
Bethany Lee 

I live in Lafayette, Oregon, with my husband, Bryan, and my middle-
school daughters, Hannah and Meira. Homeschooling the girls opens 
up time to explore various interests as a family. We all love reading, 
music, and adventure, and we spend as much time as possible 
exploring creation on our 50-year-old sailboat. 

Often the inspiration for my writing begins with a question. Through 
the process of writing, I sometimes edge closer to a conclusion, but 
usually I end with more questions. This week, I hope you will ponder 
some questions with me and when we have answered all we can, 
wonder with me at the mystery that remains. 
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Sunday 
July 28 Worship and Wonder 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 139:1-12 
Driving an old car is an education! In the beginning, I walked 
into the auto shop pretty sure I was going to look stupid in 
front of the mechanic. But you never learn anything by pre-
tending you know it already. I asked a few questions each 
time and came out with new understanding. Over the years as 
each system broke, I learned what the parts did and how they 
were supposed to work. I now know quite a bit about my car’s 
inner workings. 

In our homeschooling journey, my girls occasionally get 
frustrated by their ignorance. I remind them, and myself, that 
learning starts with not knowing. Arrogance, not ignorance, is 
the greatest enemy of learning, while curiosity and wonder its 
greatest allies. A lifelong learner retains a sense of wonder 
that resists complacency. The willingness to admit one’s 
ignorance clears the way for true learning. 

True worship, like true learning, springs best from a 
sense of wonder. In my relationship with God, it’s all too easy 
to let my desire for increased knowledge lead to a sense of 
certainty. I study Scripture, read theology blogs, and discuss 
spiritual writings with like-minded friends, all in an attempt 
to know God better. And this is good. But God is infinitely 
more complex and mysterious than my finite mind can grasp. 
Too often I bring my intellectual attitude to my worship prac-
tices, forgetting to recognize my own limits and just bow 
down. Worship takes into account all that I know about God 
and leaves space for the mystery of all that I don’t yet under-
stand. 

SONG: The Heart of Worship 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Lord, give me the grace  

of wonder today. 
—Bethany Lee 
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Monday 
July 29 This Is Important! 

BIBLE READING: Matthew 22:34-40 
We’re in that last rush to get out the door. Like the space 
shuttle leaving the atmosphere, it takes a certain amount of 
energy to reach the escape velocity necessary to leave our 
house. We’re racing around, gathering speed as we collect 
shoes and socks, coats and gloves. My mind whirls in well-
worn grooves. What is important today? What do we need? 
My mom always called it “The Mama List.” And now my girls 
know to expect it as well. On Tuesdays, it’s clarinet, saxo-
phone, music stands, library books. Wednesdays, it’s guitar, 
riding helmet, boots, snack. If we’re going away for the week-
end, it gets a bit more complicated. 

One day during the scurry, my older daughter planted 
herself in my path and demanded, “List me.” We both took a 
moment to think and I searched my mind, trying to avoid 
forgetting something important. 

It’s not just the rush to leave the house that causes me to 
forget what’s important. The daily rush has a way of shoving 
the truly vital things to the periphery where they often get 
forgotten altogether. It takes noticing the Spirit of God planted 
in my path to draw me back. Prayer is asking God to “list me.” 
I ask him to bring me back to the most important things; to 
remove those things that do not serve his purposes—hurry, 
anxiety, irritation, judgment; to keep love, patience, kindness, 
and grace at the top of my list. I remember and take a moment 
to gather. How can you take a moment, in this quiet time, to 
focus on what’s truly important for your day? 

SONG: What Does the Lord Desire of You? 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Father, show me what you  

have for me today and give me the grace I need to meet  
every challenge. 

—Bethany Lee 
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Tuesday 
July 30 Fathoms Deep 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 145:1-7 
I recently attended a retreat at the Oregon coast and several 
times throughout the week, the leaders shared with us from 
Psalm 145. Verse 3 reads, “Great is the Lord and most worthy 
of praise; his greatness no one can fathom.” We read this 
passage knowing that “fathom” means “understand.” But 
hearing these words within sight of the rolling breakers 
brought to mind the nautical sense of the word as well. 

As the main navigator on our summer sailing adven-
tures, one of my jobs is keeping an eye on the depths to make 
sure we don’t run aground. On some charts the depths are 
listed in feet, but on others they’re listed in fathoms. When we 
first started sailing, I had to look up how many feet were in a 
fathom (six, it turns out), but now I’m proficient at doing the 
math in a hurry. 

If fathom can mean both “understanding” and “depth,” I 
wondered if there were any other meanings I was missing. 
After a little research, I discovered that fathom was originally 
an Old English word meaning “embrace,” and it became a 
measurement from the concept of two arms extended. I like 
rolling over the different meanings in my mind. The love that 
Jesus came to show—the love so deep he would stretch out 
his arms and die for me—this love is beyond my understand-
ing. How grateful I am that the God I cannot fathom came to 
earth to fathom me. 

SONG: Your Love, Oh Lord, Reaches to the Heavens 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Lord, deepen my understanding 

of your love for me. 
—Bethany Lee 
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Wednesday 
July 31 Learning to Look 

BIBLE READING: Isaiah 55:6-13 
My dad grew up in a hunting family. Often when we drove 
through the woods on the way to my grandparents, he would 
point out the window. “There’s a deer,” he would call out, 
whizzing on down the road. “See those elk? There’s got to be 
five, six maybe.” And I would look up from my book and see 
precisely nothing. By the time my eyes had adjusted to the 
distance, the meadow had blurred past and the wildlife with 
it. I always assumed I wasn’t very good at seeing, with a 
glasses prescription to back me up. 

