SAINT
CATHERINE
OF SIENA

Saint_Catherine_Siena_Windeatt_body.indd 1

12/4/12 12:43 PM

BOOKS BY MARY FABYAN WINDEATT
A Series of Twenty Books
Stories of the Saints for Young People ages 10 to 100
THE CHILDREN OF FATIMA
And Our Lady’s Message to the World

THE CURE OF ARS

The Story of St. John Vianney, Patron Saint of Parish Priests

THE LITTLE FLOWER

The Story of St. Therese of the Child Jesus

PATRON SAINT OF FIRST COMMUNICANTS
The Story of Blessed Imelda Lambertini

THE MIRACULOUS MEDAL

The Story of Our Lady’s Appearances to St. Catherine Laboure

ST. LOUIS DE MONTFORT

The Story of Our Lady’s Slave, St. Louis Mary Grignion De Montfort

SAINT THOMAS AQUINAS
The Story of “The Dumb Ox”

SAINT CATHERINE OF SIENA

The Story of the Girl Who Saw Saints in the Sky

SAINT HYACINTH OF POLAND
The Story of the Apostle of the North

SAINT MARTIN DE FORBES

The Story of the Little Doctor of Lima, Peru

SAINT ROSE OF LIMA

The Story of the First Canonized Saint of the Americas

PAULINE JARICOT

Foundress of the Living Rosary & The Society for the Propagation of the Faith

SAINT DOMINIC

Preacher of the Rosary and Founder of the Dominican Order

SAINT PAUL THE APOSTLE

The Story of the Apostle to the Gentiles

SAINT BENEDICT

The Story of the Father of the Western Monks

KING DAVID AND HIS SONGS
A Story of the Psalms

SAINT MARGARET MARY

And the Promises of the Sacred Heart of Jesus

SAINT JOHN MASIAS

Marvelous Dominican Gatekeeper of Lima, Peru

SAINT FRANCIS SOLANO

Wonder-Worker of the New World and Apostle of Argentina and Peru

BLESSED MARIE OF NEW FRANCE

The Story of the First Missionary Sisters in Canada

Saint_Catherine_Siena_Windeatt_body.indd 2

12/4/12 12:43 PM

SAINT
CATHERINE
OF SIENA
THE STORY OF THE GIRL
WHO SAW SAINTS IN THE SKY

By

Mary Fabyan Windeatt

Illustrated by

Helen Louise Beccard

TAN Books
Charlotte, North Carolina

Copyright © 1941 by Sheed & Ward, New York.
Originally published in 1941 by Sheed & Ward as Saints in the
Sky: The Story of St. Catherine of Siena for Children.
The type in this book is the property of TAN Books and may not
be reproduced, in whole or in part, without written permission
from the Publisher.
ISBN: 978-0-89555-421-5
Library of Congress Catalog Card No.: 93-60320
Printed and bound in the United States of America.

TAN Books
Charlotte, North Carolina
www.TANBooks.com
2013

For My Mother and Father.

Saint_Catherine_Siena_Windeatt_body.indd 5

12/4/12 12:43 PM

Saint_Catherine_Siena_Windeatt_body.indd 6

12/4/12 12:43 PM

CONTENTS
Saints in the Sky.  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 1
The Little Hermit.   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .

11

Catherine’s Hair.   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  19
More Saints in the Sky .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  26
The Ring .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .

30

The Leper Woman and the Stubborn
Young Criminal .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  41
Plans for a Long Journey.   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .

49

Catherine Goes to See the Holy Father .   .   .   .

53

Catherine’s Last Big Sacrifice .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .

