
Judy Maurer

I’m writing this from Russia where I am serving with my husband, Johan. 
On my grandfather’s side, my first ancestors who stepped ashore in 
Boston came about 1635. I’ve assumed they were Puritans, as no one 
else was coming from England at that time. My grandma’s first ancestor 
to arrive was her father—an English sailor who jumped ship in the Boston 
harbor. Some part of me is still a mix of the Puritan and more recent 
immigrant experience that still can be seen in Boston. In New England 
you can see the Puritan influence in the many colleges and universities, 
the town meetings, the lowest crime rates in the nation. It is not a 
perfect place, nor with a perfect history, that those cranky, striving-to-
be-pure Puritans created, but they didn’t institute slavery, and at least 
the first generation of settlers got along with the Indians.

So in honor of Thanksgiving and my idealistic ancestors, this week’s 
devotions will be about the Puritans and Pilgrims. And my grandfather.
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Sunday
November 20 The Truth Shall Set Us Free

BIBLE READING: 1 John 2:8

The rivers of New England and James Watt’s new steam en-
gine turned out to be a good match. Soon textile mills rumbled 
alongside the rivers, busting out rolls and rolls of cotton and 
wool. As a young man in the 1920s, my grandfather took advan-
tage, making his career of buying wool from Argentina, South 
Africa, and Wyoming, and bringing it in to the massive docks 
in the Boston Harbor to then sell to the textile mills north of 
Boston.

Granpa would come to my father’s rustic family cabin 
in Maine in his three-piece wool suit and take off his jacket 
because he was “on vacation,” then he’d sit down by the lake 
and begin telling stories. Some were about the antics that my 
ancestors got up to in the revolution against Britain. His stories 
were much more amusing—and involved more alcohol im-
bibing—than the description of the same events in my grade 
school textbooks. I was surprised, many decades later, when 
I read historians’ accounts, and realized that they agreed with 
my grandfather’s version!

Although my grade school textbooks were trying to in-
spire me with polished, prettied-up versions of United States 
history, Granpa’s version was more comforting. It seems my 
ancestors were human after all.

Here in Russia, our students suffer even more from 
prettied-up versions of imagined history, and they are at a loss to 
find themselves in the world. I don’t think that’s a coincidence.

SONG: Open My Eyes, That I May See
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Jesus, who came to us full of 

grace and truth, lead us in the true light, always.

—Judy Maurer
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Monday
November 21 Blessed Are Those Who Mourn

BIBLE READING: Psalm 126:4-5

When the 102 pilgrims finally came ashore, disease on board 
was rife and their stores were low. They found empty corn-
fields, and worse, village after village was empty, too. The 
coastal tribes such as the Wampanoag had lost 50 to 90 percent 
of their people due to yellow fever or perhaps the plague—
spread by European fishermen and traders. “The great dying,” 
as the Wampanoag called it, lasted from 1616 to 1619.

By the next spring, one-half of the pilgrims, too, were 
dead of starvation. Only Edward Winslow mentions what has 
come to be known as Thanksgiving: “At which time amongst 
other Recreations, we exercised our Armes, many of the 
Indians coming amongst us, and amongst the rest their greatest 
king Massasoyt, with some ninetie men, whom for three dayes 
we entertained and feasted, and they went out and killed five 
Deere, which they brought to the Plantation.”

Only one family among the pilgrims had not lost at 
least one family member. Massasoit’s translator, Tisquantum 
(Squanto), was the sole survivor of his native village. There 
were many to grieve.

Some of my friends have said to me, “It’s the first Thanks-
giving since my husband (or wife or mother or sister) died. I 
just don’t want to ruin it all, remembering.” Please know that 
you are not ruining Thanksgiving by remembering. You are 
celebrating it the way it should be celebrated—by giving thanks 
and grieving.

SONG: Leaning on the Everlasting Arms
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Lord, we know you have our 

loved ones in your arms now. Comfort us until we come into 
your presence as well. Accept our grief as recognition of their 
lives as a gift from you.

