Chapter 11
‘CHILDHOOD AND YOUTH'

ST CATHERINE OF SIEMA wWas bom in no ]-I"LPEY time for her t_'.at'iv:
city. The year 1338, the ‘peaccful and happy year af'_rhx: Sienese
Republic, declined and ended. The next year the rising cost of
living, together with an epidemic, drained the city of men and
resources, 'In Siena there was not a single good man left’, remarks
Angelo di Tura sententiously. But from then onwards, unil the
t ‘Death’ of 1348, misfortunes, destructon, famine and
ilennce followed one another, The seasons were adverse and the
crops poor, the farmers left the fields untended, the mercenary
‘Companics of Fortune” overran and laid waste the countryside,
right up to the gates of Siena; the citizens chose o pay them
ransom money rather than fight, In the city the famished popu-
lace resvolted, but their clamours and rebellion were of no avail.
Trade shrank, industry was at a sandstill; the excellent Govern-
ment of the MNine tried to help, to direce, to control where neces-
m. but it had no longer its old energy or political wisdom, and
only a few mors years to live.

When, in April 1348, there was a violent outbreak of the black
piafm: within the city irself, death came to almost every door,
and those who were unscathed were “stupified” with grief at the
endless succession of deaths, and whenever possible fied terrified
from parents, children, brothers, sisters, friends.

‘When we read in the Chronicles the bricf vivid descriptions of
this scourge in Sicna, or in other cities of Italy, we shudder with
fear even more than when I'E:a.d.ing the pages of Boccaccia: fear
of fear imself, because the survivors were so terrified that they
committed the most cowardly acts. No affection or sense of duty
prevailed with men who seized upon any excuse to leave their
next of kin g prey o their sickniess, and nsc.:tp:d from the
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house, locking the door behind them. The doctors did not attend
the sick, or merely pretended to attend them so as to pocket their
fees; the priests, at most, ministered only to the rich, for reward.
There must have been acts of charity, unselfishness and courage,
but most people thought only of saving themselves. "The city of
Siena seemed almost uninhabited . . . it is not possible with the
tonrue of man to describe this horrible state of affairs, and he may
well count himself blessed who saw it not.”

The reaction that followed such widespread suffering may
easily be understood. When the plague ended, men issued forth
from the domain of terror. Everything they saw or heard scemed
new-bom. Was this a dream, or was the dream over now? Were
the people one met really the living: And were the houses and
streets really the same as a few weeks before: Everything seemed
miraculous, The hills green with ilexes or silvery with alives
shone with new light. The orchards and fields had a freshness never
befare observed, the sun was brighter, the air more clear, Life was
good and to be enjoyed. The past months had been full of bitter
tears; now for laughter and merriment. The suffering had been
atrocious, but now was the time to rejoice to the full. Men’s eyes,
once dilated with despair, beamed with joy, for existence was safe
again,

Class distinctions were wiped out, and as before all had shared in
suffering, so now all shared in the pursuit of pleasure. "All the
survivors, whether friars, priests, nuns, or layfolk, gave themselves
up to enjoyment, and did not hesitate to squander and to gamble;
everyone indulged in eating and drinking, hunting, fowling and
gambling.”

Life’s flame leapt higher. The senses must rule; the dead, suffer-
ing, morality, religion—all must be forgotten; life must renew
itself in the satisfaction of repressed desires.

A class of ‘new rich’ sprung up. Doctors, pharmacists,
grave-diggers, poultry-dealers, dealers in cloth and linen to en-
shroud the dead, woolworkers, those who had prepared plasters
and potions of mallows, nettles and herbs, sugar and sweet
merchants, priests, friars—all who had survived, and these were
less than half the population—had money to spare, for they had
been paid for their services or their goods ten times their rsial
price, and now they were eager to spend their easy profits in
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satisfying their every whim. They coveted the pleasures of the
rich, !:hc%-r possemoni their way of life, their amuscments.

