goldberg’s warm
cinnamon scent.

“Pretty child,” said Mrs. Goldberg. Her voice sounded far
away. “Agh! Too short!” said Mrs. Goldberg, “Practice ballerina
stretches. Bones grow straight and tall.”

“Were you a ballerina in Russia, Mrs. Goldberg?” asked
Lily.

Mrs. Goldberg’s voice fell to a secretive hiss. “My baba sew
ballerina pretty dresses. I watch ballerinas twirl and leap. Yes.
Watch only.” Mrs. Goldberg placed her heels together. She
brought her mouth close to Lily’s ear and hissed again, “And then
I dance.” She swiftly slid her right foot in front of the left, lifted
her arms in an arc, then spun once, twice, three times around on
her toes. Lily watched as Mrs. Goldberg’s smile and glittery
cheeks brightened in the spin.

Lily applauded. “I bet you could have been a wonderful
ballerina, Mrs. Goldberg.”

“Ah, but she is,” said Mr. Goldberg. He stood as tall as Mrs.
Goldberg. His tattered and sweaty undershirt clung to his thin
body. His gray eyes looked straight into Mrs. Goldberg’s as he
reached for her hands.

“My Anca, prima ballerina of bakery.”
Mrs. Goldberg closed her eyes and twirled into him. He held

his arms around her waist. They swayed to a tune no one could
hear. Mrs. Goldberg spun out of his embrace and into a deep
curtsy. Only their fingertips touched. Lily never saw such a
dance. Mama and Papa never danced together. Lily could not
imagine them holding hands.

Lily’s clapping broke the spell.

ANTOINETTE TRUGLIO MARTIN
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“Thank you for dance, Mrs. Goldberg,” said Mr. Goldberg,
“Time now to bake.”

Mrs. Goldberg stood up and opened her eyes. She looked
around the bakery basement, scanning the tables and racks that
held the breads they baked all morning and the wall where the
oven cast a haze of heat and light. Yeast aromas filled the air.
Mrs. Goldberg’s smile faded, and darkness chased the sugar
sparkles from her cheeks.

“Simon?” she said.
“At bakery, my Anca. Baking bread. Safe. Warm,” said Mr.

Goldberg brightly, “Lily, watch your sister. Master bread baker
she is.” He picked up the long wooden paddle and raised his
right eyebrow. “No one turn plain flour and water into beautiful
bread like Margaret.”

Lily climbed onto the stool next to her sister. Margaret tried
to hide her grin. Connie, Margaret’s best friend, placed her
chipped bowl on the bread table and winked at Lily. The inside
of Margaret’s bowl was sticky with wet flour and water. She used
a thick wooden spoon to stir the glop with one hand and
sprinkled flour into the bowl with the other. Each swipe pulled
the mixture closer together. Connie picked up her wooden
spoon.

“They are a darling couple,” said Connie with a wink. “It is
too bad she’s dotty and he’s a lousy baker.” Connie stood taller
than Margaret and had the same dark eyes and black hair
braided into one thick rope. But Connie’s face was chiseled like
the Madonna in front of the Most Precious Blood Church with a
delicate nose, a kind smile, and dark eyes. Lily liked to believe
the Madonna would wink like Connie.

Margaret elbowed Connie. “Don’t start rumors.”
“It’s a fact. Just look at her walking around pretending to be a

prima donna,” said Connie. Margaret worked her spoon harder,
scraping the stuck dough on the edge of the bowl.

“She gets carried away making Knot Surprises and can’t keep
track of the bakery register, and he lets her,” continued Connie.

DAILY BREAD
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Her glob barely took on a shape. “I don’t see how they could
have been bakers in Russia. My mama says if it weren’t for you,
Margaret, helping her in the afternoon, these doors would be
locked, the oven cold, and they’d be on the streets.”

“Basta! Enough, Connie!” said Margaret. “Your dough is
getting dry. Stir.”

Connie sighed. “How do you get yours so smooth?”
“Put your shoulder into it,” said Margaret. “You need to

break up those flour lumps.” She grabbed Connie’s spoon, dug
into the dough, pounded the tiny flour lumps, and forcefully
stirred. “Like that,” said Margaret, handing the spoon back to
Connie.

Lily knew her sister was strong. Margaret carried coal
buckets up four flights of stairs and lifted pots of hot water from
the stove without spilling a drop. But mixing bread dough was a
different kind of strength. Margaret’s stirring was smooth and
even. She didn’t puff and grunt like Connie. She concentrated
her energy into the spoon and made the flour, yeast, and water
cooperate.

Lily felt a tune stirring. A hum began to form. Margaret
quickly shot Lily a warning scowl. Lily stopped. She’d have to
keep the new tune quiet in her mind.

ANTOINETTE TRUGLIO MARTIN
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CHAPTER 3

B I G  J O H N

A LOUD BANG chased the tune away. Big John Sullivan slammed
his bowl and tin of warm yeasty water across the table from the
girls. Big John was larger than most kids and some adults. His
thick arms took up more than half the side of the table. He
smiled, his yellow teeth revolting Margret and Connie. His pale
face was splattered with brown freckles. Lily thought her friend
Bessie Gallagher’s freckles were pretty and went well with her
porcelain skin and brick-red hair. Big John’s freckles looked like
mud splattered all over his face. The spots were as uneven and
untamed as the mousy-brown hair sticking out from under
his cap.

Big John’s friend, Donny MacAllister, sidled next to him.
Donny was shorter than Big John and much skinnier. He had
missing teeth, and the right side of his face drooped so that he
talked out of one side of his mouth.

“Well, well, if it isn’t the greasy Italian gals,” said Big John.
“Looky here, Donny. There’s another one.” He stared
menacingly at Lily. A shiver crawled up her back, and it wasn’t
because of her cold feet. Big John plunged his wooden spoon
into his bowl. Flour puffed out.

“You see, Donny,” said Big John, “even the little greasy kids
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are taking over.” Half of Donny’s face grinned as he poured
warm water into his bowl.

“Leave my sister alone,” said Margaret. “She’s just a little
kid.”

The two boys snickered as they stirred. Big John locked his
menacing eyes on Margaret. Lily hopped down from her stool
and stood closer to her sister.

“Don’t talk to him,” said Margaret in Sicilian. “He’s just an
ugly bully.” Margaret pulled her golden dough out of the bowl
and onto the table. She pushed her fisted hands into the mass,
blending light sprinkles of flour into it.

Margaret had complained about Big John one night at dinner.
He was in her class, whispered nasty words, and tried to pull the
bow from her pinafore. Papa told Margaret to hold her temper.

“Girls do not fight with fists,” said Papa, shaking his fork at
Margaret. “Vattene! Walk away!” Papa stabbed his potato so hard
he almost spilled his bowl. Lily saw Margaret’s mouth tighten,
keeping her temper inside.

“It’s his only way to talk to girls,” said Connie in Sicilian.
Margaret glared at Connie. “Just joking,” said Connie, plopping
her dough onto the flour-dusted table. The bumpy dough
stretched between her hands as she worked in more flour.

“There they go speaking gibberish,” said Big John to Donny.
“You know that not speaking English isn’t American.”

Half of Donny’s face grinned.

ANTOINETTE TRUGLIO MARTIN
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CHAPTER 4

K N O T  S U R P R I S E

MARGARET POUNDED and folded her dough until her hands
pulled away clean, then tucked the mass back into the bowl.
Connie struggled with her dough that stuck to the table and left
large globs on her fingers. Margret pushed Connie aside and
worked the sticky mixture until it pulled clean.

“You’re a natural, Margaret,” said Connie. Lily followed the
two friends to the warming shelf next to the oven. Margaret
pulled out a handful of lard from an old bean can and spread it
on top of the dough. She placed a clean towel over her bowl.

“The yeast will make the dough rise,” said Margaret to Lily,
rubbing the smooth lard into Lily’s hands. “When we come back
at lunchtime, this mound will be twice as big.”

Lunchtime. Lily suddenly felt her empty stomach. When
Margaret turned away, she licked her hand.

“Margaret,” said Mr. Goldberg, wiping his thick brow, “please
check miller’s receipt. Must wake Prince Aaron to feed Dragon.”
Mr. Goldberg handed Margaret a paper.

Connie nudged Margaret and winked. “I’ll wash the spoons
and cups.”
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Lily knew Aaron’s story from Margaret. Aaron was Mr.
Goldberg’s nephew, a strong young man who could not read or
speak. Aaron was very good at hauling fifty-pound bags of
flour. He also shoveled the coal into the furnace and cleaned
out the ash bins, keeping the oven roaring hot. Sometimes the
heat lulled Aaron into a stand-up nap. Mr. Goldberg would
shake him and say, “Wake up, Prince Aaron. Dragon must eat.”
Aaron would snap to attention and shovel the black nuggets
twice as fast. Lily laughed at the way Margaret told the story
at home with her big brown eyes popping wide and
pantomiming Aaron’s shoveling. Margaret ended the story
saying that Aaron was a gentle soul, grateful for the Goldbergs’
kindness.

“Anyone else may have left him at the mercy of the Cossacks
in Russia,” said Margaret.

“I will be just a minute,” said Margaret. She glanced at the paper,
then handed Connie her apron.

“Hurry. I can’t afford any more demerits,” said Connie.
Lily followed Connie to the washbasin. Connie quickly

rinsed the tin cups and cleaned the dough from the wooden
spoons. She hung up the aprons and handed Lily her coat.

“Hurry up,” she said, leading Lily to the bakery shop stairs.
Lily shrugged on her coat. As she passed Big John and Donny

desperately beating their dough on the table, Lily stuck her
tongue out at the back of their heads.

Margaret met the girls at the stairwell. They climbed to the
bright shop. A sweet waft invaded Lily’s nose. Three customers
were waiting for their morning bread as Mrs. Goldberg chatted
with a customer who was trying to pay her.

“We’re leaving now, Mrs. Goldberg,” said Margaret,
buttoning Lily’s coat.

“Wait!” said Mrs. Goldberg, leaving her exasperated
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customer. She handed a brown paper bag to Connie. Lily noticed
the customers’ glare.

“I bake just for you,” said Mrs. Goldberg.
On the street, the girls walked arm in arm. Lily snugged

between the two older girls, with each bare hand in a warm
pocket. Despite the gray cold and snow falling, the street slowly
woke up to the day’s business. The girls meandered around
people, over packed carts, and horses. Connie shook open
the bag.

“There are three Knot Surprises!” said Connie.
“I can have one!” said Lily. She shook her hands free of the

pockets and took a palm-sized roll from the bag. She breathed in
the warm sweetness. Finally, she would eat a Knot Surprise.

Margaret explained Knot Surprises to the family. The roll was
made from strips of bread dough with a surprise tucked inside. A
surprise could be a thin slice of cheese, a dollop of jam or a
dusting of cinnamon and sugar. Mrs. Goldberg tied the dough
strips into a knot, let them rise, then baked them into golden
treats. She made them for the Daily Bread kids.

“She says we cannot learn with an empty tummy,” said
Margaret.

“She gives them away?” asked Papa.
“I think she is being nice,” said Margaret. “The Goldbergs

don’t have children. I think Mrs. Goldberg bakes Knot Surprises
because she likes being nice to children.”

“Not good business,” said Mama. “Pazza. Crazy woman.”

Lily breathed in another nose full of warm sweetness. Her
stomach begged for her to hurry up and eat it. “Mrs. Goldberg is
so keen!”
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Connie passed the bag to Margaret. “Cinnamon and sugar,”
breathed Connie. “Keenly keen.” Lily laughed at Connie using
her word.

“She may be keen, but the Goldbergs will surely go broke if
they continue baking Knot Surprises,” said Margaret. “Especially
when she gives them away to little girls who only watch.”

Lily was too distracted savoring the glorious prize to hear
Margaret’s barb. The girls crunched through the snow, not
minding the bitter wind blasting at them. Margaret bit into her
Knot Surprise. Her pace slowed just a little.

“What do you think?” asked Connie.
“Heaven,” said Margaret.
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CHAPTER 5

S C H O O L

“MEET ME AT TWELVE O’CLOCK SHARP,” said Margaret to Lily at
the girls’ school door entrance. “I cannot wait for you at
midday.”

Margaret meant business. There was only one hour to walk
to the bakery, push the air out of the dough, knead, shape it into
a round loaf, and then walk back to school and be in her
classroom seat before the one o’clock bell. Margaret was not
going to risk tardy demerits because of a dawdling little sister.

Lily licked the last of the sugar from her chapped lips. “I’ll be
right here at twelve o’clock sharp,” she said.

The steam boiler coughed tepid air through the classroom
radiator. Miss Triptree, Lily’s fourth-year teacher, allowed the
children to wear their coats and hats. They were responsible for
not getting ink on their coat sleeves while they copied the
morning poem from the blackboard. Lily and several other
children pulled their right arm out of their coat sleeve and kept
their coat draped on their thin shoulders. Lily thought they
looked like a room full of caped Mrs. Cottontails in the Peter
Rabbit story Betta read.

Just about all forty-two children were present in the
classroom. There were always more kids in school during the
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winter. It was better for children to be in a cold schoolroom then
in a stuffy tenement where home businesses crowded valuable
space.

The students sat in their seats, blowing into their hands.
Miss Triptree, wrapped in a thick scarf and long gray coat, paced
between the aisles of desks. The thick coat made it all the more
difficult for her to fit between the rows. She wore fingerless
gloves that muted the sound of a ruler tapping her palm. When
the ruler rapped on a desk of a left-hander, fearsome echoes
bounced off the walls.

Lily decided that wearing her coat would save time when she
met Margaret. She was so grateful for the Knot Surprise. Perhaps
she could think of a ballerina curtsy to thank Mrs. Goldberg
when she returned to the bakery basement. Even if her feet
prickled from the wet shoes and stockings, she imagined a
graceful curtsy with pretty fluttering hands and a beautifully
balanced twirl.

“Did you go to the bakery this morning?” whispered Nelly.
“Tony and I missed walking to school with you.”

Nelly lived on the second floor of the tenement, but her
apartment was a different world from Lily’s crowded three-room
flat. Nelly lived with just her grandmother, who was a presser for
the next-door neighbor’s home dress factory. Nelly slept next to
the warm stove by herself. She did not have three sisters sharing
a bedroll on the front room floor, like Lily. Nelly’s father died of
tuberculosis when Nelly had just learned to walk. Months later,
her mother bled to death giving birth to a stillborn baby boy.

The girls also looked different. Nelly was as short as Lily was
tall. Nelly’s twin black braids were freshly tied with ribbons each
morning. Mama weaved Lily one long copper-red braid and tied
it with leftover yarn. Nelly seemed to glide as she easily
navigated around a crowded school hallway and horse droppings
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on the streets. Lily’s long limbs bumped along. She was always
scraping something smelly from her shoes.

But Nelly and Lily shared one strong bond—they loved to
sing. Each morning, they led the class in singing “My Country,
’Tis of Thee.” They made up their own tunes and lyrics to hand
games and patsy. One warm summer day, Lily confided in Nelly
that she wanted to be a singer like the players at the festivals.
Nelly, a practical girl, would be happy enough to sing songs to
her children.

“Nice girls don’t grow up to be singers,” said Nelly.
“Who says?”
“Nonna says so,” said Nelly. “That’s just the way it is.”

“Did you go to the bakery?” asked Nelly again in a louder
whisper.

Lily could burst. She hunched closer to her civic book and
whispered, “I did! It was so keen! Mrs. Goldberg showed me
ballerina exercises and gave me a Knot Surprise and—”

SLAP! The class shuttered and immediately dug their noses
deeper into their books.

“Do you have something to share with the class, Miss
Taglia?” announced Miss Triptree.

Lily hunched closer to the open book. “No ma’am,” she said.
“Good. Read the next paragraph,” said Miss Triptree, tapping

the dreaded ruler in the palm of her gloved hand.
Lily felt her stomach churn the last of the Knot Surprise. She

frantically scanned for a familiar phrase. A guess was better than
nothing. Lily started to read. Miss Triptree slapped her desk
again before Lily read the third word.

“Front of the class!” said Miss Triptree. Lily followed the
large coat swinging from side to side. She felt forty-two pairs of
eyes on her hung head. Once in front of the teacher’s desk, Miss
Triptree gripped Lily’s shoulders and turned her to face the class.
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“Hands up!” said Miss Triptree. Her voice vibrated in the still
classroom. Lily obeyed, holding up her chapped hands. She held
her breath. Miss Triptree delivered one hard slap for each hand,
stinging knuckles and ruining the happy morning.

“One demerit,” said Miss Triptree, slapping each hand again.
“One more and you will stay in during lunch to write, ‘I will not
talk in class,’ one hundred times on the blackboard. Another
demerit and your mother will be summoned to take you out of
school for the week.”

Lily kept her head down. She forced her tears to remain
inside her eyes. Miss Triptree frequently delivered an extra set of
slaps for blubbering.

“Do you understand, Miss Taglia?”
Lily nodded.
“We can’t hear you, dipping your silly head,” said Miss

Triptree. “Do you understand?”
Lily lifted her head and met the glare of Miss Triptree’s wire

glasses. “Yes, ma’am.”
The remainder of the morning slowly moved forward. Lily

carefully looped her letters in perfect penmanship. She followed
every word about the War of 1812 in the history book. Joshua
Cohen was slapped for stuttering through his turn to read aloud.
Lily kept a stone face and her eyes dry. Joshua would have to
spend the lunch hour writing, “I will not tongue-tie words,” one
hundred times on the blackboard. No matter how loud the ruler
cracked, or how much her knuckles ached, or how dull the
lessons droned, Lily’s thoughts wandered to the bakery basement
and Mrs. Goldberg’s sugared cheeks.
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CHAPTER 6

M I D D A Y

THE STEAM RADIATOR hissed just as the lunch bell rang.
“I’m so sorry,” said Nelly, pulling at Lily’s coat sleeve.
“It’s okay. I have to go. Margaret won’t wait for me,” said

Lily.
“Here, take my mitts,” said Nelly, offering her gray mittens.
“Thank you,” said Lily. “This will help.”
Margaret was buttoning her coat when Lily arrived at the

‘Girls’ door. Connie pulled her shawl over her head.
“I’m here! I’m here, Margaret!”
“And your coat is buttoned,” said Margaret. She grabbed

Lily’s mittened hand. “What’s this?”
“Nelly let me borrow her mittens,” said Lily.
“Let’s go,” said Connie. “The sooner we leave, the sooner

we’ll get this over with.”
A blast of snowy wind met the girls. Lily had to lift her leg up

and out of the deep snow. She held onto Margaret to steady her
balance. Connie stepped into the street.

“Come on. We can walk in the wheel tracks. The snow isn’t
as deep.”

Margaret stepped over a snow pile to join Connie. She held
her hand out to Lily.
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“Mama said it is not safe to walk in the street,” said Lily.
“Remember the little Ferrara boy got run over in the street.
Mama said—”

“Lily, it’s okay!” said Margaret, still holding her hand out. “It’s
not busy today, and I won’t let you get run over. Mama would kill
me if you got hurt.”

“It’s better than trudging through ankle-deep snow,” said
Connie.

Lily looked both ways down the street, then took Margaret’s
hand. She walked between Connie and Margaret, keeping a sharp
ear out for a trotting horse or rumbling car. Despite the wind
and the snow, people slid back and forth across the street.
Margaret was right that the street was not busy. Connie was
right that walking in the street was better than stumbling
through deep snow.

Lily spotted Morris Pachulski, a boy who was in her class.
She had heard that he had quit school and became a schlepper
for the dress factory. He carried a huge pile of piece work and
dresses from tenement home workers to the factory. Lily
watched Morris scurry across the street, keeping hems and
sleeves above the slushy street.

“I can’t wait to be done with all of this,” said Connie.
“I can wait,” said Margaret.
“My cousin, Aldo, says he can get us jobs at the factory he

works at now,” continued Connie. “We can make a real wage and
leave school forever. We’ll be free! We won’t have to bake bread
before dawn and can have a normal midday meal. And we won’t
have to spend afternoons taking care of little sisters and
brothers.”

“Quitting school to work in a factory six days a week is not
freedom, Connie,” said Margaret.

“Why do you want to work in a factory?” asked Lily.
“I can’t wait to stop all the reciting and arithmetic and bread

baking,” explained Connie. “The dress factories don’t ask for
your age or papers. I can earn real money, help my family. And I
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won’t have to take care of those step-babies. I’d get a spending
allowance, so I could buy what I want.”

Lily turned to Margaret. Margaret kept her head down
against the beating wind. Her shawl wrapped around her nose
and face.

Connie continued, “My mama says it’s a waste for a girl to go
to school.” Connie turned her head toward Lily. Her nose was
cherry red. “Mama says girls get married in a couple of years
anyway. There’s no sense in wasting time in school when she
could go to work and be useful to the family and save a little
money for a dowry.”

Lily looked at Margaret again. Her head remained buried in
her shawl, pretending not to listen. Lily couldn’t imagine anyone
wanting to marry Margaret. She could be pretty enough, with
dark eyes that matched her thick dark hair that never tangled. A
boy might notice her if she would smile or wink, like Connie.
But Margaret was always in a sour mood. She banged pots and
stomped down the stairs, making sure everyone in the tenement
knew that she was angry about something. She argued with
Mama and huffed at Betta, who really wanted to go to school but
couldn’t because of a continuous string of illnesses.

Betta was exactly a year younger than Margaret. Papa called
them Gemelli di Stelle—Star Twins. They could not be any more
different. While Margaret was shorter than most girls her age,
Betta was tall and slender. Lily would bring Betta an extra pair of
socks since her feet would stick out past the bedroll they shared.
Like Lily, Betta inherited Papa’s bright blue eyes and copper-red
hair. Unlike Lily, her hair was smoothly brushed and weaved into
a perfectly even braid.

“Of course Betta’s hair is always perfect,” said Margaret when
Lily complained about her lumpy braid. “She has nothing else
better to do than keep herself pretty while I work like a horse.”
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As strong as Margaret was, Betta remained fragile like Nelly’s
grandmother’s china teacups that were kept on a shelf. Betta
always had a headache, a hacking cough, or a fever that kept her
home. She helped mind Gigi and if her head did not pound too
much, sewed collars and cuffs. Margaret was the one who carried
the heavy coal buckets and laundry up to their fourth-floor flat.
Lily offered to help, but Margaret criticized over how many
bloomers Lily would drop on her way up the stairs. There was no
end to the scolding when Lily cleaned out the ash bin from the
stove and left soot tracks through the kitchen and smudged
hand prints on the walls. Margaret even complained when Betta
read stories aloud before sleep.

“What good are silly fables,” said Margaret, “when I have to
mend something, or brush your hair, or hold Gigi while Betta
sits like a princess in Papa’s chair reading fairy tales?”

“How come Morris is working?” Lily asked Connie. “He is my
age.”

“His papa died of consumption a month or so ago,” explained
Connie. “Morris’s mama needs the money to pay rent, so all of
the kids are working. Morris’s younger brother sells newspapers.
Schleppers don’t count as factory workers, so the big bosses can
hire the little kids.”

A beer cart trotted past the girls and splashed dirty slush on
Connie’s coat.

“I can’t wait to wake up at a normal hour and not spend my
lunch hour mucking through the snow to punch down dough
while listening to dotty bakers just to save a few pennies.”

The trio turned the corner and walked on the sidewalk,
where the storekeepers had shoveled a path. The wind did not
blow in their faces on this block.

Margaret reached the basement door first. She brushed the
snow from the handle and lifted it. Connie shuffled inside.
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“Are the Goldbergs dotty?” Lily asked Margaret.
Margaret rolled her eyes. “No, that’s just Connie talking.”
“Margaret, do you want to quit school and wake up at normal

hours and work in a factory?”
Margaret’s face softened. “It doesn’t matter what I want.”
“But do you?”
Margaret gave Lily a gentle nudge and followed her down the

basement steps.
“No.”
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CHAPTER 7

T H E  S E C R E T

THE REMAINDER of the afternoon plodded. Lily recited the
three and four multiplication tables with the class and carefully
looped letters on the blackboard. While Miss Triptree read a
poem in her dull tone, Lily’s thoughts drifted back to the bakery.

She had sat quietly on the stool, watching Margaret push the
raised mound down in the bowl. Yeasty sighs puffed. Big John
and Donny banged and pounded their thick dough on the table.
Connie gossiped in Sicilian about two girls in their class. On and
on she talked about how they cheated and tried to get on the
teacher’s good side. Lily was fascinated.

Margaret kneaded and shaped her dough into a light and airy
mound. Connie humphed and groaned at the weight of her
dough in between her prattling.

“Fold the dough to the middle, Connie,” instructed
Margaret. “You don’t need any more flour.”

“I’m trying,” said Connie, placing her aching hands on her
hips. “Aren’t you concerned that Agnes and Maude are the
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teacher’s pet and they can get the rest of us in trouble at any
time.”

“No,” said Margaret, finishing Connie’s kneading.
“There they go again, Donny,” said Big John. “The greasy gals

go on talking in gibberish.” Donny agreed with his half smile.
Margaret shaped Connie’s dough into a round mound. She

took a knife from the warming tray and carved the letter M on
her loaf. Connie swizzled a C on the top of hers. The girls
smeared lard on the tops and placed their bread on a tray and
back onto the warming shelf.

“They need to rise again,” explained Margaret to Lily. “Mr.
Goldberg will bake them, and we will pick them up after school.”

