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Pentecost Sunday, Year A


Mother’s Day 2008

The road to Clarksburg never seemed so long. We had an appointment with an attorney who was handling a ridiculous lawsuit for us, and a lawyer’s office was the last place I wanted to be on that Friday morning. Resentment was seeping out of every thought, and tears were ready to spill. The burdens seemed so heavy, so numerous. I wished my mom was still alive. She had died about six months before, and I missed our several-times-daily phone calls. Most of all, I missed her prayers. Every morning, Mom sat on her recliner, praying the rosary, saying novenas, blasting heaven with prayers for her family. God listens to a mother’s prayers, and I had no mother praying for me. I didn’t know what was hurting more—my broken heart or my self pity.

Being early for an appointment has never been a problem for me, but somehow I arrived in Clarksburg with about 30 minutes to spare. May as well get a flu shot—it was that time of year—so I headed up to the Harrison County Health Department. While I was waiting, an old neighbor showed up, Frances Basile.

If you’re over 50 and ever watched Channel 12 (WBOY), you know Frances Basile. She was a mainstay at the station for many years, doing the news, interviews, programming, ads, whatever. Frances lived in Glen Elk, and we kids knew her as a local celebrity—she was on TV! She and her sister cared for their father until his death, and now Frances, who had retired a few years before, was caring for her sister, Theresa, who was ill.

She greeted me warmly, asked about my dad, chatted for a few minutes, and then said, “How you must miss your mother!”

Tears welled up again, and I choked out, “Yes, I do! I don’t have anyone to pray for me anymore!”

Frances didn’t miss a beat. “Oh, my dear! Don’t you know your mother is praying for you from heaven? Her prayers are even stronger, even better now, than they ever were on earth! You mother can pray for you all the time now!” and she hugged me again.

Even though I thanked her, I don't think Frances knows how much she helped me that day. Thank you, God, for the perfect message at the perfect time. And tell my mom Happy Mother’s Day for me!

 

