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Asking Questions

I praise you because I am fearfully and wonderfully made.

 Psalm 139:14  

This book is the culmination of my ongoing search for answers to a 
series of questions that I have wrestled with since my teen years. 

They are questions I believe every woman—no matter her walk in life 
or experience—mulls over as the different seasons of her life ebb and 
flow. These are simple questions, really—questions like: “How do I fit 
in or relate to the world around me?” “What is the measure of my 
worth?”

While I believed I knew the answers to such questions, several 
years ago I had the opportunity to view them in a new and different 
light. It was an unexpected moment when I knew my outlook would be 
altered permanently.

I had escaped the noise and clamor of a house filled with four 
young sons to enjoy the quiet of my husband’s office after hours. It was 
the place I had chosen to conduct a radio interview for my book Out 
of Control and Loving It! Although its title conveyed an image of high 
energy and lots of activity, I knew the radio listeners would still appre-
ciate a quiet background while I discussed the book. Radio is wonderful 
and relaxed because no one can see you. So, clad in a baseball cap and 
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warm-up suit, I waited for my interviewer to call, since the program 
would be taped via phone to air later.

A few weeks earlier I had spoken with Sarah, my interviewer, to 
schedule the show and get acquainted. She was pleasant and profes-
sional. She was honest and let me know that she had yet to read my 
book and that she would probably only have time to scan it before we 
spoke again. Sarah explained that she received so many books to review 
that she rarely read them all the way through prior to interviewing the 
authors. She suggested that I come up with some questions and arrive 
at some idea of what I wanted to discuss. She said she would call a few 
minutes early so we could go over my questions before the interview.

So there I was, in the stillness of my husband’s empty office, flip-
ping through my book, making notes for myself in the margins, and 
folding down the corners of pages that contained points of interest. As 
I did this, I prayed that those who needed to hear this interview would 
be drawn to listen and that, most of all, it would glorify God. I waited, 
a little nervous, never suspecting the impact the interview would have 
on me.

The phone broke the silence and startled me. It was Sarah, but this 
time she sounded excited: “I don’t want to talk now and diminish your 
answers on the air, but I have read your book! And we need to address 
some things. I have my questions ready. I want to highlight your gossip 
chapter in our interview!”

The gossip chapter! I hadn’t marked anything from that chapter! 
Sarah’s enthusiasm had caught me totally off guard. I had planned to 
talk about the anger chapter. Frantically I flipped pages, dog-earing 
some of them and hastily attaching sticky notes. I took a deep breath 
and reminded myself of the question my husband always poses when-
ever he sees me spinning off into such flurries of panic just before an 
interview: “Didn’t you write the book?” The truth was I had, and the 
gossip chapter was especially personal!

For the next hour Sarah and I discussed the tendency of women to 
gossip and the various ulterior motives behind it—namely . . . fear. Sarah 
had blown asunder any façade of professionalism when she opened the 
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program with a candid and broken confession of her own tendency to 
gossip. She pleaded with the unseen radio audience to be open and 
transformed in this area of their own personal lives. She confessed how, 
in her profession, she had always considered gossip to be “networking.”

The questions Sarah asked probed deeper than those of an unbi-
ased interviewer. They echoed the cries and excitement of a searching 
heart that had suddenly found truth. Together we shared, pleaded, and 
prayed with our audience. When the interview was over, we continued 
to talk. Sarah opened up even more with me, and we ended by praying 
together. As I hung up the phone, I felt as though I had just said good-
bye to a college roommate. For a moment I sat alone, acutely aware that 
something different had transpired.

hearing heart to heart

Although I had never seen her, I felt I knew this woman more inti-
mately than most of the women I meet in person. I did not know 
whether she was young or old, rich or poor, fat or thin, black or white, 
blonde, brunette, or redhead. There had been no way to read her facial 
expressions and body language as we talked. I couldn’t take note of 
whether she was dressed for success or dressed for comfort. Yet I felt  
I knew her.

Then it dawned on me that this bond might not have been made if 
we had met in person. We may have done that unconscious checkout 
of each other, and we may have been influenced by each other’s visual 
impressions. Though I could never pick her out of a crowd, I felt I 
knew this woman called Sarah more than some of my own neighbors. 
I had not seen her, but I had heard her—not the fake her, the real her. 
I had heard something I could never look upon, because I had heard 
her heart.

Seizing the moment, the Holy Spirit arrested my racing thoughts 
and said, “That is how I know you.” He whispered, “I cannot see you, for 
you are hidden in Christ. I can only hear you. It is your spoken words 
and the unbroken communication of your heart that I listen to.”
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That was right! Because I had no righteousness of my own, the 
righteousness of Jesus had been appropriated to me in redemption. God 
could not look upon me, so I was covered in the sin offering of Jesus 
the Christ. Not unlike a radio interview, it didn’t matter to the Holy 
Spirit what I looked like; it only mattered what I said. Of course, the 
Holy Spirit had another frequency—one that even the strongest satel-
lite couldn’t monitor. It was the frequency of the silent communication 
of my heart!