The girls left the basement through the bakery shop stairs.
Lily stuck her tongue out at the back of Big John’s and Donny’s
heads again while they wrestled their dough into a round loaf.

Mrs. Goldberg had three Knot Surprises waiting for them.
Lily attempted her imagined curtsy with arms raised high as she
twirled. She would have fallen into the glass counter if Margaret
had not caught her arm. Connie laughed.

“Good try,” said Mrs. Goldberg, lightly clapping her hands.
“Hold head straight.”

“We have to get back to school,” said Margaret. “Let’s go,
prima donna.”

The classroom radiator spewed hot steam creating a stuffy room.
Coats were shed and hung on the wall pegs. Miss Triptree
frequently took out her handkerchief to clean her glasses. Beads
of sweat dotted her thick nose and upper lip. Lily’s eyes weighed
heavy with daydreams. Just when it seemed impossible to stay
awake, Miss Triptree slapped the ruler on her desk, then pointed
at Hans Schlicter and Leo Diamantopoulos. The class froze.

“You boys climb up on the ledge and open the window.”
Hans and Leo were bigger and older boys in the 4-B class.
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Both had arrived in America a week after the New Year on the
same ship and lived in the same tenement on Walker Street.
Even though they spoke different languages, they became fast
friends. Miss Triptree gestured to the windows. The big boys
lifted the heavy sills. Cold air blew in, cutting through the
stifling heat.

“Class, stand up!” ordered Miss Triptree. Everyone obeyed.
Miss Triptree stood by the window, dabbing her forehead, nose
and upper lip.

“Breathe in!” she ordered. A collective breath sucked in the
cool air. “Breathe out!” The whole class sighed. “Again, class,
revive your lungs.”

Lily was tempted to show off Mrs. Goldberg’s ballerina
stretches. Before she folded down like a rag doll, she stopped
and felt her sore knuckles throb. Miss Triptree would not
appreciate the interpretation. Instead, Lily stood with the rest of
her class, breathing in the winter air. After a few breaths, Miss
Triptree ordered the children to sit down. She gestured for Hans
and Leo to close the windows.

Finally, the three o’clock bell dismissed the school. Margaret
and Connie stood waiting for Lily at the ‘Girls’ door.

“Let’s go,” said Connie. “I need to get the bread and hurry
home to watch the baby brats. Mama is delivering those ugly
fake flowers to Vaccaro’s. The new husband is proving to be a
bum.”

Margaret fumbled with her peacoat buttons. “Go ahead,”
she said. “I forgot to return Betta’s book. Come with me,
Lily.”

Connie shrugged and joined a group of girls. Margaret pulled
Lily to the hallway and into an alcove.

“Hey, I’m coming,” said Lily.
“I have to tell you something.” Margaret’s voice was low and

grave. Her dark eyes bore into Lily. “You must promise on your
heart never ever to tell anyone.”

Lily nodded. Margaret never confided in her before.
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“And that includes your friend Nelly and not a word to
Connie or Betta.”

Lily nodded again. “What is it?”
“And Papa. And especially Mama. They must not know. No

one, Lily, I am serious.”
Lily’s bright blue eyes widened. How could Mama and Papa

not know? How could there be a secret in the tenement’s tight
spaces? Everyone knew everyone’s business—how much coal you
used, what was cooking, how long you took in the toilet closet.

“I promise with all my heart, Margaret,” said Lily. “I hope to
die if I tell.”

Margaret pulled Lily closer. “You will die if you ever tell. I
mean business, Lily.”

“I promise. I swear.”
Swearing was higher than a promise. It was very bad to break

a swear because God heard it.
Margaret sucked in a deep breath and blurted, “The

Goldbergs charge the other kids three cents for Daily Bread. I
pay two cents.”

Lily’s eyes popped open. Margaret sucked in another breath.
“Mama gives me three cents a day. I pay two cents and save a

penny every day.”
Lily stood stunned.
“And with the bakery deliveries and errands I do on Saturday,

I’ve saved over thirty dollars for almost two years now,” said
Margaret.

“That’s stealing, Margaret,” said Lily, “stealing from Mama!”
“No,” said Margaret, “of course not. If I was working, Mama

would let me keep an allowance. Betta gets an allowance for her
sewing. I earn a penny a day for all the work I do.”

“Do the Goldbergs know?” asked Lily.
“Yes,” said Margaret. “Mr. Goldberg suggested it. He can’t

afford a bookkeeper. It’s our barter.”
Lily wasn’t sure what barter meant, but she nodded,

pretending she understood.
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“I put a penny a week for church so God won’t be angry at
me,” said Margaret. “The rest I save. I have a secret hiding place
for the money. I won’t tell you where it is.”

“What will you do with the money?” asked Lily.
“I’m saving it,” said Margaret. “I want to stay in school. I

want to learn to be a somebody instead of just another worker or
someone’s wife. I could be a secretary in an important business
or an accountant. I want to wear nice clothes and do my hair like
a lady and work in a clean, quiet office. If I have the money,
Mama will see I can bring in a little money while I finish school.”

Lily’s eyes began to fill with tears. Mama would be so angry—
Papa too, but mostly Mama. Lily did not want to think about the
horrible words and the beating Margaret would get if Mama
found out. She wiped a tear from her cheek.

“I will keep your secret, Margaret. You can trust me.”
Margaret hugged Lily into her coat. “You’re a good kid, Lily.”
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CHAPTER 8

R A T F A C E

MARGARET AND LILY walked arm and arm on the cleared

sidewalk. Lily’s head swam with the secret. She had never held a

valuable secret. She and Nelly told each other little snippets of

neighborhood and school gossip, but never did she know

something that could affect a person’s life. Margaret’s secret

could get her in very big trouble. Nelly’s cousin Josefina was sent

away to a girls’ home in Queens for smoking cigarettes with

boys. Keeping money from Mama and Papa could send Margaret

away as well. Margaret might be sour and bossy, but Lily

shuddered at the thought of losing her.

The wind was not as fierce, but a sharp chill blew through

Lily’s coat. Puddles of snow and ice leaked through her shoes.

People scurried along the sidewalk and street, making up for the

lost time earlier in the day. Margaret navigated across Canal

Street and through the crowds.

Suddenly, Big John pushed into Margaret. Donny came from

behind Lily and shoved her. Margaret stumbled forward, but

quickly caught her balance and grabbed Lily.

The boys ran down the street. Big John yelled, “Watch where

you’re walking, ugly rat face.”
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“Brute!” shouted Margaret, shaking her fist at the runaway

boys. She turned to Lily. “Are you okay?”

Queasy fear made Lily’s stomach flip. Not one person in the

crowd stopped to help them. Her voice trembled. “Why did

those mean boys call us names?”

“They are calling me names, not you,” said Margaret. She

locked Lily’s arm to hers and began walking again.

“You don’t look like a rat,” said Lily. Margaret pulled Lily

close to a tenement stoop and stopped to adjust Lily’s coat.

Strangers flowed past them. Lily noticed that Margaret’s long

nose was red and runny with snot. Her dark eyes, rimmed red,

looked into Lily’s bright blue eyes.

“You’re not ugly, Margaret,” said Lily.

“But I’m not pretty.”
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CHAPTER 9

A  H A P P Y  W E E K

Tuesday–Saturday, February 21–25, 1911

EACH MORNING, Lily awakened as soon as Margaret stirred from
the bedroll. The day had not dawned yet. Lily quickly dressed,
picked up her notebook, and kissed Mama and Papa good-bye.
Betta had brushed and tightly braided Lily’s hair the night
before, forgoing the morning brushing. Lily pulled on her coat
while following Margaret down the stairs. At the bottom of the
stoop, Margaret helped her close the clumsy buttons while Lily
tugged on mittens and pulled on her green knit hat.

Here we go!
It’s not so cold!

Where’s a" that do#one snow?

“Watch your mouth, Lily!” said Margaret. “There’s no time
for games or songs.”

Since the sidewalk was clear of snow and ice, Lily challenged
Margaret to a hopping race.

“I bet I can beat you hopping to the corner without
stopping,” said Lily.
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“No!”
When they turned the corner and the wind blew against the

girls, Lily pretended to beat the cold blasts with punching fists,
forging a path to the next street.

“You look ridiculous,” said Margaret.
Each morning, Mrs. Goldberg met Lily at the bottom of the

basement steps. Her cheeks sparkled with sugar, and her voice
sounded like a song.

“Pretty child. Practice stretches?” asked Mrs. Goldberg on
her tippy-toes.

“Yes, Mrs. Goldberg,” said Lily with a mirrored tippy-toe
stretch. “I practice with my friend, Nelly, and my little sister, Gigi.”

“Magnific!” said Mrs. Goldberg. She twirled on her right toes.
Lily attempted to copy, but her feet tangled. She caught her
balance before falling in a heap.

“Come, Anca,” said Mr. Goldberg. “Business first.”
Lily daydreamed about Mrs. Goldberg during grammar

lessons and borrowing numbers for subtraction. Perhaps Mrs.
Goldberg was really a prima ballerina in Russia, not a
seamstress’s granddaughter. Perhaps she was a star with elegant
hands and dizzying twirls, wearing ballet slippers and flowing
costumes. Perhaps Mr. Goldberg caught her in midair, safe in his
strong arms. Maybe they lived a storybook life in Russia.

Margaret offered no information about the Goldbergs’
Russian life. All she knew was that they were poor bakers from a
poor village and were driven out by the Russian Cossacks, like
many other unlucky Jewish people. Luckily for the Goldbergs,
they had cousins—the rabbi’s family who lived in New York City
and sponsored their passage to America. Mrs. Goldberg could
not have been a Russian ballerina.

Even Connie dismissed the theory that the Goldbergs were
ballet dancers.

“She is just dotty,” said Connie, “She lives in her make-believe
world.”
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But Lily’s daydream was merrier than listening to reason.
After school, Lily walked with Margaret to the bakery. By

then, Mrs. Goldberg’s headscarf had fallen to the back of her
neck, freeing golden tendrils around her glowing face. Lily
watched Mrs. Goldberg wait on customers. The enchanting
smile remained bright, and laughter infected everyone in the
shop. Mrs. Goldberg made the bakery feel like a magical
fairyland.

After school, Margaret stayed behind to help Mrs. Goldberg
count out the cash drawer, add up the tabs, and tally the
supplies. Lily brought Margaret’s Daily Bread home each
afternoon. She promised to stay on the sidewalks to Mott Street.
Nelly met Lily on the stairs outside of the second-floor
apartment. She called to her nonna that she was going to Lily’s.
The pounding sound of a heavy iron carried with the
grandmother’s deep voice instructing Nelly not be in the way.

“Nonna has big orders to press this week,” explained Nelly.
Lily showed her friend the latest Daily Bread. Nelly ran her

finger over the M on top of the round loaf and breathed in the
deliciousness.

“I will soon be tall enough to bake bread like Margaret,” said
Lily.

“It will be years before I can reach the table,” said Nelly. She
stood on a step above Lily, but her height was below Lily’s nose.
The girls hopped up to the fourth floor, where Gigi waited for
them at the Taglias’ door.

Usually, Mama had errands and chores for Lily and Nelly.
Sometimes Mama needed the girls to buy an onion from the
vegetable man on the corner or deliver the collars and cuffs to
the downstairs tenement home factory. Keeping Gigi out of the
way was always on the list.

“Bundle her up. Go outside and don’t go in the street!” said
Mama. While they buttoned Gigi’s coat and wrapped her in
scarves, the girls relayed their day to Betta, who was starved for
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local gossip while sewing collars and shoulder pads in the waning
light.

“Don’t let go of Gigi’s hand,” said Mama. “Play by the stoop
so Betta can see you from the window. Don’t go into the street.
And don’t forget to bring down the coal pail for Margaret to fill.”

Once their errands were completed, they played patsy in a
sidewalk clearing. Lily showed Nelly and Gigi Mrs. Goldberg’s
stretching exercises. They pretended to be ballerinas twirling in
a patsy box and leaping into the next. They waved to Betta
watching them from the fourth-floor window. When Margaret
returned home, Lily took Margaret’s books. Margaret filled the
pail with coal from the basement bin.

Gigi ran up the stairs ahead of the big girls and waited for
them on each floor landing. Nelly and Lily sang their stair-
climbing song while Gigi clapped to the beat.

One Two Three Four
Can you hop a little more?

Five, Six, Seven, Eight
Hurry up! Don’t be late

Nine, Ten, Eleven, Twelve
Almost there, Let’s not dwelve.

Margaret held the pail steady in one hand and her long skirt
in the other as she ascended.

“Dwelve is not a word,” said Margaret.
“We are free to make up any word we want,” said Lily.
“We live in America, home of the free,” said Nelly.
“Free,” parroted Gigi.
When Margaret reached the floor landing, Nelly, Lily, and

Gigi clapped and chanted,

Swing
Swing

Swing that heavy thing!
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Margaret swung the heavy pail to her opposite hand, picked
up her skirt with her free hand, and began the next flight of
stairs.

“You are silly little kids,” said Margaret. Lily knew she did
not mean to scold. There was a trace of a smile on Margaret’s
face.

Saturday was the Jewish Sabbath. Many of the bakery
customers did not leave their homes or do chores on the
Sabbath. It was a day of prayer and reflection. Lily thought it
was a cruel way to worship. It was hard enough to spend an
hour praying and being quiet during Sunday Mass. A whole day
would be torture.

The Goldbergs were not devoted Jews. Since they did not
have Christian apprentices, nor could they afford to close for
one day, they baked bread for the neighborhood. In the
afternoon, Margaret delivered bread to the Jewish families with
Aaron. They each carried a basket filled with challah bread.
Margaret was not allowed to knock on the doors or speak to the
customers. She had a list of orders written on a paper bag. She
kept track of the deliveries and gave the bread to Aaron, who
handed the bread to the customer. Margaret stayed in a dark
corner marking the list. Aaron would tip his hat at the customer
until the door closed on his pumpkin-smile face.

Mr. Goldberg paid Margaret a coin or two for the deliveries.
There were apples or cheese on the Taglia dinner table on
Saturday nights. Lily wondered how much delivery money
Margaret kept.

It was a happy week for Lily watching the Daily Bread
baking. The bakery was warm and smelled wonderful. Mr.
Goldberg had a kind voice, and Aaron’s pumpkin smile erased
his simpleton nature. Even Big John’s and Donny’s barbs and
mean stares dissolved while Lily watched Margaret mix, knead,
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and shape the bread. Lily knew Margaret did not want her there;
but in the bakery, even Margaret’s attitude softened.

The best part of baking Daily Bread was Mrs. Goldberg. By
the end of that first week, Lily truly believed Mrs. Goldberg was
magical.
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CHAPTER 10

T H E  R A B B I

Monday, midday, February 27, 1911

THE BASEMENT SMELLED as warm as it did in the morning, but a
cold shiver crept up Lily’s back. Mr. Goldberg stood next to the
oven, talking to a man dressed in a dark overcoat and a big fur
hat. He had a long white beard, and one long white side curl on
each side of his head.

“The rabbi,” whispered Connie.
Mr. Goldberg wiped his thick brow and bearded face while

nodding to the rabbi. The men spoke softly in Yiddish. Aaron
quietly swept the floor.

Margaret pulled her bowl from the shelf and removed the
cloth. The dough had risen into a golden mound high above the
rim. Connie’s dough did not rise as high but looked just as
smooth and golden as Margaret’s.

“Sit,” said Margaret. Lily obeyed and shimmed herself onto
the stool next to the baking table.

Margaret and Connie dumped their doughs onto the flour-
dusted table. Margaret pushed into her mound, releasing a yeasty
sigh. She pulled the edges up and over the flattened middle, and
pushed again. Her hands came away clean.
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Connie huffed and puffed with each push. Her dough pulled
away sticky. She sprinkled in more flour.

“Not too much, Connie,” whispered Margaret in Sicilian. “It
will get too heavy and not rise enough.” Connie nodded. Beads
of sweat collected on her forehead.

Lily marveled at Margaret’s rhythm: push-pull, push-pull.
Lily hummed to herself.

It’s a baking day

With a push-uh and a pu"-uh,

Bread breathes and grows

With a push-uh and a pu"-uh.

With a humph-uh and an umph-uh, bread—

“Stop it!” snapped Margaret. “No singing!”
Mr. Goldberg and the rabbi stared at Lily, and Aaron stopped

sweeping. Lily had not realized she was singing out loud.
“Ach! She can’t help it,” said Mrs. Goldberg. She seemed to

have just appeared. She floated to Lily and held her hands.
“Artist she is, like me.” She held Lily’s arms up high, then twirled
two complete rotations without faltering.

“Amazing,” thought Lily, “a magical ballerina is right here in
the bakery basement.”

“Anca!” shouted Mr. Goldberg.
Mrs. Goldberg’s magic disappeared as she looked toward her

husband and rabbi.
“Ach! Good afternoon, Rabbi,” said Mrs. Goldberg, adjusting

her scarf and tucking the stray hairs inside.
“Anca,” said Mr. Goldberg, “who watches the till?”
“I need bread. Upstairs.”
“Aaron,” called Mr. Goldberg, “bring tray upstairs.” Aaron

stood his broom on the wall and retrieved a large tray only half
filled with loaves.

“Stay upstairs, Anca,” said Mr. Goldberg. His voice was stern.
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Mrs. Goldberg’s shoulders shuddered. She put her hands over
her sugared cheeks as she climbed the steps to the bakery. Aaron
followed.

The rabbi’s voice grew louder. He gestured toward the stairs,
then at Margaret and Connie. He slapped his hand on his leg and
pointed to Lily. Lily did not know Yiddish but understood that
the rabbi was angry.

Big John and Donny shoved and laughed their way into the
basement. The rabbi glared at the boys as they shook the snow
off their coats and stomped their shoes.

“You’re late! Get to work!” said Mr. Goldberg. “No
nonsense!”

Big John and Donny shrugged. They retrieved their bowls
and joined Margaret and Connie at the baking table. Their
mounds barely rose up to the rim of their bowls.

“What’s eating him?” asked Big John. The rabbi continued
his tirade.

“Just be quiet,” said Margaret. She patted her round loaf and
then carved an M initial on top.

“Stand up, Lily,” whispered Margaret. “Follow me. Do not
look at the rabbi or Mr. Goldberg. Don’t say a word.”

“Can I—”
“Shush!”
Lily nodded. Connie placed the two loaves on a tray, smeared

lard on the tops and draped towels over them. She brought the
bowls to wash in the sink. Lily followed Margaret carrying the
tray to the warming shelf. Connie and Margaret took off their
aprons and retrieved the coats and shawls. Lily looked back at
Big John and Donny punching their dough with fists. She could
see the sly snicker on Big John’s face. She decided not to stick
her tongue out at them today. The girls slipped up the stairs to
the bakery.

The rabbi’s voice traveled up the stairs and muffled through
the closed door. Aaron was carefully arranging the bread in the
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glass case. As the girls buttoned their coats, Mrs. Goldberg came
through the heavy curtains that divided the bakery and the
Goldbergs’ living quarters. Her scarf was tied tightly around her
head, keeping every golden strand hidden. She wrung her hands
in her apron. Her eyes were rimmed red, and the sugar was
washed clean from her cheeks.

There were no customers. Margaret slid behind the glass case
and opened the register. She quickly organized the few bills,
notes, and coins, then shut the drawer.

“I will go through the register after school, Mrs. Goldberg,”
said Margaret in a gentle voice. “It will be okay.” Mrs. Goldberg
nodded as Margaret made her way from behind the glass case.
Lily pulled on her mittens. The bell above the door tinkled as
the girls left the bakery. The snow had stopped, but it was still
biting cold.

“What is going on, Margaret?” asked Connie. She pulled her
shawl over her head.

Margaret held Lily’s arm.
“I don’t know. It looks like the rabbi is not happy with the

way Mr. Goldberg bakes bread, or us baking bread, or Mrs.
Goldberg. The original baker was the rabbi’s brother. The
Goldbergs are their cousins or second cousins, something like
that. The rabbi’s brother sponsored the Goldbergs to come to
America.”

“I don’t think Mr. Goldberg was ever a baker,” said Connie.
“He lied?” asked Lily.
“Maybe exaggerated,” said Margaret. “He is a swell carpenter

though. Mr. Goldberg built all of the counters, tables, and cases
in the bakery. The old baker liked him. Mrs. Goldberg helped
the wife take care of their two little boys. She loves children
even though she doesn’t have any. Mrs. Goldberg came up with
the idea to get kids in the neighborhood to bake bread.”

“My brother and cousin were one of the first kids to bake
Daily Bread,” said Connie. “Buying bread for three cents is still a
big help.”
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“But then the old baker died, and his wife left with the
children for Chicago to marry another man,” said Margaret. “Mr.
Goldberg is now the baker, but the rabbi owns it. He expects the
rent to be paid on time and in full.”

“Mita Cohen says he is very strict and doesn’t like others to
be involved in Jewish business,” said Connie. “He doesn’t want
Jews mixing with others.”

“The Goldbergs don’t believe that. They are nice and like
everyone,” said Lily.

“You can’t run a business just because you are nice,” said
Margaret.

Lily thought about Margaret’s words. A business run by nice
people was better than a grouchy shop. The Messina grocers
were always friendly to everyone. They waved, helped customers,
and let people run a tab without a fee until payday. Lily didn’t
like going to the shoe cobbler. He and his wife were always
bickering. They snapped at customers and demanded payments
before finishing their work.

“When the old baker died, the rabbi told Mr. Goldberg not
to waste time and money on sweet treats,” said Connie. “No one
has money to spend on such extras.”

“But Mrs. Goldberg can’t help herself to bake the Knot
Surprises,” said Margaret. “Mr. Goldberg blames her artist heart
that needs to find joy in small things, like baking Knot Surprises
for children and ballerina twirling.”

“That makes sense,” said Lily. “Maybe that’s why I have to
sing all of the time. I must have an artist’s heart too.”

“Or more likely it’s because you are as dotty as Mrs.
Goldberg,” said Connie with a wink.

Suddenly, Margaret’s shoulder was pulled back. She caught a
lamppost, saving the fall. It was Aaron. He held a small bag, but
looked terrified that he almost caused a catastrophe. He shoved
the bag into Lily’s mitten hand, turned, and ran back to the
bakery.

Connie brushed snow off of Margaret’s coat. “Are you okay?”
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“Fine, fine,” said Margaret. “He doesn’t realize his strength.
He didn’t mean harm.”

Lily looked into the bag. Three small Knot Surprises looked
up at her.
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CHAPTER 11

T H E  S A D N E S S

Monday a!ernoon, February 27, 1911

MARGARET AND LILY turned the corner to the front of the
bakery. They slowed their pace when they spotted Big John and
Donny leaving the bakery with their misshapen Daily Breads
under their arms. Lily decided she hated Big John and Donny.
They were mean brutes. When the boys headed in the opposite
direction, the girls picked up their pace.

The little bell above the door tinkled. The bakery was empty
except for Mr. Goldberg, holding his head in one hand while
shuffling through papers in the other.

“Mr. Goldberg?” asked Margaret.
“Ach, girls!” said Mr. Goldberg, lifting his head. “I look at

receipts and . . .”
“I usually ask Mrs. Goldberg to help read her writing,” said

Margaret.
“Not well,” said Mr. Goldberg. “Today she, she . . .”
The bell tinkled, introducing a wide woman layered in as

many clothes as she could own. Mr. Goldberg stood up and put
on his friendliest smile.

“Ach, Mrs. Zimmerman. I wonder when you come.”
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“The snow, Mr. Goldberg,” said the waddling woman. “The
world will end under ice. Forget fire. Ice will kill us all!”

“Ach, Mrs. Zimmerman, your warm spirit will melt such a
doomsday,” said Mr. Goldberg.

The lady jiggled with laughter. “Such a charmer, Mr.
Goldberg.”

“I’ll be right with you, Mrs. Zimmerman,” said Mr. Goldberg.
He turned to Margaret. “Could you look at these?”

“Of course,” said Margaret. Mr. Goldberg smiled a thank you,
then slipped behind the counter to wait on Mrs. Zimmerman.

Margaret took off her coat and picked up the pile of tabs.
She tsked as she began to sort.

Margaret was too busy to notice Lily slide behind the curtain.
The room was shrouded in heated darkness. Lily unbuttoned her
coat while her eyes adjusted. She could make out a small table and
three wooden chairs in the middle of the room. A metal sink
stood on a side wall, and a coal stove sat along the middle of the
wall. Steam streamed from a kettle. There was a cot neatly fitted
beside the oven. Perhaps Aaron slept there. A case of shelves lined
the back wall. It held short stacks of dishes, bowls, and cups. Mrs.
Goldberg sat in a wooden chair next to the shelves, staring into
the darkness. She held her shoulders and back straight and folded
her hands in her lap. A dark headscarf carefully covered her hair.

“Mrs. Goldberg, Mrs. Goldberg. It’s me, Lily Taglia.”
Lily knelt in front of Mrs. Goldberg and held her hands.
“Mrs. Goldberg, your hands are freezing.” Mrs. Goldberg

remained as silent as stone. “Mrs. Goldberg, I am sorry you are
not feeling well,” continued Lily, gently rubbing the cold hands.
“I am sorry you are feeling sad. When my sister Betta feels sad, I
sing her a song. She always smiles and says my songs cheer her
from melancholy. I don’t know what melancholy is, but it must
be serious because Betta is always sick with something.” Mrs.
Goldberg did not blink.

