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Her name was Mrs. Bomberger 

 

She stood about 5 feet tall. Her mother was Pennsylvania Dutch. Her Dad  was 

Italian. Mrs. Bomberger was short. Stout. Slightly overweight, and she had a great 

smile. 

 

She had taught at the elementary school for decades. When she retired, she did not 

know what to do with herself. She missed the students so much. 

 

So, she returned to the school as a Volunteer. Among her many new duties, Mrs. 

Bomberger helped monitor all of us on the playground during recess. 

 

Her knees had started to weaken, so she simply brought a folding chair outside, 

and sat it under a shade tree. And she waited…. 

 

The younger children learned what to do by watching the older ones. And what we 

learned was this – 

 

If you fell on the playground and scraped your knee… you ran to Mrs. Bomberger. 

And she would look at you without saying a word. Then, she would smile, and 

gently extend her arms forward, in a gentle gesture of welcome. 

 

And the crying child would fall into her hug and feel enfolded in love. 

 

If Linda Kunitsky said something mean to you while you were on the seesaw and 

your feelings were hurt….  You ran to Mrs. Bomberger, and she opened her arms 

wide and hugged you with love. 

 

If Bobby Brandel cheated while you were playing kickball and you got upset… 



You ran to the waiting arms of that volunteer on the folding chair. 

 

Looking back now, I realize something … Mrs. Bobmberger wasn’t fixing any of 

our problems.  

 

There was the day that I fell, tearing my pants and bleeding from my knee. I should 

have run to the nurse to have the wound cleaned… but I went to Mrs. Bomberger 

for a hug. 

She did not ‘fix’ things. 

 

If someone hurt your feelings, she did not go to them and give them a  lecture. If 

someone cheated playing dodgeball, she did not go over there and dispense justice. 

She was not dispensing medicine, she was not dispensing advice. What she was 

dispensing was… love… a love that never let you down. 

 

When I was in seminary, I was once asked to talk about an image from my own 

life which helped me to express what God’s love looks like or feels like… and 

without thinking, I blurted out, “Mrs. Bomberger.” 

 

In my experience, God’s love is quite often like that woman, sitting on the 

playground, smiling, waiting, ready for us to come to her, arms wide open, willing 

to embrace us in a love which does not let us down. 

 

In today’s first reading, Isaiah promises that God’s love for his people will never 

let us down. 

 

Isaiah describes the power of God’s love to help us, to heal us, to save us. 

 

What does God want for his beloved daughters and sons? Well, according to 

Isaiah, God wants us to feel freed from whatever holds us back, God wants us to 

experience light wherever there is darkness.  

 

Whatever is barren and lifeless, God wants to make lush and alive. Where there is 

hunger or thirst, God wants to send overflowing nourishment. If we face obstacles, 

God wants to create a way through them. And if we are afflicted, God opens his 



arms, smiles, and waits for us to fall into that embrace. 

 

And Isaiah ends this beautiful prophecy with this image: “can a mother forget her 

infant, or be without tenderness for the child of her womb? Yet even if these 

forget, I will never forget you.” 

 

This is a beautiful, maternal image for the love of God. Sometimes human beings 

fail to love us as they should, but God does not forget us, and God is there for us, 

and God wants to embrace us. With the love that does not let us down. 

 

Mrs. Bombergre’s embrace did not heal every hurt, or put the bandage on our knee, 

or fix every problem. But she was dispensing a deeper, more lasting healing… she 

was touching our hearts, and assuring us that we were precious in someone’s sight.  

 

No matter what else happened, we could count on that. 

 

As we come to this celebration today, we bring to the Lord every kind of 

brokenness; The healing we need in body, in mind, in spirit. And we know that our 

brokenness reflects the broader brokenness of our world. 

 

IN the sacrament of anointing, we ask Christ to touch what is broken, and make it 

whole, according to his will. 

 

And we also know that, no matter what physical healing we yearn for, no matter 

what emotional hurt we carry, no matter what injustice we may have experienced, 

there is a deeper healing that every human being needs.  And that is the healing 

which comes when we finally and fully comprehend: we are precious in someone’s 

sight… in God’s sight… the God who will never forget us… the God who always 

waits for us to fall into the loving embrace. 

 

The only appropriate response to that kind of love is… gratitude. Jesus makes that 

clear in today’s Gospel. Gratitude. Gratitude is the best spiritual practice which 

keeps us focused on the God. Gratitude is the best spiritual practice which reminds 

us that, in the end, everything is a gift. Gratitude is the best spiritual practice which 

makes sure that we don’t take anything, anyone any day, for granted. Gratitude is 



the most powerful spiritual reality: the more we are filled with gratitude, there is 

less and less room for fear. 

 

And gratitude is the one thing that Jesus asked us to do in his memory. After all, 

the word “Eucharist” means thanksgiving!  

 

We know that, in this mass today, we can come to God, we can run to God, with 

whatever is hurting us. And our silent, smiling Lord is already here, arms open, 

ready to love us with a the love that does not let us down. Be enfolded there, and 

there whisper “Thank you.” 
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