Soch moral disorder, hawever, could not last long. Gradually
the turbulent passions subsided, the wasted energics needed c_;;.-lm
to recreate themselves, the indulgence of the senses brought satiety.
Men went back to reflecting and reasoning; order was rc‘.jturc:d,
life resumed its natural course with its barriers and limitations,

Catherine’s family, or mostof them, had survived the famme and
the plague. Catherine, nursed in her babyhood by her own mather,
was cared for and brought up at home. Since October 1346 the
family had occupied the house and dye-works in the parish of
San Pe]lcgrho. in the Fontebranda ward of the city. The little
girl grew up lively, pretty and attractive, rather talkative, n.mi
with an un ing beyond her years. The neighbours admired

. her, and called her Euphrosyne, robably because she often spoke

 enthusiastically of this virgin, about whom she had heard in a
sermon, or in old tales of the Saints—or because she used to say
that she wanted to be like Euphrosyne herself. She soon learned
her prayers, and showed an awakening piety. As she went up and
down the stairs of her house she would recite Hail Marys and
ﬁuﬂﬁt# every step, according to an ancient Irish custom that

to Siena.

- The churches attracted her; “when she was sill very small she
loved to go to the churches and all holy places’. The various ser-
vices, the incense, music, singing and the sermons worked on her
childish spirit; we can imagine her, full of wonder, following che
liturgical rites and delighting in the sweet response they aroused
in the thythm of her own soul. In church she must already have
felt, even if confusedly, that there was another and lofter life

* than that of the family, while carth and heaven mingled in her

childish imagination. This is an enchanted mood we often find n
children of every age, and sometimes it determines their future

. ‘focltlmt,but often marks but a passing phase.
Catherine’s mind was, however, naturally religious, and what

* she felt as a little child was not at all a momentary cxperience, but

: ﬂltmtgml development of her spiritual life. Soon there were out-
_ward signs of her mnermost fee ings, and at the age of seven she
had her first vision: ‘It ha pened enc day when she was seven
Yearsold thathcrmoﬂ'l.ercaﬁad her, saying : “*Catherine, go to your



B MY SERVANT CATHERINE
married sister and take your, brother with you” —{this brother §
was a little older than Catherine) and she gave heran errand. Mow
one stretch of the road was without houses on either side. As she |
rame back along this lonely stretch, her brother being some way ]
in front of her, she was walking with her eyes raised o the sky
when suddenly she saw in the air, not very high above the ground,§
a “loggia”, not very large, full of brightlight, in which she seemed
to sec Christ arrayed in dazzling white, robed like a bishop, with
a pastoral staff in His hand. He smiled at the lieele girl, and there
came from Him a shaft of light, like a sunbeam, which fell upon
her, Behind Chirist stood several men in white, all of them Saints, §
among them St Peter, St Paul and St John, as she had seen them
painted in the churches.’

For Catherime this was an extraordinary vision. As we consider
it coolly and from a distance, we sec how attentively she must
have observed her painted Saints, and how constantly her thoughes
were set on holy things, but the child wha experienced the vision?
must have been aware of the supernatural flooding into her soul. §

It happens sometimes that concrete things actually seen are

sed or superimposed on abstract ideas that have been the |
subject of thought. The Christ who appeared before her in infimite
splendour may have proceeded from her memory of painted§
Christs that she had seen. So may the bishop, though he may also §
have been a child’s idealised image of a bishop seen during thel
services in the Cathedral of Siena, his pastoral staffin his hand, and
his robes shining in the glimmc.r of the lighted candles, For us this

lanation is ible, But the person who sees the vision, and 2
ﬂmm 50 wﬁzmt.his is a lieele g':rl of seven, cannot but believe m
a supernatural vision, Which of us, moreover, at the sudden sight
of such radiant sunlight, with such dazzling whiteness and far-3
flung splendour, wmﬁd not be struck with wonder and believel
himself to be affected by some other-worldly phenomenon: Wes
can therefore understand the astonishment of Catherine’s soul, and}
why she could not tear herself away from her vision.