“I made up this song—well, most of it. My best friend Nelly
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helped. I don’t know where the tune comes from. Maybe you
know it, Mrs. Goldberg.” Lily rubbed the cold hands again and
took in a quiet breath.

Spring is near, the green wi" soon appear.

Flowers bloom, the pink, the red, and pretty blue.

Hold my hand—we’" walk in colors oh so grand

If you’re with me, then spring wi" forever be.

Lily saw a trail of a tear fall on Mrs. Goldberg’s shadowed
cheek. “Tchaikovsky,” she whispered.

“What?” asked Lily. “Is that the song?”
Mrs. Goldberg grasped Lily’s hands and blinked her green

eyes. Her stone face softened to a familiar smile. “Tchaikovsky’s
Sleeping Beauty in Woods. Famous music. Famous ballet.” She lifted
her hand under Lily’s chin. It did not feel as cold. “Sweet
songbird.”

“Songbird. That’s what my papa calls me,” said Lily.
“Lily! What are you doing here!” shouted Margaret. Lily

jumped to her feet.
“Anca, are you back, Anca?” said Mr. Goldberg, pulling Mrs.

Goldberg to her feet.
“Simon, this sweet child is artist. Wonderful to know artists

again,” said Mrs. Goldberg.
Mr. Goldberg embraced his wife. “My Anca, you’ve come

back to me,” he sobbed.
Mrs. Goldberg’s arms wrapped around her husband as she

buried her face in his neck. “Oh, Simon, my brave hero.”
Again, never had Lily seen a couple show affection toward

each other. “They must truly be in love,” she thought.
Margaret pulled Lily back into the bakery shop. She handed

Lily the Daily Bread with the letter M scored on the top. “Take
this home,” said Margaret. “Tell Mama I will be home by
suppertime.”
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“What happened, Margaret? Why did Mr. Goldberg say she
came back? Where did she go?”

“Go home, Lily,” repeated Margaret.
“And why does Mrs. Goldberg say he is her hero? What did

he do to be her hero?”
“Don’t make me crazy, Lily. Go home! Stay on the sidewalk.”
“But—”
“Go, Lily. I will explain later,” said Margaret.
“Really?”
“Yes, now go!”
“Promise?”
Margaret hesitated and set her mouth in a tight line.

“Promise.”
“You swear?”
“Don’t make me crazy, Lily. Go!”
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CHAPTER 12

H O M E

LILY RUSHED HOME, slipping through frozen puddles, holding
onto the golden loaf with one arm and her books with the other.
Daylight dimmed through the clouds and congested buildings.
Street vendors hawked the last of their goods; and bundles of
people waddled to their home, or the next shift, or a warm
corner in an alley. Lily almost collided into Strega Bocchino, the
midwife and healer.

“Scusami, Signora Bocchino,” said Lily. The old woman held
onto Lily’s arm. Only her hooked nose and unmatched eyes
peered out of her wrapped shawl. Lily could not help but shiver
at the strega’s one crystal-blue eye and one amber-yellow eye. The
old woman was a witch. Lily was sure of it.

“Taglia child,” croaked the old woman, “go home.” Lily
nodded as she shook the grip from her arm.

“Good evening, little lady,” called out Mr. Russo. “Hurry
inside and dry those wet feet.” Mr. Russo was the janitor of three
tenements on Mott Street. He was leaning on the shovel while
laughing with the scissor man. Lily stepped up onto the slushy
stoop. Mr. Russo was a short, thick man with large hands and a
big round head. Lily liked how his full cheeks spread over his
face when he smiled and laughed, which was most of the time.
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His jovial spirit made up for his slow work. Mama was quicker at
unclogging a toilet and repairing a loose doorknob. As Lily
opened the heavy door to the tenement, she heard Mr. Russo
scrape the sidewalk and say to the scissor man, “It’s my job to
know all of my tenants, even the little brats.”

Lily began her climb to the fourth floor. Her feet stung from
the cold with each step. The light bulbs in the stairway and halls
were still missing. Mama said, “The gaslights were more useful
than the electric lights.” Mr. Russo told Mama she could not
stop progress. The looming dark made the climb spookier. Each
floor had four three-room flats—two faced the street, and two
faced the back alley and a similar building on the next street. All
the residents on each floor shared one toilet closet. The staircase
reeked of rotting food, damp laundry, pee and poop.

“The toilets must be clogged again,” thought Lily.
Lily could hear voices and baby cries behind closed doors.

Noise lingered in the hall and stairwell. Suddenly a clamoring of
heavy steps tumbled above. Lily leaned into the wall halfway up
to the third floor. She heard a foot slip while another set jumped.
Joe and Tony Sbrozzi rumbled down the stairs. Joe, sixteen-
years-old, took two steps at a time. Thirteen-year-old Tony beat
him to the third-floor landing by sliding down the banister. Joe
shoved his little brother to the floor, then raced away. Echoes of
his stomps and laughter lingered. Tony scrambled to his feet,
tipped his hat to Lily, then ran after his big brother.

The Sbrozzi brothers lived in a fifth-floor flat with their
papa, who let them fend for themselves since he seldom worked
and drank away most of his earnings. Lily had not visited the
Sbrozzi apartment since their older sister, Rosa, and brother-in-
law moved out with their three children. Mama said the home
was a pigsty since Rosa left and forbade her daughters to go
upstairs. Joe worked odd jobs, looking for something that would
bring in big money.

“I don’t want to know that boy’s business,” said Papa. “I don’t
need to know.”
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Papa had a softer heart for Tony. Lily liked him too. Tony
would bring messages and run a dinner pail for Papa if he worked
a second shift. Mama always had a slice of bread with jam thickly
smeared on top or a swallow or two of a quick egg, pepper and
onion sandwich. Tony was always hungry. He walked Nelly and
her to school in the morning since Margaret was at the bakery.
Lily and Nelly laughed and giggled when he made up sillier
words to their made-up songs.

“My version is catchier,” teased Tony.
Sometimes Lily liked to imagine Tony as her big brother. A

strong boy who was kind and fun and would watch out for her.
Someone nicer than Margaret.

Only when Lily walked into her family’s front flat did the air
clear and warmth envelope her shivering body. Mama stood by
the stove stirring a pot of thick pea soup and holding her hip to
balance a bulging belly with her free hand. A lone light bulb hung
from the ceiling draped with a worn linen shade, casting a yellow
shadow in the kitchen. Lily closed the door to the hallway,
shutting out the dark and the English words. Home invaded her
nose and chased the chills.

Mama kept their home spotlessly clean. The floors, walls,
and shelves were free of crumbs, grime or dust. Spiders gave up
trying to keep a web in any corner, and the rats that plagued
other flats never dared peek their snout into the Taglias’ home.
Mama had killed several rats when the family first moved into
the tenement when Lily was a baby. She left them at Russo’s
door. Lily believed the rat world was deathly afraid of Mama and
her Sicilian curses. They would not dare trespass. Margaret said
that it was more likely there was nothing to scavenge since she
and Mama kept the flat so clean. There was no such thing as
Sicilian curses in America.

Lily hung her coat on a wall peg. Mama tapped her wooden
spoon on the side of the pot and placed it on a plate.

“There you are,” said Mama in Sicilian dialect. Lily sat on the
cot beside the coal stove. Mama took off Lily’s shoes and
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stockings and placed them on the line hanging over the stove.
She covered Lily’s legs with a crocheted blanket and draped a
shawl over her shoulders.

“Grazie, Mama,” said Lily, handing over the bread.
Mama leaned her nose to the top of the loaf and took in a

deep breath.
“Bene,” she breathed.
Gigi bounced from the front room and cuddled up next to

Lily.
“Lily home! Lily home!” said Gigi. Lily hugged her little

sister. She must have been lonely with Mama cleaning and
cooking and Betta sewing all day. Mama didn’t let her play with
the Murphy children across the hall, and it was too cold to go
outside.

“Hello, Lily,” called Betta from the front room.
“Hello, Betta,” Lily called back. “Margaret has your book.”
Lily stretched her neck to peer through the window between

the kitchen and the front room. Betta was sitting in front of the
street window straining to finish the last few stitches in the dim
light. A thick shawl covered her shoulders. She wore fingerless
gloves in an attempt to keep her thin hands warm.

“Play, Lily, play with Gigi,” said Gigi.
Mama handed Lily a mug of hot water steeped with fennel

seeds. Lily wrapped her hands around the mug and carefully blew
the steam.

“Let Lily get warm,” said Mama. She held Lily’s face with
both hands and stroked under her jawline, checking for fever or
swollen glands. Satisfied, she kissed the top of Lily’s mussed hair.

Gigi cuddled closer to Lily. “I keep you warm, Lily,” she said.
Lily smiled in her cup.

“Where’s Margherita?” asked Mama, picking up the wooden
spoon to resume her stirring.

“She will be home by suppertime. She’s helping with the tabs.
Mrs. Goldberg was not well. She just sat in a chair, staring into
the dark.”
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“What happened?” asked Betta, walking into the kitchen.
Betta stood taller next to Mama, holding her hands out to the
stove’s heat. Betta’s copper-red hair was neatly combed in one
braid that fell to the middle of her back. Her blue eyes, the same
bright blue as Lily’s and Papa’s, flashed against the hollow of her
ghostly complexion. Although she was taller, her thin arms and
face were in stark contrast to Mama’s strength that defined her
frame.

“I don’t know,” said Lily. “She was upset when the rabbi
came, and Mr. Goldberg scolded her for leaving the register.”

“Rabbi? Why was the rabbi there?” asked Betta.
“I couldn’t understand them,” said Lily. “They spoke Yiddish

and—”
“No,” said Mama, smacking the wooden spoon against the

pot. “It is not your business to know.”
Betta coughed into her handkerchief, then sat down next to

Gigi. Gigi patted her small hand on Betta’s back. Mama returned
to her stirring. The sisters knew Mama was suspicious of most
people, especially those who did not speak the Sicilian dialect.
So many tongues bustled in the streets and shops—Greek,
German, Romanian, Italian, Yiddish, and Polish. The lilts of the
world shouted, called, and cried throughout the Lower East Side
of New York. Most of the people on Mott Street spoke two to
three languages. English was spoken by all of the immigrants
who had been in the neighborhood for some time.

All but Mama. She spoke only Sicilian. She talked with
women and haggled with street vendors only in her native
tongue. Although she had lived in America for almost ten years,
her English was limited to a few phrases. Mama wanted to keep
to the friendships she knew and the words she could understand.
Papa’s English was not much better. He claimed that he and
Mama were too old to learn new things. The daughters, however,
could converse in English and their home language. They spoke
to the vendors and shopkeepers beyond their Mott Street
neighborhood.
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“But I like Mrs. Goldberg,” said Lily. “She’s so nice. She gives
me a Knot Surprise even though I am just watching Margaret
bake bread. And she showed me exercises to grow taller. I think
she was a ballerina. She spins like a ballerina, like in the tin-
soldier story you read to us, Betta. She has an artist’s heart.”

Mama banged on the pot rim again. “Don’t be so nosy. Just
learn to bake bread.”

“But, Mama, she’s liked it when I sang to her,” said Lily. “She
was so sad and just stared in the dark. When I sang her a song,
she came back and was happy to see Mr. Goldberg and me.”

“Where did she go? What did you sing?” asked Betta.
“No singing to strangers!” said Mama, pointing the wooden

spoon at Lily.
Lily took another sip of fennel tea. She would whisper with

Betta later in the night.
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CHAPTER 13

T H E  N I G H T

MARGARET ARRIVED home as night settled on Mott Street. She
draped her damp stockings and shoes on the line. Betta was
happy to receive a new book, a collection of poems by Walt
Whitman. Lily set the table but was scolded when she skipped
across the room and tripped. A handful of spoons splayed on the
floor. Mama ladled hot pea soup into bowls for each of her
daughters and rationed a thick slice of bread. Lily sopped up the
remains of her soup with Margaret’s Daily Bread. She wondered
if she would ever be able to bake bread as light and tasty as
Margaret’s.

After supper, Betta cleared the table. Margaret washed
dishes. Lily dried.

“Dry one at a time,” said Margaret.
Mama left the pot of soup and bread for Papa on the outside

fire escape. Tony came to the door with a message that Papa was
working another shift. He slurped down a bowl of soup while
standing.

“Tony, I made up a new bread-baking song,” said Lily, “Want
to hear it?”

“Not now, little kid,” said Tony wiping his mouth with Lily’s
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dish rag, “I gotta get upstairs before my dad comes home. Maybe
tomorrow.”

“I’m not a little kid,” said Lily, closing the door behind Tony.
Margaret sat at the table, hunched over her homework.

Mama dropped into the couch and propped her swollen feet on a
wooden chair. She folded the basket of collars and cuffs. In the
morning, she planned to walk to the factory and deliver the
work. Betta sat in Papa’s big chair under a dim light wrapped in a
scrap-quilt blanket. Her pale lips silently spoke Walt Whitman’s
poems.

The wind beat the window. Another cover of snow fell on
Mott Street. Winter remained outside while the Taglia family
stayed warm and safe.

Next door, one of the Graziano brothers played a mandolin
and another strummed a guitar, filling the Taglias’ front room
with music. There were six or seven brothers who boarded with
Widow Georgio. They were always polite coming and going to
work and not using the toilet closet for a long time. Lily and Gigi
danced to the lively beat. Lily showed Gigi clumsy spins and
stretches she learned from Mrs. Goldberg. They giggled as they
tripped and made up steps to their dance.

Suddenly the happy music and giggling stopped. A loud voice
boomed up the stairwell and pounded on the Murphys’ door
across the hall. High-pitched screeches met the loud voice, and
children’s cries soon followed. A door was kicked open and
ricocheted back to the foot for another kick. The hollering and
cries grew louder. The neighbor next to the Murphys’ flat
banged on the wall. Didn’t they know their poor grandfather lay
paralyzed from a stroke and needed peace?

Mama latched and locked the front door, then returned to
the couch. Lily and Gigi snuggled on opposite sides of Mama. A
slight push from Mama’s belly leaned on Lily’s cheek. She
hummed a lullaby. It had been a very long time since Mama sang.
She seemed to have forgotten them. Lily vowed to sing to the
baby every day.
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Lately, Mama was short-tempered and impatient. Betta said
Mama was tired and she would feel better when the baby came
in the spring. Lily thought Mama was missing the sea air, fields,
and vineyards of her home on the other side of the ocean. Most
of all, she probably missed her mother and little sister. Every few
months, a letter from Mama’s sister, Zia Teresa, would arrive
from Sicily. Lily admired the beautiful loops and slant of her
aunt’s letters. She wrote to Mama about the news of their home
and the health of their old mama and asked about her nieces and
America. Mama did not read or write. She did not go to school,
unlike her little sister. Betta or Margaret read the letters aloud to
Mama. Everyone giggled when Zia Teresa referred to Mama as
“Cesca.” Only Papa occasionally called Mama Cesca. Otherwise,
she was known as Francesca, Signora Taglia, or Mama. Mama
would keep the letter in her apron pocket for days, wipe her eyes
and nose at the scribblings she could not decipher, then finally
have Betta or Margaret write long narratives about their life on
Mott Street. Even though Mama was surrounded by daughters
and Sicilian friends, her letters ached for her familiar home, her
old mama, and her sister. Lily would be sad, too, if she had to
move away from her sisters even when they were pesky, sick, and
bossy.

“No good comes from mixing a marriage,” said Mama, throwing
her head to the argument in the hallway. “That woman got what
she deserved for running away from her mama and marrying that
Irish bum.”

“They must have been so in love,” said Betta. “Love made
them want to marry and have those darling babies.”

“Love doesn’t pay rent or fill the bellies of those babies,” said
Mama. “Marriage is hard work. Look at your papa. He shapes-up
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at the docks every morning and takes more shifts. It is
dangerous work to empty and fill the ships every day, and
dangerous people surround him. He works hard for the money
that buys food and clothes and a roof for his family.”

“Doesn’t he do it for love?” asked Betta.
“It’s not the love in your stories,” said Mama. “It is what he

has to do, what a husband is expected to do. And I do what is
expected of a wife. A match was made. My father wanted my
husband to take care of me, and his mother wanted his wife to
give him children and keep a home. We met each other the day
before our wedding. It did not matter that I wanted to stay with
my mama and sister. I did what I had to do.”

Lily wanted to ask Mama if she loved Papa and if she loved
her daughters. But she kept silent. The baby inside Mama’s belly
gently rolled.

Mama nodded her head toward the front door. “That woman
is lazy,” she said. “She does not try to earn a few pennies. She
knows her husband spends whatever he earns on beer. He
doesn’t care that she begs her mother for a nickel. She’s lucky
her mother talks to her. Me? I’d mourn my daughter’s death if
she married outside the matchmaker’s pairing.” Mama looked
toward Margaret laboring over a long arithmetic problem.

“I just help Mr. Goldberg with his receipts. He lets me bake
bread so we can have bread for three cents a day instead of five,”
said Margaret, closing her book. “I don’t talk to any of the
customers.” Margaret measured her temper.

“Be sure, Margherita,” said Mama, pointing her chapped
finger. “Be sure you don’t like them so much. Be sure Liboria
knows her place.”

Lily was about to remind Mama that her name was Lily in
America, but Margaret’s lips exploded first.

“I told you she is just a little kid,” shouted Margaret. She
stood up from the table to leave the room, but Mama reached
over Gigi and grabbed Margaret’s arm.

“Be sure not to get into their troubles.”
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That night, the quarreling from the Murphys’ flat continued.
Lily and her sisters pushed the table against the wall and rolled
out their bedding from behind the couch. They stood outside
the toilet closet for each other, waiting a turn. Mama had
lavender soap ready to wash the day’s dirt and grime away in
their kitchen sink. Gigi, Betta, and Lily slipped under the covers
together. Margaret and Mama gently murmured in the kitchen.
While Betta combed out and re-braided Lily’s hair, Lily
whispered about Mrs. Goldberg’s twirling, the angry rabbi, and
how strange Mrs. Goldberg stared out in the dark.

“I wonder how Mr. Goldberg became her hero. It must be a
wonderful love story,” whispered Betta.

Muffled shouts and cries carried Lily to sleep. She did not
hear Margaret come to bed nor hear Mama unlatch and unlock
the door for Papa.

Morning had not yet dawned when Margaret shook Lily.
“Get up,” she said.
Lily dressed in the dark. She walked into the kitchen and saw

Papa sitting on a chair next to the stove. His longshoreman’s
hook lay on top of a heap of boots, coat and cap. Mama stood
over him, carefully pulling a needle and thread on his left cheek.
She kept focused, her lips in a tight closed line. An angry track
of stitches marked the top of Papa’s right eyebrow. His right eye
was swollen shut. Wads of bloody rags piled at his stocking feet.

“Papa!” gasped Lily.
“I’m all right, little songbird,” grimaced Papa. “Mama is a

master seamstress.”
“Put on your shoes, Lily,” said Margret. “We have to go.”
“How did you get hurt, Papa?” asked Lily. “Did someone hurt

you?”
“No, no, songbird,” said Papa. “An accident. Working two

late shifts will cause a clumsy accident.”
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Papa winced as Mama poked his skin. “Don’t say anything to
anyone. Embarrassed about my clumsy accident.”

Margaret and Lily nodded. Papa held out a slice of half-eaten
bread towards Margaret. “And be sure to show our little songbird
how to bake beautiful Daily Bread.”
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CHAPTER 14

T H E  B U G S

Tuesday, February 28, 1911

“FASTER, YOU NINCOMPOOP! FASTER!” yelled a dark woman,
marching toward Mr. Goldberg. “That stupid boy must work
faster. How can you expect a dimwit to keep an oven hot?”

She did not give Mr. Goldberg a chance to answer. The dark
woman barked at Margaret and Lily. “You girls use the flour in
the corner!”

Lily followed Margaret to the shadowed corner.
“I put four scoops of flour into the bowl,” said Margaret.

“Watch.” Margaret scooped the flour and leveled it from the
edges with her hand.

“UH! Bugs!” cried Margaret. She quickly dumped the flour
into the trash can. Margaret re-scooped and leveled another
portion. Lily saw pale specs wriggle in the flour.

“You kids use that flour. No waste!” called the dark woman.
“But Mr. Goldberg,” said Margaret, “the miller says he would

buy back a spoiled sack of flour.”
“For half cost!” shouted the dark woman. “Waste!”
“Sorry, children,” said Mr. Goldberg.
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“Pick out maggots,” said the dark woman. “No harm eating
cooked maggots.”

Margaret filled a tin cup with hot water and handed it to Lily.
She placed the bowl of crawling flour on the table.

“Help me pick out the bugs and put them in the water,” said
Margaret, shaking her hands in disgust.

Lily did not mind bugs. She routinely picked up and
examined spiders and pill bugs. Their tiny bodies fascinated her
imagination. What was their home like under the cracks in the
sidewalks? What did they eat?

The little worms squirmed between her fingers. They curled
into a ball when they hit the water. Lily quickly sifted through
the flour, picking out the pale larvae. Margaret returned with
another tin cup filled with warm water and gently frothing yeast.
Connie pounded her bowl on the table.

“Disgusting!” shuddered Connie.
“I’ll help you,” said Lily.
“Buggy bread is not worth three cents,” said Connie.
Lily sifted and picked up the pale maggots from Connie’s

bowl.
“Hey, these bugs give extra crunch to the bread,” said Big

John, elbowing Donny. “We get extra for nothing.” Donny
grimaced as he picked out a particularly fat worm and pitched it
into the cup with floating larvae.

The dark woman slapped the table. Lily startled and almost
squished a worm between her fingers. “You kids hurry up,” said
the dark woman. “Be quiet. Be grateful you get bread.”

Lily scooted onto her stool next to Margaret. The dark
woman was as mean as Miss Triptree. Perhaps she kept a ruler in
that black apron’s pocket. Lily looked over to Mr. Goldberg. He
pulled out loaves of bread on the paddle, turned them around,
and pushed them back in. He pulled the towel off his shoulder to
wipe his hot face. Lily felt a shiver creep up her back.

“Where is Mrs. Goldberg?” asked Lily.
“Upstairs being proper baker’s wife,” said the dark woman.
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“No more prancing around in silly world. No more sugar on
bread. Waste!” The dark woman turned on her heels and lifted
her arms. “Waste!” She climbed the stairs to the bakery.

Margaret quickly mixed the flour and yeasty water and
kneaded the dough into a smooth bolus. She glanced at the
stairs, then walked up to Mr. Goldberg. Lily could not hear the
conversation, but she saw Margaret’s lips tighten. Mr. Goldberg’s
tired eyes looked away. He put more bread on his paddle and
shoved them into the oven. Margaret returned to the table. She
finished pushing and pulling Connie’s dough and plopped it in
the bowl.

“Get the coats, Lily.”
Big John smirked. “See that, Donny Boy. The greasy gals are

in a huff. Can’t handle a few bugs.” Donny gave half of his usual
half grin and shivered as he pushed his hands into the dough.

Margaret led the girls up the stairs to the bakery. She held
onto the doorknob and took a deep breath.

“Don’t say a word,” said Margaret. “Just follow me.”
Mrs. Goldberg was behind the counter, placing water challah

in a paper bag. A brown scarf covered all of her hair. The dark
woman spoke in staccato Yiddish, punctuating with wide arms
and a stomping foot to the customer waiting for his bread. Mrs.
Goldberg glanced up and caught Lily’s stare. Her cheeks did not
glitter. As Margaret buttoned Lily’s coat, Lily timidly waved to
Mrs. Goldberg.

Just as the girls reached the front door, Mrs. Goldberg
scurried from behind the counter.

“Lily, Lily child,” she said quickly, “you forget scarf. Yesterday.
Remember?”

She handed Lily a scarf knitted in a soft blue yarn. Lily had
never seen such a pretty color.

“Child must take care,” added Mrs. Goldberg to Margaret.
“Thank you, Mrs. Goldberg,” said Margaret. “Lily is just a

little kid.”
“Go to school. Be good girls,” said Mrs. Goldberg.
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Big John and Donny stomped into the bakery.
“Boys too,” whispered Mrs. Goldberg. She hurried back

behind the counter with the dark woman.
Lily unfolded the scarf when they turned onto Mulberry

Street. Five small Knot Surprises stared back. Big John grabbed
the biggest and shoved it into his mouth.

“Do ya’ think ’dere are bugs in ’dem?” asked Donny.
“They wouldn’t risk selling buggy breads to customers,” said

Margaret.
“Hmm. Burnt bottoms,” said Donny, following Big John.
Lily tore a small piece of her knot and examined the inside.

“No bugs.”
“What is going on, Margaret?” asked Connie.
“Mr. Goldberg said there will be changes. The rabbi is the

old baker’s brother. Since the old baker died, the rabbi owns the
bakery. He said the Goldbergs had a year to get the bakery to
make money. The old baker was kind. He didn’t mind us kids
baking bread, remember, Connie?”

Connie nodded in agreement as she swallowed a bite of the
knot. “He let kids learn to bake and gave away the stale bread to
people who couldn’t pay,” said Connie. “And his wife treated
Mrs. Goldberg like a daughter.”

“The bakery never made much money, but it was enough for
the old baker and his family,” said Margaret. “Now the rabbi
wants to make money or sell the bakery.”

“Who is that woman?” asked Lily.
“She is the rabbi’s sister—Miss Levinowitz,” said Margaret,

swallowing a small bite. “She is going to be in charge. She will tell
Mr. Goldberg what to bake. She will tell Mrs. Goldberg to stay
upstairs. She will balance the receipts. And she will make us use
buggy flour.”

