
Devotional for Maundy Thursday by Mary Eaton 
 
Ecclesiastes 3:1 For everything there is a season, and a time for every purpose under heaven. 
 
I firmly believe this scripture even though in my lifetime I've had problems understanding the meaning of those 
words and why things happen when they do. I was born into a family of 5 children from the same parents, but 
my siblings experienced such dissimilar childhoods that it seemed we were raised by different parents. How can 
that be? My oldest brother is 16 years older than my youngest brother. There are three girls between them. 
Bert and Judy were born in 1938 and 1941. Daddy was too old to go to war, had 2 kids and was a farmer, which 
made him very useful to supply the needs of war. Even during the war, the family did pretty good. Mama was a 
good cook and canner, bookkeeper, clothes maker, den mother and so very creative. After the war, America 
thrived and the family did, too. Then in 1946 and 1948, Abigail and I (Mary) arrived, and life got harder. We 
didn't have much money to have store bought clothes and Mama made all our clothes, especially for the girls. 
Oh, the hand-me-downs we wore, with me getting them last. Since I was 5 inches shorter than the other sisters, 
I had to roll the waist up on my skirts for them to fit right. By the time Jamie arrived in 1954, Daddy was a full-
fledged closet alcoholic and Mama had serious mental issues, which at the time were probably misdiagnosed 
and her treatment archaic. Our popular older siblings, Bert and Judy became role models and parental 
substitutes, not by choice. Daddy died in 1968, leaving Jamie to be raised fatherless and by a paranoid 
schizophrenic mother. The rest of us had left home for work, marriage or college. Through it all, did we survive 
and lead fairly normal adult lives? Yes, we did. Sure, we had our own hardships, but we all overcame them 
eventually. During the time we were living at home and in school, it was hard to understand why our lives 
seemed so different from our friends. As we moved away and became adults and parents, we reflected on why 
Bert and Judy experienced more "normal" childhoods than Abigail and I, and poor Jamie had such a harder time 
growing up. We had a difficult time understanding the struggles our parents experienced raising us until we 
became parents ourselves. Our father had a 6th grade education, but our mother had a mail order business 
degree. Our father was 30 and Mama was 20 when they married. Daddy had to quit school and support his 
family when his father became ill. His siblings all got good educations. He didn't have a degree but was a 
voracious reader and could cypher!! Our parents believed that education and a spiritual life were important and 
made sure we went to school and church. So, if our home life wasn't perfect, we still had wonderful role models 
at school and church and with the parents of our friends. We all became good parents with values. I think the 
trials we went through as children made us stronger and better able to overcome obstructions in life's pathways. 
We found out that we were able to figure out what we could do if the worst happened. Could we survive? Yes, 
we could, with the help of family, friends and most of all, faith. If we lean on those three things, nothing is 
impossible. So, when you think your struggles are overwhelming, just ask yourself, "What is the worst that can 
happen, and can I handle it?" Life can be tough with many hurdles to jump, but we don't have to do it alone. 
Through God's strength and guidance, yes, I can!  
 
Dear God,  
Thank you for troubles. They help us realize that we can survive, especially when we raise our eyes upward 
and know that you are with us as we struggle. Amen 
 

 