Her brother, seeing that she did not follow him, turned back
called her, went up to her and angrily shook her, to make herg
answer him. She only said: ‘Go away. I will not come.” The lietle
girl looked up to the sky again, but the vision had gone. The!
childish soul felt a pang at this brusque re-awakening to every-
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- fear gripped her heart, and she was very thoughtful.
dalyrlfwﬁmunhgigpﬂimce did this vision have on Catherme's lifes
Probably she awed to it her first awareness of her future religious
life. The child meditated on her vision and on irs consequences.
Was it good or evil: For some time she mentioned it to no one,
but her thoughts were always there. *And from that hour onwards,
she felt pain in her heart, an anxaety, a remorse of conscience,
and a fear lest she should sin, as much as was possible at her tender
age.' Scruples, vague doubts, fears; hopes, relaxations, all were
now felt with relation to her vision. There was something new,
something more mature, in her, and the smile of Christ, more felt
than scen, had tined her to prayer and penitence,

At once she sought solitude, the primary need of all creators.
In solitude problems arc solved, ideals take shape, inspirations are
born, in contact with the eternal and the infinice. All sublime

, all decisive philosophy, is born in solitude, Catherine felt

is instinctively, without being consciously aware of it. She was
only a child, she hoped that Christ would appear to her again,
would smile again, perhaps speak—but in public she would have
been ill at ease, so she wanted to be alone. And she wanted to pray.
Prayer did not then mean to her swfe, selfcontrol, mtmare
contrition, but concentration. And concentration only came in
solitude, ‘And she always contrived to be alone, whenever she
could seize a moment to escape from the cyes of hor father and
mother and other kin, to recite her Paternosters and Ave Marias”

The solitude she found amid her family was not enough. She
wanted every hour for herself, to pray and meditate without end.
Had there not been hermits, masters of their own tme and
entirely dedicated to prayer and holy colloquies: She had often
heard of hermits and anchorites. The “Fathers of the Desert’, or
their lives in “The Galden L:gmd’, were the favourite spirinual
pasture of the devout of her day, and contained the “exempla’
g:_:tcd by the preachers. These lives were attractive, aroused

ire, tearful sympathy, enthusiasm. Their obscurities suggested
mystery, their disregard of natural laws delighted the imagination,
4 sense of kindness, of hamanity, was not lacking, Their mixture
of profane and sacred, of real and ideal, adventurous and contem-

tive, atrocious and touching, with colour effects now dark,
crude or heavy, now fight, golden or evanescent, charmed the
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mediaeval mind, These Lives often contained praises of solitude,-
which was just what Catherine was looking for—so she was more;
and more taken with this idea. The tales heard in sermons or
readings become so suffused with her own imagination that she ©
thought of them as her own experiences. She decided to put into
practice her ideal of living 2 hermit’s life.
One day she took a Iitﬁn: hread and set out again on the road
to her sister Bonaventura’s house, and went on beyond the Gate
of Sant’ Ansano. In her little head was the notion that out therc
was the desert, and that one might live there as a hermit. When |
the buildings ceased and she found herself in the open country]
che walked a licde further, and behold! ‘certain little dells
rottoes as if hidden from people's gaze', For her this was the
t, and here she must stay. She went to an overhanging cliff;$
and entered a sort of grotto. Now she was happy ! With a fervour
of measurcless love’ she prayed to Christ—but the vision did not
return, She prayed and prayed again: still solitude and silence—nog
vision. She appealed to the Virgin, the gentle Madonna whose]
image on the altars she had so often venerated, who can obtain
from God all that she wills—stll no answer to her desire. Her love
found still more powerful expression, her pleadin
insistent. Why did Christ not appear: Why could she not rejoice]
in that smile that still lingered in her memory: Where was that?
radiance that had shone in Vallepiatta but a short while ago: She
had moments of absolute faith, others of discouragement., Prayers:
ave place to meditation. then toa consideration of her own state,
?}lm to hope and prayer once more. Between her prayers she
ate her bread, seated on the ground. Her buming ardour was)
followed by an imploring appeal to be allowed to see Christ]
again, radiant as before. But instead of the vision something
quite une happened. Little by litde Catherine felt herself
raised above the ground, and, according to Raimendo da Capua,
up to the roof of the grotto. Why: What did this mean: It was 2.
phenomenon of levitation that she could not possibly understand ;3
in fact it aroused her diffidence and fear. She thought it was the)
work of the devil When she retumed to the ground her simple’
childish confidence had gone. The reality of living seized her once:
more. It was evening, she was hungry, far from her parents; |
terrified, she decided to return at once to Fontebranda. She left
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her grotto and ran swiftly, as on winged feet, to Porta Sant’
Ansano, and thence to her home. Her mother asked her no ques-
dons, which leads us to supposc, knowing Lapa’s watchful
anxiety, that on leaving ihe honse she had said she was going to
her sister Bonaventura.