Lily took a nibble of her knot. “Will Mrs. Goldberg bake
Knot Surprises anymore?”

“Only in secret, like this morning,” said Margaret. “Who
knows? These may be our last.”
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“That’s it,” said Connie. “I am done baking Daily Bread. My
cousin Aldo says I can start working at the Triangle Shirtwaist
Factory anytime. They are looking for workers and don’t ask for
papers.”

“Oh, Connie, finish the term,” said Margaret. “Can’t you wait
until June?”

“What for?” said Connie. “I can read well enough, write a
letter, and figure sums. What more do I need?” She stopped to
exam her treat. “And I hate school. Only you like school,
Margaret.”

Lily looked toward Margaret. Connie was Margaret’s best
friend. They met when they voyaged across the ocean. Their
mothers kept each other’s spirits up in the belly of the ship. The
families started out in the same tenement building on Mott
Street. Margaret and Connie jumped rope, played hand games,
and whispered secrets. When Connie’s father was killed in a
factory, Connie, her brother Freddo and her mama stayed with
the Taglia family. Connie and Freddo called Lily’s parents Zia
Francesca and Zio Stefano. Connie’s mama remarried and moved
to Elizabeth Street. Soon after, her mama had another girl and
twin boys from the new husband. The flat became very crowded.
Sometimes Connie squeezed into the Taglia sisters’ bedroll to
get away from the cries and smells in her Elizabeth Street flat.
Despite the move and changes, Margaret and Connie saw each
other every day. Margaret did not have other girlfriends. She
would be lonelier and sourer without Connie.

“Give it a few days, Connie,” said Margaret. “Something will
work out.”

Connie popped the small Knot Surprise into her mouth.
“Something better,” she said through a mouthful.

The girls stomped their wet shoes in the Girls entrance.
“I’ll meet you inside,” said Margaret to Connie.
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Margaret turned to Lily. “Can you hold onto that scarf?”
asked Margaret.

“Sure I can,” said Lily. “I can return it at midday.”
“No,” said Margaret. “Pretend it’s yours. Wear it to the

bakery.”
“Why?” asked Lily. The secrets were piling up. “Will I have

to learn to bake bread with buggy flour?”
“No—I don’t know!” said Margaret. A flood of girls walked

around the sisters.
“I need to count on you,” said Margaret. “I need you to do as

I say without asking a million questions.”
“I will,” said Lily. “But what if—”
“No questions!” said Margaret. “Remember the scarf. Pretend

it’s yours.”
“Okay, okay,” said Lily. “You don’t have to be so bossy.”
Margaret pushed Lily to the side of the hall. She whispered

in Lily’s ear, then melted into the crowd. Lily stood against the
wall. Did Margaret really say she had to pay three cents for Daily
Bread?
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CHAPTER 15

T H E  R A B B I ’ S  S I S T E R

Tuesday, February 28, 1911

MIDDAY at the bakery was just as unfriendly as the morning.
Margaret and Connie kneaded their dough and shaped it into
round loaves. Even Big John and Donny finished quickly. Donny
inspected each turn and pushed. Only the rabbi’s sister stood
behind the bakery glass counter, scowling. The children quietly
left the bakery empty-handed. Aaron was not waiting for them
at the corner.

Despite the heat of the bakery, the shop felt cold and
foreboding after school. The rabbi’s sister stood behind the glass
counter, strumming her fat fingers. Mr. Goldberg sat with a pile
of paper at the end of the counter. He lifted his head when the
doorbell tinkled but did not greet the children when they walked
in. Connie put her three cents on the counter and took her
round loaf with the etched C on top.

“Gotta get home,” she said to Margaret.
“Where is Mrs. Goldberg?” asked Lily. She unwrapped the

blue scarf from her neck. She pretended that she took off the
scarf every day, just like Margaret had instructed. Lily placed the
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blue scarf on the bench, then her coat. Margaret laid her coat on
top of Lily’s pile.

“Mrs. Goldberg not your concern, little girl,” said the rabbi’s
sister.

“Mr. Goldberg, I can help you with those receipts,” said
Margaret. Mr. Goldberg shook his head without looking up.

“What this?” said the rabbi’s sister. “You just girl. No
business with bakery.”

“But Margaret is best in arithmetic,” said Lily. “She won a
prize last term. She’s better than anyone!” Lily immediately
realized she had spoken out of turn. The bakery stood silent.
The dark woman’s mouth fell open as she snorted through her
large nose, rippling the ugly hairs on her lip.

“Yeah, a lot of good that does her,” said Big John breaking
the silence. He slapped three cents on the counter and tucked
his sad bread under his arm.

Donny paid for his loaf without his half grin. The boys left,
leaving the echo of the tinkling bell behind.

The rabbi’s sister pointed a crooked finger at Margaret.
“No good with girl in bakery—worse with Italian girl. No girl

apprentice.” She bore her narrow eyes at Margaret. “Too soon be
married. Waste! Girl work best in factory. Go roll cigar. Make
paper flower. Baking no trade for girl.”

She turned her wrath on Mr. Goldberg and wagged her mean
finger.

“My baker brother, God rest his soul, no sense for business.
No sense! He let dirty waifs bake bread cheap. He let tab build
up. He give away day-old bread to no-good bum and beggar.” She
stalked closer to Mr. Goldberg, her finger still accusing. “He
swallow make-believe baker story. Bakers who don’t know
baking. My baker brother, gullible to believe a lying shyster and
silly woman. How he not see she not Jewish? A fool, my baker
brother.”

Mr. Goldberg stood up and raised his right eyebrow. “Not
true, Cousin. Please don’t say such rumors.”

ANTOINETTE TRUGLIO MARTIN

70



“Cousin! Ha!” shouted the rabbi’s sister. “You show up at my
baker brother’s home holding paper. Claim kinship. You come
with fast words. That woman put gypsy spell on my baker
brother and sister-in-law.”

“No gypsy, Cousin,” said Mr. Goldberg as kindly as possible.
He lowered his right eyebrow to meet the left one, giving him a
sorrowful look. He stepped toward the horrid woman.

“Anca suffer terrible tragedy, Cousin, no woman or man
should know.” His voice softened and his arms surrendered to his
sides. “She fight each day to erase memory, Cousin. Terrors find
her, and she forget her place. She forget who she is. Terrible
tragedies, Cousin, terrible.”

“Tragedies follow everyone. I watch you, Simon Goldberg, or
whoever you are. I watch,” said the rabbi’s sister. Her accusing
finger and venomous body turned toward Lily. Margaret shuffled
Lily behind her. Lily’s empty stomach fell and her throat
tightened, fighting to keep a sob inside. She was in big trouble
now.

“I’m sorry, ma’am,” said Margaret. “My sister is just a little
kid. She doesn’t know her place. She’s learning.” Margaret turned
around to face Lily. “Tell her you are sorry. You won’t be fresh
ever again,” said Margaret. Her lips tightened in a white line, and
dark eyes bore into Lily.

“I’m sorry, ma’am,” said Lily. “I promise to be good.”
The rabbi’s sister humphed and pointed her knotty finger

back at Margaret.
“Go home, girl. Take that brat with you.”
Margaret left her three cents on the counter and grabbed her

bread. She gathered their books and coats and pushed Lily
toward the door. Outside, Margaret and Lily quickly shrugged
on their coats. Lily looked back through the bakery window. Mr.
Goldberg sat searching the receipts, nodding his head while the
rabbi’s sister talked and talked. Lily imagined she was shouting
more than talking. Lily also noticed the blue scarf heaped on the
floor under the bench.
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CHAPTER 16

A N O T H E R  S E C R E T

“WHAT DID the rabbi’s sister mean that Mr. Goldberg is not
their cousin?” asked Lily, trotting alongside Margaret on Mott
Street.

“Don’t say a word, Lily,” replied Margaret. She dodged
peddlers and bundled people on the sidewalk. Although it was
still cold, Lily began to feel the heat of her sweat, trying to keep
up with Margaret.

“What did she mean that Mrs. Goldberg is not Jewish?”
Margaret pulled Lily to the side of their stoop. “I will tell

Mama and Papa about the buggy flour and the rabbi’s sister, but
that is it!” said Margaret. “Swear to me you will not talk about
paying three cents or the gossip about the Goldbergs.” She used
her serious voice.

“I promise, Margaret. Can’t you tell me why?”
“Swear. You must swear to God, hope to die if you whisper a

word to anyone. That includes Betta and Nelly, too.”
Lily looked at the worry in Margaret’s face. All these secrets

were troubling.
“This is not a little kid’s game,” added Margaret.
“I swear. I swear to God and hope to die. You promised to

tell me.”
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Margaret pulled Lily to the sidewalk corner of the stoop. She
looked up at the first-floor window to make sure no one was
listening. The window was closed shut, and a curtain hid the
inside.

“I will only say it once,” said Margaret. “And don’t ask
questions.”

Lily nodded. This was a serious secret.
“Mrs. Goldberg was a ballerina in the Royal Russian Ballet.

Her name was Natasha Chernyshevsky.”
“I knew it!” said Lily. She could barely contain her glee.
“Mr. Goldberg is not Mr. Goldberg. He was Ivan Plotnikov, a

stage carpenter, like his papa and brothers. He would watch
Natasha from backstage. He said she was the most beautiful
ballerina in the troupe. He loved watching her dance.”

“I knew there was a love story!” said Lily. How she wished
Betta could hear this.

“Natasha’s grandmother was a revolutionary, speaking up
against the upper class. It was a dangerous time. One night
soldiers came to the theater after a show and attacked the
workers. Cleaning house, it was called. Mr. Goldberg’s, er, Ivan’s
papa and brothers went to hide, but Ivan ran to the theater and
found the grandmother dead and a soldier attacking Natasha.
Her clothes were ripped off, and he was strangling her neck.
There was blood everywhere.”

Lily held her breath. Margaret checked the first-floor window
again. She lowered her voice to a hissing whisper.

“He hit the soldier on the head. Killed him,” said Margaret.
“He picked up Natasha and escaped. His brothers hid them in a
cart and sent them to a little village—a Jewish village. A nice
family the grandmother had once helped, the Goldbergs, took
them in. A husband, a wife and their orphaned nephew.”

“They were bakers?” asked Lily.
“Yes, bakers and cousins to the rabbi’s family here in

America,” said Margaret. “No more questions. Let me finish.”
“Sorry,” said Lily.
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“Natasha recovered but did not speak for almost a year. Ivan
learned how to bake, but Natasha was an artist with mixing and
baking special treats. She was also happy to help with the
nephew, a simpleton.”

Lily could not help to blurt, “Aaron!”
“Shh!” said Margaret. “Natasha had terrible nightmares.

Sometimes she would hear music in her head and dance out of
the village. Ivan and Aaron would have to find her. One day
while they searched the woods for her, Cossacks invaded the
little village and killed everyone and burned houses. Horrible.
The baker and his wife were dead. Ivan found the box Goldberg
had buried with some money and sponsor papers to get them
passage to America.”

“They pretended to be the Goldbergs—Simon, Anca, and
Aaron Goldberg,” said Lily.

“Yes,” said Margaret. “The old baker figured it out right away,
but he didn’t care and didn’t tell his rabbi brother or sister. He
was sorry about his real cousins, but was happy to have the
substitutes.”

“He was a nice man,” said Lily.
“Now, the Goldbergs may be in trouble. The rabbi’s sister is

very suspicious,” said Margaret.
Lily was afraid to imagine what could happen to the

Goldbergs if they were discovered. Would they be sent back to
Russia? Would Mr. Goldberg, er, Ivan be arrested and surely
executed for killing a soldier? Would Aaron be taken away to an
asylum? What about Mrs. Goldberg? Would she be sent away, as
well? Lily shuddered at the thoughts.

“I won’t say a word. You can count on me,” said Lily.
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CHAPTER 17

L A C E D  S O L U T I O N S

LILY COULD FEEL Papa’s stitches throbbing. They looked so raw,
but he was able to open his right eye. Lily kept faithful to her
swear. She did not answer when Betta whispered if there was
anything wrong. Lily just shook her head and pretended to fix
Gigi’s rag doll, Principessa. The rag doll’s apron strings were
wadded in knots—a sign that Gigi had a nervous day.

Mama carefully cut a slice of bread and searched for specks
of bugs. The edges were crusty, and the inside airy and soft. She
handed the slice to Papa. He folded his newspaper and took a
bite, not at all concerned if there was a worm in it. He placed the
bitten slice on his chest and smiled at Margaret.

“Bella, Margherita.” Margaret smiled back.
“You will need a better and faster way to pick the bugs out of

the flour,” said Papa. “Lily can’t learn to bake bread if she is busy
picking out worms.” He tapped his thick fingers on the table,
creating a soft rhythm.

Lily hummed a beat in her head, “Bur-rum-rum, bur-rum-
rum.”

“Something to sift the flour,” said Mama, looking toward her
pots and pans hanging on the wall.
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“A flour sieve would only cut the bugs up finer,” said
Margaret.

“It’s hopeless,” said Lily. “I will have to pick out bugs
forever.” She slumped to the couch next to Betta. Papa
continued to drum his fingers. Lily handed Principessa to Gigi
and nodded to the beat.

“Bur-rum, bur-rum, this is a conundrum,” chanted Lily.
Gigi clapped and tried to repeat the new song. “Burum-

burum This is a co-ba-da-dum.”
Betta picked up her knitting and sat on the couch. Lily

marveled at Betta’s speed and skill, working the yarn around the
knitting needles. Her pale fingers flew, feeding dull green yarn
onto the sticks and off in even stitches. The knitting needles
clicked, and Papa’s fingers drummed. Suddenly, Margaret
snapped at an idea.

“Betta, do you have that lace thread leftover?” Betta picked
up her basket and rummaged through. She pulled a white ball of
thin lace with a thin crochet needle sticking out.

“Can you crochet a fine net with the lace thread?” asked
Margaret.

“Sure I can,” said Betta. “My needle is very thin and I can
tighten our lace pattern.”

Mama taught her daughters the same lace patterns her mama
taught her. The design was on all of the doilies, shelf covers, and
tablecloths. Mama pulled out Lily’s sloppy attempts, and
Margaret struggled slowly through the intricate patterns, but
Betta’s speed and skill surpassed Mama.

“Like her father’s strange mama,” Mama muttered while
watching Betta’s needle loop and pull.

Margaret pulled out a crate from behind the couch. Within a
minute, she found the prize. The embroidery hoop had two
parts. One thin wooden ring lay inside the other with a small
screw sitting on the outside circle. The peddler said the
embroidery hoops were made from faraway Chinese bamboo.
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Mama did not care if the Chinese origin was true. She just
wanted the hoop to hold cloth taut between the rings.

“We could put the lace net between the circles,” said Margaret.
“The flour can trickle through the net and leave the bugs behind.”

“That would work!” said Papa, slapping the table. “You see,
little songbird, your clever sister will make sure you are not
picking bugs out of flour forever.”

Margaret could not hide her happy smile. A knock at the
door interrupted the family.

“Who is it?” called Mama to the door.
“Excuse me, Zia Francesca. It is me, Tony.”
Mama unlocked and unlatched the door. Skinny Tony slipped

through the crack.
“Come in, come in,” said Mama, pulling Tony into the

kitchen. She shut and relocked and re-latched the door.
Margaret patted her hair smooth and greeted Tony. “Hello,

Tony,” she said with a smile that had not yet worn off.
“Hi, Margaret,” said Tony. He loped toward the front room.

“Good afternoon, Betta. Good to see you.”
“Hello, Tony,” said Betta, putting the lace on her lap.
“Good to see you, too.” She smiled at Tony then returned to

her work. Even in sickness, Betta’s pale skin and bright blue eyes
glowed. Tony enjoyed talking with Betta about books. Betta
scoffed at the thought of Tony liking just her.

“He appreciates our clean home and Mama’s food,” said
Betta.

“Did you come for something, Tony?” asked Papa.
“Oh, yes, sir. I have a message for you.” Tony handed a folded

piece of paper to Papa.
Papa nodded. “Thank you.” He read the note then slipped it

into his pocket. “Is your brother going to show me that truck?”
“I’m not sure when he will be home,” replied Tony. He stood

looking at Betta. Lily squelched a giggle.
“Anything else, boy?” asked Papa.
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“Yes-ah, no-ah, I will come to tell you when Joe comes
home,” stammered Tony. “I have to go. My dad. You know.
Good-bye, Betta.”

“Good-bye, Tony,” said Betta.
“Bye-bye, Tony,” said Lily and Gigi.
Tony smiled a wide grin. “So long, girls.”
“Margaret, say bye-bye to Tony,” said Gigi.
Margaret looked up from the yarn basket. Her smile had

disappeared. “Bye,” she mumbled. Tony nodded.
“Send your sister my prayers,” said Mama at the door. “When

will she visit?”
“Soon, I hope,” said Tony. “You know my dad is not good

with visitors, even if it is his daughter.”
“She can visit me,” said Mama, handing Tony a slice of bread

smeared with peach jam. “For you only.”
Mama locked and latched the door behind Tony. “Set the

table, Lily. Soup is ready.”
Papa unfolded the paper, quickly read it, then pushed it back

into his pocket.
“Shaping-up tomorrow morning, Cesca. The yard is full of

ships”
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CHAPTER 18

H A P P Y  S A T U R D A Y

MARGARET REMINDED Lily every morning to mind her manners
around the rabbi’s sister and not ask Mr. Goldberg questions.
And no singing.

“Just be quiet and watch,” said Margaret every morning.
The lace hoop worked well. Margaret was able to measure

the flour and sift out the bugs quickly. Donny marveled at the
invention.

“Can I try?” he asked.
“Sure,” shrugged Lily. She showed Donny how to hold the

hoop over his mixing bowl.
“What’s the matter with you, Donny?” said Big John. “Afraid

of a few bugs?”
“I don’t like ’em,” said Donny. “This is a smart way to get rid

of ’em.”
“Margaret invented it,” said Lily above a whisper so the

rabbi’s sister could hear. “She’s smart.”
“Hurry up, you kids!” said the rabbi’s sister. “Waste time

talking.”
Margaret calculated that it would take at least two weeks to

get through the buggy bag of flour; but by the end of the first
week, the bag was almost empty.
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“I bet that witch is using your net to make Mr. Goldberg use
the buggy flour too,” said Connie.

On Saturday the rabbi’s sister stayed home to observe the
Sabbath. Mrs. Goldberg met the girls at the bottom of the
basement steps. Her brown headscarf was pulled tight, but her
cheeks glittered with sugar.

“Come, Lily, come to measure wall.” Mrs. Goldberg pulled
Lily across the basement to the shop stairwell. Lily could feel the
electric excitement pulsing from Mrs. Goldberg. They stretched
together. Mrs. Goldberg complimented how gracefully Lily
fluttered her hands. Lily stood as tall as she could against the
wall.

“Almost!” exclaimed Mrs. Goldberg. “Exercise big help.”
The magic was back in the basement. Mr. Goldberg smiled

and laughed as he pulled and pushed bread in and out of the
oven. Aaron shoveled coal with his pumpkin smile glowing. Even
Margaret beamed while mixing and pounding. A tune hummed
through Lily as she watched, but Margaret flashed her a warning
to keep quiet.

Mrs. Goldberg sprinkled sugar on a tray of Knot Surprises
waiting their turn to go in the oven.

“Customer want sweet. ‘Where sweet?’ they say,” said Mrs.
Goldberg. “She think customer just want plain bread. No!
Customer like sweet. Make day sweet.”

Lily nodded in agreement.
“Not too much, Anca,” said Mr. Goldberg. “I have to count

the sugar.”
“You count each crystal?” asked Mrs. Goldberg. “Customer

want sweet. Children need sweet.” Mrs. Goldberg threw a final
sprinkle of sugar over the tray of knots.
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Although Saturday morning baking was slower, Margaret was
first to put her bowl on the warming shelf. She helped Connie
knead her dough until their fingers came away clean. Lily cleaned
the tin cups and the flour net in the big sink. Lily loved the feel
of hot water through her fingers. Everything came away clean.

Big John threw his tin cup into the sink, splashing Lily.
“Take care of that, kid,” he said.
Lily turned around and put her hands on her hips. “Would it

be so hard to ask nicely?”
“I don’t have to be nice to a little kid,” scoffed Big John,

“especially a greasy little girl kid.”
Anger built up inside of Lily’s chest. She reached into the

sink, found the bully’s cup and threw it, hitting his back.
“Wash it yourself.”
Big John turned around. Fear crept from the pit of Lily’s

stomach to her throat. She had never seen a meaner face. His
eyes narrowed and nose flared.

“I don’t take orders from girls,” he bellowed, “especially
greasy little girls.”

Lily gasped as Big John lunged toward her. Margaret flew in
front of Lily and held out her hand against Big John.

“Stop it! Stop it!” she ordered. “Lily, pick up the tin cup.”
Lily was not sure if she was more scared of Big John than

mad at Margaret. Big John started this. Looking at Big John’s
angry face convinced her she was more scared. Big John loomed
a head taller than Margaret and looked twice as broad. But
Margaret stood steadfast, scowling her meanest glare. Lily
picked up the cup and tossed it into the sink. Mr. Goldberg
came up behind Big John.

“Go home, John,” said Mr. Goldberg. “Cool off hot temper.”
Big John looked around. Margaret held up her arm at his

chest like a traffic cop. Connie clenched a wooden spoon. Mrs.
Goldberg’s hands covered her mouth, stifling a scream. Aaron
stood watching, mouth gaping, gripping his coal shovel.

“Let’s go, Donny,” said Big John.
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“No. Donny stay,” said Mr. Goldberg. “Job for Donny.”
Donny looked half surprised at Mr. Goldberg.

“I need you to put the flour and sugar sacks on palettes I
made,” said Mr. Goldberg. Donny continued to stare at Mr.
Goldberg as if he did not understand a word of English.

“And I need you to make a delivery. Margaret and Aaron stay
in shop today.”

Donny shrugged and said, “Sure.” Big John kicked the step to
the outside door, stomped up the stairs, and pushed the metal
door open. Everyone shuddered when the door smacked down.

Mr. Goldberg went to Mrs. Goldberg’s side. He whispered.
She nodded, then headed upstairs. Aaron followed her with a
tray filled with loaves and Knot Surprises.

Mr. Goldberg turned to the girls. “Stay? Clean floors?” he
asked.

“I need to go home,” said Connie. “Mama needs me to care
for the sick twins.” Connie grabbed her coat and left. “I’ll see
you at midday,” she said with a wink.

“We can help,” said Margaret to Mr. Goldberg.

Donny heaved the heavy sacks onto wooden pallets. He grunted
and groaned, but finished quicker than expected. Mr. Goldberg
gave Donny instructions to deliver challah bread to the rabbi’s
family and other Jewish families in the same tenement. He
pressed a coin into Donny’s hand.

“Buy hot sandwich for skinny bones.”
“Thank you,” said Donny with his half grin.
Margaret and Lily swept and mopped the floor. Cobwebs

were washed away and layers of dust wiped from pipes and
corners. Soon the basement looked and smelled as clean as the
promise of spring.

“Such good workers,” claimed Mr. Goldberg. He raised his

ANTOINETTE TRUGLIO MARTIN

84



right eyebrow and handed each sister a nickel. “Go upstairs. See
Mrs. Goldberg.”

The bakery was warm and bright. Mrs. Goldberg handed a young
boy a small loaf of bread and a shiny Knot Surprise. She spoke to
him in a language Lily did not recognize.

“Melsi,” squeaked the boy.
While Mrs. Goldberg put two Knot Surprises in a paper bag,

Margaret said to Lily, “Put your nickel in your shoe.”
“Beautiful day,” said Mrs. Goldberg. “I smell spring.”
“Can we stop at the sweet shop before going home,

Margaret?” asked Lily. “I want to buy a peppermint stick for Gigi
and Betta, and Nelly, too.”

“And you?” asked Margaret.
Lily giggled. “Of course!” she said. “What are you going to do

with your nickel?”
“Save it.”
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CHAPTER 19

K E E N  M R S .  G O L D B E R G

LILY SIGHED INTO THE WIND. Mornings with the rabbi’s sister
yelling and rushing made the days feel stark. Despite Aaron
diligently feeding Dragon, the bakery basement shivered, robbed
of any magic it held on Saturdays. The rhythms and music
remained silent. Oppressive gloom hung over Lily’s head. It
halted Big John’s nasty comments, and Connie hardly winked.
Mr. Goldberg cringed at the dark woman’s orders, and Aaron
stayed shadowed by the coal bin.

The rabbi’s sister ordered the children to hurry with their
breads, hollered at Aaron to shovel faster, and berated Mr.
Goldberg about the customers taking advantage, the cost of
unnecessary sugar, the waste of time trying to apprentice girls
and hoodlums. She complained the most about his wife’s
behavior.

“Who raise such a woman? Wolves?” ranted the rabbi’s sister.
“She know little of proper Jewish wife. Hair stick out, no sense
to cook a decent meal, no sense at all!”

Mr. Goldberg never responded. He shoved dough, pushed
loaves in and out of the oven, and wiped his bushy brows. The
sadness pulled at his heart and flooded the bakery basement.

The rabbi’s sister made the children leave through the
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basement door. “Customers don’t need to see dirty creatures
crawl from basement to shop.”

Lily inspected her hands. Her nails were always trimmed to
the fingertips, and there was not a spec of grime even between
her life lines.

