
Bethany Lee 

I’m in the enviable position of having a lot of control over my daily 
life. I work very part-time, choosing my own hours to fit around 
spending time with my husband and homeschooling my two daugh-
ters in our Lafayette, Oregon, home. I dabble in music, sailing, 
reading, writing, and baking as the mood strikes. Most mornings, I 
imagine the day ahead to my own liking and almost always end up 
liking what happens. The dishes have to be washed sometime, after 
all. Yet even in this luxurious life, control is an illusion. It only takes 
a flu bug or a blinking oil light to remind me how little power I 
have.  

Trust—the idea uniting this week’s meditations—emerged as a 
theme during the writing process. I’m still discovering how God 
wants to deepen my trust in him and am learning to surrender more 
and more of my life to his wise and tender care. 
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Sunday 
January 16 Trust the Timeless One 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 121:1-8 
Do you remember your first car? What stories or images come 
to mind? Did your car still smell new or did you cross your 
fingers every time you turned the key? When I got my license, 
in 1993, I drove a 1972 Dodge Dart Swinger Special, olive 
green with an after-market alarm system that rang like a tele-
phone anytime someone opened the door. 

What about your first kiss? I still laugh to recall my little 
brother running in and out of the house three or four times 
that evening, trying to glimpse what was about to happen on 
my parent’s front step. (He didn’t.) 

Now, as a mother, I’ve celebrated first steps, first words, 
the first day of school. But I seldom recognize or celebrate the 
“lasts” in my life. Some are good—the last day in a cast, the 
last assignment before graduation—but other “lasts” are diffi-
cult, and clear only in hindsight—the last piggyback ride 
given, the last conversation with a dying friend. And when I 
do stop to notice a “last”—to recognize that a certain portion 
of my life is over—I grieve the loss, fighting to release the 
chapter with grace. 

If I take the time to recognize that each day is both a first 
and a last, the weight of the moment threatens to paralyze me. 
But whether I am celebrating a beginning or mourning an end, 
God remains the Alpha and the Omega, the beginning and the 
end. In a mystery far beyond my mind, he transcends time, he 
is at rest outside my beginnings and endings, and he holds 
them all in his steady hand. 

SONG: You Are Holy (Prince of Peace) 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Thank you, God, that I can trust 

you with my life from beginning to end. 
—Bethany Lee 
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Monday 
January 17 Trust Him Who Calls Me by Name 

BIBLE READING: 1 Samuel 16:1-7 
As a child, I struggled with allergies and asthma, scoliosis, 
and extreme near-sightedness. I felt ill through most of ele-
mentary school and fought to act like the other kids when 
playing games or swimming, even though my difficulty 
breathing and rapidly-changing eyesight made this challeng-
ing. I felt the weight of these problems keenly, though I knew 
so many kids had it worse. In my experience, everyone was 
stronger, faster, better. Eventually, I outgrew the worst of the 
allergies and discovered contacts. And while I still take care 
of my back, I can typically do whatever I choose. 

But somewhere along the way, I let my experience de-
fine me. I tend to assume others are stronger than I am, more 
outdoorsy or capable. But if I mention this to a friend, espe-
cially someone who didn’t know me as a child, invariably 
their eyebrows jump. In the look on my friend’s face, I see that 
my true identity doesn’t match the weak, broken person I still 
see sometimes in the mirror. 

What if God reacts this way when I bring my past to 
him? What if, when I tell him how broken I am, that he could-
n’t possibly want to use me, he waits for me to fall silent? He 
just wants to tell me that my past, my experiences, even my 
fears aren’t what he sees when he looks at me. I don’t think he 
sees my perfected self yet either, though I think he has in 
mind the person he meant me to be. I think he sees—me. 
Flawed, evolving, beloved. 

