
Saint 

Seraphina  

Feast Day: March 12
th 

Fina dei Ciardi was born in San Gimignano on 1238. She was 

the daughter of Cambio Ciardi and Imperiera, part of a 

declined noble family. She was said to be extraordinarily kind, generous and beautiful in face. As a 

little girl she learned to sew and spin, spending most of her time at home. Old documents say she 

only left the house to attend mass and was very devoted to the Virgin. 

Her father died when she was little and after her father's death, she was struck with a strange and 

paralyzing illness. Her illness was most probably a form of tuberculous osteomyelitis. She became 

misshapen and ugly, in constant pain, unable to get out of bed or even to move. Her mother took 

care of her but had to leave her for hours at a time to attend to her work. Her deep faith relieved her 

pain. Seraphina's only consolation was the crucifix, and she realized that she was called to imitate 

the suffering Christ. 

She refused a bed and chose instead to lie on a wooden pallet. According to her legend, during her 

long sickness her body became attached to the wood of the table, and worms and rats fed on her 

rotting flesh. 

Yet she never complained. She managed to remain serene, and something beautiful shone out of her 

face. Then she was struck another blow. Her mother died, and she was left completely destitute, her 

neighbours repelled by her appearance and her sickness, her only friend a girl 

named Beldia who visited her and brought her food. 

In her reading, St. Seraphina had heard of the great sufferings of Pope St. 

Gregory the Great and he became her special saint. She prayed to him, drew 

strength from the sufferings that he had to endure, and prayed that he would 

obtain for her the patience she needed to bear her own sufferings. She was 

now so weak and helpless that it was clear to everyone she could not live very 

long. 

Eight days before her death, alone and almost completely forsaken, St. Gregory 

appeared to her and told her: "Dear child, on my feast day, God will give you 

rest" (in those days his feast day was celebrated on March 12). On that day, she 

died. The whole city attended her funeral and from that moment everyone 

began to pray to her. On the place where she had lain, her neighbours found 

white violets growing, and even today in the village of San Geminiano where 

she lived, the white violets that bloom in March are called Santa Fina flowers.  

She died on March 12th 1253, at the age of fifteen. 