“She makes me so mad!” said Lily to Margaret and Connie as
they walked to school.

“Don’t look at her or say anything!” said Margaret. “It will
only make things worse for everyone, especially Mrs. Goldberg.”

Even though the days started miserably with the rabbi’s sister
hollering and the Taglia sisters having a thin slice of Daily Bread
lightly smeared with Mama’s jam for breakfast since morning
Knot Surprises were not possible anymore, Lily felt the saddest
for Mrs. Goldberg. Lily saw the poor woman only in the
afternoons when Margaret paid three cents for their Daily
Bread. Mrs. Goldberg cast her eyes down from Lily’s timid wave.
The drab brown scarf was pulled tightly over Mrs. Goldberg’s
head, hiding any trace of her golden hair. She moved stiffly with
mechanical purpose. Her cheeks did not shimmer, and her smile
was cloaked in despair. Lily wanted to hum the Sleeping Beauty in

the Woods tune, but Margaret warned it may cause more troubles.
At midday, Lily watched Margaret pound and shape the

dough into a loaf of bread. The rabbi’s sister was not in the
basement, so Margaret was able to quickly talk with Mr.
Goldberg. The children left through the basement door as
ordered.

When they turned the corner onto Mulberry Street, there
was Aaron. He would grin his pumpkin smile and hold out a hat
or mitten stuffed with five Knot Surprises. Connie or Margaret
would trade the mitten for another unmatched mitten, a hat, or
the blue scarf. Aaron would stuff the item into his pocket and
head back to the bakery.
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“What are you gonna give him in the summer when you don’t
wear mittens or a hat?” asked Big John. He grabbed the largest
knot and pushed Donny with his elbow. “Maybe their stocking
for the dummy to sniff on the way back to the basement.”

“You’re a disgusting brute!” said Margaret.
Big John shoved the knot into his wide mouth. “Let’s go,

Donny,” he said, showing his chewed food. “I got better things
to do than talk with these greasy gals.” He gave Margaret his
ugliest sneer. Donny shrugged and followed behind Big John.

Most middays the Knot Surprises were sprinkled with
cinnamon and sugar. Some days there was a dollop of jam. One
midday the Knot Surprises had a small piece of cheese and a thin
slice of sausage tucked inside.

“How is she doing this?” asked Connie.
“Mr. Goldberg says she is up very early, earlier than himself

or Aaron,” said Margaret. “She mixes her own dough and secretly
bakes the Knot Surprises in her little oven upstairs. She saves
the scraps of meat and cheese from their suppers and is careful
not to use too much sugar from the bakery or her own larder.”

“It’s a secret?” asked Lily.
“It’s a secret from the rabbi’s sister,” said Margaret.

“Customers have been asking for Knot Surprises as a treat for
their children. The rabbi’s sister told them it was a waste of their
money. Better to pay for good bread. But Mrs. Goldberg found a
way.”

“She gives Knot Surprises away to the waifs who knock on
the back door,” said Connie.

“Or the poor widows who beg for stale bread,” said Margaret.
“And us!” said Lily. “Mrs. Goldberg is so keen!”
Margaret swallowed the last of her Knot Surprise. “If only we

could figure a way to bake and sell Knot Surprises without the
rabbi’s sister getting in the way.”

“I’m sure you and the secretly keen Mrs. Goldberg will figure
out something,” said Connie, wiping her hand on her coat. “I’ll
be too busy working for a real wage at the Triangle Shirtwaist
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Factory. While you shuttle back and forth between school and
the bakery and drone on in old poems and long division, I will be
earning six dollars a week. Soon, I’ll earn more.”

Margaret stopped Connie. “You will really do it? Why don’t
you wait until the term ends?”

“Why should I stay? I’m not smart like you, Margaret. I hate
reading out loud or figuring sums quickly. Why should I stay and
be reminded that all of this learning is useless for a girl?” Connie
sighed and hugged Margaret. “My cousin says there is a place for
me and you. This is our chance. Think about it.” Connie walked
ahead to catch up with a group of girls. Margaret bent down to
scoop up a handful of gray snow. She gave the snow clump to Lily
and ordered her to wash her sticky hands.

“Won’t Connie miss her friends at school? Her teacher? She
says she likes Miss Jones,” said Lily. “Won’t she miss you?”

Margaret sighed and bent down for more snow. Suddenly, a
large boy plowed into Margaret’s backside, causing her to fall
face-first into the snow.

Big John shouted, “That’s a better look for you, Rat Face!
Flat out like a dead rat in the gutter.” He laughed and pointed a
menacing finger at Lily, then ran to the Boys’ side of the school
building. Lily scrambled to help her sister up.

“Margaret, oh, Margaret, are you all right?”
Margaret stamped her feet and brushed the gray snow from

her peacoat. Lily swiped off snow from her sleeves and shawl.
“He’s a bad boy. We should tell the principal. She will tell his

mother and—”
“No one can stop that brute. He needs to be taught a lesson,”

Margaret said in her low and scary voice.
“Papa said to walk away from trouble so trouble won’t

follow,” said Lily. Her words wobbled with fear for her sister. “He
said— He said—”

“I know what Papa said! A lot of good walking away from
trouble did for him,” said Margaret.
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“Papa had an accident,” said Lily. “The claw hit him. By
accident, right?”

Margaret walked ahead of Lily toward school.
“Margaret, please don’t try to teach Big John a lesson,” said

Lily. “He’s big. He’s brutto!”
Margaret spun around and faced Lily with an angry scowl.
“Because he is bigger and stronger and meaner, I should let

him push me around? I should let him hurt me? What if he
harmed you? He could have hit you the other day. Big John
doesn’t care if you are a little kid. He doesn’t care if you are a
girl. What am I supposed to do, Lily? Stand around and let it
happen?”

Lily burst in a flood of tears. Margaret was going to get in big
trouble, and she could be beaten up—badly beaten up.

Papa would be so angry at Margaret for fighting—fighting a
boy, a big brute of a boy. “No girl of mine uses her fists,” he’d
warned Margaret several times.

And Mama would be furious. “Keep your head down and go
about your business. Don’t ask questions. Don’t look at trouble.
Don’t look for trouble. Girls must follow these rules.”

If Margaret got clobbered, Mama and Papa would…Lily could
not bear the thought. Margaret wrapped Lily in a protective hug.

“It’s okay, Lily,” said Margaret quietly. “Don’t be upset. I will
be smart and keep you safe.”

Lily shuddered and pressed closer. How was she going to
keep Margaret safe?
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CHAPTER 20

C O N N I E ’ S  N E W S

Sunday, March 5, 1911

“GO HOME WITH MAMA,” said Margaret at the top of the Most
Precious Blood church step. She hooked her arm with Connie’s.
“Connie and I want to take a walk.”

Although cold, the streets were dry, and the sky reflected
springtime blue.

“I want to go with you,” said Lily.
“You make me crazy. I need a day of rest from you,” said

Margaret. “Besides, Gigi wants you to walk home with her.”
Gigi slipped her mittened hand into Lily’s bare hand. Once

again, Lily had forgotten her mittens when rushing to the bakery
and then to Mass. Mama would not risk standing for the whole
Mass. She was always early. The church pew was the only place
Mama could sit with her rosary and let the peace and quiet
surround her. It did not matter which scripture the priest read
and the tone of his sermon. For one hour each week, Mama
could be still and pray to her favorite Saint Lucia and the Holy
Mother.

Lily’s hand still stung from Mama’s slap when she and Gigi
pretended to pray but were really whisper-singing finger plays.
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Gigi yelped when Mama roughly moved her to sit on the other
side of Margaret.

“Basta!” Mama hissed at Lily. A quiet tear traveled down Lily’s
cheek to her chin. Throughout the remainder of Mass, Lily
kneeled, stood up, sat down, made the sign of the cross, and
gently patted her chest when the chimes rang. She wanted to be
good and tried to look holy.

“Not fair,” said Lily, trying to shake Gigi’s hand loose. “I have
to do everything.”

“That’s the price of being a big kid,” said Margaret. She bent
over Lily’s ear. “Go with Mama. She needs you. And I need you
to give me a little time. I’ll see you at the bakery in an hour.”

Lily looked over at Mama. Her coat barely closed over her
large belly. She stood with a wide stance, balancing her girth
while she rapidly talked and laughed with Signora Belledamo, the
fish monger’s wife. Nelly had already left for the cemetery with
her grandmother. Everyone had a friend to chitchat with except
Lily, who was stuck with her baby sister.

Lily ran down the basement steps. The door was left open to let
in the spring air. Margaret, Connie, Big John, and Donny were
already at the table sprinkling flour and kneading their dough.

“I’m sorry,” said Lily, panting to catch her breath. “Gigi didn’t
want me to stop playing and—”

“Quiet! No talk!” shouted the rabbi’s sister. Lily hung up her
coat and washed her hands. She sat and watched Margaret push
out the air in the dough.

The swoosh of Mr. Goldberg’s paddles and the humph of
bread kneading filled the bakery basement. The rabbi’s sister sat
on a stool, looking over the ledger. She deeply sighed, scribbled a
note, and tsked her tongue. Lily watched the dark woman
narrow her eyes and shake her head.

“What you looking at, girl?” shouted the rabbi’s sister.
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Lily cast her head down.
“Be careful. If you stare too long, she’ll turn you to stone,”

said Big John.
“Hurry up, you hoodlums,” hollered the rabbi’s sister. “Go

home to your mothers.”
Margaret and Connie did not speak, exchange a knowing

glance, or even look at each other. Margaret quickly kneaded and
shaped her loaf round and smooth. She carved the M then put
the bread on the warming shelf, washed her bowl, and hung up
her apron.

“Aren’t you going to help Connie?” asked Lily, taking her coat
from Margaret. Connie was still pushing, shaping, and puffing.

“We have to go home,” said Margaret.

I didn’t mean to be late,” said Lily, buttoning her coat on the
street. Margaret walked around the crowd of people. “Mama
didn’t want me on the street by myself, so I had to walk with her
and Gigi. You know how slowly Gigi walks. I told Mama I could
walk by myself, but she said no, too dangerous. So I had to wait
for her to get down the stairs. And you know how she likes to
talk to her friends. Signora Messina talks and talks. And I had to
hold Gigi’s hand all the way. Mama treats me like a little kid all
the time.”

Margaret sped up, making Lily run to catch up. Why didn’t
Margaret just holler that she made her crazy and call her a
little kid?

“I’m sorry, Margaret. Please don’t be mad.”
Finally, Margaret stopped at the lamppost and wiped her

nose with the peacoat sleeve. Her cheeks were tearstained. It
was strange to see Margaret cry. She could turn red as a beet
when mad and argue louder and longer than anyone Lily knew,
except Mama. Rarely did Lily witness her big sister cry with real
tears and sorrow. Lily took Margaret’s hand.
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“What’s wrong? Please tell me.”
Margaret wiped her nose again. “Connie starts at the factory

tomorrow. She’s quitting school and will bring home a wage.”
The sadness filled Margaret’s dark eyes. “Connie will meet new
people and forget about me.” She broke out into a blubbery cry.

Lily held onto Margaret’s hand, still smooth from the lard
she had smeared onto the top of the Daily Bread.

“You’re wrong, Margaret. Connie will never forget you. You
are best friends. That will never change, even when she works in
a factory and brings home a wage and you study to
be . . . to be—”

“What, Lily? What? To be a nothing?”
“No! To be the smartest person in New York City.”
“There is no such thing.”
“You can be the first. The whole family will see you graduate

high school with your hair pinned up and in a smart shirtwaist
dress. And Connie will be there, too, because she’s your best
friend.”

Margaret looked into Lily’s bright blue eyes. “You certainly
know how to spin a story like Betta’s fairytales.”

“Don’t be sad, Margaret,” said Lily. “Stories have a way of
ending happily ever after.”

Margaret shook her head and re-buttoned Lily’s crooked
coat. “You make me crazy, Lily. And you are just a little kid. But
I’m glad you are my little sister.”

Just as the Taglia family sat down to supper of thin lentil stew
and bread, they heard rapid footsteps echo up the stairwell.
There was a frantic knock at their door.

“I am sorry, Zia, Zio,” said Connie, gulping air. “I start work
at the factory tomorrow.” She handed Margaret her geography
book. “Can you return this to Miss Jones for me? I won’t
need it.”
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Margaret stood up and took the thick book. Tears brimmed
the edges of her dark eyes.

“Good for you,” said Mama, hugging Connie. “You make your
mama proud helping the family.”

“Yes, she is pleased about the wage—six dollars a week! She
can work from home now, take care of the kids, and I don’t have
to go to school.”

“You know enough. You can read, write a letter, and figure
sums. A girl needs no more,” said Mama. Betta and Papa hung
their heads closer to their bowls. Margaret stroked the cover of
the textbook, fighting to keep her tears back.

“I have to go,” said Connie. “Early start. I’m going with Aldo.
He has to be at the elevator before the workers.”

“You be careful, picilidda” said Papa. “Don’t give the boss man
a reason to mistreat you. Be a good girl.”

“I am always good, Zio,” said Connie with a wink.
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CHAPTER 21

M R .  K A T Z

Monday, March 6, 1911

MARGARET AND LILY arrived in the bakery basement to shouts
bouncing off the brick walls. The rabbi’s sister contracted a new
miller, Mr. Katz—a tall, wide man with a wiry black beard that
buried his face. Dirty black hair fell to his shoulders from a
grimy cap. Sweat dripped from his pox-scarred nose as he carried
flour sacks on his back. Aaron followed, with two sacks. 

“Cannot bake bread from moth-infested flour,” shouted Mr.
Goldberg.

“Poor customers buy water challah from the bug flour,”
bellowed the rabbi’s sister. “What do they know? That clever
kid’s invention get most bugs.” She pointed her arm at Margaret
tying her apron around her waist. “Use the good flour for real
challah, for rich customers.”

“Poor money. Rich money. Same!” said Mr. Goldberg. 
“You say no more. You have no word here,” said the rabbi’s

sister. Mr. Goldberg shouted back in Yiddish only to be
outshouted by the rabbi’s sister. He grabbed his wooden paddle
and noisily returned to his oven. 

“I can supply fine flour too,” said Mr. Katz.
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The rabbi’s sister snuffed. “Not at your prices. And how
could I trust you and your filthy wares?” 

“Give me a reason to clean up,” said Mr. Katz. He grinned a
yellower smile than Big John. “Perhaps we can make an
arrangement.” 

Mr. Katz leered at Margaret and Lily as the rabbi’s sister
carefully counted bills into his grimy hand. Margaret pretended
to concentrate on stirring, but Lily felt shivers crawl up her back.

“Goldberg, where is that pretty skiksa wife of yours?” said
Mr. Katz. “My day is always brighter with a smile from that one.”

Mr. Goldberg turned and held out the paddle toward the
miller. “Get out! I make you sorry to step in my shop.”

“As I understand it, it ain’t your shop,” said Mr. Katz. He
shoved the bills into his pocket.

The rabbi’s sister pushed Mr. Katz toward the basement
steps, scolding him for his lewd behavior.

 “What about these girls?” he said, pointing a fat finger
toward Margaret and Lily. “I wouldn’t mind a pretty smile from
them.” Lily tucked herself close to Margaret.

“Go!” said the rabbi’s sister. “Only cheap flour our business.
No more.”

As soon as Mr. Katz stomped up the steps, Mr. Goldberg
sent Aaron to the shop with a half a tray of bread. “Help your
aunt arrange the loaves in the glass case. I feed Dragon.” He
turned to the rabbi’s sister. “That man will be sorry if he tries to
hurt my Anca or anyone in my shop,” he said. His thick
eyebrows knitted together, giving him a dark glare. 

“We all know how protective you are of that woman and
these beggars,” said the rabbi’s sister. “Remember, that beast
speaks true. This ain’t your shop.”
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CHAPTER 22

T H E  F I G H T

Friday March 10, 1911

MISS TRIPTREE DISMISSED the class for lunch. “Arithmetic drills
at one o’clock. Don’t be late.”

Lily grabbed her coat and bolted out of the classroom. There
was no time to say good-bye to Nelly. Margaret had been
especially sour since Connie began working at the Triangle
Shirtwaist Factory. Margaret barely responded to Lily’s chatter
about her geography test, a song she made up for Mrs. Goldberg,
how pretty Nelly’s ribbons were, or her hopes that she would
soon be tall enough to bake her own bread.

“Why should I be happy about you being tall enough to
bake?” said Margaret. “It will be the final straw if you bake the
Daily Bread. Mama will make me go to work in the factory.”

“But you like school, Margaret,” said Lily. “You’re the best
student in the whole school and—”

“Mama says there is no reason for a girl to stay in school.
Girls should help their families before they get married and
leave.”

Lily wanted to defend her sister’s doubts. “But you do help,
Margaret,” said Lily. “You help Mama with everything. You
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balance the tabs. Some of the storekeepers would cheat Mama
because she can’t read or write. And baking Daily Bread saves
the family money too.”

“Who do you think will do everything I do if I have to work
ten hours a day, six days a week in a horrible factory?” said
Margaret. She sped up her pace. “You! You will have to carry the
coal, bake bread, argue with the peddlers and shopkeepers. And
who do you think will take your place when you turn thirteen or
even twelve? Gigi! Then the new baby will take Gigi’s place. The
only one who does not have to do anything is Betta.”

“But Betta is always sick,” said Lily. “She can’t go to school or
down the street on cold or very hot days. All she can do is read
and hand sew. I don’t think Betta wants to be the way she is.”

“I know, I know,” said Margaret, slowing her pace to a stop.
“I get so tired arguing with Mama. In America, kids go to school!
If I can go to high school, I can be a secretary or manager and
make very good money. It would help us get out of these filthy
tenements into a house with a yard and garden for Mama.”

“Mama would really like a garden,” said Lily. She imagined
Mama in a big floppy hat, bending over ripe tomatoes and
pinching herbs.

Margaret sighed and picked up her pace. “Mama doesn’t
understand; and Papa, he can’t argue with her while his work is
on then off. We live in America now, where we can do better
than stay poor and be taken advantage of—”

Suddenly, Margaret blurred out of sight. She was tackled into
a narrow alley. Big John! He shoved Margaret’s head into the
ground, then stood up over her. Lily ran to Margaret’s side.

“Stay down in the garbage, Rat Face. Stay in the garbage
where you belong!”

“You’re the one who belongs in the garbage,” shouted Lily.
She helped Margaret sit up. Trash-filled snow slush covered
Margaret’s coat.

Big John balled up his fist. Margaret scrambled to her feet
and stood between Lily and Big John.
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“This is the last time this pip-squeak mouths off to me.” He
gritted his yellow teeth and hauled his arm back. Margaret
blocked Big John with her arm.

“Run, Lily, run!”
Lily froze. Her eyes opened wide to the unfolding terror.
“Run, Lily, run,” mocked Big John. “You can’t run fast enough

after I’m done with this Rat Face girl.”
Lily shrieked as Big John attempted another blow. Margaret

ducked, then stomped on Big John’s foot. He yowled like a
wounded dog, then growled deep into his heart. Lily’s whole
body shook, but Margaret’s hand was already fisted. Big John
lifted his big head, and Margaret socked him square on the nose.
The crunch echoed. Big John crumbled to the snowy trash.
Donny skidded into the alley just as a handful of blood spilled
out of Big John’s nose.

Lily grabbed Margaret’s arm. They ran out of the alley and
down the street. They did not stop until they reached the
basement door. Lily heaved the door open, let Margaret step
down ahead of her, and closed the door with a slam.

“Hurry up, you beggars,” called the rabbi’s sister. “Don’t
waste time here.”

The girls stood by the sink. Lily tied the apron around
Margaret. Margaret held her hand to her chest.

“It’s my right hand,” said Margaret.
“Let me see,” said Lily. Margaret’s swollen fingers looked like

red sausages.
“Can you move your fingers?”
“It hurts, and so does my wrist. I hope it’s not broken.”
“You better wash extra hard to get those cooties off of you,”

said Lily.
Margaret smiled for the first time in days. “You will have to

knead and shape the dough,” said Margaret.
“Get to work or get out!” shouted the rabbi’s sister.
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Lily should have been excited to do the kneading and shaping.
Instead, she held down a wave of nausea. Margaret must be badly
hurt if she could not work the dough. Lily spilled the dough onto
the floured table. She stood on her tippy toes and pushed two
fists into the bolus. Yeasty air sighed out.

“Get the bubbles out by folding the sides to the middle,”
whispered Margaret. “Push.”

Lily humphed another push. Margaret sprinkled flour on the
table to keep the dough from sticking.

“You’re doing it, Lily!” said Margaret.
Lily pushed and pulled, pulled and pushed, now folding, then

pushing again. Lily’s hands and toes tired, but she kept pushing,
pulling, folding, and pushing. As Margaret coached, Lily thought
about how she would tell the fight story to Nelly and include all
of the scary drama. Margaret handed the knife to Lily and told
her to slit the letter M on the top.

“Now add the L to it,” said Margaret. Lily lightly carved a
short line joining the L to the M.

“Our first Daily Bread together,” said Margaret.
Donny raced down the basement steps, tied his apron, then

passed his hands through running water in the sink. He grabbed
his bowl and dumped the dough onto the bread table.

“Big John is not so tough now,” said Lily.
Donny nodded as he pushed into his dough.
“He’s shamed,” said Donny. “Won’t take long for all to know

a girl beat ’im.” Donny’s crooked face looked up at Margaret.
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Margaret wrapped a strip of flour sack around her hand.
“How is anyone going to find out?” she said. “It was just us in the
alley.”

“You be tattling ’n gabbing about it,” said Donny. “John ain’t
going back to school, so he’ll lose his trade apprentice place. And
he won’t go back to his ma with no Daily Bread. She’d beat ’im
bloody.”

“I wasn’t going to tell,” said Margaret. “Neither was Lily.
Right, Lily?” She bumped Lily’s shoulder. She looked at Lily,
cueing her to nod in agreement. All the excitement to tell Nelly
and her friends at school about the fight deflated.

“Shucks! OK,” said Lily.
“Get to work and get out!” shouted the rabbi’s sister. “Where

is the other hoodlum? Wasting bread!”
Margaret turned to Lily. Lily sighed and retrieved Big John’s

bowl from the warming shelf.
The dough was heavy and lumpy. Margaret picked up a short

block that sat under a table and set it in front of Lily.
“Here, stand on the step to reach better,” said Margaret.
The added inch gave Lily the leverage to push the dough

harder.
“Push really hard, Lily,” said Margaret. “We’re not going to

add too much flour.”
Margaret squeezed some of the lumps with her left fingers to

blend it into the dough. Lily pushed and pulled as hard as her
two hands could handle. Margaret helped shape the dough into a
long loaf rather than a round one.

“This dough is so thick. Maybe this long shape will bake
more evenly,” said Margaret. She gave the knife to Lily and told
her to carve a J on it.

“Tell John he can pick up his bread this afternoon,” Margaret
said to Donny at the street corner. Aaron was waiting for them
and held out a cap holding four Knot Surprises filled with a
dollop of jam.

“We will say a shelf collapsed in the bakery basement,” said
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Margaret, handing Donny the largest Knot Surprise. “I hurt my
hand and John broke his nose. It was an accident.”

Margaret stopped Lily in the hallway of the ‘Girls’ entrance.
“Remember, Lily. It was an accident.”

“Why are you being nice to that mean boy?” asked Lily. “He
doesn’t deserve it.”

Margaret looked out at the crowded hallway and sighed. “It’s
because of you, Lily,” she said. “No matter how sour I am, you
are always saying that you are sorry. No matter how cruel I am to
you, you come back with kindness. You still like me.” Margaret
shuddered back to keep her voice steady. “That’s why everyone
loves you, Lily. I want to be loved like you. Maybe then I won’t
be so lonely.” Margaret tugged at Lily’s coat collar, pretending to
lay it straight.

“Hands and noses heal, but a broken spirit only gets meaner,”
said Margaret. “John will remember the kindness before he acts
on his meanness. And I won’t get in trouble for fighting, so
promise not to tell.”

“I swear to God, hope to die.”
Margaret smiled eye to eye with her little sister. There was

softness Lily had never seen before.
“What about your hand?” asked Lily.
“It hurts, but the wrap helps. Mama can see to it when I get

home.”
Margaret turned to the crowd heading to their classrooms.

She pivoted back to Lily and whispered, “You’re a good baker,
Lily.”

Lily’s heart glowed.
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CHAPTER 23

S N E A K Y  S A T U R D A Y

Saturday, March 11, 1911

GLORIOUS SATURDAY! Mr. Goldberg greeted Lily and Margaret
with a happy, “Good morning.” Aaron grinned his pumpkin
smile. Mrs. Goldberg glided across the basement and grabbed
Lily’s hand.

“Child, time to measure.”
Lily giggled through the stretching exercises, infecting Mrs.

Goldberg with laughter.
“Funny girl,” she said. “Serious business ballet is.”
“You are teaching me ballet?”
“No, er, no,” stammered Mrs. Goldberg. “Meant serious

business growing is.”
“Yes. Growing. Of course,” said Lily. She took a breath and

smiled at Mrs. Goldberg’s sparkling cheeks. Did Mrs. Goldberg
know that Lily knew her ballerina secret?

The duo fluttered, reached, and stretched to tippy-toe
height. Lily pressed her back against the wall. Mrs. Goldberg
pressed her long hand on the top of Lily’s copper head.