That’s good—and that’s bad! It’s good because, unlike us, God 
neither judges nor is affected by what He sees . . . and it’s bad because  
I tend to be more aware of what I see than what I do not see. This 
means I often unconsciously measure myself by parameters God does 
not even use! It’s bad because though I had really grown in certain 
spiritual dimensions—my confession, for instance—I still had not 
conquered the vivid and violent battleground of my thoughts.

That night my husband and I went out on a much-needed dinner 
date. Over our meal I shared with him what had happened during the 
radio interview that afternoon. I explained to John how women tend 
to look at things. I used different scenarios to illustrate the tendency 
toward competition and the measuring of each other by what we see or 
perceive. I confessed my tendency to do this and explained how frus-
trated I was when I knew I was being reduced to what I looked like or 
wore. Surely I was not alone in my frustration. My spirit sensed such 
an urgency for truth. I was tired of hearing the pat excuses I had always 
so readily accepted: “You know women; that is just the way they are!” 
or, “It’s a woman thing!” Such statements may sound true, but they are 
not the truth!

I wanted God’s truth, not excuses, not even for myself. This would 
mean peeling away some layers, like the dry and dirty outer skin of an 
onion—layer after layer of misconceptions and bad information until  
I found some pure truth.
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Questions and Answers

God awakens an inquisitive questioning in us when He wants us to go 
searching for answers. To learn, we must first ask questions. Questions 
are not always comfortable. Remember school, when you had a question 
and you were afraid you would sound stupid if you asked it? Or when 
the teacher asked you a question and you were unsure of the answer?

Well, here is our question, the one we will repeatedly ask in the 
pages of this book: What is the true measure of a woman?

You could poll any mixed group of people and receive a variety 
of answers. Each answer would be spawned by variances in culture, 
gender, and age. Ask a preschooler, and the standard of a woman is 
bound to be their mother. To an older child, the measure would broaden 
to include teachers, athletes, or performers. To a young adult or teen-
ager, a woman is measured in comparison with the images projected by 
models, Hollywood personalities, and the cultural influences of their 
age group. How a woman looks. What she wears. Now the physical 
and sexual differences are pronounced and overshadow the innocence 
of a child’s former perceptions of a woman.

If we are more selective and question only a certain group of women, 
we’ll receive yet another sampling of answers—personal and vulnerable 
answers, the ones you only get when men are not around.

But I don’t believe we will find the answer we are searching for in 
any of these public polls or personal opinions. Nor can it be drawn from 
my experiences or those of others; these are too limited. Our culture 
cannot answer us. It is tormented with too many questions of its own, 
questions it cannot answer because of inconsistency and the prevalent 
influence of the spirit of this world. We could ask our mothers, but like 
us, most of them are still searching.

Right now I am not addressing any particular group with this ques-
tion. Although I am not conducting an official opinion poll, I am going 
to question you—even knowing that I may never hear your answer. The 
written word has the power to probe directly into the secret place of 
your silent thoughts. You cannot hear my voice, and I cannot hear your 
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answer. Through the pages of this book, you and I can communicate on 
a more intimate, unspoken level, one that would not be possible even if 
we were face-to-face.

You may have already toyed with what your reply will be. Now  
I will ask you directly, “What is the true measure of a woman?” and  
I want you to think seriously about your answer as you finish reading 
this chapter. Then I want you to write your answer on page 10.

You may be thinking, Hey, if I had the answer, I wouldn’t be reading 
this book! This is a participation—not an observation—book. To learn, 
we must not merely see but truly understand what we already know. It 
is imperative that you and I interact, although at this point you may 
find this awkward or difficult. You may find this question hard to 
answer specifically. That’s all right; be vague. And if you have no idea, 
write down, “I have no idea!” Above all, be honest. This is not a test, 
and your answer will not be graded. No one will even see your answer 
unless you choose to show him or her. This book is simply a search for 
truth.

I don’t presume to know all of life’s answers, but this book is from 
my heart to yours, and I believe it bears a glimpse of our Father’s heart, 
too. Through its quiet pages, we will talk—and it is my prayer that the 
power of the Holy Spirit will overshadow all we discuss so that together 
we may glean His wisdom.

I challenge you to join me in this search for the true measure of a 
woman; you must already be curious. As you turn these pages and read 
the truth of God, it will remove the scales that kept you from seeing. 
Let His light illuminate your eyes.

Pray with me:

Father God, reveal Your truth to me by Your Word and Spirit. 
Lord, give me eyes to see, ears to hear, and a heart that perceives 
and understands. Above all these, Lord, grant me a willing and 
pliable heart that will believe and apply Your truth so that it may 
bring forth Your fruit in my life. I give You permission to change 
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my perspective. Reveal Yourself, for You are the way, the truth, 
and the life. Amen.

Believe that He will.

“I Just don’t Fit In!”

