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To Holly Good,  
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Introduction

This is for all three of you who like to read introductions.
Since we will be spending quite a bit of time together as you 

read this book, I thought it might be helpful to let you in on a little 
secret: I’m a very picky book reader. When I pick up a book, I don’t do 
it lightly. It takes time to read a book, and time is a hot commodity. I’m 
not into wasting it. Unless, of course, I happen to be fortunate enough 
to be somewhere that requires me to have suntan lotion and a skirted 
tankini. But even then, I’m not into reading books full of theory but 
lacking in real-life application.

The reality is I’ve got dishes to wash, loads of laundry to fold, kids 
to raise, a ministry to run, and cellulite to deal with. If I’m going to give 
a book my time, I want to know that I’ll be able to relate to the author 
as a trusted friend and that it contains a message that will challenge and 
impact me. If that’s what I want as a reader, you better believe I want to 
deliver that as a writer.

So what is the message I’m delivering in this book? I want to help 
women not only know God’s truth but also feel equipped to live it out 
in their everyday lives. For too many years I was full of Bible knowledge 
with no idea how to let the truths I knew impact my daily life. I would 
go to Bible study, leave all inspired, and then come home and have a 
complete meltdown over spilling bleach on my favorite shirt. Or a kid’s 
bad attitude. Or finding out a friend betrayed me. Or gaining back the 
five pounds over a weekend that took me two months to lose.

How do we apply truth to this kind of everyday stuff? We are quick 
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to say all the right Jesus answers in church, around our Chris tian friends, 
and in our Bible study. But when the strains of life press against us, do 
we live as if Jesus really works?

I’m challenged by this. And so I write not as an expert who has 
achieved a life that authentically reflects Jesus at all times, but as a friend 
who dares to try to become more than just a good Bible study girl.

Inviting you to accept this challenge is the whole point of my book. I 
started with a question that many  people seem to be asking today. They 
used to ask, “Is Jesus true?” Books were written about it, sermons were 
preached about it, seminaries offered courses  —  all offering up spiritual, 
emotional, historical, and biblical answers proving that Jesus is true. 
And I gladly stand up on my kitchen chair with the paint chipping off, 
shouting “Hallelujah! He is the way, the truth, and the life as He claimed 
He was.”

But now that question has shifted to, “Does Jesus work?” It’s great 
that He’s true, but what kind of difference can He make in my life? 
At first, this question seems bold and self-centered, not even worth 
answering. I would never want to reduce Jesus to the same qualifica-
tions by which I judge a car . . . that’s great that it’s the nicest vehicle on 
the road, but will it get me where I want to go? Still, “Does Jesus work?” 
is an honest question deserving an honest answer. The world is literally 
dying to know.

That’s why I decided to tackle six issues that each play a vital role in 
determining whether or not Jesus works:

• Will Jesus make a difference in my heart?

• Will He help my connection with God be more real?

• What kind of difference could He make in my relationships?

• How do I process my struggles with Jesus?

• What do I do when my thoughts pull me away from Jesus?

• Does Jesus really have a calling for my life?
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Introduction / 13

If we can truthfully answer these questions as I address them one by 
one in the six sections of the book, I believe we’ll truthfully answer the 
bigger “Does Jesus work?” question as well.

So, if you’re looking for another “keep on keeping on” book for your 
bookshelf, if you’re looking for a little more kumbaya in your life, or a 
good Jesus feeling, or how to play the Chris tian game better, read else-
where. But if you, like me, want to break free from the confines of our 
Chris tian arenas and replace the world’s emptiness with true fulfillment, 
read on.
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Part

1

becoming more than a good bible study girl

In My Heart

L ysa, I think you take this God thing a little too seriously!” someone 
once said to me.

Never have I gotten a more thrilling comment  —  especially because 
at one time I wanted nothing to do with God. It has taken me years to 
truly understand how to pursue God with all my heart. Not that I get it 
right all the time, but my deepest desire is to love God and let His love 
work through me to positively impact those around me.

Everywhere I go, I see women from different walks of life, and I chal-
lenge myself to really see them. Not just look at them  —  but pause to see 
them. And what I see often breaks my heart.

Even now as I type this in a small coffee shop, a young woman sit-
ting at the next table pines away for the acceptance of the young man 
with her. She giggles, asks questions, and subtly hints at what she hopes 
he’ll tell her. Her heart is longing for answers no man will ever be able 
to supply.

The heart of a woman is not only deep and wondrous but tender 
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and vulnerable. Life can be rough on a woman when her heart gets 
snagged, entangled, broken, and sometimes shattered in ways beyond 
repair. Maybe you’ve been there. I have.