“Ach, next week try.”
Margaret’s hand did not swell, but it throbbed. Mama had
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rubbed ointment and wrapped the wounded hand tightly.
Margaret winced when she tried to pick up her bowl of sifted
flour. Mr. Goldberg brought a short wooden chair he had made
for the old baker’s children next to the bread table and motioned
to Lily.

“Little help for big helper.”
“Thank you, Mr. Goldberg,” said Margaret, holding her

bandaged hand to her chest.
Mr. Goldberg raised his left eyebrow and smiled at Margaret.

“Help, no shame.”
“Yes, Mr. Goldberg,” said Margaret. “There is no shame in

asking for help.”
“Yes, just like I say,” replied Mr. Goldberg.
Margaret handed Lily a long dish towel. “Here, wrap this

around your waist, like an apron,” said Margaret. Lily beamed.
Big John slipped into the basement and quickly went to

work. He barely nodded to Donny. His cap was tipped forward
to shadow his swollen nose and black eyes. Lily waited for his
sneers or mean comment. The anticipation failed. Margaret
would not be able to practice her new kindness strategy. Instead,
Big John quietly sifted, mixed, and kneaded, then placed his
bowl on the warming shelf. Margaret and Lily exchanged
surprised glances to see him at the sink washing his wooden
spoon and tin cup. He quickly hung up his grimy apron and
shrugged on his battered coat.

“John, wait!” called Mr. Goldberg. “Mrs. Goldberg leave
Knot Surprise. Take.”

Big John trudged to a basket filled with four treats. He
grabbed the smallest one and put it in his pocket. “Thanks,” he
mumbled, and disappeared up the basement steps. Donny
followed, popping the largest Knot Surprise in his crooked
mouth.

ANTOINETTE TRUGLIO MARTIN

108



Margaret instructed Lily on folding the dough over, making sure
all the flour incorporated into the bolus. Lily humped with each
push and pull. Her fingers ached, her shoulders ached. Finally,
the flour lumps smoothed and Lily’s fingers pulled away clean.
Margaret spread lard on the top of the mound and placed a clean
towel on top. Aaron loped to the bread table and offered to put
the bowl on the warming shelf.

“Thank you, Aaron,” said Margaret, holding her hand close to
her chest.

Lily swept the basement floor and washed the tin cup,
wooden spoon, and lace hoop. Margaret took a paper bag and
held a small pencil between her fingers around the bandage. She
lightly ticked off tallies as she counted sacks of flour, sugar, and
yeast.

“Mr. Goldberg, what is this?” Margaret uncovered a scrap of
flour sack wrapping revealing a tidy pile of brown sticks. Lily
recognized the spicy scent—cinnamon. Mr. Goldberg raised his
right eyebrow, then his left.

“Ach, Mrs. Goldberg barter with Chinese friend. Friend to
everyone, my Anca. Must hide. Ved’ma must not find.” Aaron
took the parcel of cinnamon sticks upstairs to the apartment.

“Who is Ved’ma?” asked Lily.
Mr. Goldberg shrugged and raised his right eyebrow.

“Russian word for witch. Guess.”
Lily immediately knew the word was for the rabbi’s sister.

Lily spent the remainder of the morning sweeping the shop and
helping Mrs. Goldberg clean the glass counter and arrange the
breads for display. Together, they hummed and sang Lily’s
versions of Sleeping Beauty in the Woods. Betta had told Lily the
“Sleeping Beauty” story, another favorite fairytale of magic, a
beautiful princess, an evil witch, and a brave prince.

“Is it a beautiful ballet, Mrs. Goldberg?” asked Lily.
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Mrs. Goldberg shook her head. “Dead life. Cossacks,” she
whispered.

At midday, Lily flexed her fingers, rolled her shoulders, and
then stepped onto the short chair. She pulled the dough out of
the bowl and pushed the breath out of it. Waves of tangy yeast
surrounded her nose.

“Don’t push too hard,” instructed Margaret. “You don’t want
to bruise it.”

Lily giggled at the thought of presenting Papa a black-and-
blue loaf of Daily Bread. Donny had just finished kneading and
shaping his dough when Big John tramped into the basement.
His cap was tilted down as he punched the air out of the dense
dough and shaped it into a long loaf. Donny followed Big John to
the warming shelf.

“Mr. Goldberg asked if you would help him fix shelves,” said
Donny.

Big John looked around. “What shelves?”
“We need shelves. Need smart kid for measure and saw,” said

Mr. Goldberg to Big John.
“Mr. Goldberg don’t want no more accidents,” said Donny. “I

gotta do the deliveries. Aaron is muscle, no brain for buildin’.”
“What you say?” asked Mr. Goldberg.
“Ya’, sure. I can measure and saw. Yes,” said Big John.
Mr. Goldberg slapped Big John’s shoulder. Was that a tear

brimming on the edge of Big John’s blackened eye?
Mr. Goldberg handed Donny a box of freshly baked challah

and the delivery list. “Come back for rest, then build shelves
also.”

“I can help Donny,” said Lily, unknotting the towel apron.
“Let me carry some loaves.”

“Suddenly such a big kid just by mixing and kneading bread,”
exclaimed Mr. Goldberg.

“I know I can’t talk to anyone. Sabbath is the Jewish holy day.
I think Jewish rules are harder than Catholic rules and Italian
rules. But I know the rules. No talking. No singing either,” said

ANTOINETTE TRUGLIO MARTIN

110



Lily. She took a breath. “I promise. I won’t talk. I won’t sing.
And I can walk fast and not drop a crumb. Promise! I swear to
God, hope to die if I talk or sing.”

“No swear,” said Mr. Goldberg. Both of his eyebrows danced
above his eyes. “God got more important business. Enough is
promise.”

Lily put her finger to her lips and nodded.
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CHAPTER 24

T H E  D E L I V E R Y

Saturday, March 11, 1911

MRS. GOLDBERG handed Lily a paper bag. “Hold bottom. Still
warm. Must deliver to Riskas on Walker Street. Little Sally five
year today.”

Lily breathed the sweetness through the closed bag.
“No one say I don’t bake in my oven,” said Mrs. Goldberg.
“Not even a ved’ma,” said Lily. Mrs. Goldberg gathered Lily in

her arms. On Saturdays, she smelled like magic.
Pushcarts, peddlers, horses, and people crowded the streets.

Lily held tightly to two loaves of challah and the bag of Knot
Surprises for little Sally on Walker Street. She followed Donny,
weaving around the crowds, and stayed close to his side as they
crossed over busy Canal Street. They climbed three flights of
dimly lit stairs to the rabbi’s floor. Lily stood back in the
shadows as Donny slipped several loaves through the crack in
the door. Then he knocked on the door across the hall and
passed one challah bread through. Donny took a piece of paper
from his pocket and pulled the pencil from behind his ear.

In a neighboring building, Donny and Lily trekked up to the
fifth and down to the fourth floors to deliver the remaining
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challah breads through door cracks. Finally, the basket and Lily’s
arms were empty. The bag of Knot Surprises was left, and the
bottom was still warm.

When they reached the bottom of the stairs, a huge man
dressed in a heavy coat and a large brim fur hat filled the foyer.
His brown curls from the sides of his face shook as he stomped
his feet on the mosaic floor. Soft brown whiskers covered most
of his face. Only his green eyes and the tip of his nose were
visible.

He took in a deep breath and boomed, “What’s this? This
delicious aroma?” He pointed a smooth finger at Lily’s paper bag.
Lily did not notice Donny’s half-surprised look as she opened
the paper bag and said, “They’re Mrs. Goldberg’s Knot
Surprises.”

The big man stuck his nose in the bag and breathed in
another whiff. “I heard of such a thing. May I?” Lily noticed how
his eyes sparkled like Mrs. Goldberg’s.

“Just one. Mrs. Goldberg made them for a birthday party,”
said Lily.

“I am honored.” The big man bowed. His furry hat almost
tapped Lily’s head. “I’ll take the smallest.” He pulled out a
golden Knot Surprise. “Still warm,” he whispered. His whiskers
opened and he took a bite. His green eyes rolled and his
whiskers broadened. “Oh my. Wonderful! Goldberg baked
these?”

“Mrs. Goldberg,” said Lily.
The remainder of the Knot Surprise disappeared into his

mouth.
“Wonderful,” he repeated, wiping all evidence of the treat

from his beard. “I cannot do business today. Sabbath, you know.”
Lily and Donny nodded. “Tell Goldberg I want an order of these
gems for Purim. That’s Wednesday. My children will be
delighted. Tell Goldberg the cantor will speak to him
tomorrow.”

Lily and Donny pressed their backs to the wall as the cantor
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sidestepped past them to the stairs. He licked his fingers as he
climbed, then swiftly turned back down toward them.

“I understand there is a round bread Goldberg bakes, golden
crust, but a cloud inside.”

“My sister Margaret bakes the best Daily Bread,” said Lily.
“Yes, yes. Tell Goldberg I want Margaret’s Daily Bread, too.”

He licked his finger. “Heaven. Worthy the songs of Solomon.
Don’t forget, now.”

“Oh, we won’t,” called Lily. “Good-bye!” Donny grabbed
Lily’s hand and pulled her out of the tenement. He held tight
until they reached the Riskas’ flat on Walker Street. Lily gave
the bag of treats to a small child who skipped with delight over
her birthday surprise.

Donny loped quickly down the street. Lily tried to keep an
eye on his black cap, but soon she was swallowed by the crowd
and wasn’t sure which block she was on or if she was in the
street. Panic filled her chest.

“How can I be lost on such a great day!” she said out loud to
no one. Then she realized that she had spoken to the cantor, an
important man who she should not talk to, but did! She was
going to be in big trouble with Mr. Goldberg, and Margaret, and
maybe even Mrs. Goldberg. And what if the rabbi’s sister found
out? Oh, where was Donny? Which street is this? Just as she was
about to wail at the traffic, Donny grabbed her sleeve and pulled
her toward a stoop.

“What da’ matter with ya’?” he said.
Lily gulped down her sob. “You ran too fast. And I don’t

know where I am, and—”
“Such a baby are ya’,” said Donny.
“I’m not a baby!” said Lily, “I just don’t know where I am. It’s

too crowded, and I’m not allowed to cross the streets alone.”
Half of Donny’s face laughed. “Okay, big kid, I’ll walk with

ya’.”
Lily tugged her arm from Donny. “I don’t need you holding

on to me.”
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“Good, ’cause I don’t want ya’ to think I’m your big brother
or nothin’,” said Donny.

It was a chilly day. The promise of spring beamed down
through the shadows of the tenements.

“I’m sorry I left ya’ behind there,” said Donny. “I’m excited,
ya’ know. If the cantor really likes Knot Surprises, the bakery be
saved.”

“Yes, but I talked to the cantor. Mr. Goldberg is going to be
mad at me,” said Lily.

“Not to worry. I’ll say I talked to the cantor. Not to worry.”
Lily thought that Donny could be nice, after all. “Thanks,”

she said. “I’m sorry, too.”
“For what?” asked Donny. Half of his face grinned.
“You know. For talking too much.”
“And for being a baby,” teased Donny.
“No, I’m not a baby. Would a baby talk to the cantor?” said

Lily.
“Then a little kid who makes me crazy,” he said, imitating

Margaret.
Lily giggled. “Donny, you’re nice. Why are you friends with

Big John? I don’t see how he is a friend to you.”
Donny looked ahead. “He’s not so bad. Some two year or so

ago, he save me life. A gang of thugs from da’ Bowery beat me
bad. Bash me head in. John, he come runnin’. He haul ’dem big
kids off me and got da sisters to take me in. ‘Dey patch me up
good as ‘dey can. Still lost half me good looks. Big John ain’t so
bad all da’ time.”

“But why is he so mean to Margaret? He tries to hurt her and
calls her terrible names too. It’s not fair. He is much bigger than
Margaret.”

“Don’t ya’ know? Margaret and Big John be neck-and-neck in
competition. ‘Dey both real smart. Smarter’ den some teachers.
Last term, Margaret got that number award. That burn John.
’Den she won spell bee. Right in front of ‘da whole school. On
stage, Margaret out spell John. He once the smartest in school.
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But now he get beat by a girl, an immigrant girl. No matter he’s
big and tough. Fellas don’t let him forget it. John be shame for
hisself.”

“Well, that’s a silly reason to be so nasty to someone,” said
Lily. “Margaret can’t go pretending she’s not smart just because a
boy feels shame. I’m not ashamed when Nelly wins a music
award. I’m proud of her. She’s my friend.”

“A fella is bugged when a gal does better—worse if she’s an
immigrant, in front of everyone to see,” said Donny.

“That’s silly,” repeated Lily.
“Well, ya’ ain’t a fella. Ya’ just a little kid,” said Donny.
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CHAPTER 25

T H E  C A N T O R

March 13–14, 1911

THE BASEMENT DOORS gaped open when Lily and Margaret
arrived early Monday morning. Wafts of yeast and fresh bread
baking hung like a curtain in the stairwell.

“Excuse me, little ladies. Coming through.” It was Mr. Carter,
the friendly miller, carrying a fifty-pound sack of flour on his
back. He was bent almost in half from the weight. Aaron
followed behind him, carrying a sack, barely leaning over,
grinning his wide pumpkin smile.

“Leave the doors open,” said Mr. Carter. “There’s more to
unload.”

The basement buzzed with joyful activity. Donny shoved
challah bread in and out of the oven. Mr. Goldberg braided
loaves of challah and placed them on the warming trays. Lily
peeked behind the oven. Big John shoveled heaps of coal into
Dragon.

Mrs. Goldberg floated around Mr. Goldberg. Her brown
scarf hung loosely on the back of her golden head. She covered a
bowl of dough with a towel and gracefully placed it on the
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warming shelf. Mr. Goldberg winked at her as she floated past,
throwing him an invisible kiss.

Lily stood with her mouth open. The basement was happier
than on a Saturday. Where was the rabbi’s sister? Mr. Carter
brushed past Lily shaking her from her stupor. He was carrying a
sack of buggy flour.

“Excuse me, little lady,” he said, “Gotta do away with this
nasty business.” Aaron followed behind with the last two buggy
flour sacks. Mrs. Goldberg grabbed Lily into her sweet hug,
released her, then leaped across the basement to the shop stairs.

Margaret pushed Connie’s apron into Lily’s chest.
“Hang up your coat and put this on,” she said. “We need

every hand this morning.”
“What’s going on, Margaret?” asked Lily. “Where is the

rabbi’s sister, and why is Mr. Carter taking away the buggy
flour?”

“I’ll find out,” said Margaret. “Measure fresh flour into my
bowl and mix the yeast and water.”

Lily obeyed. She tried to eavesdrop, but Mr. Carter’s
booming voice echoed in the basement.

“There you are, Goldberg,” said Mr. Carter, handing Mr.
Goldberg an invoice. “Fresh, clean flour. The finest in New York
City.”

Mr. Goldberg handed the paper to Margaret. Margaret took
the clipboard and counted the new flour sacks. She quickly
added the cost, nodded to Mr. Goldberg, then scurried upstairs.
By the time Lily finished stirring the yeast into the warm water,
Margaret was back with money and a Knot Surprise for Mr.
Carter.

Mr. Carter took a bite and rolled his eyes. “You got
something here, Goldberg. Sweet and simple. A cup of coffee
would make it perfect. You can have a sweet cafe. Think about
that!”

Mr. Carter walked to the basement steps, licking his fingers.
Margaret started to mix her dough at the baking table. She
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hugged the bowl close to her body with her bandaged right hand
and stirred with her left.

“Lily, set up Donny’s and John’s bowls just like mine,” said
Margaret.

“What is going on, Margaret?” asked Lily. Margaret
continued to stir the white flour and the yeast water.

“It started yesterday,” said Margaret. “The cantor ordered
two dozen Knot Surprises for Purim on Wednesday night.”

“That’s nice,” said Lily, “but two dozen Knot Surprises are
just two dozen.”

“By Sunday afternoon Mrs. Goldberg had orders for dozens
more,” said Margaret. “People want Knot Surprises for today and
tomorrow and so much more for Wednesday.” Margaret flipped
her dough on the flour-dusted tabletop.

“And it’s not just Knot Surprises,” continued Margaret.
“People want challah bread, real challah bread, not the tasteless
water challah. The cantor also wants my Daily Bread. Somehow
he heard it was the best.”

Lily gulped. She was afraid to tell Margaret the secret, but
even more scared if Margaret found out by herself.

“I told him,” she whispered.
Margaret stopped kneading and stared at her little sister. Lily

took a step back and hung her head.
“You spoke to the cantor?” asked Margaret.
“He asked,” said Lily, looking at her shoes. “And I told

him.”
Margaret shook her head and laughed. Lily laughed, washing

the burden of that secret away. It felt so good to laugh with
Margaret in the happy bakery basement. Margaret returned to
kneading with her strong left hand.

“Where is the rabbi’s sister?” asked Lily.
“Well, that’s the best part,” said Margaret. “Mr. Goldberg

went to the rabbi yesterday with all the orders and told him he
could only fill the orders if the sister was not there. He said he
could not bake all of this bread and Knot Surprises with her
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shouting and making him use buggy flour. The rabbi didn’t know
about the buggy flour.”

“I bet the rabbi was mad,” smiled Lily.
Margaret placed the kneaded dough into her bowl.
“He sure was,” said Margaret. “The rabbi told Mr. Goldberg

to order fresh flour, and yeast and sugar and even cinnamon!
There’s a lot to do—bake, display everything in the glass case,
balance the expenses. Customers will be asking for more.”

Lily carried the bowl to the warming tray.
“Lily, start mixing Donny’s bread. I will start John’s,” said

Margaret.
“But, Margaret, I am not tall enough,” said Lily.
“Get the step stool, silly,” said Margaret.
Lily and Margaret had started to knead the dough on the

table when Donny and John finished their chores. Margaret’s left
fingers were already coming away clean. Both of Lily’s hands had
dough stuck between her fingers.

“Thanks,” said John. “I can finish from here.”
“Hurry up,” said Margaret. “We can’t be late for school.”
Donny took over Lily’s kneading. Lily collected Margaret’s

tin cup and wooden spoon and brought them to the sink. The
boys soon added their spoons and cups to Lily’s sudsy water. Lily
quickly washed and rinsed, dried her hands on Connie’s apron,
and then collected the coats.

“School time!” said Mr. Goldberg. “Only smart apprentices
work in bakery.”

Lily followed Margaret and the boys up the shop stairs.
Bright warmth bathed the bakery. Knot Surprises and loaves of
golden challah sat under doilies in the glass case. Mrs. Goldberg
thanked a customer and greeted the children.

“Beautiful day,” she exclaimed, handing a bag to Margaret.
“Look! Knot Surprises fill case. Now almost empty.”

“Are they all cinnamon?” asked Lily.
“Yes. No more jam. Not season for jam,” said Mrs. Goldberg.

“Ach! Peach or fig jam make happy surprise. Yes?”
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“Mama has jam,” said Lily. “She puts up apple, peach,
blueberry, and even fig jam in the summer. She keeps the jars in a
box behind the couch.”

“Will Mama sell jam?” asked Mrs. Goldberg. Her cheeks
shone brighter.

“I don’t know,” said Margaret. “I’ll ask her tonight when I get
home.”

“I go today,” said Mrs. Goldberg. She clapped her hands like
Gigi did when excited. “Must have for the next batch.”

“Mama doesn’t speak English or Yiddish,” said Margaret.
“You’ll have to wait until tomorrow.”

“Betta is home,” said Lily. “She can help. She would like to
help.”

“But Mama, she doesn’t—” Margaret stammered for an
excuse, looking at Lily with her tight-lip glare. Lily suddenly
realized Margaret’s worry: Mama would not open the door to
Mrs. Goldberg—a stranger. It was too late to argue. Mrs.
Goldberg clapped her hands again.

“Yes! I go to sister and to Mama. Make business. Woman to
woman.”
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CHAPTER 26

P U R I M

Wednesday, March 15, 1911

FINALLY, the school bell rang, dismissing the children for the
day. There was no time to wait for Nelly. Lily grabbed her coat
from the classroom peg wall, waved to her friend, then bolted
out of the school door. She ran alongside Margaret all the way to
the bakery.

Mr. Goldberg had a basket of bread and Knot Surprises and a
delivery list ready for Lily. Donny and Big John looked over their
lists.

“No money to collect,” said Mr. Goldberg. “Margaret set up
tabs. Everyone pay on payday—Friday.”

Lily lifted her basket. Heavy! She had to hold it with two
hands.

“You can carry ’dat?” asked Donny.
“I can,” said Lily, waddling toward the door. She could lift the

basket, but was not so sure she could navigate around the street
crowds and climb stairs with a heavy load.

Mr. Goldberg slipped behind the shop curtain and quickly
returned, carrying a shallow box and a leather strap. He tacked
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each end of the strap to the box. Mrs. Goldberg brought a clean
cloth to lay on the bottom of the box.

“Put half in box,” said Mr. Goldberg. “Deliver the closest
first. Then come back for others.”

“I can do the deliveries for Lily,” said Margaret. “She is just a
little kid and doesn’t cross the streets alone, and—”

“Songbird no little kid. No little kid apprentice for bakery,”
said Mr. Goldberg.

Apprentice? Mr. Goldberg thought of Lily as an apprentice!
Not the tag-along little sister who couldn’t cross a street by
herself. Lily suddenly felt strong. She placed the strap over her
head and rested it on the back of her neck.

“I can do this,” said Lily to Margaret. “I’m not a little kid
anymore, and your hand isn’t well yet.”

“I need Margaret here,” said Mr. Goldberg. “Lots of tabs to
enter and sacks to count.”

“Go, children,” said Mrs. Goldberg, opening the front door.
“Must deliver Knot Surprises and bread before sundown.”

Lily placed a towel on top of her full box and followed John
and Donny into the street.

“Keep one arm over ’da top so no one snatches nothing,” said
Donny.

“Move quick,” said Big John. Lily draped one arm over the
top of the box. The boys disappeared into the crowd. The street
was thick with shoppers and peddlers’ carts. Doorless cars filled
with wares zig-zagged between the masses. Lily tried to stay on
the sidewalk, but it was hard for her to see where she was going.

“Coming through,” she shouted. No one noticed a kid
carrying a box over her neck. “I will have to walk on the street,”
said Lily to herself. “Mama would be mad to find out I’m walking
on the street by myself. I can do this.”

Lily squeezed between a fish peddler and a pickle man. She
looked for a clearing on the street to cross safely.

“Get along, kid,” shouted the old fishmonger. Lily took a
deep breath. Mama would be really angry at her if she got killed
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on the street. Lily looked up and down the street twice, just like
Margaret and Mama, and scurried across. Safe!

The first delivery was a block from the bakery. The tenement
smelled of thick chicken stews and dumplings cooking on stoves
for the special day. Lily climbed four flights of stairs. The Knot
Surprises stayed snug in her box. She delivered to two families
on the fourth floor, three families on the third, and one family
on the first floor. Each door opening was met with glee and
thanks. Lily read each order aloud before handing over the
goods.

“What is the surprise?” asked a small child on the third floor.
“You will have to eat it to find out,” said Lily. “Perhaps it’s a

spoonful of cinnamon sugar or a plop of my mama’s peach or
blueberry jam.”

“Blueberry! I love blueberries!”
“Then you will love my mama’s blueberry jam in the Knot

Surprise,” said Lily.
Lily felt proud reporting that the surprise jam was from

Mama. Betta was so excited to tell her sisters about Mrs.
Goldberg’s visit on Monday. Mrs. Goldberg easily endeared
herself to Betta. Betta was so happy to have someone to talk
with, even though the visit was for Mama. Betta led Mrs.
Goldberg to Papa’s chair and made tea. Gigi showed off the
ballet exercises she learned from Lily. Betta interpreted as Mrs.
Goldberg complimented Mama on how clean and bright her
home was and how pretty Gigi, Betta, and Lily were. She went
on and on as to how talented Margaret was and so important to
the bakery. Mrs. Goldberg proposed a woman-to-woman
business partnership to Mama. She would pay Mama one dollar
for a jar of jam. Then Mrs. Goldberg continued to compliment
Mama on how sensible she was to cook the fruit down and seal it
in a jar for the winter.

“Mrs. Goldberg keeps saying, ‘What a treat!’ and that Signora
Taglia is the most wonderful Mama,” said Betta.

Mrs. Goldberg visited for an hour. Betta served Mama’s hard
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biscotti from the cookie jar. Mrs. Goldberg dipped the cookie in
her tea and was so delighted that she wanted the recipe. Betta
didn’t say that Mama could not read or write, but offered to send
the recipe with Lily this week.

“After Purim, please,” said Mrs. Goldberg. “So much
business, I would lose the paper.”

Mrs. Goldberg left with two jars of jam: one peach, the other
blueberry. Mama put her two dollars in her apron pocket.

“Silly woman,” said Mama, closing the door. Betta said Mama
hummed a happy tune all afternoon.

Lily replaced the towel on top of the box and walked down the
stoop. When she turned onto the sidewalk to the next
tenement, two big boys flanked her sides.

“Where ya’ going, kid?” said one with rotten teeth and a
grimy freckled face.

Lily felt her heart pound against her ribs. She placed both
arms protectively over the box.

“None of your business!” said Lily.
“Whatcha got in the box?” said the other boy. He was bigger

than Rotten Teeth Boy and wore a jacket splotched with mud
that was too small for his long arms and thick chest. Lily held
tighter to the box.

