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A STORY OF 
ST. MARGARET OF HUNGARY 


We should be very thankful to God that our country is never invaded.  The homeland of the lovely little princess we are to learn about in this book was often invaded by bad men. 

That country is Hungary.  And the little princess was named Margaret. 

Our story begins way way back in the year 1241.  That was the time when the savage Tartars of Kublai Khan waged a great war against the good King Bela IV of Hungary. 
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King Bela was a good and brave man.  He tried his best to prevent the ugly Tartars from landing on his soil, but his army was not strong enough. 

The Tartars killed every one they met.  They stole everything they could use.  When they left one town to go to another, they set fire to it and enjoyed seeing it go up in blaze and smoke.  Nothing was sacred to them. 

When the nobles saw the great danger the royal family was in, they insisted that the king take his queen and three little children and escape by boat to an island. 

“We have the boat here, and you must go at once!” 

Of course the king was very anxious about his family, but he did not want to leave his brave soldiers to fight alone.  He wanted to be with them. 
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“Your Majesty, if you do not go now, it will be too late,” shouted one of the heavily armored men from his horse.  “The queen and your children are waiting.  They, too, are in danger!” 

The noble from his high position on the horse could see some of the enemy quickly coming near to the place where the king was standing.  That is why he spoke so sternly to the king. 

Finally, King Bela was convinced of the great danger he and his family were in, and hurried down toward the boat. 

“I will gather together as many of our men as I can and we will come to defend the island with you,” shouted the nobleman above the noise around him. 

The king then waved his hand to let the man know that he had heard him.  As he did so, the sailors began to row as fast as they could.  They realized the great need for speed. 

The royal family reached the island in safety.  The Tartars did not know the king had fled, so they continued their killing and burning. 

Life on the lonely island was very hard.  Soon the royal children became sick.  Since they had no doctor, little could be done for them.  With breaking hearts the king and queen watched their children die, one after the other! 
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Then, one day, word came to the king that the Tartars were building boats along the river bank. 
“No doubt they think we have stored our gold over here.  I feel sure they do not know that Your Majesties are here.” 
“We certainly cannot defend ourselves here against that great army,” said the king as he gazed into the distance. 

The king hurried to the queen to tell her of the great danger they were in. 
“God will protect us, Bela. Have no fear!” 
The king kissed his queen for her bravery. 
“If God saves our country, we will give our next child entirely to His service!” said the queen.  Then they both knelt in fervent prayer. 
“Dear God, we trust in Thee!” 
[image: droppedImage-9.png]

A few days later, just as it was getting dusk, the king could see, though faintly, that an army was gathering along the shore.  The soldiers looked as small as ants, at that distance, but they could be seen!  

“I think they have finished making new boats and they will try to make it across as soon as darkness comes!” said the king very calmly.  It was very clear to the queen that her husband still had his entire trust in God. 

“More than one army has been destroyed at sea,” reminded the queen. 
“Yes, and even in a river!” added the king. 
Soon after dark a fierce storm arose.  Great black clouds filled the sky.  Lightning cut its way through in jagged strips.  The wind howled fiercely.  The waves beat against the island all through the long black night.  But not a boat landed! 
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When morning dawned, pieces of broken boats were seen floating upon the water.  The king strove in vain to find a single living human being any place upon the water or on the opposite shore.  He hardly knew what to think. 

“This is amazing!” he shouted to his queen. 
“God’s ways often seem amazing to us, Bela.  Let us not fail to thank Him for all He has done!” 

Later that day the king saw a galley coming across the water.  But one good look assured him that it was one of his boats.  When it landed, the king and queen were there to get the welcome news from the homeland. 

“Your Majesties, a miracle has happened.  Most of the enemy took to their boats last night.  We did not know where they intended to go.  On our way over here we have passed many of their broken boats.  The river is thick with floating bodies!  It might be that all who left in the boats have drowned.” 

“Not a one landed on our island.  What of those who did not leave in the boats?” asked the king. 

“For some strange reason, at early dawn, they began a hurried retreat.  Our men are following them to get them out of our country as fast as they can.  They offer little resistance.  Never have we seen such a change in an army!” 
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That same day the king and queen went back to their castle on the mainland.  It was partly ruined, but it was home. 