In this section, I want to address those things that pull our hearts 
away from the intimacy God desires with us. We’ll journey through the 
feelings that we’re not good enough and discover what a lie that is! Then 
we’ll uncover the myth that the things of this world can fill up the gaps 
in our soul. And finally, we’ll peek behind the haunting question that 
holds many of us hostage, “Do I really measure up?”

It’s about to get messy here because that’s the way honesty can be. 
We’re not after plastic Chris tian answers. We’re seeking more than that. 
So much more. So, for the sake of our hearts, let’s go. Let’s dare to ask 
what might happen if we were to become more than just good Bible 
study girls in our hearts.
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1

Trying to Be Good Enough

I’m not sure when I first felt I wasn’t good enough, but my earliest  
 stinging memory of it happened while tumbling about a skating rink 

full of elementary school kids. I was a fifth grader wrapped in a less-
than-desirable package. My mind’s eye could see gorgeous possibilities 
for my frizzy brown hair and buck teeth. If only my mother would let 
me dye my hair blonde and get it professionally straightened, if only I 
could convince my dentist to replace my crooked teeth with gleaming 
false ones perfectly sized and aligned, my world would be wonderful. 
The boys would start sending me notes with little boxes for me to check 
yes or no. I would be confident and fulfilled.

But my mother had neither the money nor the vision for my plan. 
So, there I sat watching the cute boys  couple skating with the cute girls 
while Rick Springfield’s smooth but edgy voice belted out “Jessie’s Girl.” 
(And for those of you who are wondering who in the world Rick Spring-
field is, I am so sad you missed out on the delight called ’80s music.)

I fidgeted with the laces on my skates hoping to send a very clear 
message: the only reason I wasn’t  couple skating was that I had a slight 
equipment malfunction. But in my heart, a false perception was cutting 
deeper and deeper into my soul with every beat of the Rick Springfield 
song.

The false perception was rooted in this one flawed thought: You, 
Lysa, are not acceptable the way you are.

Have you ever let that flawed self-perception negatively affect you? 
It sent me into an identity crisis as my mind swirled with possible 
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 solutions: Since you aren’t acceptable, you must find some things upon 
which to hitch your identity. Since it is not possible for you to be “Lysa, the 
cute girl,” you must become something else.

“Lysa, the smart girl.” Or maybe “Lysa, the responsible girl.”
“Lysa, the rebel.” “Lysa, the good friend.” “Lysa, the dork.” “Lysa, the 

student body president.” “Lysa, the loser.”
Lost in a flood of thoughts, I saw these labels less and less like oppor-

tunities and more and more like prison cells.  People label and categorize 
so they can define who fits where and with whom, but I had neither 
the spiritual depth nor the mental maturity to break free. So, trying to 
become more acceptable, more worthy, more loveable became my pat-
tern, and worrying about what others thought of me a consuming, often 
condemning way of doing life. Their opinions were my measuring stick 
by which to answer the question, “Who am I?”

Lost in Labels

Eventually the frizzy-haired, buck-toothed girl grew into a young 
woman. Braces had fixed the teeth. And “the bigger, the better” styles 
of the ’80s proved kind to  people with hair like mine. I had boys ask-
ing me out and, thanks to a silly pop culture book called The Official 
Preppy Handbook, I figured out my own version of being cool. Life was 
finally lining up as I had always dreamed it would. Only I still didn’t feel 
secure in who I was. The things I tried to do to define my identity kept 
shifting. I was someone’s girlfriend, but then we would break up. I was 
a good student, but then I’d make a bad grade. I was responsible, but 
then I pulled a stupid stunt and wrecked my car. Who I thought I was 
one day fell apart the next.

On top of my adolescent issues, I also was haunted by hurts from 
my childhood. When I was eight years old, a man who was like a grand-
father sexually abused me over a period of three years. Then, when I 
was eleven, my father walked out on my mother, my sister, and me. I 
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felt totally abandoned. My parents wound up divorcing, and my mom 
was forced to work two jobs to try to make ends meet. These events left 
me completely lost.

Desperate to help my sister and me, one Sunday my mom 
announced we’d be adding a little churchgoing to our life’s equation. So, 
with a dress and a Bible we headed off to the large, white-steepled build-
ing. I liked the idea of having a religion and having the rules of the Chris-
tian game so clearly laid out before me. It was like God was a vending 
machine. I put in what was required, and then He was supposed to give 
me what rule-following  people deserved. As long as I kept up my end of 
the deal, God would bless me. I became “Lysa, the good girl.”

Life settled a bit. My mom eventually got remarried to a wonderful 
man who loved me and my sister as his own. They decided to have more 
children, which completely thrilled the entrepreneurial spirit within me. 
Babysitting jobs abounded, and my parents paid well.

