
Bethany Lee

I live in Lafayette, Oregon, with my husband, Bryan, and young adult 
daughters, Hannah and Meira. I love reading books, drinking tea, 
and learning new things. I find my greatest joy in various forms of 
accompanying, whether that’s in my work as a choral pianist, in time 
spent offering presence and playing harp music to hospice patients, or 
in breaking bread around a table with dear companions.
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Sunday
July 1 Means of Grace

BIBLE READING: 2 Corinthians 12:1−10

We are such embodied creatures, it’s no wonder many of our 
metaphors for attention take the shape of sensory experience. 
We say, “I see,” or, “I hear you,” when what we mean is, “I 
understand.” We say, “It touched me,” when we notice a deep 
emotional response. Scripture calls us to “taste and see that the 
Lord is good.” But the sense I most closely connect with the 
movement of the Spirit in my life is that of smell. Smell is elu-
sive, indescribable, yet somehow unmistakable. I can’t name 
the scent my grandmother used, but I’d know it anywhere.

The Spirit of God is like that for me, like the wind that 
blows unpredictably, and I follow my nose like a dog on the 
trail, like a hungry pedestrian tracking down the source of an 
enticing aroma.

A few weeks ago, I caught the scent on the wind as the 
phrase means of grace floated by. I knew there was something 
of the Spirit there for me, and I’ve been sitting with questions 
about this idea ever since.

What does this phrase bring up for you? Does your mind 
go to places, people, or moments that served as a vehicle of 
God’s grace to you? Maybe you are thinking of a time when, al-
most without your effort, you were a means of grace for another.

I’ve got some homework for you. Pay attention to what 
seems to be a means of grace today. Make a list, mentally or on 
paper, of what opens your eyes to the grace of God. Bring this 
list back to tomorrow’s reading. (Resist the urge to read ahead!)

SONG: Coram Deo
PRAYER SUGGESTION: May your grace be more evident 

in my life every day.

—Bethany Lee
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Monday
July 2 It’s Who God Is

BIBLE READING: 1 John 4:7−14

Yesterday, we wondered together about means of grace, the 
different channels through which God’s grace flows for us. 
Traditional Catholic, Methodist, and Lutheran theologies name 
specific sacraments and practices as ordinary means of grace—
those previously identified ways through which God has often 
worked the transformational power of the gospel. Annie Dillard 
says, “I often think of the set pieces of liturgy as certain words 
which people have successfully addressed to God without their 
getting killed.” This is not to denigrate liturgy or traditional 
Christian practices. They can be rich with symbol and power, 
connecting us to worshipers beyond our community, beyond 
our era.

Do you have your list of the grace you noticed yesterday? 
Spend a few minutes considering what you noted and what you 
left off. What made certain moments stand out as grace-filled? 
What made you dismiss others as devoid of the grace of God?

It’s hard to see God’s grace in painful experiences. And 
yet we often rush to silver linings and gratitude to avoid pain. 
If I believe that I will one day see signs of God’s grace in all my 
days, it’s hard to be willing to sit with my own pain through 
the long process.

What if means of grace is just one way to name a moment 
of awareness oriented in God’s direction? What if God’s grace 
is ever present, creative enough to flow through any channel. 
What if, no matter our theology about how God ordains or 
allows our lives to unfold, we could trust that grace is present 
in every moment, even—maybe especially—the broken ones? 
Grace is more than what God does; it’s who God is.

SONG: All the Way My Savior Leads Me
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Open my eyes to your care in 

every moment.

—Bethany Lee
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Tuesday
July 3 Receiving Grace

BIBLE READING: Philippians 4:8−13

Out at the end of our body’s electrical system, the last neuron in 
line, our very last nerve is assigned the job of detecting harm. 
The signals from these cells race back through the system and 
register in the brain as pain. Once, a brain, Sir Charles Scott 
Sherrinton’s brain to be specific, looked for these, found them, 
and named them “nociceptors.” It is their job to alert the 
organism to harmful or potentially harmful stimuli and prompt 
the organism to react, to reject, to turn away, close down, gasp, 
squint, flee.

To a nociceptor, the whole world is threatening. There 
is nothing good in it, only the possibility of pain. There is too 
much cold, too much heat, too much sound, too much light. 
Those with disorders inhibiting this system prove pain’s worth; 
they bear the scars on hands and feet, and damaged eyes reveal 
the dangers of living too openly, too vulnerably to the world.

Guarded as I am at every edge by this message, it’s no 
wonder my default position is set to “No.” It’s not safe to be 
open, porous, receiving. It’s not safe to take in, pick up, accept, 
receive.

Gratitude and grief eat at the same board, sleep in the 
same bed. To be willing to receive means the possibility of 
pain, yes, the sure fact of it.

What if I ceased the frantic accepting or rejecting, didn’t 
sort or judge them quite so quickly? Allowed the pain to linger 
and released the pleasure freely? What if I was no longer a 
blind receiver or rejector, but grew instead into a receptacle, a 
holding place for all that is?

SONG: Be Still My Soul
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, use my life to deepen me. 

Grow my capacity to receive your grace.

—Bethany Lee
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Wednesday
July 4 A Love That Pulls Us True

BIBLE READING: Acts 17:22−28

On my family’s sailboat, we carry electronic charts, multiple 
GPSs, and a depth sounder. We also have a tall, metal mast—a 
built-in lightning rod. So in case of an electrical emergency, we 
carry paper charts, a sextant for celestial navigation, and a lead 
line for measuring depth.

