
Bethany Lee 

I wrote these thoughts before spotting the connections among them. 
But the connections that emerged came as no surprise. This year, 
the concept of release wound its way through my mind and into my 
days. I am learning anew how to release my fears and my plans, the 
desire to be perfect and the idea of control. Whether in my daily 
roles as a wife, mother, musician, homeschooler, friend; or in my 
leisure activities—reading, writing, sailing, cooking—I need remind-
ers of my dependence on God. I need moments that call me to let 
go, take a deep breath, and be still. I hope these moments from my 
life will help you find release in yours this week. 
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Sunday 
April 29 This Is the Air I Breathe 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 150 
Just breathe. Today, fighting allergies and asthma, it’s about 
all I can do. I’m sitting in my parents’ dining room with the 
family gathered for a visit. My brother jumps up to get me hot 
tea, and I curl around the cup, inhaling the steam and his care 
for me.  

A few days later, after a visit to my doctor, the symp-
toms lessen. I draw in deep, deep breaths—hungry, craving, 
yearning. Words cannot describe this primal need for air.  

A week, then a month passes, and I forget to think about 
my breath. Once again, it comes freely. But let a morning go 
by without remembering my inhaler, and the tightness in my 
chest returns, reminding me of the gift—the miracle—of 
breath. The creation narrative in Genesis 2 describes the ori-
gin of this precious gift. Genesis 2:7 says, “Then the Lord God 
formed man from the dust of the ground, and breathed into 
his nostrils the breath of life; and the man became a living 
being” (NRSV). 

Paul instructs the people of Athens, “The God who 
made the world and everything in it is the Lord of heaven and 
earth…he himself gives everyone life and breath and every-
thing else. For in him we live and move and have our  
being” (Acts 17:24, 25b, 28 TNIV). 

We have not been given just the gift of oxygen exchange. 
Our breath is a moment-by-moment reminder of God’s initiat-
ing, sustaining work in us. It’s no wonder that a few deep 
breaths can calm me, body and spirit. Inhale and let the words 
of Marie Barnett’s song “Breathe” become a prayer.  

SONG: Breathe 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: “This is the air I breathe: your 

holy presence living in me.”  
—Bethany Lee 
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Monday 
April 30 Plan B 

BIBLE READING: Isaiah 55:6-9 
We pulled into the tiny harbor, relieved to be in off the ocean 
for the night. But the fishermen were in off the ocean too, and 
the marina was full. After filling the fuel tanks and grabbing a 
quick dinner, we were ready—even eager—for the challenge 
of another night on the Pacific. Just think how much sooner 
we’d get into Canada!  

The morning’s weather report dashed those hopes. Gale 
warnings for the Strait of Juan de Fuca required a change of 
plans once again. This time, the change felt like a defeat as we 
sailed miles out of our way to an unwanted destination. Find-
ing an ice cream shop a short walk from the dock helped ease 
the disappointment. And the next morning, a perfect wind 
whisked us into lovely Victoria, BC, refreshed and ready to 
enjoy the city. 

It seems hard enough to hold my plans loosely on a 
sailing vacation. I know that resisting the weather can be 
frustrating, even dangerous, and Plan B often turns out better 
than the original. But at home, when my regular routines are 
disrupted, it’s harder for me to respond with equanimity. I 
easily fool myself into thinking I can control my days. I plan 
my family’s schedule, organize my daughters’ activities, even 
choose what we’re all going to eat. But unexpected circum-
stances—an illness, a job change, a computer crash—blow 
into my life like a gale, changing my course and reminding me 
that I am not the captain of my life. In those times, I’m so 
grateful for God’s faithful presence. He leads me boldly into 
new directions, patiently encouraging me to find joy in un-
expected destinations. 

