


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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