“I have deliveries. Leave me alone!” Lily’s voice faltered into a
tiny squeak.

The boys lifted Lily from her armpits and carried her into a
nearby alley. Rotten Teeth Boy held his grimy hand over her
mouth. Lily kicked her legs in the empty air and held onto the
precious box. No one stopped the boys.

Trash cluttered the alley. A steel can was turned over on its
side, revealing charred garbage. They dropped Lily to her knees.
She held her arms over the box, keeping the Knot Surprises and
bread from falling.
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“Leave me alone!” cried Lily. Hot tears streamed down her
cheeks.

“What’s a little kid like you going to do about it?” said the
Rotten Teeth Boy.

Lily was not sure what she was thinking when she took the
strap off her neck and laid the box on the filthy ground. She
stood up between the two boys.

“Brutes! You are mean brutes!” said Lily. She wanted to stomp
Rotten Teeth Boy’s foot and kick the other boy’s shin. That may
make them crueler. “I can give you one, one Knot Surprise.”

“One!” said Rotten Teeth Boy. “We don’t want one. We want
all.”

“The whole box,” said the bigger boy.
They laughed. Lily realized they were not going to be nice

and she may lose all of the Knot Surprises and get hurt. They
laughed so loudly Lily did not hear the roar from the street into
the alley. Rotten Teeth Boy fell onto his stomach. Big John
pushed the Rotten Teeth Boy’s face into a trash heap, then
turned his fury on the other boy.

“You heard the girl,” bellowed John. He kicked the backside
of the bigger boy who stood stunned.

“Leave her alone. She’s working. Not that you hoodlums
know what work is.” John stepped on Rotten Teeth Boy’s back.
Lily watched frozen as John hauled his arm up to sock the
bigger boy.

“Please stop, John,” said Lily, surprised she had found her
voice. “Don’t hurt them.”

“What?” said Big John, letting down his guard.
“Don’t hurt them. It will only make things worse,” said Lily.
“Hey, Big John, we ain’t mean nothing by it,” said the Rotten

Teeth Boy on the ground.
“Yeah,” said the bigger boy, inching his way out of the alley.

“Foolin’ around is all.”
“Get outta here,” said Big John, holding up his fists. “You tell

everyone to leave this girl and her sister alone, or else!”
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The boys slunk away while Lily gathered the box and
pretended to count the untouched Knot Surprises.

“Did they hurt you?” asked John. Lily almost did not
recognize the softness in his voice. She shook her head, fighting
to keep her tears from falling. John put the box strap over Lily’s
head.

“You’re okay,” he said. “Nothing missing or broken.”
Lily looked up at John. His eyes did not seem so yellow.
“Thank you,” she said, then shuddered into sobs and tears.

John held her against his coat. It smelled like the bakery—warm
and safe.

“You’re okay. You’re a tough kid. No one is going to mess
with you.”

Lily wiped her nose on her sleeve.
“I have to finish the deliveries, then get the next batch,” said

Lily.
“Then get going,” said John, gently shoving her out of the

alley. “You don’t need my help.”
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CHAPTER 27

S T.  J O S E P H ’ S  D A Y

Sunday, March 19, 1911

LILY COULD SMELL the tomato sauce from the third-floor
landing. Mama had hurried home from Mass to set up the pot of
home-jarred tomatoes, chopped onion, dried basil and parsley,
and whatever meat and vegetables that were left over from the
week. She was mixing the batter for the sweet St. Joseph’s cake
when Lily walked into the apartment with Gigi and a head of
garlic from Nelly’s grandmother.

St. Joseph’s Day was an extra special holiday for the Taglia
family. It was Papa’s birthday. Connie and her older brother,
Freddy, were coming for Sunday dinner. Their mother and the
young children were spending the day at their stepfather’s
sister’s home in Queens. Connie and Freddy felt like outsiders in
the stepfamily’s home. They had to share a box as a chair and
were expected to hold and manage their three little step-siblings
during dinner.

It was a warm day. Lily believed winter had finally ended.
Mama pulled up the front window to let in the promise of
spring. Betta sat on the cot next to the oven so as not to catch a
chill. Mott Street was quieter on Sunday; but because it was a
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holiday and a beautiful day, people milled about the street and
sidewalks. Lily saw a few girls on the sidewalk across the street,
jumping a long rope and chanting silly rhymes. Nelly was singing
the loudest.

“Mama, can I go out and play?” asked Lily.
“Margaret is not home yet. I need you to help me with

macaroni,” said Mama. She sat down in the chair and rubbed her
large belly.

“Mama, do you feel all right?” asked Betta. “Lily, get Mama
the other chair so she can put her feet up.”

Lily pushed a chair in front of Mama and helped lift her legs
onto the seat. Mama looked up at Lily with her tired dark eyes.

Betta took the macaroni dough out of a bowl. She pulled a
portion of dough from the ball, dusted the table with flour and
started to roll the dough flat.

“Betta, roll it thinner,” said Mama.
Betta huffed as her delicate hands pressed harder on the

rolling pin. Soon, she turned away from the table in a fit of
coughs. Lily helped Betta to the cot. Gigi scurried to Betta’s side
and patted her back.

“I can do it,” said Lily. Lily dusted, rolled, flipped the dough
over, and rolled the dough thinner. Mama showed Lily how to
cut long strips and pile them into nests.

“You are becoming a big helper,” said Mama. Lily beamed
with pride.

By the time Margaret came home with a loaf of Daily Bread
and eight Knot Surprises, a pot of water was boiling for the
macaroni, and the St. Joseph’s cake was cooling on the fire
escape. Lily smelled the Knot Surprises. “She added more
cinnamon to the sugar,” said Lily.

Connie and Freddy arrived with fanfare and kisses on each
cheek. Connie and Margaret hugged each other tightly. “I’ve
missed you, my best friend,” said Margaret.

“I’ve missed you too,” said Connie, wiping a tear from
her eye.
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Freddy presented Mama with a bottle of grappa. “This is for
Zio Stefano’s birthday dinner. I helped a friend make the wine. It
is not like the wine from home, but it’s okay.”

“Bene, bene,” said Mama. “It will be delicious.” Freddy
grinned a bright white smile. He stood tall and lean next to
Mama, looking especially dandy dressed in his white shirt, black
waistcoat, and bow tie. His stiff collar made his neck look long
and elegant. Lily marveled at this man’s clean nails and hands.

“I have to be at work for the dinner rush,” said Freddy. “But I
did not want to miss a party with my favorite aunt and uncle.”

Freddy’s thick mane of black hair was slicked back with
fragrant hair pomade. Freddy told Lily and Margaret he paid a
little extra for the French hair gel.

“Tell me, Freddy, where’s your girlfriend?” asked Mama.
“Ah, Zia Francesca,” chuckled Freddy. “You know I am too

handsome for just one girl.”
At almost twenty-two, Freddy was a waiter at a fancy uptown

restaurant. He offered scrumptious suggestions, served from the
right, and popped wine corks with flare and his beautiful smile.
His stepfather, a gruff man with a heavy face and little patience,
did not want him living with the family, so Freddy moved to an
apartment near a theater on Seventh Avenue. He had promised
to take Margaret and Connie to a show one day, but neither girl
was allowed to go yet. Every Sunday morning, Freddy met his
mama on her way home from church. He’d give each half-sibling
a light kiss, embrace his mama, and pass her money she could
keep secret from the new husband.

Papa stomped through the door, reeking of a cigar. Tony
followed.

“This handball champ beat two big boys and this old man,”
said Papa. “He deserves a victory dinner.”

“If that is okay with you,” added Tony.
Mama pressed Tony’s arm. “You are always welcomed in our

home, Tony. Sit, sit down and eat.”
“Where did you play?” asked Lily.
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“Zio drove Joe’s truck to a park with a lake in the middle ,”
said Tony.

“Didn’t Joe and your papa come?” asked Lily.
Papa directed Tony to a chair. “They had a long Saturday

night, so they are sleeping the holiday away.”
Everyone squeezed around the table. The dishes were

mismatched, but it did not matter once the food filled the
plates. The dinner was lively and delicious. Lily ate her fill of
macaroni and dipped a slice of Daily Bread into a puddle of
sauce as she listened as Papa replayed the handball game. Tony
grinned while chewing. He never spoke since he did not let his
mouth remain empty long enough.

“Margaret, slice Tony another piece,” said Papa. “The boy is
growing before our eyes.”

Mama asked if Tony could retrieve the flower boxes from the
basement this week so she could prepare the herbs before the
baby came. Gigi and Lily clapped to Freddy, miming the ragtime
piano player he saw at the theater. Connie talked about her first
week working in the factory. Her job was to snip loose thread
from seams.

“It is boring work. I would like to be an operator, but I will
have to work my way up,” said Connie.

“Your mama must be proud,” said Mama.
“I don’t know about that,” said Connie. “She doesn’t have

much help. Her husband wants his dinner on time and doesn’t
like the babies squawking around him. I think she works harder
now that I am not home until late.”

Lily marveled that Connie worked on the ninth floor of
Triangle Shirtwaist Factory.

“Aren’t you too tired to work after climbing nine flights?”
asked Lily.

“There are four elevators. My cousin Aldo is an elevator man.
He got me the job,” said Connie. “I like to ride in Aldo’s
elevator. He is funny, making jokes about the foreman and the
rich owners.”
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“Watch out for that kind of talk,” warned Papa. “Unionizers
can make a lot of trouble for the women, especially immigrants.”

“Aldo is not a unionizer,” said Freddy. “He is just a fool
repeating what he hears.”

“That is most dangerous,” continued Papa. “When the big
bosses find out there is talk, there will be trouble.”

“Why should workers stay silent when they work like dogs in
filth and noise for pay that barely feeds their family?” said
Freddy. His beautiful smile faded. “My papa was killed by a
poorly maintained machine. He warned the foreman. He said
there was going to be a terrible accident if the big boss did not
make the machines safe to run. It was no accident that he was
killed. The boss didn’t care. Sent Mama apples and hired another
man to take his place. No changes were made in that factory. It
is a common occurrence to lose a finger or a bearing gets loose,
flies across the room and hits someone in the head.”

Papa took a deep breath. “I agree, Fredo. Everyone, even
immigrants like us, deserve a safe place to work for a wage they
can live on. I don’t want Connie to be a target. It is easy for big
bosses to push girls around.”

Lily wanted to pipe up that Margaret does not get pushed
around by big kids, like Big John, and she can hold herself up
with the rabbi’s sister. But these were secrets she could not blurt
out. Margaret’s tight-lip glare reminded her.

After cake, coffee, and Knot Surprises, it was time for Freddy
to walk Connie home and catch a trolley to the restaurant. He
smoothed his hair down, kissed Mama good-bye, and shook
Papa’s hand.

“Be well, Zio,” he said. Papa pulled Freddy into a bear hug.
“You stay safe, my boy,” said Papa.
Margaret whispered to Connie to come to the front window.

Lily watched the best friends hold hands and whisper.
“I have a present for you,” said Margaret.
Margaret pulled out a crochet bracelet made from the white

lace thread. She tied it on Connie’s thin wrist.
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“Oh, Margaret, it is so pretty,” said Connie. “Everyone on the
factory floor will be jealous that I have a wonderful best friend. I
will never take it off.”

“Don’t forget me, Connie,” said Margaret.
Connie gathered Margaret in a hug. When Connie and

Freddy left, Margaret watched them leave the tenement from
the front window.

“I’ll see you next Sunday, Connie,” shouted Margaret.
“See you then,” called back Connie.
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CHAPTER 28

T H E  WA I T I N G

Friday March 24, 1911

PAPA DID NOT COME HOME Thursday night. Margaret carried
coal up four flights of stairs for the stove before going to sleep.
Mama scrubbed the table and kept a pot of water slowly
simmering all night. Tony had to help his father and brother
repair a wheel on the motor truck. They worked in the stable
long after dark, too late for Tony to bring Papa a dinner pail for
his second shift.

Lily woke up before dawn just as Margaret came in from the
toilet closet.

“Is Papa home?” asked Lily.
“Not yet. He’ll be back soon,” said Mama. She sat down in a

chair. Dark circles shadowed her eyes. Stray strands of hair
framed her tired face.

“Mama, try to rest today,” said Margaret, picking up Mama’s
feet onto a neighboring chair.

“I’m okay,” said Mama. “I want to go to the fish market at the
pier and get a spiny fish—a spindella—with my two dollars. It is
Papa’s favorite.”

“Can’t you wait till I get home?” said Margaret. “I will go.”

137



“No,” said Mama. “I’ll go later this morning.”

Margaret did not remind Lily to button her jacket, nor did she
scold her for stepping into a puddle. Margaret heaved open the
street doors to the bakery basement.

“Are you worried about Mama?” asked Lily.
Margaret nodded for Lily to go downstairs.
“I am very worried,” said Margaret.

Mrs. Goldberg grabbed Lily’s hand.
“Friday, Lily!” exclaimed Mrs. Goldberg, “Perhaps today you

are tall enough to bake bread by yourself.”
Mrs. Goldberg and Lily stretched and reached while Mrs.

Goldberg hummed the theme to Swan Lake.
“What wrong, songbird?” asked Mrs. Goldberg, “No heart

today? Music, dance fill my heart now. Bake sweet treat and
wonderful bread. Business good. Mr. Goldberg so proud—proud
of work, and me too.” Mrs. Goldberg twirled twice around on
her toes. “No time for nightmare or mean rabbi sister. Dance fill
my heart in happy bakery—in this happy America.”

“I am worried about Mama,” said Lily. “She was up waiting
for Papa. He worked an extra shift last night. She is tired with
the new baby in her belly. But she wants to go to the fish market
to get a spindella for Papa’s dinner tonight. She wants to spend
the two dollars she earned from the jams. But the pier is ten
blocks away—a very long walk.”

Mrs. Goldberg put her hand on her glittery cheek. “Ach! My
friend need help! I help.” Mrs. Goldberg squeezed Lily’s hands,
making sure Lily knew she was serious. “I go after morning
customers. I go to Signora Taglia. I say I get fish.”
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Lily hugged Mrs. Goldberg and breathed in the sugar and
cinnamon.

“Thank you, Mrs. Goldberg. I feel much better.”
Lily pressed her back to the wall and hummed Swan Lake

with Mrs. Goldberg.
Mrs. Goldberg tsked. She squeezed her thumb and forefinger

so close together they almost touched.
“This much,” she said. “Next week!”

After school, Lily delivered freshly baked bread and Knot
Surprises. John nodded to her before she left with the box
hanging around her neck and the delivery list in her pocket. Lily
had to bring baked goods to the same families in the tenement
the big boys had attacked her. She carefully looked for the
brutes. It was safe.

The same little girl on the third floor asked what surprise was
in the Knot Surprise this time.

“The blueberry jam was delicious,” she said. “Are today’s
Knot Surprises filled with blueberry jam?”

“It wouldn’t be a surprise if I told you,” said Lily.
Margaret was still entering names and numbers in the ledger

when Lily returned with her empty box.
“Tell Mama I will be a little late,” said Margaret.

Lily opened the apartment door to a waft of delicious smells.
Fresh fish roasted in the oven with potatoes and carrots, and
fennel tea simmered on the stove.

Lily looked for signs of Papa. His cap and coat were missing
from the wall pegs, and his heavy boots were not lined up next to
the door.
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“He’s not home,” said Betta, rubbing Mama’s arm. “Tony
went to find out.”

“It is too much, too much for one man to work double in a
dangerous job,” said Mama, shaking her head. “Too much when I
got kids who can work.”

“I am working, well, helping,” said Lily. “Soon, I can bake
bread.”

“For what?” Mama slapped her hand on the table, upsetting
the dishes, forks, and knives. “Not enough to save a penny here
and there.”

“I am doing my best to sew the collars and buttons,” said
Betta weakly. “I am saving for glasses. I try to keep up, but my
lungs and eyes—”

“Margaret has to work,” said Mama. “Disrespectful girl.
Margaret needs to go to work. Bring in a wage, not pennies.”

“But Margaret wants to go to school.” Lily regretted her
words as soon as she heard them.

Mama stood up, slapping both hands on the table. The
nervous dishes trembled.

“School!” hollered Mama. “Margaret reads. She writes. She
figures numbers. No more school. Margaret must go to work.”

Mama’s face grew red and angry. Gigi saddled on Lily’s lap. If
Margaret was there, the argument would have been louder and
longer. The sisters did not dare tackle Mama’s fury. Instead, they
looked away from Mama’s red face, bracing themselves for
another volley of rage. Mama shook her head and stomped into
her bedroom, slamming the door behind her. Betta arranged the
dishes, forks, and knives to their proper place.

“Mrs. Goldberg was so nice to get the fish,” said Betta. “It
would have been a very long walk for Mama, and I would not
survive the damp air.”

Lily nodded, stroking Gigi’s brown hair. Betta turned down
the oven.

“She’s a good friend,” added Betta.
“Papa has never been gone this long,” said Lily.
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Betta poured fennel tea into a cup. She breathed in the
fragrant steam.

“Mrs. Goldberg surprised us with her happy offer,” said
Betta. “She likes to talk and talk. Mama didn’t say much, but she
was glad to have Mrs. Goldberg pick up the fish. It smells
wonderful being that it is so fresh, don’t you think?”
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CHAPTER 29

M O R E  WA I T I N G

Friday Night, March 24, 1911

MARGARET WALKED into the apartment after six o’clock. The
fish sat on the cold stovetop. Mouthwatering aromas lingered.
The front room stood dark. Mama sat in Papa’s big chair next to
the window. Few cars rumbled by. The street was clear of carts
and horses. People straggling home for their supper walked the
sidewalks. Margaret looked to Betta, who shrugged, then
returned to her sewing in the dim light. Gigi pulled at Margaret’s
skirt,

“I’m hungry, Margaret,” she whispered. Margaret carried Gigi
to the kitchen, took a fork from the table, and stabbed a half of
a potato toasted brown.

“Eat this,” said Margaret, handing Gigi the potato on a fork.

Night fell damp with a heavy, low ceiling of dark clouds. The
gaslights glowed on Mott Street’s empty sidewalks. The
Graziano brothers played and sang Italian ballads with their
guitars and mandolin. Lily and Gigi sat on the couch, barely
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listening to the music, stroking Princepessa’s yarn hair. Muffled
yelling from the Murphys’ door seeped into the Taglias’ front
room.

Finally, Margaret grabbed her shawl and wrapped it around
her head and shoulders.

“I’m going to find Papa,” she announced. Lily’s heart leaped
into her throat.

“You can’t!” cried Betta, “It’s too dangerous.”
“I can’t stand waiting around doing nothing,” said Margaret.
“He’ll be home soon,” said Betta. “He must!”
“Mama, tell Margaret to stay home,” said Lily.
Mama stared out the window. Didn’t she hear Margaret? The

docks were dangerous enough for big strong men in the daytime.
No matter how determined and strong Margaret thought she
was, the docks were no place for a girl searching for her papa late
at night.

“Mama!” said Lily. “Tell her!”
“If he’s not home by morning, you go,” said Mama in a still

voice. She kept her gaze on the street.
Lily could see Margaret was getting ready for an argument.

Her mouth was set in a tight line. Her eyes narrowed.
A light knock came from the front door. The room hushed.

Another soft knock.
“Zia, Zia, it’s me, Tony.”
Margaret opened the door wide and shrieked into her hands.

Lily ran to Margaret’s side and swallowed her scream. A large
man, the color of coal, took up the whole door frame. His beaten
face dripped with bloody sweat. His lip and eyes were swollen,
and patches of blood stained his peacoat. Draped around his
broad shoulders lay Papa. His copper-red hair hung down,
covering his face. Margaret stepped aside as Tony pushed the big
man into the kitchen.

“Lock the door, Lily,” said Tony. Betta moaned and sat in a
chair. Gigi dove into the couch, hiding from the gory scene. Mama
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stood pale with her mouth gaped open. Margaret pulled Betta up
off the chair and ordered her to clear the table. Lily helped Betta
quickly gather the dishes, forks, and knives, and pulled off the
table cloth. Mama pointed for the big man to lay Papa on the table.

“Zia, this is Sam,” said Tony in Sicilian. “Zio Stefano’s
partner. There was trouble. Terrible trouble.”

Sam gently laid Papa on the table. Betta clutched the
tablecloth against her chest.

“Bad, bad trouble,” said Sam in a deep rumble. “They come
at us with hooks and fists. Boss man say we gots no right to same
wage. Says negro mans and foreign mans not good worker. Too
ignorant. Don’t deserve same wage.”

As Sam spoke, Mama cut off Papa’s coat and tore open his
bloody shirt. She swept his hair from his closed eyes. Lily saw
blood trail down his face. Her empty stomach turned, but she
willed her knees to stand up.

“Boil water,” said Mama. She winced as she removed the
bloody bandage around Papa’s side.

“I tell Stevie here, let’s go, man,” said Sam, wiping his face
with his bloodied sleeve. “Let’s leave ’dis place where we have ta’
work back-to-back, watch out for flying pulley some guy throw at
us, or a hook. But Stevie say he work, he work hard so his girls
have a roof, food, a chance for America dream. Stevie here brag
’bout his daughters so smart. One win number award. Other
teach him to speak and read American.”

Margaret washed the blood from Papa’s face. Papa looked as
white as Betta.

“A goon stab my hand with ’da hook,” continued Sam, holding
up a filthy bandaged hand. “I knock that guy right out. Flat on
the steel deck.” Sam gestured a punch to his jaw with his fisted
hand the size of a sledge hammer. “Out like a light.” Margaret
rapidly interpreted.

“Morto?” asked Mama to Tony.
“Not sure if he is dead,” said Tony. “Probably.”
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Mama knitted her brows together while she examined Papa’s
side.

Sam continued his story. “Stevie here, he fight. He fight off
two men swinging ’dem hooks shouting foul words. Never had a
friend like Stevie here.” Sam placed his huge hand on Papa’s
forehead. “We fight ’em all. Got out.”

“Sam kept Zio hidden,” said Tony. “All day they looked for
Sam and Zio Stefano. Can’t go back to the docks.”

Mama looked into the gaping hole on Papa’s side.
“He needs a doctor, Mama,” said Margaret.
“Doctors cost extra to stay quiet. No police.”
Sam cocked his heavy eyebrows. He understood the Sicilian

word for police.

“You mama right. No police. Police bring more bad.”
“There is a doctor on Henry Street, Dr. Stern,” said Tony.
“I heard of this doctor,” said Mama. “I heard he is too sick to

be a doctor.”
“Yes, but he doctors for a price and silence,” replied Tony.
Mama disappeared into her room and returned with a cigar

box. She counted the few coins and fewer bills with her bloody
hand.

“Seven dollars thirty-six cents enough?” asked Mama in
English.

“I have five dollars I was saving for glasses,” said Betta. “Pay
the doctor with my spectacle money.”

Lily wanted to hide with Gigi and cry out her sorrow. She
would give all of her nickels for Papa, if she had not spent
them all.

Tony dug into his trouser pocket. He held out twenty-eight
cents. “Twelve dollars and sixty-three cents is not enough for
such a doctor.”

“I’ll take care of it,” said Margaret. She unlocked and
unlatched the door and ran out.

Lily looked up at the big black man. For as strong and fierce

ANTOINETTE TRUGLIO MARTIN

146



as he looked, he spoke gently about Papa. He brought Papa
home.

“You’d better go, Sam,” said Tony. “I’ll get you out of the
building from the rooftop. Then you can take the alleys to Canal
Street.”

Sam nodded. “I’m goin’ away. Gonna take off. Can’t stay in
this city. You tell my friend Stevie here?”

“Sure, Sam, I’ll tell him,” said Tony.
Lily took the big man’s hand and said, “Thank you, Mr. Sam.

Thank you for bringing my papa home.”
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CHAPTER 30

T H E  D O C T O R

Friday night, March 24, 1911

PAPA LAY MOANING on the table. Betta wiped his forehead with
a clean cloth as Mama inspected the wound on his side.

“Maybe Signora Bocchino could help,” said Lily. “I can get
her.” Lily avoided looking at Mama as she probed into the
bloody gash. Papa winced and groaned as blood spilled onto the
floor. Tears streamed down the corners of his eyes, pooling in his
ears. Lily had never seen brave Papa cry, even when he read a
letter saying that his mama died alone in a fire back home in
Sicily. Cold shivers crept up Lily’s back, making her feel light and
dizzy. She wanted to run, just like Margaret. Where was
Margaret?

“The strega has a big mouth,” said Mama.
Betta shoved a wet rag to Lily’s chest and said, “Clean his

hand. Just look at his hand.”
Lily held Papa’s calloused hand. Dried blood and dirt were

scraped into his knuckles and fingernails. Her whole hand could
fit safely in his palm. Lily thought how safe and proud she felt
skipping on Mott Street with Papa’s strength holding her small
hand. Nothing could ever go wrong while holding Papa’s hand,
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guiding and protecting. But now, seeing Papa writhe in pain and
melt in and out of consciousness, all of his courage seemed to be
spilling out with the blood.

Mama pulled out a jagged splinter and flung it on the floor.
Papa’s groan faded. Lily pulled her eyes to Papa’s beaten hand,
breathing deeply.

“Did you fight with a tree, Stefano, like a caveman?” said
Mama. “This wound is festering from dirt and sticks already. Stay
still!”

She pulled another splinter, shorter, between her two fingers.
Papa yelped, startling Lily. Fresh blood covered Mama’s hands.