Catherine was rather unhappy and very disillusioned when she
m—mumdhcrhum::.'l‘]-neh::rmitagcc.xpcn‘menthadnotsucmcded,
she thought, through her own fault. Had she not loved God

o not been sufficiently pure, or perhaps not yet suffered

% for Christ: Moreover, she found herself for the first time

confronted by the devil's work, and she decided she must defear
him by subduing her own body.

She had certainly heard about the mortifications of the Saints,
and friars scourge themselves, she may have
known some Disciplinati—several companies of these were in
Siena—who alternated their Lauds with flagellations. And had
she not scen paintings of the scourging of Christ, blecding and
patient under suffering, so extolled by the preachersz She deter-
mined to scourge herself.

She began by whipping hersclf with a little cord; then she

rsuadcf:::mn other little gicls to join her, and they used to meet
in the most hidden comers of the house to pray and to discipline
themselves. She directed the little group, decided how many
Paternosters and Avemarias they should recite, and how many
blows they should inflict. Scourging and prayers that for mest of
these children were a2 game—an eamest a.nIpainfuJ game, it is
true—that left hardly any serious trace in their souls. Probably
most of them later on fell in love with some young man, and the
fervour for Christ cooled and the mortifications were soom forgoe-
ten; for Catherine instead they were a necessary means to further
her own dedication to God, and to win back the longed-for vision.
She smurgadhqsciﬁ ate less, prostrated herself and prayed very
much—and, in an impulsive outburst, said to Christ: "My Lord
Jesus Christ, I promise Thee and give Thee my virginity, that it
‘;?T ever 1:1: I, hine alone, and that Thou mayst ever be guardian

my purity.