SONG: Guide Me, O Thou Great Jehovah 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Help me see unwanted  

circumstances as another opportunity to follow you. 
—Bethany Lee 
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Tuesday 
May 1 Spiritual Navigation 

BIBLE READING: Isaiah 2:1-5 
The blinking blue dot on my navigation system pinpoints my 
position to within a few feet of accuracy. As I drive, the sys-
tem communicates with multiple satellites to recalculate 
driving directions and estimate my arrival time. GPS may be 
the latest in a long line of navigation technologies, but it has 
not made the others obsolete. 

I’ve been studying celestial navigation over the last few 
years, working to master the art and science of navigating by 
the sun, moon, planets, and stars. I’m partly interested for 
practical reasons; if the GPS on our boat ever goes out, I’d like 
to be able to find my way back to land. It’s proven to be an 
enjoyable challenge.  

The basic idea is a simple one. If you can measure your 
position relative to the position of a celestial body, you can 
calculate your location. In practice, it’s a bit trickier than that. 
First, I use a sextant (somewhat of a grown-up protractor) to 
measure the angle of the sun above the horizon. Then, using 
charts of predicted positions and some fancy math, I plot a 
position to within a few miles of my actual location. 
In my experience, spiritual discernment is more like celestial 
navigation than GPS. I often feel a bit lost (no blinking blue 
light in my spirit) and rarely have directions for more than a 
step or two on the journey. Rather, I use a tool—a spiritual 
practice such as prayer, study, or meditation—to ascertain the 
position of the heavenly body and approximate my own posi-
tion relative to it. Only then can I be sure my course is true or 
begin to plot a new one. 

SONG: Step by Step 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Help me see you more clearly 

so I can follow you more closely. 
—Bethany Lee 
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Wednesday 
May 2 Good Enough? 

BIBLE READING: 2 Corinthians 9:8-11 
“There is no right writing,” I encouraged her, “only better 
writing.” To my youngest, much more comfortable with the 
absolute answers of math, this ambiguity was more frustrating 
than encouraging. I could relate to her desire for an indisput-
able conclusion, for the certainty that she had done enough. 
But in writing, there isn’t a right answer. There’s no way to 
know if you have tinkered enough, revised enough, edited 
enough. 

I hope she learns this lesson better than I have because 
it’s true about more than just writing. In much of life, if I 
listen carefully to the undercurrents in my mind, I hear the 
nagging suspicion that I haven’t done enough. I’m not produc-
tive enough, generous enough, tidy enough. There’s no way to 
measure if I’ve been unselfish enough, attentive enough, lov-
ing enough. 

I’m responsible for the finances in my family. When 
extra expenses arise or money is tight, I pay attention and 
carefully consider each purchase to ensure that we have 
enough to pay all the bills. But when we have more than we 
need, though I still try to be wise in my choices, I don’t spend 
so much time wondering if there will be enough.  

If I’m trying to live out of my own strength, to be gener-
ous from my own wealth, or to love with my own love, it’s 
easy to see why I would wonder if my efforts have been 
enough. On my own, I will never be enough. But I can tap into 
God’s supply, the fruit of his Spirit; when I respond to my life 
out of his wisdom and guidance, I can settle, content and 
secure in his abundance.  

SONG: There’s a Wideness in God’s Mercy 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: When I doubt my own efforts, 

help me rest in your finished work and abundant grace.  
—Bethany Lee 
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Thursday 
May 3 Striving Versus Working 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 46:1-3, 8-11 
After a day out in Juan de Fuca Strait, we had almost arrived. 
We’d timed the tide to catch the current through slender 
Cattle Pass. The force of the strait squeezing through the pass 
shot us through at double our typical speed. Meira straddled 
the cockpit wall yelping and hooting over each wave. In  
minutes, we had reached the smooth and protected inner 
waters of San Juan Channel.  

