
The	Lace	Makers
In	 a	 dark	 room	 that	was	 very	much	 like	 a

cellar,	 there	 lived	 a	 blind	 old	woman.	Her	 name
was	Gertrude.	Gertrude	was	a	lace	maker,	and	for
many	years	she	had	made	beautiful	laces.	But	fine
lace	must	be	made	 in	a	dark,	damp	room,	as	 the
sunlight	changes	the	color	of	the	thread.	So,	in	the
end,	Gertrude	had	become	blind.

With	 her	 lived	 her	 granddaughter,	 Trude,
and	Trude’s	little	boy.	They	were	very	poor.	The
only	bright	 spot	 in	 this	 room	was	an	altar	of	 the
Blessed	 Virgin.	 On	 this	 stood	 a	 statue	 of	 Our
Lady,	 and	 in	 front	was	a	 little	 rose	 tree	 that	was
almost	dead.

Twenty	 years	 before,	 a	 little	 girl,	 the
Princess	 Hilda,	 had	 been	 born	 to	 the	 king	 and
queen	of	that	country.



The	queen	had	sent	for	Gertrude	and	said	to
her,	“Gertrude,	I	know	that	your	 lace	 is	 the	most
beautiful	 that	 is	made.	No	other	 lace	maker	 is	as
careful	as	you	are.	I	wish	you	to	make	me	a	lace
robe	 for	my	 little	 daughter	 that	 she	may	wear	 it
when	she	is	twenty-one	years	of	age.	You	have	a
long	time	in	which	to	work,	and	I	wish	the	lace	to
be	 very	 fine.	 From	 time	 to	 time	 I	 shall	 pay	 you
well,	so	that	you	will	want	for	nothing.	Will	you
do	the	work	for	me?”

“Gladly,	 my	 queen,”	 said	 Gertrude.	 “You
are	 so	 kind	 to	 the	 poor	 and	 to	 those	who	 are	 in
trouble	 that	 I	 shall	 make	 the	 lace	 robe	 for	 your
little	daughter	with	pleasure.	May	she	grow	up	to
be	as	kind	and	as	gentle	as	you	are.”

Then	Gertrude	had	left	the	queen,	and	when
she	reached	home	she	began	work	on	the	fine	lace
robe.	After	many	years	her	eyes	became	weak,	so
she	taught	the	stitch	to	Trude,	her	granddaughter.

There	 were	 now	 but	 eight	 months	 before
Princess	 Hilda	 would	 be	 twenty-one	 years	 old,
and	 the	 lace	 was	 almost	 finished.	 But	 Gertrude
and	 Trude	 were	 in	 great	 want.	 The	 queen	 had



died,	and	they	no	longer	received	money	for	their
work.	Trude’s	little	boy	was	sick,	and	they	could
not	buy	the	food	he	needed	to	make	him	well.

One	 evening	 Trude	 put	 the	 last	 piece	 of
wood	 on	 the	 fire,	 and	 then	 started	 off	 with	 her
little	boy	to	see	the	doctor.	Old	Gertrude	was	left
alone.

A	 rich	 carriage	 drove	 up	 before	 the	 poor
house.	 Princess	Hilda	 got	 out	 and	 came	 into	 the
dark	room.

“Are	 you	 Gertrude,	 the	 lace	 maker?”	 she
asked.

“I	am	Gertrude,”	said	the	old	woman,	“but	I
am	blind.	Pray	tell	me	your	name,	Mistress,	and	if
I	can	serve	you.”

“I	am	Princess	Hilda,”	was	the	reply,	“and	I
have	 come	 to	 see	 the	 lace	 robe	 that	my	mother,
the	queen,	engaged	you	to	make.”

“Princess	 Hilda,	 you	 are	 most	 welcome!”
cried	Gertrude.	“How	I	wish	 that	 I	had	my	eyes,
so	 that	 I	 could	 see	 you!	You	 are	 like	 your	 dear,
good	mother,	 I	 am	 sure.	May	 the	 dear	Lord	 and
His	holy	Mother	bless	you.”



“I	came	to	see	the	lace,”	said	Princess	Hilda
crossly.

“I	 cannot	 show	 it	 to	 you	 until	 Trude,	 my
granddaughter,	 comes	 home,	 for	 I	 cannot	 see	 to
uncover	it,”	said	Gertrude.

Princess	Hilda	was	 angry	 because	 she	 had
to	 wait,	 so	 she	 returned	 to	 her	 carriage.	 At	 last
Trude	 came	 home.	 She	 took	 out	 the	 lace	 robe
quickly	and	spread	it	before	the	Princess.

“How	wonderful!”	 cried	Princess	Hilda.	 “I
must	have	it	for	my	wedding	day	at	Easter.”

“But	it	will	not	be	finished	at	Easter,”	said
Gertrude	and	Trude	sadly.

“I	 must	 have	 it	 at	 Easter,	 and	 you	 shall



finish	 it,”	 said	 the	Princess.	 “I	will	pay	you	well
for	your	work.”

“Even	if	I	should	work	night	and	day,”	said
Trude,	 “I	 could	 not	 finish	 the	 robe	 by	 Easter.
Besides,	my	little	boy	is	sick,	and	the	doctor	says
I	must	 take	him	 into	 the	 fresh	 air	 and	 sun	 every
day	 or	 he	 will	 die.	 When	 you	 are	 twenty-one,
Princess	Hilda,	I	shall	bring	you	the	robe.	This	is
the	promise	we	made	the	good	queen.”