“Please, Cesca,” moaned Papa. “We can argue tomorrow.”
“Yes, Mama, please,” said Betta. “No more yelling. Lily, sing

to Papa. Hold his hand and sing.”
Lily cupped Papa’s limp hand between her two shaking

hands. “What should I sing?” she asked.
“Anything,” whispered Betta.
Where was Margaret? Lily wiped her tears away on her

shoulder, then hummed the theme to Sleeping Beauty in the Woods

—the same tune she sang to Mrs. Goldberg when she was sad.
“My little songbird,” exhaled Papa.
A hard rap rattled the door.
“Open up,” said Margaret. Betta unlatched and unlocked the

door to let Margaret burst through carrying a huge black bag.
“The doctor is here,” gasped Margaret. “He has medicine,

bandages, thread.”
Tony pushed a short, thin man through the doorway and

closed the door.
“Four flights,” huffed the doctor. “Four flights will cost you

extra.” His bony finger pointed at Margaret.
Margaret nodded and took the man’s coat and hat. He looked

smaller and thinner without the outer garments. The little man
coughed into his elbow, then rubbed his full white mane of hair and
scratched his matching beard. He stood no taller than Mama.
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Worn suspenders held up his woolen slacks. The waistband barely
touched his torso. His white shirt stained in yellow and brown
splotches billowed around his thin frame. He walked to the stove
and plunged his hands into the pot of hot water. He pulled a cake of
soap out of a baggy pocket and scrubbed his skin up to his elbows.

Margaret explained in Sicilian that Dr. Stern could fix Papa.
“He will be paid for his skill and silence.” She repeated her
sentences in English to Dr. Stern.

“Yes, yes. I do not gossip. I do not report, so long as I am
paid.”

“I have the money,” said Margaret. She rattled a canister.
“Twenty dollars as agreed.”

“Twenty-two with the extra stairs,” said Dr. Stern, wiping his
wet hands.

Margaret nodded.
“Twenty-two dollar!” gasped Mama in English. “How?”
“Tell your mother to wash her hands,” said Dr. Stern. “All of

you wash your hands up to your elbows. Use the soap.”
The doctor tied a bandana over his mouth and nose, then

cleared his throat.
“Get me tea,” he croaked. “No cream, no sugar.”
Betta left the cloth on Papa’s head. The doctor put on a

black apron. He wrapped the strings around his back, to his
front, then finally tied to his back. While Mama, Margaret, Tony,
and Betta washed, the doctor looked at Papa’s wound with his
hands behind his back. He lifted his thick-spectacled eyes to Lily
watching him. Lily held Papa’s hand tighter, but Papa did not
squeeze back. She could hear her blood coursing through her
head and chest. Her heart pounded fiercely, shouting, “Save him.
Save my papa.”

The doctor nodded for Mama to stand at Papa’s head. Tony
stood by Papa’s legs. Betta brought the doctor tea. The doctor
turned away and coughed, holding the cup in two hands. With
one swallow, the cup was empty. The doctor cleared his throat.
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He opened his black bag. “Madame, sit in a chair. I do not
want to deliver a baby as well tonight.”

Margaret translated. Mama kissed the top of Papa’s forehead
and sat on a chair, holding Papa’s head.

“I see these slashes on the abdomen and chest are not too
deep. I can sew those. But this gash is very deep, maybe
infected.” The doctor spoke low and secretive as if to himself. “I
will have to explore inside to make sure the intestines and the
liver are not severed. He lost a lot of blood, and there may be a
broken rib.” The doctor looked directly at Mama. “This will
hurt. I need him held down.”

Papa opened his eyes.
“For God’s sake, sir, do not scream out,” continued Dr. Stern.

“We can’t have any more traffic coming in and out of here.”
Betta picked up a wooden spoon and showed it to the doctor.

“Soldiers bit down on a stick while an arm or leg was cut off,”
said Betta. “I read about it.”

“Good, give him the spoon,” said the doctor, clearing another
cough away. He looked up at Lily. Lily held her breath, fighting
the tears welling in her eyes.

“Go in the other room, child,” he said.
Lily gripped Papa’s hand tighter. “I’m holding his hand.” Papa

squeezed back.
“Go, my songbird,” said Papa. “Take care of Gigi while the

doctor patches me up.”
Lily kissed Papa’s hand then looked straight at the doctor.
“You can save him?”
The doctor held up long silver instruments in each hand. He

turned his head to cough two times, then faced Lily with softer
eyes.

“I will, child. I will try with what is left of myself. I see he is a
very important man, rich in love. That is the most valuable
riches to save.”
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CHAPTER 31

T H E  A R G U M E N T

Saturday morning, March 25, 1911

LILY WOKE up on the couch under a crocheted blanket with
Gigi’s arm draped over her. Bright morning light beamed
through the window.

“Papa!” said Lily, bolting off the couch, “I’m late!” Gigi stirred
and whimpered, but soon returned to her dreams.

Lily stumbled into the kitchen. The table was scrubbed and
the floor cleaned, and the kettle gently simmered on the stove.
Betta slept on the cot. Mama came out of her bedroom and
quietly closed the door.

“Mama?”
“He’s sleeping. Papa needs rest,” Mama slumped into a chair

and rested her arms on the table. She looked more tired than
yesterday. Lily hugged Mama’s shoulders. Mama patted Lily’s
arms.

A knock on the door startled them. “Who is it?” Lily asked
the doorknob.

“It’s me. Margaret.” Lily unlatched and unlocked the door to
let Margaret slip into the flat. She handed a bakery bag to Lily
and hung up her shawl.
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“I’m sorry, Margaret,” said Lily. “I didn’t wake up. I’ll go to
the bakery now.”

“Eat something first,” said Margaret. “You must be hungry.”
Lily suddenly realized her stomach was rumbling.

Mama glared at Margaret. “She gave you the money, didn’t
she? That crazy chatterbox gave you money. Now you owe her
time to pay her back. Time you could use earning a real wage for
honest money.”

“I earned that money,” said Margaret. “I earned every penny.”
“You owe her now,” said Mama, trying to keep her voice low.

“Better off in a factory. Real money to help your family. Real
work! Not playtime!” She shook her finger at Margaret. Margaret
did not back off.

“Mr. Goldberg pays me to balance the numbers,” said
Margaret. “I count the money in and out. I count the flour, the
sugar, everything. He wants to pay me as an apprentice when I
turn thirteen next month.

“Apprentice! No girl is an apprentice,” said Mama. “You took
a loan. You put us in the baker’s debt.”

“It was my money, Mama,” said Margaret. “I’m sorry I kept
the money secret, but it was enough to pay that doctor for
Papa.” Lily could hear Margaret trying to remain calm.

Mama seethed. “You are a snake! Better off in a factory. Make
honest money for your family. Instead you become a snake with
secrets. A snake with those people!” Mama stamped her foot.

Lily felt a hot tear streaming down her cheeks. She hated the
fighting. Margaret held her head up high. “I am telling you the
truth.”

Mama slapped Margaret’s face. Betta shot up from the cot,
and Lily squelched a cry into her hands. Already Mama’s
handprint burned on Margaret’s cheek.

“All right, I give up,” said Margaret. Her voice quivered with
anger and sorrow. “You want me to work all day, six days a week
in a horrible factory like Connie? I would bring you money, but
you won’t have me to slave for you. Betta is too weak, and Lily is
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a silly little girl. If I worked in a factory, you would never
see me.”

“I never see you now, working for pennies, owing yourself to
crazy bakers,” said Mama.

“If that’s what you want, I will go to the factory and be a
nobody.”

Margaret grabbed her shawl, unlatched and unlocked the
door, and stormed out. Angry footsteps echoed in the stairwell.
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CHAPTER 32

T H E  F I R E

Saturday, March 25, 1911

LILY HAD to bring up a pail of coal before going to the bakery. It
was too heavy to carry a full pail, so she completed the chore in
two trips. She also helped Betta hang the clean rags over the
stove. Lily kneaded and shaped the dough Margaret mixed
earlier in the morning and carved an M on the top. Mr.
Goldberg did not have deliveries for her, so she spent the
afternoon sweeping the bakery basement and washing trays,
spoons and bowls. Lily barely noticed Donny and John kneading
and shoveling bread and Knot Surprises in and out of the oven.
Mr. and Mrs. Goldberg stayed upstairs in the shop.

The chores kept her busy in the basement, but her fears for
Papa and Margaret played out in her thoughts. Lily’s mind
swirled. What if Papa never got well enough to work again?
What if Mama became so exhausted she died giving birth, like
Nelly’s mother? What if Margaret ran away from the family?
Would she ever see Margaret again? Donny asked why she was
not singing. Lily shrugged.
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Nelly arrived at the bakery just as Lily put on her shawl to go
home.

“Nonna sent me to buy famous Knot Surprises for tonight,”
said Nelly.

The friends walked back to Mott Street arm in arm. Nelly
chatted on and on while Lily nodded and pretended to listen.
She hoped Papa would be sitting up. She hoped Mama would be
humming. She hoped Margaret would be home. But she could
not say this to Nelly. No one could know about Papa, the doctor,
and Sam. It was not safe.

Mama unlatched and unlocked the door for her. No one spoke
about Margaret, about Papa, or how wonderful the Daily Bread
looked and smelled. Mama stirred thick pasta fasule with the
wooden spoon pocked with Papa’s teeth marks. Her left hand
held her back, which ached from the weight of the new baby.

Betta whispered that Papa did not have a fever. He was very
sore and needed a lot of rest. Gigi sat on the floor next to Betta
quietly fussing over Principessa.

“Is Margaret still at the bakery?” asked Betta.
“No,” said Lily. “She wasn’t there all afternoon.”
A loud rap came from the front door.
“Let me in, Zia,” called Tony. “Where’s Margaret?” he asked

in between breaths. Sweat poured from under his cap down his
face.

“At the bakery,” said Mama.
“She’s not there,” said Lily.
“What’s wrong?” asked Betta.
“There’s a fire. A big one,” said Tony. “At the Triangle

Shirtwaist Factory. I saw Margaret this morning running out of
our building. She said she was going to work at the factory with
Connie.”

Mama sat down and put her head in her hands.
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“The whole factory is in flames,” said Tony.
“I yelled at her. I slapped her,” said Mama. “Tony, please go

find Margaret. Find my daughter.”
“I’ll go with you,” said Lily. She grabbed her shawl and ran

out the door behind Tony without waiting for permission.
“My brother is getting the motor truck,” said Tony as they

ran down the steps.
Joe steered the truck in front of the tenement. Lily

scrambled into the cab, squeezing between the brothers. As they
rumbled toward Washington Square, Joe held a cigarette in his
mouth while bragging about how he was going to make a few
bucks tonight carting for the fire brigade.

“And don’t you go tattling to Dad,” said Joe. “I ain’t giving
him no money while he sleeps off his hooch.”

“I won’t,” said Tony. “Besides, you’ll probably gamble it all
away before he wakes up.”

The air grew dark and thick as they moved closer to
Washington Square. People scurried in every direction. Joe
stopped the truck at a corner, and Tony leapt out.

“Stay with Joe,” said Tony.
“No!” said Lily, jumping out of the truck. “Margaret is my

sister. I’m coming.”
“Good!” said Joe. “I ain’t no babysitter. Look for me when

you find Margaret.”
Lily’s eyes burned from the ash and smoke as they walked

closer to the Triangle Shirtwaist Factory. Clanking fire trucks,
shouts and screams grew louder. Lily grasped Tony’s coat upon
seeing the black smoke billow from the corners, windows, and
roof. Lily watched a woman with her skirts blowing above her
head, fall from a dizzying height. There was a horrible thud and
more horrible screams. Lily buried her head into Tony’s coat.

“That was not Margaret,” said Tony. “We’ll find her.”
Night fell and the streets were wet from the fire hoses and

police trying to keep the crowds from getting too close. Tony
and Lily raced around the blocks looking for a way to get
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nearer. They asked women clutching each other for news. Men
looked up at the destroyed building, trying to see beyond the
smoke. No one had an answer. It seemed that the fire took their
words. Lily climbed a lamppost to get a better view. She spotted
coffins on the street and cops carrying bodies. Every face and
piece of clothing was as black as the night. Where was
Margaret?

Lily recognized a tall man standing out from the crowd. She
waved her arm and shouted, “Freddy! Freddy!”

The crowd turned toward Lily, including the tall man. His tie
was missing, and his white shirt was covered in a fine layer of
gray ash. He did not look like himself with tousled hair and a
dusty face. But it was Freddy. Lily slid down the lamppost and
pushed through the mass of stunned people and grabbed Freddy.
His coat smelled of smoke.

“I am looking for Connie,” said Freddy. “The elevators. No
one saw her. Aldo didn’t see her.”

Margaret appeared behind Freddy. Ash was sprinkled in her
hair and on her clothes, and her face was smudged from the
falling soot. Lily gasped and hugged Margaret, afraid to let
her go.

“I thought I’d never see you,” said Lily.
Margaret explained that Mr. Goldberg had her stay in their

apartment. When she heard about the fire, she left to find
Connie. Freddy was circling the blocks when she spotted him.

They found Joe rumbling out of the smoky darkness. Two
men and a woman sat numbly in the back of the truck.

“Get in,” he said. “I am taking them to Misery Lane.”
Lily climbed into the truck bed and burrowed close to

Margaret. The other passengers did not look up or say a word.
Lily spotted the woman rubbing her rosaries.

“Why are we going to Misery Lane?” asked Lily.
“It’s next to Bellevue, the hospital,” said Margaret. “If Connie

is not there, then she probably got home somehow.”
Lily sighed with relief. “A hospital is a place to get well,” said
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Lily. “If Connie was not at the hospital, getting well, then she
would probably be home. Just like you said, Margaret.”

Police guarded the heavy doors. It did not look like a hospital.
The dark street smelled of trash and an opened sewer. More
people milled around trying to get answers from the guards who
shrugged and hollered, “We’ll let you in when it’s all good and
ready.” A bony hand caked in mud reached up to Margaret.

“Alms for a poor man, young miss,” said the filthy man trying
to climb into the truck.

Lily grabbed Margaret from her stupor and shimmied away
from his reach. The other passengers did not raise their heads.
Joe pulled the man off the truck and threw him into the gutter.

“Go on!” said Joe. “Stay away or I’ll clobber ya’.”
Joe took a puff of his cigarette and threw it at the man

crawling away. He turned to Margaret and Lily.
“You all right?”
“Yes,” said Lily. “What’s going on, Joe?”
“They brought the dead here, making this miserable place

into a more miserable place,” said Joe. He lit another cigarette
and puffed a plume of smoke. “They’ll let us in to see if anyone
we know is here.”

“What about the hospital?” asked Lily.
“Ain’t nobody from the ninth floor in the hospital,” said Joe.
It was after midnight when the heavy doors opened.

Margaret and Lily climbed out of the truck and joined Tony and
Freddy in the crowd shuffling into the warehouse.

“I’m staying with the truck,” said Joe.
Opened coffins lined the floor. Young women and girls were

laid out waiting to be named. The odor of burnt hair and skin
filled Lily’s nose, and wails of recognition collided with
whimpering sobs. Lily held onto Margaret’s hand as they
followed Tony and Freddy. She could feel her big sister shake.

DAILY BREAD

161



“If you can’t identify the face, look for clues in the dress or
jewelry,” repeated a police officer. He held a lantern over three
charred faces.

Slowly the line moved along, gawking at each still girl in the
coffin. Lily could not help but look. As awful as the coffins,
bodies, smells, and aching sadness were that suffocated the huge
room, Lily had to look. Some bodies smoldered, and some were
soaked in blood. Many were blackened and blistered. A few
looked as though they had fallen asleep without washing the
smudges from their faces.

A man holding a crying baby rocked at the feet of a young
woman. Her dress was burned into her body, but her face
appeared serene. The neighboring body lay twisted in agony,
screeching for help that never came.

Finally, they were nearing the end of the row. If Connie were
not in the next few coffins, she was most likely home, telling the
story to Mama and Betta, eating jam smeared on slices of Daily
Bread.

Margaret stopped and buried her head into Lily’s shoulder.
Lily stared at a bloody and scorched girl. Her sleeves were
burned away, leaving black-and-red arms that were positioned on
her chest. One charred hand covered the left wrist touching the
remnants of the lace bracelet. Freddy fell to his knees, burying
his head in his hands.
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CHAPTER 33

A  N E W  S T A R T

Thursday, March 30, 1911

LILY UNLOCKED the front door with Mama’s skeleton key. A waft
of fennel filled her nose as she held the door open. Margaret led
Mama into the flat. Gigi held Betta’s hand. They hung their
black shawls on the wall pegs. Mama sat on her kitchen chair,
dug out a damp handkerchief, and wiped her eyes and nose.
Margaret sat next to Mama, patting her arm.

Lily walked into the front room and found Papa sitting in his
big chair in front of the window. The curtain rustled as the
spring breeze gently blew inside.

Lily hugged Papa’s neck and left a tear on his cheek.
“There, there, my little songbird,” said Papa with a sniff. “Sad

day. We send our prayers for Connie’s peace.”
The image of Connie’s burnt head and face and broken body

seared behind Lily’s eyes. Connie was trapped with other young
women on the ninth floor. Their only escape from the licking
flames was the window. Lily prayed that the angels took Connie’s
soul and breath before she hit the ground. The Thursday
morning funeral was for several neighborhood women and girls
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who perished in the Triangle Shirtwaist Factory fire. Outraged
mothers, fathers, husbands, and brothers cried and hollered on
the church steps. They repeated the young priest’s conclusions.

“This disaster was a crime, a murder!” shouted the priest
holding his fist up to the mourners. Motherless babies cried.
Shawled women and hunched-over men nodded.

“It was bad enough the women were underpaid and
overworked. The only exit door was locked!”

Smoke had leached onto the ninth floor. Flames had burned
through the dust, fabrics, and wood floors. Lily imagined the
terror as fire lit Connie’s hair, face, and arms, forcing her to jump
out of the window. Screams echoed in Lily’s nightmares. Only in
her nightmares, it was not Connie burning and screaming. It was
Margaret trapped in the smoky room, her skin on fire as she
dropped through the night to the street.

Papa patted Lily’s back. “Look, Lily, your friends are here.”
Lily lifted her head and saw Mr. and Mrs. Goldberg standing

in front of the couch. Mr. Goldberg held his gray cap in his
hands. His beard was neatly trimmed and combed. Mrs.
Goldberg’s golden hair was combed back into a neat bun, and
the blue scarf sat on the back of her neck. Lily wiped her eyes
and walked into Mrs. Goldberg’s sweet embrace.

“Oh, child, how I miss you,” whispered Mrs. Goldberg.
Margaret walked into the front room with Mama clutching

her arm.
“Signora, Margaret. We come pay respect,” said Mr.

Goldberg.
Mama nodded and sat on the couch. Gigi climbed up and

placed her braided head on Mama’s belly.
“They also come with good news,” said Papa in English. He

spoke slowly, pronouncing each sound carefully. Betta beamed
with pride.

“Margaret,” said Mr. Goldberg, “you are smart girl. Clever
girl. Honest girl.” Mr. Goldberg turned to Mama and lifted his
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right bushy eyebrow. Margaret started to translate, but Mama
held her hand up, stopping Margaret in mid sentence.

“I know words,” she said in English. “I understand. My
Margaret good girl.”

“Very good girl,” said Mr. Goldberg. “We want Margaret to
work in bakery. Keep track of what come in, go out. Keep books.
And she teach bread baking. No better bread baker than
Margaret.”

“Bakery business boom,” added Mrs. Goldberg. “Knot
Surprises very popular! Customers want sweet treats. Good
bread too. Bake with good flour. Sweet jams.” Mrs. Goldberg’s
eyes danced.

“But Margaret must stay in school,” said Mr. Goldberg. “My
bookkeeper must finish high school. Must learn big numbers.
Learn great things.”

Papa stood to his full height, holding his wounded side. “She
will stay in school. Learn great things.” He gathered Margaret in
his arms.

“What you say, Mama?” asked Papa.
Mama reached her arms up and folded Margaret into a tight

hug. “Yes. My Margaret smart girl. Good girl. And no more
secrets.”

Margaret wiped a tear from her cheek.
“But what about me?” asked Lily. “I am not tall enough to

bake bread by myself. Who will bake the Daily Bread if Margaret
is keeping track of everything at the bakery?”

“Lily, you are clever, like big sister,” said Mr. Goldberg.
“Can I use the child’s chair?”
Mr. Goldberg chuckled, and his eyebrows danced up and

down. “See? Clever girl.”
Papa took a paper from his pocket. “More good news.”
“What is it?” asked Lily.
“A Mr. Carter need driver and loader for delivery. I read

delivery in the English. I drive motor truck.”
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Betta hugged Papa’s thick arm. “Oh, Papa, I am so proud of
you.”

“We all learn in this new world,” said Papa.
“And new friends,” said Mama, holding Mrs. Goldberg’s

hand.
Mrs. Goldberg smiled brightly. Her cheeks sparkled in the

springtime light.
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E D U C A T I O N A L  R E S O U R C E S
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V O C A B U L A R Y  A N D  E X P R E S S I O N S
DEFINITIONS PROVIDED BY DICTONARY.COM

1. BASTA!

A Sicilian term for “That’s enough!”

2. BRUTE

A savagely violent person or animal.

3.  CANTOR

The religious official of a synagogue who conducts portions of a

service. Cantors sing or chant all or parts of prayers.

4. CHALLAH

A loaf of rich white bread leavened with yeast. It is often braided

before baking and prepared especially for the Jewish Sabbath.
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5.  COSSACKS

In the late 19th and early 20th centuries, Russian Tsarist regime

employed Cossacks to terrorize and destroy Jewish communities

in Russia and Eastern Europe.

6. DOTTY

A crazy or eccentric person.

7. “DOBROYE UTRO”

Russian for good morning.

8. DOWRY

The money, goods, or estate that a wife brings to her husband at

marriage.

9. GULLIBLE

A trusting person who is easily deceived or cheated.

10.  IMMIGRANT

A person who migrates to another country, usually for

permanent residence.

11.  KNEAD

To work dough into a uniform mixture by pressing, folding, and

stretching.
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12.  MUSLIN

A cotton fabric with a plain weave.

13.  PANTOMIME

A speechless expression that represents something using

extravagant and exaggerated mime, movements, or gestures.

14 . PICILIDDA

A Sicilian word meaning little girl.

15.  PINAFORE

A sleeveless apron young girls and women wore over a dress and

was sometimes trimmed with ruffles.

16.  POGROM

An organized massacre that targeted peasants and Jewish

communities in Russia and Eastern Europe.

17.  POMADE

Scented ointment used for the scalp or dressing hair.

18.  RABBI

The chief religious official of a Jewish synagogue, who delivers

the sermons at religious services and performs ritualistic,

pastoral, and educational functions.
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19.  SABBATH

A day of prayer or rest . The Christian Sabbath is on Sunday

whereas Saturday is the Sabbath for Jewish persons.

20. “SHAPE UP”

An expression longshoreman used to report to work at the docks

and be chosen by the foreman.

21.  SHIKSA

A term used by Jewish persons referring to a woman who is not

Jewish.

22. SCHLEPPER

A person who carries large piles of wares, clothing, or piecework.

23.  SICILY

An Italian regional island in the Mediterranean. It is the largest

island in the Mediterranean Sea.

24. SIFT

To separate and retain the coarse parts of flour with a sieve-like

tool.

25. STREGA

An Italian word for witch.
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26. TENDRILS

Thin ringlets of hair that hangs loose and away from the main

part of a hair style.

27. TEPID

Moderately warm; lukewarm

28. "VED’MA"

A Russian expression for witch.

29. YEAST

A commercial product containing living cells that is used in

baking to make dough rise.

30.  YIDDISH

A Germanic language of Ashkenazi Jews spoken in eastern and

central Europe regions.
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D A I L Y  B R E A D  B O O K
D I S C U S S I O N S  A N D  W R I T I N G

P R O M P T S

1. Life in 1911 Lower East Side tenements was hard for everyone,

including the children. Pick a chore Lily and her sisters had to

do that is not done today. What makes this task so crucial to

family life. 

2. What was your favorite scene? Why? What scene did you not

like? How would you write it differently?

3. Compare how the Goldberg apartment differed from the

Taglia’s flat? Which would you prefer? Why?

4. Use a Venn Diagram to compare and contrast two characters

in Daily Bread. Use your notes to discuss or write a three to five

paragraph essay. 

5. What makes the real Triangle Shirtwaist Factory and the

eventual fire a critical feature in the fictional story.
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D A I L Y  B R E A D  R E S E A R C H
P R O J E C T S

1. The early years of the 20th century brought technology to the

general public. Research two to three innovations that were

newly available in 1911 and changed an immigrant family’s life. 

2. Children’s play evolves from generation to generation.

Throughout time, children played in some way. Interview a

grandparent or any person you and your family know who is two

to three generations older than you. Ask them what their

favorite game was when they were your age. Where did they

play? Who were their friends? Why was this a memorable game? 

3. School communities have also evolved. Research the history of

your school. When was it first opened? How many children were

in the same grade you are in now? What kind of desks and chairs

were in the classroom? Were there specials offered? If so, what

were the favorites? How long were the school day and school

year?
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T E A C H E R  R E S O U R C E S

Click here https://bit.ly/3inajdN for more resources.

https://antoinettetrugliomartin.com/becoming-americas-stories/

daily-bread-curriculum-connections/  

and

https://wp.me/P8r3zN-S4
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