SONG: I Will Change Your Name 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, help me to trust your view 

of me more than my own. 
—Bethany Lee 
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Tuesday 
January 18 Trust the Family of God 

BIBLE READING: Acts 2:42-45; 4:32-35 
I once read about a family whose members made it their prac-
tice to clean up after each other. I don’t think they made a 
mess expecting someone to tidy it for them, but if they 
dropped the eggs or spilled their milk, the rest of the family 
came to the rescue, wiping away the mess and the embarrass-
ment together. 

While we haven’t instituted this rule at my house, I 
admire the ideal. It’s certainly not the prevalent attitude in 
our broader culture. And one could argue that an emphasis on 
personal responsibility is key to growing mature, healthy 
adults.  

I’m not advocating for a shift to this extreme, but I 
would like to believe that in a community with this kind of 
mutual respect and submission, most of us would find  
increased freedom. We would still do our best not to create 
any more hardship than necessary. And we’d pitch in cheer-
fully, without keeping score, knowing our turn at neediness 
would come. Admitting our weaknesses and accepting the 
help of others might prove to be the most difficult part of  
this agreement. Maybe the days of having “everything in 
common” (Acts 2:44) are past, but I believe that even in our 
modern world, even here in the ultra-independent west, we 
could still find ways to practice loving each other through the 
vulnerable, scary, beautiful act of interdependence. 

Tomorrow I’ll explore my experience of living within 
such a community, but for today, let’s ask God together how 
this interdependence should be manifest in our lives. 

SONG: Servant Song 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, show me how to drop my 

expectations of independence and trust your model of Christ's 
body, the church. 

—Bethany Lee 
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Wednesday 
January 19 Trust Our Community 

BIBLE READING: Romans 15:1-7 
When my husband, Bryan, and I first began sailing, we did 
everything we could to be prepared. We stocked parts for the 
engine and loaded up on lines and shackles, oatmeal and 
toilet paper. We studied reference books that promised to help 
us work our way out of any difficulty. And it worked. When 
the engine died out on the water, Bryan replaced spark plugs 
or installed a new fuel pump to get us safely back to land.  
If we were delayed in a remote area, I pulled together sur-
prisingly delicious meals out of whatever I found in the  
cupboards. We were the epitome of the self-sufficient ideal, 
floating on our own little island of readiness. 

The boating community reflects this ideal. Sailors leave 
the dock expecting to use their collection of knowledge, skills, 
and tools to reach a destination safely. But they also know 
that one day, something will go wrong they cannot fix alone. 
They may be missing the one spare part needed, run out of 
fuel, or discover a shoal with the keel. In those moments, it is 
reassuring to be a part of a dependable community that will 
come to the rescue with the spare part or the knowledge 
needed (and usually a self-deprecating story to ease the blow 
to the ego). 

God makes it clear that we, the body of Christ, are to be 
that kind of safety net for each other. We are to bear one an-
other’s burdens (or to allow our burdens to be borne), to lay 
down our life for a friend (or to receive the sacrifice with 
grace), and to do it all in an attitude of love. 

SONG: They’ll Know We Are Christians by Our Love 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, help me trust you and the 

community you’ve provided for me. 
—Bethany Lee 
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Thursday 
January 20 Trust the Almighty 

BIBLE READING: Job 42:1-6 
 “Not again!” Once more, our ancient engine spluttered to a 
stop. At least this time there was enough wind to sail a bit. 
Supposedly, our engine is an auxiliary motor, only necessary 
for docking, but wind is unpredictable so we use the motor 
every time we go out. A day on board our boat churns up the 
constant worry of engine failure. It’s not just that the engine 
could fail, but that, when it does, we must fix it ourselves, 
using only the tools and parts with us, while sailing—or drift-
ing—aimlessly around on a busy river. 

