
AM I GOOD ENOUGH YET?

I've always been one of those people who is good at a lot of things. Well, there is a reason for 
that. It's because that's all I cared about. All of my self-worth was wrapped up in what I could 
achieve. I was really proud so I refused to be seen doing anything that I wasn't good at. I 
wanted people to take note of me and of my accomplishments. I wanted them to praise me and 
affirm that I was doing well. Who I was rested in what other people thought about me, and what 
they said about my performance.

ALL MY SELF-WORTH WAS WRAPPED UP IN WHAT I COULD ACHIEVE.

In high school this meant sports, music, academics - essentially anything in which my 
performance could be measured. If I did poorly, my spirit was completely crushed. My identity 
was marked as "failure." The funny thing was that even when I found success, I was not 
satisfied. I may have been temporarily happy, but then I would tear myself down, always 
questioning what I could have done better. So, either way, I was still left feeling very dissatisfied. 

Would I ever be good enough? It didn't seem like it.

I carried this same attitude into church with me on Sunday mornings. I thought that maybe I 
could impress God with my performance if I did enough things right, or at the very least that I 
would be good enough to stay out of hell.

Then I went off to college. I thought, "Alright time to shine and prove myself in the big leagues!" I 
dove right into my major, English literature, and who I was became those little comments left by 
Ph.D. holders in the margins of my latest paper.

I stopped going to church. It seemed like God had a pretty high standard, one that maybe I was 
incapable of meeting well, and as I mentioned before, I never did anything that I wasn't really 
good at. So, I decided that he probably wasn't real, and if he was, he needed more manageable 
expectations. I told myself that I would rather be considered intelligent in the academic 
community than stick to this notion of Jesus.

But, even though I was finding success and getting ready for graduate school, I was left with 
that same dissatisfaction. It nagged at me and I tried to ignore it, but I couldn't shake it. It 
seemed like no matter how well I did, there was always going to be something more to achieve, 
that what I did could be better. With this pit in my stomach, I went for a cup of coffee. The barista 
who served me was really happy. I wanted to be that happy. Then, she opened her mouth and 
said something about Jesus. I really did not want that to be the answer I was looking for. So I 
chose to keep searching for another remedy to my restlessness.

I ended up getting to know this barista, Diana, and she opened up a Bible to tell me about Jesus 
and about how I was a sinner. She told me, "All have sinned and fall short of the glory of 
God." (Romans 6:23) I didn't want this to be true, but I knew that it was. No wonder I always felt 
like I was falling short. God had a standard and I was falling short of it AND there was no 
possible way for me to measure up. BUT God made a way for me because Jesus was the only 
person in the history of the world to be perfect. He measured up for me and took the 
punishment that I deserved. He took care of all my sin.



JESUS “MEASURED UP” FOR ME.

Then and there, I knew this was true, even if I didn't want it to be. I had found an answer to that 
nagging question--Am I good enough yet? The answer is no; I am not, but Jesus is.
Jesus set me free from the endless chase for something better. He set me free from constant 
striving and achieving so that now my worth is not at all dependent on what other people think of 
me or my most recent success or failure. He has given me a hope that I never experienced in 
anyone or anything else; it is a hope that doesn't fail.

HE SET ME FREE FROM CONSTANTLY STRIVING. NOW MY WORTH IS DEFINED BY HIM.