The next evening, on our way to the next destination, 
our engine quit. I held the tiller and glared at the limp sails, 
willing the wind to return. As sunset faded into dusk, light 
shone out from boats already safe at harbor, and still we 
drifted. Finally, Bryan rigged a tow harness and slipped into 
the dinghy, fitting the oars into their locks. He stroked hard 
until the line pulled taut, then rowed against the weight of the 
big boat, each pull bouncing him back almost to where he had 
started. He was working so hard—striving—but our progress 
was painfully slow. Finally, we slipped into shallow water 
and dropped anchor, safe for the night. I spent the next day on 
the shore while Bryan repaired the engine, and we left for 
more adventures a little wiser about distributor caps. But the 
image of inefficient striving remains. 

I often try to force change in my life, my daily routines, 
or my spirit. On my own, these movements can feel unnatural, 
forced—like towing a five-ton boat with a dinghy. But when I 
align myself with God, flowing with his power and steering in 
the ways that he leads, growth comes with ease. 

SONG: Be the Center 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Help me to notice where you 

are at work in my life and to center myself there. 
—Bethany Lee 
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Friday 
May 4 How (Not) to Be Perfect 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 62:5-8 
“Get it right. Get it right.” These words echoed in my mind as 
I worked in my yoga class. My instructor approached, and I 
checked in with each limb, striving for perfect placement. 
“Maybe this time I’ll get it right,” I thought. “Yes, I think I’ve 
got it. Maybe this time she won’t find anything wrong with 
me.” She reached down and gently brushed a finger across the 
crease between my eyes. “Relax. Breathe.” I could hear the 
understanding smile in her voice. Oh, yes. I’m supposed to 
breathe too. This is discipline, not punishment. Not a correc-
tion to be avoided but a tender touch reminding me of what is 
best for me.  

I often stretch for perfection in my spiritual life as well. 
When God looks at me, I don’t want him to find anything 
wrong. I don’t want to need his grace, and I cringe away from 
correction. But he doesn’t want me to try only what is easy for 
me, to stick with the patterns I feel I have mastered. He wants 
me to grow, to make mistakes and try again, to relax and enjoy 
the process of becoming more like him. It is within his power 
to transform me instantly. But all through Scripture and in my 
own life, I see him patiently altering his children. He is not 
tapping his foot disgustedly, waiting for me to get it right. He 
doesn’t want me to measure up to some arbitrary standard but 
slowly, gently, to discover how to become more myself in 
him.  

SONG: Be Still and Know 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, teach me to find ways to 

set aside my desire to be perfect and learn how simply to be.  
—Bethany Lee 
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Saturday 
May 5 Trading Fear for Trust 

BIBLE READING: Lamentations 3:22-26 
When we first started sailing, I imagined catastrophic sce-
narios. I planned for disaster. OK, let’s be honest—I worried. 
And my worries were not unfounded. A boat contains all the 
plumbing and electrical systems of a house, an engine, plus a 
sailing rig. Place all this equipment in a salt water environ-
ment and shake: it’s no wonder things break. 

So we go prepared. We take spare parts and tools. We 
have back-ups for the most necessary systems and contin-
gency plans for others. But all this preparation is not enough 
to quell my fears. One day, my husband, sailing partner and 
all-around handyman, asked me gently, “When have I ever not 
gotten us back safely?” I could hear the hurt behind his words; 
even after all the mishaps he’d salvaged, I still let fear rule. 

I am learning. On this year’s vacation, the engine cut out 
only once. (Of course, we were crossing the notorious Colum-
bia River Bar at the time.) But while Bryan rummaged in the 
engine compartment, I held the helm and waited, trying to 
judge how long we could drift before putting up a sail to work 
away from the breakers on the bar. Just about the time I was 
getting worried, Bryan had diagnosed the problem, figured out 
a work-around, and had the engine going again. True, there 
may come a time when the fix doesn’t come this easily, but 
the reminder of Bryan’s past faithfulness frees me from to-
day’s worries. 

And if my beloved but fallible husband’s track record 
can reassure me, how much more can our infinitely faithful 
God? I hear his gentle voice: “When have I not held you, safe 
in my arms?”  

SONG: Great Is Thy Faithfulness 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, in my current troubles, 

remind me of your past faithfulness. 
—Bethany Lee 