—Judy Maurer
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Tuesday
November 22 Love Is Patient, Kind, and Mutual

BIBLE READING: Ephesians 4:13

Grace is a divine attribute, not a human one. On a day in, day out 
basis, we have trouble letting ourselves—and our neighbors—
be saved by grace. We feel the urge to measure up! And we are 
tempted to know exactly whether our neighbors are measuring 
up, too.

On the other hand, we must not live as mere Christian 
lumps, relying on being saved by grace to get us through this 
life. Jesus called us to clothe the naked, feed the hungry, so on 
and very so forth.

It is a dilemma. How do we know if we have clothed the 
naked and fed the hungry enough? One of the answers most 
satisfying to me is from John Winthrop, one of the founders of 
the Puritan Massachusetts Bay Colony. In a sermon from 1630, 
“A Modell of Christian Charity,” he wrote:

For the full certain knowledge of those truthes concerning 
the nature, use, and excellency of this grace, that which 
the holy ghost hath left recorded, 1 Cor. 13, may give full 
satisfaction, which is needful for every true member of 
this lovely body of the Lord Jesus, to worke upon theire 
heartes by prayer, meditation continuall exer cise at least 
of the speciall [influence] of this grace, till Christ be 
formed in them and they in him, all in eache other, knitt 
together by this bond of love.

SONG: Joyful, Joyful, We Adore Thee
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Still us, O Lord. Let us reach you 

by silence, or by the words of our hearts. Hold us in your Spirit 
until Christ be formed in us. Knit us together as one in you.

—Judy Maurer
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Wednesday
November 23 Love’s Ligaments

BIBLE READING: Romans 12:14

Last March I took a nonstop flight from Moscow to Havana. My 
week was a time of renewing old friendships, deepened by my 
experience in Russia. A table-side conversation turned to mem-
ories of being public believers during the Soviet years.

“I was told,” a good friend said, “that I had not forgiven 
the communists.” I was surprised—she is a very mature Chris-
tian. “A pastor from America said to me, ‘Look, you’ve been 
crying while you’ve been telling me about them. That means 
you haven’t forgiven them.’”

“He was wrong,” I said. This pastor, who had never expe-
rienced what she had, listened to her cry and then said she was 
not forgiving. This is not biblical. We’re to “rejoice with those 
who rejoice, and mourn with those who mourn.” He should 
have cried with her. According to John Winthrop, that would 
have built up the body of Christ:

Ye are the body of Christ and members of their parte. All the 
partes of this body being thus united are made soe contiguous 
in a speciall relation as they must needes partake of each oth-
er’s strength and infirmity; joy and sorrowe, weale and woe. 
1 Cor. 12. 26. If one member suffers, all suffer with it, if one 
be in honor, all rejoyce with it. The ligaments of this body 
which knitt together are love. Noe body can be perfect which 
wants its proper ligament. This sensibleness and sympathy of 
each other’s conditions will necessarily infuse into each parte 
a native desire and endeavour, to strengthen, defend, preserve 
and comfort the other.

SONG: Come, Ye Thankful People Come
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Help me search my own heart, 

not others’ hearts. Send me help and compassion if I need 
to forgive. Let me be help and compassion to others in their 
time—however long—of grieving and forgiving.

—Judy Maurer
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Thursday
November 24 Union

BIBLE READING: Colossians 1:27-28

The Pilgrim’s Progress is my kind of allegory. With characters 
like “Mr. Worldly Wiseman” and places like the “Slough of 
Despair,” I get it. It’s not subtle. Christian leaves his wife, his 
town, everyone, to seek the Celestial City. In his journey, a cer-
tain loneliness portends; companions come and go, even ones 
named “Faithful” and “Hopeful.” And his choice for Christ is 
consistently against the advice and love of friends.

The most agonizing challenge Christian endures occurs 
just before he reaches the Celestial City. After he and Hopeful 
rest for awhile, they lose their way and stumble into the land 
of Doubting Castle. The Giant of Despair imprisons them and 
repeatedly beats them senseless. After a night of prayer, Chris-
tian remembers he has the key called Promise hidden next to 
his heart. It unlocks every door of the castle.