Not long after this the good queen gave birth to a beautiful baby girl.  The king and queen were very happy once more. 

“Let us call her Margaret, Bela.” 

“A lovely name.  Yes, Margaret it shall be.”
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The king and queen remembered their promise to God.  And so when Princess Margaret was three years old, she was placed in a Dominican convent to be educated by the nuns. 

We might think it very strange to place so young a child in a convent.  But in those days that was not an unusual thing.  Her parents knew that there she would be well cared for.  Margaret loved it! 

But Princess Margaret was not long in the convent before she wanted to be clothed in the lovely white habit of the Dominican Sisters. 

“But you look so nice in your beautiful clothes, my dear.  And you are very young to be wearing a religious habit,” teased the superior. 

“I think I will be more pleasing to Jesus, good Mother, if I wore the Dominican habit.” 
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So the princess was given the beautiful white habit of the Order of St. Dominic.  And she looked every inch a real Sister. 

But the princess was not satisfied. 
“Dear Mother, please let me do everything the other Sisters do: chant the Office, recite the Rosary in common, attend Chapter of Faults.” 
“So you want to be a real Dominican?” 

Yes, that was what Princess Margaret wanted. 

Then, one day, the king and queen came to take Princess Margaret to see a new convent they had built on the island to which they fled from the Tartars.  The princess asked permission to remain there. 

And two years later, in that convent, the princess, now Sister Margaret, had the great happiness of making her first vows as a Dominican. 
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When Sister Margaret was eighteen years old the king of Bohemia made a visit to her father’s palace in Hungary. 

“I have come to ask the hand of Princess Margaret in marriage, Your Majesty.” 

“It would please me to give her to you, Your Majesty, but she may not want to leave her peaceful convent home.  We’ll see.” 

The two kings made the trip across to the island convent of St. Dominic, and were graciously received by the Sisters.  It was a very happy visit for all until King Bela told Sister Margaret the real reason for the visit. 

“No, my dear father.  I intend to remain here in God’s holy service all the days of my life.  It is what God wants me to do, and it is my wish, also.” .
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King Bela was happy.  He had gladly given his daughter to God’s service before she was born.  He would not try to make her change her mind. 

Not long after this visit, Sister Margaret had the great happiness of giving herself forever to God by making her final vows. 

“This was the happiest day of my life, dear Jesus,” she said as she left the chapel to retire. 

Sister Margaret was now determined to become a saint.  The life in the convent was not easy.  She didn’t want it to be.  Nor did she want her superior to make any exceptions for her simply because she was the daughter of the king. 

Sister Margaret often helped the good Sister cook prepare the vegetables for their meals.  It was often a messy job, but she did it gladly. 
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When she had a little time to spare, she hurried to the basement to help an old nun who did the washing for the community.  She especially liked this work because the Sister was often alone there.  It gave Sister Margaret a chance to do some penance without being noticed by others.  And it cheered up the old Sister, too.  She loved to hear Margaret speak so lovingly of God and His Blessed Mother. 

But it was especially the Sisters in the infirmary who loved to have Sister Margaret come to visit them. 

“All of our pains leave us when you come to visit us, dear Sister,” said a poor old nun who had spent many years in bed. 

“And you are always so cheerful even though you suffer greatly yourself.  God will reward you for your charity toward us,” added another Sister. 
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And what shall we say of the long hours Sister Margaret spent on her knees before the Blessed Sacrament?  There she drew the strength to be kind and charitable to all, even to those who did not appreciate all she was doing.  There, too, she told Jesus of all she would like to do for Him in spite of the illness that she knew would soon cause her death.  She wanted to be with Jesus! 
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Worn out at last by her life of penance and cheerful sacrifice, Sister Margaret went home to God while still rather young.  Even in heaven she did not forget her friends on earth.  Many wonderful miracles happened to those who called upon her for help in their troubles. 

Princess Margaret of Hungary was declared a Saint by Pope Pius XI.  St. Margaret, pray for us! 
The End 
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