In the last few years, my prescription has gotten even 
stronger. But somewhere along the way, I learned how to look. 
Looking is different from seeing, you know. Anyone can see 
something accidentally. But looking is an acquired skill that 
requires focused attention. When we are out on the boat, I’m 
often the first one to spot a navigation marker, mostly because 
I’m looking. There it is—the faintest red of a marker against 
the black mountains. A toothpick of a buoy floating upright in 
the distant waves. I see, because I’m looking. 

As a child, I heard people talking about seeing the work 
of God in their lives. Sometimes I would catch a glimpse, like 
a black tail and some high-kicking hooves disappearing into 
the trees. And I wanted to see more. Somewhere along the 
way, I stopped relying on accidental sightings and learned 
how to look. Now I spot God in the truth of Scripture, in the 
actions of a friend, in the faint stirrings of my spirit. How do 
you see God? In what ways are you looking? 

SONG: Open My Eyes, Lord 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Give me fresh eyes to see your 

work in my life today. 
—Bethany Lee 
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Thursday 
August 1 It’s Not Fair! 

BIBLE READING: Matthew 20:1-15 
I’d had the news on all evening, watching as Hurricane Sandy 
made landfall on the East Coast. Outside my window, the 
weather was mild; it seemed impossible that there was so 
much chaos and destruction just across the continent. I 
cooked dinner in a well-lit kitchen with new thankfulness for 
heat and electricity. I would have happily shared some of my 
electricity with those who had none. We weren’t using the 
lights in our office after all. But of course, electricity doesn’t 
work that way. Today I’ve got it, others don’t, and there’s 
nothing I can do about that. 

With all I know about injustice in the world, it’s easy to 
think that if only I would give up my blessings, someone else 
could have enough. And sometimes it works that way. I’m 
willing to share what I’ve got so that others can have, too. But 
other times, often even, I couldn’t make things equal if I tried. 
I can’t share with you the grace God has given me. I can’t give 
you my talents for music and words, nor can I take your gifts 
for numbers or gardening. 

 As a child, my parents often responded to our selfish 
cries of “It’s not fair!” with “Fair means the boys get dresses 
when the girls do.” The ridiculousness of this proposition got 
us all laughing, and my parents followed up by reminding us 
that they tried their best—not to be perfectly fair, but to do 
what was right. Now that my yearning for equity has matured 
beyond a childishly selfish one, how can I see past my human 
desire for fairness and instead work with God toward making 
things right? 

SONG: There’s a Wideness in God’s Mercy 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God of justice and mercy, help 

me find ways to bring your “last shall be first” ethic to my 
areas of influence. 

—Bethany Lee 
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Friday 
August 2 To Know Him by Name 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 113 
Today, I opened a card from a friend who lives overseas. We 
met in high school under unusual circumstances, a story my 
girls have heard several times. They’d forgotten her name 
though, and I matched name to story for them. My oldest 
smiled. “We always know people by their stories.” Her words 
caught my attention. I may refer to people by their names, but 
I know them—really know them—by their stories. If I were to 
introduce one good friend to another, I would almost certainly 
follow up the introduction with a story: “She’s the one who 
homeschools her four kids.” “He’s the one who plays in the 
worship ensemble with me.” The emotions and thoughts that 
emerge as I think of a particular friend are a product of our 
interactions, informed by all I know of him or her. 

I’ve never been an autograph seeker, but the few times 
I’ve interacted with a personal hero, I’ve treasured the story of 
how we met more than I ever would treasure a scrawl on a 
page. Maybe that’s why it always seems a little strange to sing 
songs or read Scripture that call us to worship the name of 
God. The name means nothing to me without the story, the 
interactions, and all that I know about the God I worship. But 
when I look more closely, most of the names of God are situ-
ational—provider, redeemer, healer, comforter. Within his 
myriad names, we read the story of God with us. What name 
of God speaks to your need today? 

SONG: Blessed Be the Name of the Lord 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Thank you for making yourself 

known to me through your story. 
—Bethany Lee 
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Saturday 
August 3 Striving for Sabbath 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 62:1-8 
In my current season of life as a mom, it can be hard to find 
Sabbath rest. It’s not, as you might think, because “a woman’s 
work is never done.” Sure, there’s always a load of laundry 
waiting and the sink is never completely free of dirty dishes. 
But most days I have enough time for a break when I need 
one. The issue I face is how to turn that break into true Sab-
bath. 

Our culture tells us to pursue productivity at all costs. In 
our work lives, we are judged by our performance; at home we 
judge ourselves by what we have accomplished. There’s never 
enough time to do all we ask of ourselves, and a Sabbath does 
not add to our productivity. Yet I believe God’s wisdom in 
ordaining the Sabbath law, and I want to follow his example 
of taking space to rest. 

I often attempt Sabbath in one of two ways. Either I 
fritter away a break on rest that doesn’t satisfy (mindless TV 
watching or internet surfing), or I try to turn a break into 
another opportunity to produce. I carry results-based expecta-
tions into my dedicated Sabbath time. I’ll offer some space of 
my time to God only if I can emerge refreshed, restored, with 
new insight and creative energy. And Sabbath doesn’t work 
that way. True Sabbath is an opportunity to release my desire 
for control and instead trust in a God who doesn’t need my 
help to keep the world turning. What does it mean for you to 
keep the Sabbath in the modern world? 

SONG: Sweet Hour of Prayer 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, show me how to relin-

quish my desire for control and find Sabbath rest in you. 
—Bethany Lee 