John Bunyan was himself in prison when he began writ-
ing The Pilgrim’s Progress. His crime? Preaching, but not the 
Church of England way. His sentence? Twelve years. This 
lonely prisoner wrote of Christian, who once he reached the 
City, “the shining ones, who sometimes showed themselves to 
him in his journey, are become his companions....The King has 
bestowed upon him a rich and pleasant dwelling at court, and 
that he every day eateth and drinketh and walketh and talketh 
with him, and receiveth of the smiles and favor of him that is 
Judge of all there.”

The Pilgrim’s Progress, as Charles Hambrick-Stowe points 
out, is not the story of Christian’s salvation, but of his move-
ment toward union with Christ.

SONG: Just a Closer Walk with Thee
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Oh Lord, you have set before me 

life and death. Today, help me choose life in Christ
—Judy Maurer
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Friday
November 25 Markets

BIBLE READING: Proverbs 23:23

“Buy the truth and do not sell it—
wisdom, instruction and insight as well.”

As we continue with Christian’s journey in The Pilgrim’s Prog-
ress, we find that Beelzebub— ages ago—had cleverly erected a 
merchants’ fair, smack dab in the middle of our pilgrims’ path. 
This is no ordinary market: the wares include “houses, lands, 
trades, places, honors, preferments, titles, countries, kingdoms, 
lusts and pleasures; and delights of all sorts, as harlots, wives, 
husbands, children, masters, servants, lives, blood, bodies, 
souls, silver, gold, pearls, precious stones.”

Christian and Faithful cause quite a stir. “They cared 
not so much as to look upon the wares; and if the [tradesmen] 
called upon them to buy, they would put their fingers in their 
ears, and cry, ‘Turn away mine eyes from beholding vanity,’ 
Psa. 119:37, and look upward, signifying that their trade and 
traffic was in heaven. Phil. 3: 20, 21. One chanced, mockingly, 
beholding the carriage of the men, to say unto them, ‘What will 
ye buy?’ But they, looking gravely upon him, said, ‘We buy the 
truth.’ Prov. 23:23.”

SONG: O Come, O Come Emmanuel
PRAYER SUGGESTION: In these coming weeks, help 

us ignore the Christmas merchant hubbub. May we focus 
on giving memories and love to friends and family, and on 
“buying” wisdom, instruction, and insight.

—Judy Maurer
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Saturday
November 26 Passion and Compassion

BIBLE READING: Matthew 7:7

In the second part of The Pilgrim’s Progress, Christian’s wife, 
repentant, leaves for the Celestial City along with her children 
and a young woman named Mercy. Christiana, is described 
as “a woman of quick apprehension.” Mercy and Christiana 
have an extraordinary bond of loyalty and wisdom. Christiana 
speaks to Mercy with authority about spiritual matters.

Initially, the two women travel alone, puzzling out their 
way and its mysteries. They are later given a guide, and to-
gether they slow their pace to include two fellow pilgrims who 
are earnest but not swift. In their journey, Mercy and Christiana 
do not follow church leaders, male or female. It is a surpris-
ingly modern view of women’s capabilities and spirituality.

At first, Mercy says she only wants to accompany Chris-
tiana a little on her way, to encourage her. Later she admits 
her heart burned within her when she first heard Christiana 
speak about leaving for the City. Christiana then talks her into 
coming along. Christiana is “glad at her heart, not only that she 
had a Companion, but also for that she had prevailed with this 
poor Maid to fall in love with her own Salvation.” Mercy then 
knocks with all her might at the wicket gate, symbolizing the 
beginning of her own pilgrimage.

My mind keeps coming back to that thought—being in 
love with “her own Salvation.” I ask myself, “Am I in love with 
my salvation?” How would it change my life, my relationship 
with Christ, to feel passionate about my own salvation?

I do know that salvation is not an end point, or even a rest 
stop. Salvation is the beginning of new life, a new path toward 
union with Christ, full of kindness, mercy, and wisdom.

SONG: Take My Life and Let It Be
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Overwhelm us, Lord, with love 

for you and for our salvation.
—Judy Maurer