My sister and I welcomed a sister a few days after my fifteenth birth-
day. Then another sister was born the day of my senior prom. I got 
all dressed in my long black gown, fixed my hair extra big, donned a 
rhinestone necklace, slipped a flower corsage around my wrist, then 
headed to the maternity ward to greet my mom and my newest baby 
sister. What a great pre-prom activity, if you know what I mean. We got 
off the elevator right at the nursery window and peeked in at all those 
products of love.

I’ll never forget seeing Haley for the first time. She had beautiful, 
big, blue eyes and black hair curling in every direction. I loved each of 
my sisters, but the minute I saw Haley my heart melted as never before. 
Maybe it was because I was eighteen and technically old enough to be 
her mother. Certainly the summer that followed found me toting Haley 
around as if she were my very own.

Soon it was time to pack up and head for college. I said my good-
byes, lingering a little longer over Haley. With my trusty electric-blue 
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Firebird packed to the brim, and my parents following closely behind, 
we made the eight-hour trip to my new home away from home.

I saw college as the chance to completely reinvent who I was. No 
one there knew of my nerdy past, my absent father, the horrendous 
abuse, or my lack of a skating partner in the fifth grade. So I became 
what I thought would bring me great fulfillment and happiness: “Lysa, 
the popular sorority girl dating the popular football player.”

At last I had it all. I had love and beauty, popularity and success, 
freedom and a plan for my future. Oh yes, and I had my religion.

The Failure of Religion

Then one night I got a call from my mom that changed everything. Her 
urgent tone made my pulse race and my hands shake. Haley was sick. 
Very sick.

I drove through the night, and by the time I got to the hospital, 
Haley was in the intensive care unit. My parents had been told that her 
liver was failing and she would not survive without a transplant. I kicked 
into high gear making deals with God. That’s what religious  people do, I 
reasoned. I’ll be better. I’ll follow the rules more closely. I’ll be kinder. I’ll 
give more to the church. I’ll attend more regularly. I’ll sacrifice whatever 
You require, God . . . just save my sister.

Haley was transferred to a children’s hospital in another state, where 
shortly thereafter she received a new liver. She made it through the first 
scary, post-surgery days and soon seemed to be completely on the 
mend. God was answering my prayers!

Since summer had arrived again, I was able to spend quite a bit of 
time with Haley as she recuperated. Weeks passed, Haley grew stron-
ger every day, and the time came for me to head back to college for my 
sophomore year.

I remember well my last night in the hospital with her. Wanting to 
memorize all of her features, I let my eyes trace every detail. I kissed 
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her chubby cheeks and her small, cold feet. I placed my finger against 
her hand and watched as each of her fingers curled around mine. And 
I prayed more deals with God. Deals that involved me getting to have 
many more nights to rock her and sing lullabies in the dark.

Then it was time to go. With one last promise to visit real soon, I 
returned to my college life.

Back at school, I called my mom every morning to ask how Haley 
was doing. Her progress continued. I was keeping up my end of the 
bargain with God, and He was keeping His. Religion was indeed a fine 
addition to my life.

But my view of religion and rule-following and making deals with 
God shattered two weeks afterward. I’d called my mom as usual that 
morning to ask about Haley. My mom was silent. Not understanding, 
I asked the question again . . . and again. Finally, in a voice so slight I 
could barely hear her, she whispered, “Haley is finally all better, Lysa. 
She went to be with Jesus this morning.”

Anger I never knew existed erupted from some deep place within 
me. Life’s unfairness strained against my religious perceptions and the 
dam of my soul burst wide open. I snapped. With my fist raised toward 
heaven, I vowed I would never love God, serve God, or believe in God 
again. I had tried to be good enough to earn His love but just as my 
earthly daddy had done, I felt as though my heavenly Father just turned 
away. “Lysa, the good girl” would no longer be my identity.

My flawed ideas of God would only let me love Him when He did 
good things. I couldn’t compute how He could have let Haley die. 
Other heartbreaking things had happened in my life, but this was dif-
ferent. The other things I’d been through were caused by flawed  people. 
But Haley’s death couldn’t be pinned on a person. God had allowed it. 
He heard my cries. He watched me promise her everything would be 
okay as I sang her those lullabies. He saw her pain. And He just let her 
die? I could not sort through this and find anything that made sense.

At Haley’s funeral, I remember mentally closing my heart off to 
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God, letting my hurt and disillusionment take over. The thought that 
I wasn’t good enough was more than just a feeling. It had become the 
filter through which I processed life.