Worry isn’t a big struggle for me at home, but somehow, 
stepping aboard the boat pushes me beyond the edges of my 
comfort zone and I fret. And this despite the fact that, every 
single time something has gone wrong aboard, my husband 
and I have figured out the problem and solved it. We haven’t 
run into anything or sunk. And thanks to the previous owner’s 
enormous stock of spares, we’ve hardly even spent any 
money. So why do I still believe the worst is yet to come? 
Even with all experience to the contrary, why is it so hard to 
trust that all will be well in the end? 

My tolerant husband shakes his head at me and asks, 
“When will you ever learn that I can fix anything that might 
go wrong?” I wonder if God feels the same. He doesn’t always 
solve life’s problems the way I wish he would, but I do believe 
he is all-powerful and intends to work everything, even the 
hard things, together for my good. 

SONG: Come, Thou Almighty King 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Lord, help me look beyond the 

false security I seek and live rooted in my trust in you. 
—Bethany Lee 
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Friday 
January 21 Trust the Giver 

BIBLE READING: Luke 12:22-34 
We’d only had the new glassware a few days when the first 
one slipped and broke. “Well,” my ever-optimistic husband 
commented, “at least we don't have to worry about breaking 
one—we already did.” And sure enough, we stopped being so 
concerned about keeping the set intact and just enjoyed using 
the cups. 

There is a bin in my garage marked “clothes to grow 
into.” It’s filled with hand-me-downs (“hand-me-overs” my 
youngest says), clearance-rack purchases, and gifts—all the 
items that don’t quite fit my daughters yet. I have to admit 
that on more than one occasion, I have opened the bin to 
discover that they have already grown out of clothes I was 
saving. 

For clothes or housewares, this is laughable, inconven-
ient at worst. But how often do these attitudes seep into the 
way I treat the gifts of God? If I truly believe that my loving 
family, my peaceful home, my health, even my reliable car 
and full cupboards are gifts from God, then I should accept 
them with gratitude, not fear their loss or hoard them. But 
when I am in the middle of easy circumstances, when every-
thing seems to be going right, it’s hard to trust God with an 
open heart. In the good times, the words, “You give and take 
away” seem more of a threat than a reassurance of sover-
eignty. I am learning to thank him for his blessings, even revel 
in them, without clinging more tightly to the gifts than the 
giver.  

SONG: Blessed Be the Name of the Lord 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, giver of all good things, 

help me to receive your gifts with joy and open hands. 
—Bethany Lee 
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Saturday 
January 22 Trust the Eternal Storyteller 

BIBLE READING: Revelation 22:1-6, 12-13 
Recently, I had a long talk with my youngest daughter about 
heaven and we considered together what God might have 
planned for us. I told her that the God who could give us 
“more than all we ask or imagine” (Ephesians 3:20) could 
probably do a pretty good job on heaven. We put our imagina-
tions to work for a while and she concluded that heaven 
would be “if everyone you’ve ever known lived within walk-
ing distance—or biking,” she said, “because there are no cars 
in heaven.” After a bit more thought, she added, “And all the 
panda bears would never go extinct.” 

I hadn’t considered the plight of the pandas, and I know 
a few small boys who would argue for the necessity of cars in 
heaven, but I too yearn for an undivided community. I plan to 
continue learning about God and his creation, to keep finding 
new reasons to worship him. Lately though, as I’ve examined 
my own thoughts of eternity, I’ve recognized a subtle fear. 
What if heaven feels like the end of a good book? 

Scripture says there will be no more death, pain, or 
suffering and I welcome the thought of life without these 
difficulties but, as every literature instructor teaches, you 
can’t have a good story without conflict. Our life here on earth 
feels so much like an adventure tale, filled with enticing 
characters and challenging struggles. We hope for resolution 
but sometimes I wonder: How will we continue to experience 
this epic adventure without the potential for disaster? I choose 
to trust that the story will never end, that my infinitely crea-
tive God will also prove himself infinitely fascinating. 

SONG: I Can Only Imagine 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, help me to trust that our 

biggest adventure is yet to come. 
—Bethany Lee 