Padre Taurisano thinks that this vow was uttered during her

first Communion; this may be so, but no document proves it. We

obscrve however that, after this vow, Catherineg’s abstinences
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increased methodically, which may mean that she found a guide: §
in her pious practice, possibly Fra Angelo Adimari, mentioned |
as her first confessor in the Chronicles of Santa Maria Novella of &
Florence. Of this Dominican we only know that he was in Siena §
in 13$2. Perhaps Catherine began going to confession when she?
was five or six, but not always to the same priest, and if Adimari
heard her confessions sometimes he probably paid no greater heed |
to them than to those of other hittle mirls, all in love with Jesus, |
He may have given her some practical advice, which she carefully |
followed. In any case, from this tdme onwards her asceticism
became more systematic, and she seemns o have entered the Domini-
can sphere of action. She was most frequent in atrending the §
church of S8an Domenico in Camporegio and leamt about the life §
and work of 5t Dominic, while her love and veneration for the
Preaching Friars were such that she would kiss the ground where
they passed, She was fascinated by the Order’s apostolic work; §
she also wished to save souls, and so she desired to become a
Dominican, Remembering Buphrosyne who entered a monastery
disguised as a young man, she tried to think how she could follow §
her cxample; but she made no attempt to do this, knowing |
already how to carb her impulsive nature. \
The child’s reli insity either cscapcd her family’s notice, or was |
considered a d:ﬂgsh infatuation that would disappear as soon as 8
she became a woman. Catherine neither told her experiences nor =
divulged her thoughts, and her parents did not bother to enguire |
into the state of her soul. It was quite right and proper that she
should spcmd a lot of time in church, and her natural goodness
was something to be thankful for. Her family saw her little, but 2
abserved that she was merry and content, did what she was told, @
gave no cause for complaint and scemed to be prowing up satis- 3
factorily, What more could they expect: Every now and then §
she showed a wisdom beyond her years, but they did not pay
much attention to that, We learn that only onee was her mother 3
surprised at Catherine's answers. One day Lapa sent her to take a 8
Mass offering to the parish of Sant’ Antonio, and instead of ©
returning immediately she remained there to hear the Mass. e
When she re-entered her house her mother mes her with: “Cursed |
be the evil tongues that said you would never come back!” A 3§
pause, and then her daughter replied : ‘My lady mother, when [ do
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re than what numquimofmelbcgjrﬂuMI:eatm.e:s
4 mfsmyou will, so t%:rat I may be more careful another time;
' his i your right and your duty; but I beg you not © let your
. tongue curse other folk, whether good or bad, for my shortcom-
. ings, becausa that would not befit your age, and would grieve me
X m’Iﬁsui] Catherine’s first real success in her family, perhaps a
 modest one but indicating considerable moral strength. Raimondo
. da Capua makes a great deal of it: "Her parents arc surprised, her
" brothers and sisters wonder at her, the whole family is astounded
" to hear such wisdom at such a tender age.” We may smile at this
" ‘astounded’ but the fact remains that Catherine replied in no
| common manne for a little girl of ten. She must by this time have
eflected on the souls to be saved, all worthy of our love,
not to be scandalised. Her first success was based on
nce to our common humanity, uttered firmly and
|"_ RELE e

Sty Ochred in Cithecis 11 sl e v el
_ age Siencse girls were kept at home while their parents
* busied themselves in the search for their future husbands, A time
. of anxiety for the mothers, of rosy dreams of love for the young
| maidens. All their thoughts were of a man who should bring them

happiness and be endowed with the best material and moral
ations. They awaited with wembling joy their future
n, and thinking of him their hearts beat more quickly
awakening senses quickencd their blood. The mothers
observed these changes in their daughters, their new desires and
ﬂl?gmfoldmg of their life, and rejoiced: their own mission was
being fulfilled acmrd.inﬁj:ﬂ the natural law: new families were
to be created, and the generations would follow one another

their monotonous yet varied rhythm.
Lapa, like other mothers, began to instruct Catherine about
ations for marriage. She must wash her face more frequendly,
trange her hair pretuly, dress gracefully and present herself with
rtan coquetterie, Women were born to me mothers of
nilies, they must strive to please the bridegroom of their parents’
oice, and this they could not do if they were untidy or H.Hlmpt.
atherine listened wranquilly and continued to live as before. Her
ted mother must often have repeated her counsel abour

L
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caring for ker looks, making herself ateractive, thinking of her
furare a5 a bride and as the joyful mother of children. Lapa was
bruﬁq:]v.: and ETPEIEous, but for her dnu.gh:&r's sake she found a
mothet’s gentle words and continued pattently in her instrucrions,
All to mo effect. Lapa became more and more disappointed,
anxious, bewildered, not knowing how to enter her daughrer’s
confidence or move her or convince her, She had no natural
gift for understanding other natures different from her own, and
no persuasive power, Her insistence only made Catherine more
i.n-:uémssi\r:, for she neither argued nor contradicted, just listened
and remained unchanged. Even Lapa herself realised her own
Pﬂw’c‘r!mﬂﬁﬁ.

But i family life a dangheer's marriage is oo important a
project to be abandoned so soon, and Lapa, in fact, would not
give in, Where she had not succeeded another mighe, so she
m]lbtﬂd "_111: ]'l.l:lP IJ'F}I.EI.' Liau.ginr‘_r Bun.'lvi:‘ntur:!, {wah(}m C:lt]'l.l:rlnl:
was very fond. As a newly wedded wife hevself she might more
easily gain her younger sister's confidence, and succeed where
Lapa had failed.