“That	will	be	too	late,”	said	the	Princess.	“I
shall	give	you	a	thousand	gold	pieces	for	the	lace
at	Easter.	If	you	do	not	finish	then,	you	may	keep
the	 lace	 robe,	 as	 I	 shall	 not	 want	 it.”	 Then	 the
Princess	went	away.

“O	Grandmother,”	 cried	 Trude,	 “why	 will
not	 the	 Princess	 wait	 for	 the	 lace?	 The	 money
would	 mean	 plenty	 of	 food	 and	 fire	 and	 a	 nice
home,	but	now	I	fear	we	shall	all	die	of	hunger.”

“Do	 your	 best,	 my	 child,”	 said	 Gertrude,
“and	God	will	help	you.”

Night	 came.	They	 ate	 no	 supper,	 for	 there
was	 but	 one	 piece	 of	 bread	 left.	 Trude	 lighted	 a
candle	and	went	on	with	her	work,	while	the	blind



woman	rocked	the	cradle.
At	last	the	poor	old	grandmother	fell	asleep.

The	little	boy	awoke	and	began	to	cry,	but	Trude
could	not	stop	to	rock	him,	for	she	was	too	busy
with	 the	 lace.	Working	on,	 she	 sang	 a	 lullaby	 to
try	 to	 quiet	 the	 sick	 child,	 but	 tears	 came	 to	 her
eyes	and	she	could	sing	no	longer.

Trude	looked	at	the	statue	of	Our	Lady	that
stood	 on	 the	 little	 altar,	 and	 prayed,	 “O	 Mary,
Comforter	of	the	sad	and	sorrowful,	I	am	in	great
trouble.	Pray	for	me,	Holy	Mother,	and	help	me.”

At	 that	moment	 a	 light	 knock	 came	 at	 the
door.	 Trude	 arose	 and,	 going	 close	 to	 the	 door,
asked,	“Who	is	there?”

“Only	 a	 poor	 woman	 who	 wishes	 shelter
from	the	snow	and	the	cold,”	came	the	answer.

Trude	 opened	 the	 door,	 and	 a	 tall	 woman
wrapped	in	a	long	cloak	came	in.

“O	my	poor	friend,”	said	Trude,	“you	must
be	 cold	 and	 tired.	 Sit	 here	 by	 the	 fire.	 It	 is	 not
much,	 but	 it	will	warm	 you	 somewhat.	Are	 you
not	hungry,	too?”

“A	 little,”	 said	 the	 woman	 as	 she	 seated



herself	by	the	fire.	“I	have	had	no	supper.”
Trude	hurried	 to	 give	her	 the	 last	 piece	of

bread.	She	did	not	say	that	she	herself	had	had	no
supper,	 for	 she	 thought,	 “God	will	 bless	me	 if	 I
give	the	last	I	have	in	His	Name.”

“Why	 do	 you	 work	 so	 late,	 my	 kind
friend?”	 asked	 the	 woman	 as	 she	 began	 to	 rock
the	 cradle.	 “You	 should	 have	 been	 asleep	 hours
ago.”

Trude,	with	tears	falling	from	her	eyes,	told
the	 woman	 all	 her	 troubles.	 As	 she	 finished
talking,	 she,	 too,	 fell	 asleep,	 for	 she	 was	 very
weary.

Then	 the	woman	arose.	As	 she	did	 so,	her
dark	cloak	fell	from	her,	and	she	stood	in	a	golden
light,	 no	 longer	 a	 poor	 woman,	 but	 our	 Blessed
Lady	 herself,	 looking	 like	 the	 little	 statue	 upon
the	 altar.	 Folding	her	 hands	 and	 raising	her	 eyes
to	Heaven,	she	prayed	to	her	Divine	Son,

“O	Thou,	whom	all	the	world	adores,
My	Son,	my	God,	give	heed,



“It	is	Thy	Mother	who	implores
For	creatures	in	their	need.

“Within	this	little	room	to-night
The	weary	workers	sleep;

“Send	down	Thy	peace,	Thy	love,	Thy	light,
And	bless	Thy	poor	who-weep.”



Then	our	Blessed	Lady	spoke	to	the	angels.
“Come,	 bright	 angels,”	 she	 said,	 “my	 Son	 has
work	for	you	here.”

At	 her	 words,	 many	 beautiful	 angels
appeared	 in	 the	 room.	 One	 angel	 filled	 the	 box
with	bread,	another	placed	milk	and	cheese	on	the
table.	They	put	wood	on	the	fire,	and	it	blazed	up
and	 made	 the	 room	 warm.	 Then	 they	 sat	 down
and	finished	the	lace.

Our	 Blessed	 Lady	 touched	 the	 rose	 tree,



and	it	was	filled	with	blossoms.	She	stooped	over
and,	taking	the	little	sick	boy	in	her	arms,	kissed
him	on	 the	 cheek.	At	 that	moment	 the	 little	 boy
was	made	well,	his	cheeks	grew	round	and	rosy,
and	he	fell	into	a	sweet	sleep.

Our	Lady	 then	 looked	upon	 the	poor	blind
grandmother,	 and	prayed	 to	 her	Son	 to	 cure	 her,
too.	As	she	prayed,	 the	poor	woman’s	eyes	were
made	well.

“May	 you	 always	 be	 as	 kind	 to	 the
homeless	 as	 you	were	 to-night.	Then	my	Divine
Son	will	be	with	you	and	will	bless	you,”	said	our
Blessed	Lady,	 as	 she	 and	 the	 angels	disappeared
and	left	the	three	sleeping	soundly,	little	dreaming
of	the	happiness	they	would	find	in	the	morning
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