The lead line, that age-old tool, doesn’t look like much. A 
thin length of line with a pendant of lead at the end. There is a 
dimple at the bottom of the weight, as if the smelter had tested 
the cooling metal with a curious fingertip. In this indentation, 
we can smear a thimbleful of grease, just sticky enough to pull 
up the substance from the ocean floor. Untouched grease means 
rocky bottom, a bad anchorage. Sand or gravel or mud mean 
good holding ground—a good night’s rest for the weary crew.

As we near safe anchorage, I take the helm, steering to-
ward a place I think will prove best. I watch the captain on 
the bow toss the line, let it settle, mark, and measure. He calls 
back directions, I edge in a few more boat lengths, and he tosses 
again. The line proves true, and we find our way.

It wasn’t until the thirteenth century that the word truth 
began to indicate facts. Before then, truth meant faithful or 
trustworthy—more applicable to people than ideas.

Far beyond the facts our minds can grasp about God’s 
ways of being, Jesus is true. This is the truest thing I know: that 
God is love. Suspended by this gravity that pulls you true, may 
you always find your rest in the love of God, the source and 
substance at the center of it all.

SONG: Center
PRAYER SUGGESTION: For being true to us always, our 

Source and Life, I give thanks.

—Bethany Lee
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Thursday
July 5 God Come Near

BIBLE READING: Colossians 1:15−20

Relationship takes presence, time to share the gift of nearness 
with one another. It’s why we eat together, meet for coffee, 
and video chat far-flung friends or relatives—why we worship 
together. This is no mistake, but one of the ways we are created 
in God’s image.

From the first spark of creation to this moment, God has 
been an incarnational God. The One-in-Three and Three-in-
One is the author of all relationship, the source of all connec-
tion. Maybe God could have loved us from afar. Maybe Christ 
could have found a way to restore us without the incarnation, 
but the heart of the Trinity is relationship. Love is Emanuel, the 
God who is near.

It’s hard sometimes to know what to do with an up-close 
God. The Almighty, Omnipotent, Ruler of All makes more 
sense in our world’s hierarchy, where power distances and di-
minishes those in need. And we try to be strong too; we resist 
vulnerability with God and others. Sometimes in our commu-
nities, we make need and weakness next-door neighbors to sin.

But Jesus let himself need us—to change him, dress 
him, nurse him through illness, to feed him, touch him. Death 
grieved him, denial hurt him, love held him. The same love 
that holds us all.

God is big enough to know us from a distance, but Jesus 
came near, became flesh, to give us a chance to know God up 
close. Christ came close enough to be present in our need, 
stayed present enough to need us too. Yes, God came in power 
to redeem us and to love us. But Jesus came near to teach us 
how to love in return.

SONG: And Can It Be That I Should Gain?
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Help me learn how to come near 

to those in my world like you did.

—Bethany Lee
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Friday
July 6 From Dust to Life

BIBLE READING: Philippians 2:5−11

As I write, it’s Ash Wednesday, when many stop to receive the 
gift of grace through the reminder of mortality. This week, I’ve 
been struck by the fact that the ash used to mark the heads of 
the devout comes from the palm branches used for the previous 
year’s Palm Sunday, the day we remember the triumphal entry 
of Christ, that strange, poignant moment when Christ was of-
fered a chance at power. The mob that would turn on him just 
a few days later were, for the moment, united behind him. Was 
he tempted, I wonder, to take what was offered and step into 
kingly power? Did he think, “Those currently in power are so 
evil, maybe I could use this power for good”? Did he doubt, 
even for a moment, that the position of the powerless, the relin-
quishment the cross demanded, and the path of suffering was 
(and is) the way to redemption—the way of love?

Where am I seeking the way of power today? What palm 
branches am I grasping, resisting the refining fire? Is it, as Jan 
Richardson so beautifully says, that I do not trust “what the 
Holy One can do with dust”?

So let us be marked / not for sorrow. / And let us be 
marked / not for shame. / Let us be marked / not for 
false humility / for thinking / we are less / than we 
are / but for claiming / what God can do / within the 
dust, / within the dirt, / within the stuff / of which 
the world / is made / and the stars that blaze / in 
our bones / and the galaxies that spiral / inside the 
smudge / we bear. (Jan Richardson)

SONG: He Became Poor
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Lord, give me the strength to 

chose to follow your path of sacrificial love, and trust in your 
resurrection power.

—Bethany Lee
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Saturday
July 7 Travel Time

BIBLE READING: Luke 24:13–16, 28−32

Every time I fly, I’m reminded of the oddity of travel. I arrive 
at the airport, usually far too early for my night-owl tenden-
cies, and submit to the strange rituals of check-in, security, and 
boarding. By the time I’m on the plane, I’m often thoroughly 
disconnected from myself.

On long travel days, I used to tuck myself away inside 
somewhere and send my body through the day alone, coming 
back to awareness in another place. My body hurtled ahead, 
and my soul took a day or two to catch up.

Then I chose to go to sea and make travel my life for a 
year. And, while I could have lived every day in suspended 
animation, that kind of inattention is unsatisfying and hard to 
sustain. So I practiced staying awake to my own experiences, 
the good and the bad, the fearful and the easy—even in the slog 
of a long, slow passage or an excruciatingly boring night watch. 
I found as so many others have, that as I grew more attentive, as 
I expanded my ability to live awake and aware, my experience 
of my own life grew too, becoming deep and abundant.

It’s easier, sometimes, to go through life half asleep. We 
spend so much time in traffic, in line, in the waiting room, that 
if we’re not careful, we slip into almost constant travel time, 
waiting for something more important than this very moment 
to jar us awake. But if we can learn to pay attention to that 
travel time, we come awake to God who transcends time, who 
lives always with us in the now.

Here’s the secret I think you already know: it’s all travel 
time.

SONG: Just a Closer Walk with Thee
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, awaken me to your 

constant work in my life.

—Bethany Lee