The affectionate relations between the two ssters became more
elose. Her mother had been begging Carherine ro dye her dark
chesmut hair the blonde colour so much admired by young
Sienese men, but it was Bonaventura who persuaded her finally
to tinge it gold; Lapa had talked to herabout clothes, embroideries,
rouges, hair styles and adomnments, bur it was Bonaventura who
got her to use powder and rovge, follow the fashion and, as the
preachers say, cultivate the ‘vanities of women', She succeeded,
Ramondo da Capua eells us, “In yarious ways, both I:}r example
and by word. He tells us no more, and we must guess the rest.
Whar is certain is that the younger sister’s religious fervour
declined, and very probably Bonaventura was rejoicing in the
thought that, sooner or later, she would persuade her o pger
married, But in 1362 Bonaventura died in childbireh,

This was a dramatic moment in Catherine's ife. Her sister's
death gave her a sense of loss, then inconsolable, Bonaventura
was the only person who had inderstood her, in whom she could
confide, and with whom she found herself in sympathy, What
was she to do now: In such cases, amid uncertainties and suffering,
grjr.f ig overwhelming, and the mourner feels abandoned in che
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void, Outer life has Jost its meanng; worse still, the inner life is

douded over. Reasoning 15 rendered helpless _b}' a sort uf‘spi_rimal
paralysis. Where, or to whom, was Catherine to taens Sﬂmm
and solicede within her and without, But in solitnde and silence
Catherine had found Jesus in her childhood. Wh sh_au.!d she not
find Him again: She was now fifteen and qu] raise I:u:rsr.!FIm
God with more fervour, and experience Christ again. Her hio-
graphers do not tell us whether the vision of Vallepiatta now re-
turned to her mind.

Gradually her grief for her heloved dead sister tumed to
remuorse. She felt guilty of having prayed less, .ef having drawn
away from God, desiring the good things of this world and con-
senting to enjoy some worldly pleasures. She was guiley. Her
siStET Was " affectionate, kind, lovable, but she, Catherine,
had loved mﬁm than Christ, and this was not right. She had
preferred the reachings of Bonaventura 1o those of God, and her
guilt was thercfore great. She needed 1o weep, to pray, 1 sec
clearly in her own mind, to resolve these painful doubts. The
‘Miracoli' say it was now that she asked her mother’s leave to
confess to Fra Tommaso della Fonte, and this i pﬁ}rcholngicall}r

assible, Tommaso della Fonte became a connection of Catherine’s
lfzamil}r when their daughter Miccolucesa married Palmerio di
Mese delle Font, Born about 1337, he became an orphan during
the 1348 plague, was brought up in Giacomo Benincasa's farily
and considercd by them as ome of themselves. He chose the relig-
1ous life and in 1357 or 1358 was aocu:pbod as a Dominican novice,
and later became a priest. He had therefore been familiar to the
houschold of Giacomo di Benineasa since his youth, and on an
occasion as sad as this of Bonavenoura's death he muse have done
all he could to console his dear friends. Catherine, inconsolable
andfsmsrratc with prief, wished perhaps to open her hearr to
this friar who, besides being one of the family, was also devout and
might mndesstand: and “the friar screngthened her much in her
scorn of the world and her resalve o draw nearer 1o God', and to
make his sdwice more effective, did not hesitate to point the moral
lesson of Bonaventura, whe had died because she was vain and
had drawn her sister away from her devotion to God. Perhaps
Catherine imtr:ed.int:]}r applied to herself the idea of vamity,
death, and chastisement, for ‘when the friar deparved she remaned
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lost in thoughe'. In this state of mind the idea of guilt, already
strong in her, may have taken possession of her conscience and

made her feel a great sinner, while her imagination led her to -
liken herself to Mary Magdalen, seen in the paintings in church, |

prostrate at the feet of Christ, weeping and imploring.
Her family guessed nothing of this intimate drama. Her father,