God delights in taking the arena of our greatest fear and putting us in 
a position to face it. This is how He trains our hands for war and our 
fingers for battle. In 1982, God commissioned me to minister to women. 
At the time I just wept, “Not women, God! Anyone but women! I’ll go 
anywhere, but don’t make me stand before women!”

I had no heart for women; most of the time they just annoyed me. 
I didn’t trust them. I felt more comfortable with the guys. At least guys 
said what they meant and meant what they said. Women, on the other 
hand, seemed to speak a very vague and precarious language, one that 
I could never seem to master. It seemed that I was always saying the 
wrong thing.

I brought this concern to a precious man who had adopted me as 
his spiritual daughter. I shared what God had placed before me. “I’m 
not like them,” I lamented. “They are all so sweet and smiley, saying 
‘Praise the Lord!’ all the time—and then . . . ”

“They stab you in the back?” he interjected.
“Well, not all of them,” I stammered. “I just don’t fit in. I think 

there is something wrong with me.” Tears welled in my eyes as I looked 
down.

This precious man took my hand, looked me in the eyes, and said 
something that set me free: “Lisa, you’re not supposed to fit in. God 
made you the way you are. Don’t try to be like everyone else.” He 
continued, “Women all over are hurting. That is why they hurt others. 
You need to ask God to give you His heart for women. Often that will 
come through your own personal pain.”

How true his words have proven to be! This book is my heart. It is 
a book for every one of you who have ever felt like you just do not fit in. 
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It’s for those of you who have felt as if you are on the outside looking 
in, wishing there was more than what you’ve seen. This is not merely 
a women’s issues book; it’s about heart issues. God is calling us to be 
more than we’ve ever been—more than we have ever envisioned that 
we could become.

steps to discovering Your true measure

At the very onset of this book, I want to challenge you to read it 
differently than you read other books. As I said earlier, I want you to 
participate with this book, not just read it in quiet thought. I want you 
to dare to address the issues raised within these pages on a very real 
and tangible level. I want the truths in this book to become woven into 
the fabric of your life. The only way for this to happen is for you to 
apply these truths personally.

This is easier said than done. It is always easier to remove yourself 
emotionally from a book and just process its contents mentally, while 
remaining very detached. But this is not where change is forged. It is 
the truth we live, not the truth we know, that sets us free. In order to 
find such truth, we must be honest with ourselves, answer some ques-
tions, and then change the way we have looked at things.

The degree to which you are honest, open, and transparent is the 
degree to which you will allow the light of God’s Word to penetrate. 
Only God’s Word can separate the precious from the vile.

To accomplish this, I invite you to keep a journal or notepad handy 
as you go through this book. At the end of each chapter, you will find 
two resources that I hope you will find helpful to you. The section 
titled “Discovering Your True Measure” contains questions for you to 
answer.

There will be questions only you can answer, and it is important 
that you record these answers as you go. These questions may also bring 
to light questions of your own, ones that you will want to write down 
so you can bring them before the Father later, during times of prayer. 
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The second is an “Action Step,” which is simply a tool to help you 
do just that—put what you’ve learned into action! 

Because I am asking something of you, accountability becomes a 
factor. You may want to work through this book as a small group Bible 
study. Pray and ask the Holy Spirit to guide you, to give you creative 
ideas and witty inventions on how to begin a small group. Make sure 
that you have your spiritual leader’s blessing before beginning a small 
study group. Talk it over with your pastor or pastor’s wife, making sure 
that he or she is in agreement with it. Be sure to hold yourself account-
able to his or her leadership during that time. Once you’ve done that, 
establish guidelines for the group with your pastor. For example:

How many weeks will the study last?
How long will the meetings be, and what day will you 
meet?
Will childcare be provided for those women who need it?
Will the church pay for a portion of the materials, or will 
each person pay for her own? 

Be candid with the participants of the group that whatever sensitive 
information is shared within the group setting remains confidential. No 
gossip or forming “telephone prayer chains” will be allowed. This is a 
time to encourage and build up your sisters in Christ, not hurt them.

Whether you work through this book as a group or separately 
during your personal devotion time, choose whichever way you will 
best commit to using this book in your search. Make the establishment 
of God’s truth a priority in your life. I invite you to travel with me to 
the paths of truth.

•
•

•
•
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discovering Your true measure

What is the true measure of a woman?

What do you consider to be the true measure of who you are?

How does your perception of who you are fit in with the world around 
you?

Do you find yourself trying to conform to “fit in”? If so, why? 
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Action step

Find someone with whom you can form an accountability relationship. 
That person could be a longtime friend, a sister, a mother, or a mentor, 
but be sure that it is someone who is either at your level spiritually and 
emotionally or more mature than you. She should be someone who 
is not intimidated to be honest with you when you need to hear the 
truth, and vice versa. The Scriptures say, “Wounds from a friend can be 
trusted, but an enemy multiplies kisses” (Prov. 27:6).

If you started a small group, find someone within the group. But 
please, don’t turn each other’s accountability into occasions for gossip! 
(Remember the story at the beginning of this chapter?) 
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