59

vii

Saint_Catherine_Siena_Windeatt_body.indd 7

12/4/12 12:43 PM

Saint_Catherine_Siena_Windeatt_body.indd 8

12/4/12 12:43 PM

SAINT
CATHERINE
OF SIENA

Saint_Catherine_Siena_Windeatt_body.indd 9

12/4/12 12:43 PM

Saint_Catherine_Siena_Windeatt_body.indd 10

12/4/12 12:43 PM

CHAPTER 1

SAINTS IN THE SKY

T

HERE WAS once a good man named Jacopo, who
made a living at a strange business. He was a
dyer, that is, he took cloths of plain colors and turned
them into all the shades of the rainbow. When rich
people saw Jacopo’s pur
ple silk, his scarlets and
blues and yellows, they usually decided on some new
clothes right away and bought yards and yards of the
wonderful material. In such a way Jacopo became
quite wealthy and built a nice house for his wife
and family.
Now, Jacopo’s house was a big place. In it lived
Jacopo’s numerous children, his wife, his servants
and the men and boys who helped around the shop
and sold goods to customers. Very seldom was there
a quiet moment in Jacopo’s house. Something was
always going on, either a banquet, a business deal,
a wedding or a visit from the neighbors. There was
always food cooking in the kitchen, too, for it took a
lot to feed all the people who lived with Jacopo or
who came to visit him. It was a busy place, Jacopo’s
house. His children loved it, and when any of the
sons got married they always brought their brides
1
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home to live. In fact, as years went by, Jacopo’s house
became more and more crowded, so that one wondered how it could ever hold any more people.
One day in the year 1347 Jacopo and his wife
Lapa, who lived in the Italian city of Siena and
already had twenty-three children, were blessed by
God with twin baby girls.
“Goodness!” cried the neighbors. “Where will they
put any more children?”
“There was never a house like Jacopo’s house,”
said the relations. “They will find room somehow.”
And Jacopo and Lapa did, although as it turned
out only one of the new little girls lived. They named
her Catherine.
“I hope she grows up to be beautiful!” sighed
Jacopo’s wife. “Then she can marry a rich man and
we can enlarge the shop.”
Jacopo nodded. “Her hair is the color of red gold,”
he said dreamily. As he looked at his little daughter
in her cradle, he began to think of making up a new
color for some new silks which had just come in from
the East.
Catherine grew up in her father’s big house, amid
all the noise and clatter of so many people. It was
easy to see she would never be beautiful. Only her
golden hair set her apart from other little girls in the
town. It was really lovely, so long and soft and curly.
“Will you stand still?” cried her mother one morning, as she tried to comb the pretty locks. “Why are
you so fidgety?”
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“Because I hate having my hair fixed,” said the
little girl. “I want to go out and play in the yard.”
“Well, you can’t play in the yard,” said her
mother. “I have a package I want taken to your sis
ter Bonaventura. And I want you to look nice when
you go to her house. So stand still and let me fix you.”
Catherine’s brown eyes shone. Bonaventura, her
favorite sister, was married and lived not far away.
It was always such fun to go and see her because
Bonaventura understood that little girls liked presents. And good things to eat.
“Can I go alone, Mother?” she cried. “It would be
so nice to go visiting by myself just for once!”
“Nonsense!” cried her mother, who was suddenly
remembering that twelve people were com
ing to
dinner. “Your brother Stefano will go with you. And
remember—go straight to Bonaventura’s. No stopping to play on the way, or to visit in church. You are
too young to be out by yourselves for long.”
“But I am six years old,” Catherine started to say,
then changed her mind. Company for dinner always
upset her mother, who was inclined to be cross on
such days.
Soon Catherine and Stefano, who was a bit older,
were on their way to their married sister’s house. The
sun was shining brightly. The streets were crowded
with people. Ox carts jolted up and down. A group of
wandering musicians had stopped to play and sing
near the great fountain in the square. “Oh, let’s listen
to them!” cried Stefano, running ahead. “They have a
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dancing bear and a monkey!” But Catherine remembered her mother’s words and shook her head.
“No, we must go straight to Bonaventura’s,” she
said, and took Stefano’s hand firmly in hers.
They stayed at Bonaventura’s house for an
hour only, and then started home with a package for their mother. This time they did not come
through the crowded streets of the town but took a
short cut through an open field. There were many
flowers growing along the way, and Catherine and
Stefano picked a few as they walked along. Back of
the Dominican church, which stood over towards the
town, they were even more plentiful.
“Let’s go and get some daisies,” said Stefano.
“There are loads of them over near the church.”
“Mother said to come right back . . .” said
Catherine, and then suddenly her heart skipped a
beat.
Above the Dominican church, right in the mid
dle of the blue sky, right above the fields of white
daisies, were people. They were standing in the sky
as though it were the most natural thing to do, and
some were kneeling before a great white throne.
A King was seated on the throne, and He seemed
pleased with the people about Him. He even seemed
pleased with Catherine, for He turned in her direction and smiled at her.
“Oh!” cried the little girl, falling to her knees.
“How beautiful it all is!”
Stefano stared. “What’s the matter?” he cried.
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“NO, WE MUST GO STRAIGHT TO BONAVENTURA’S.”
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