a good hard-working man of scrupulous piety, had no meerest in |

searching the hearts of others, or talent for so doing, Her mother
was still hoping for her daughter's marriage, to console her for
the loss of Bonaventura, Moreover, in that household they
needed a son-in-law with a certain position in view, both for the
sake of the dyecing business, which was falterin uncertainly and
for the sake of Catherine hevself, wheo was goo-dg, intelligent, wise
and devout, and could not be given just any man for a hushand.
Busied with such thoughts they could not be expected 1o bother
about Catherine's feelings, and in any case, thanks to Bonaventura’s
help, the maiden had yielded to her family's wishes and was
behaving well, painting and adu:un‘.l.i.n.g herself—according o Lapa,
well on the way towards marriage. Ae last they found the
future son-in-law they had looked for so persistently and circum-
spectly; he was just what they wanted and the whole family
rejoiced. Catherine would form a model family and be the joy
of her parents, At once Lapa began to urge her danghter to con-
sent to the marriage, but this time also the girl resisted her maother,
not passively as before but openly and decisively, referring o her
own religions voeation. Neither her mother’s insistence nor the
mtervention of her father, brothers and sisters was of the slighrest
use. Catherine was determined not o marry, and would not
budge from her resolve,

They then appealed to her confessor, the good family friend
Fra Temmaso della Fonte, He accepted the delicate mission and
spoke to his new penitent as a family friend, and as 2 peiest in the
confessional, trying to sound the depths of her soul.

By means of objections and rebukes he tried o test the genuine-
ness of Catherine's vocatian, bur after severa) interrogations and
conversations he could only, in conscience, give her this advice:
‘Go and cat off your hair'—excellent advice which the girl
hesitated to put into practice. She thought of her mother's gricf
and astonishment at seeing her shorm aﬁer shining braids, but at
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the same time she belicved that, once her hair had been cut off,

er would cease tormenting her about marriage. “So,
Li;;rn:f:[liting wmwardly for some day's,.aL last one day with all
the strength of her soul she took the scissors and cut off all .h-r_r
Jocks, and drrayed her head as best she mighe, so that her mothier
would not notice anything.” But although she stayed apart from
her family as much as she could and tried to avotd Lapa, her
mother noticed that Catherine, contrary to her custom, always
kept her head covered; she asked her the reason and her daughter,
murmuring something incomprehensible, went up o0 her and
uncovered her hiead. At the astomished Lapa's eries of rage and
imprecations the whole honschold tan to see what had hap_pc'n:rl.
There was 2 great COMMOLON, EVETyone was furious with Ithf_'
rebellious daughter, who under cover of the general confusion
fled 1o her accustomed retreat, _ _ _

Did anyone ever hear of such a thing a5 a simple girl seting
hersclf against her parents” and brothers’ will: Not Patemosters
but @ hushand was what she needed. And there the hushand was,
only waiting for the day when he would meer Catherine and
speak o her, while she chose this momene o cue off her hair at
the roots, thus robbing herselfof ane of woman's finest adormnments
—almost dishonouring herself and bringing shame upon her
family. Lapa, beside herself with these angry thoughs, shouted
at her: “Wretched girl, do you think to evade our purpose by
cutting off your hairz It will grow apain and in ?ﬁm of you, and
you shall take a hushand even if your heart breaks,”

Lapa imposed her will on the whole family; all were to wear
Catherine harshly until she understood that becanse of her the
honour of Gilacomo di Benincasa's family was ar stake, and she
must yield—by force if not for love. A family council was held
and deereed that in the future Catherine should no longer have a
room of her own for prayer and meditanon, and should wait
upen them all. Her family did not undesstand that the maiden
mighe have been won over with gentleness and tact, but never
"’-"jﬁ tebokes, insults, mockery. Their opposicion stiffened her
resolve and their insults drove her with greater ardour to her
faith. Mockery aroused her encrgy to resist while her imagination
became more fervent when she was humiliated. She decided that
every member of her family represented a character af the heaven-













