My daddy couldn’t love me.
God couldn’t love me.
I was desperate to be loved.
So, I found men who told me they loved me.
Until then, I’d saved myself for marriage. It was a religious rule I’d 

carefully followed. But my bitterness toward God numbed my con-
science and helped pave the way for rejecting 
many of my religious convictions. Life became 
a wild party full of temporary moments of hap-
piness. The deeper I sank into this lifestyle, the 
more desperate I felt. It wasn’t long before I 
found myself sitting in an abortion clinic real-
izing I’d made a terrible mess of my life. Now 
I was “Lysa, the girl who walked away from 

God and had an abortion.” I went home that day horrified at who I’d 
become.

My Bible Friend

Ironically, at this time when I was so very far from God, I had a close 
friend who loved the Lord with every fiber of her being. I not so affec-
tionately referred to her as my “Bible friend,” because she got on my 
nerves with her constant Scripture quoting. No matter what issue some-
one had, she was ready with a verse to help. Have a headache? She had 
a verse for that. Break up with your boyfriend? She had a verse for that 
too. I would have dreams of her chasing me around ready to whack me 
on the head with her very large Bible.

But something about her made me want to remain friends with her. 
Though her Scripture quoting could be annoying, something about it 

The thought that I 
wasn’t good enough 
was more than just 
a feeling. It had 
become the filter 
through which  
I processed life.
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was endearing, the purest form of honesty. In addition, she modeled 
what it meant to live the Word and not just quote it. There was a stark 
difference between religion as I understood it and what she called her 
relationship with God.

Though she had no idea of the junk I was dealing with, she was ten-
derly responsive to God’s promptings. One especially dark and tearful 
day, I received a card from her. It would have been my due date. The 
day I would have been welcoming a new life into the world was filled 
with feelings of death, darkness, and hopelessness. I knew as soon as 
I saw the handwriting what would be in store for me if I opened the 
envelope . . . another Bible verse. Sure enough, Jeremiah 29:11 was beau-
tifully scripted across the front of the card: “ ‘For I know the plans I have 
for you,’ declares the Lord, ‘plans to prosper you and not to harm you, 
plans to give you hope and a future.’ ”

I wanted to toss the card aside, but something kept me focused on 
that verse. I read it over and over again. It was as if my name had been 
inserted there. “Lysa, for I know the plans I have for you, plans to pros-
per you and not to harm you, Lysa. Plans to give you, Lysa, a hope and 
a future.”

How could this be? This statement stood in such stark contrast to 
my flawed perception of being identified by my circumstances. This 
verse painted a possibility that the God of the universe loved me not for 
what I did right but simply because I was His. A child for whom He had 
great things planned. I didn’t have to be the child of a broken parent; I 
could be a child of God.

In that moment I didn’t know how to properly accept Jesus. I didn’t 
know the right Scriptures to turn to. Even if I did have a list of verses 
to pray through, I wouldn’t have been able to find them in the Bible. I 
didn’t have all the answers, and I knew for certain I had not been “good 
enough.” But something deep in my soul was stirring with assurance 
that this message was from God Himself and His words in this verse 
were truth.
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Even an atheistic heart like mine couldn’t run from this truth. When 
God made me, He left His mark deep inside. His fingerprints covered 
my soul  —  no wonder His truth resonated within me. I simply couldn’t 
deny it. There was just one word I knew must be uttered in response to 
the God of the universe, pausing in this moment just for me.

“Yes.”
Wrapped in that yes was the acknowledgment that God did exist, 

that He loved me, and that I wanted Him  —  not a religion  —  in my life 
in a way I’d never had before. I wanted so much more with God.

It would take me many years to completely define and understand 
everything that yes meant. We’ll get to more of my story as this book 
unfolds. But the initial yes was a step toward God. A step out of the 
darkness that blinded me. A step toward the light of truth. A step toward 
my true identity that wouldn’t shift or fall apart under life’s strains. A 
step toward becoming “Lysa, a fulfilled child of the one true God.”

Interestingly enough, the rest of that verse shook my soul to atten-
tion: “Then you will call upon me and come and pray to me, and I will 
listen to you. You will seek me and find me when you seek me with all 
your heart” (Jeremiah 29:12 – 13). The words “I will listen to you” and 
“you will find me” made God seem so personal, so touchable, so inter-
ested in a relationship with me. Me? The child of a father who didn’t 
want me or love me is loved and wanted by the mightiest of kings, the 
Lord of all lords, the God of the universe, my heavenly Father!

Beyond the Chris tian Checklist

Learning to seek God with all of your heart is what I hope you are 
inspired to do as you move forward. Seeking with all of your heart 
requires more than just the routine Chris tian good girl checklist:

✓ Pray.

✓ Read the Bible.
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✓ Do a Bible study.

✓ Go to church.

✓ Be nice.

✓ Don’t hold a grudge against boys who didn’t ask you to  couple 
skate in the fifth grade.

Okay, well maybe that last one is just my issue. But you catch my 
drift.

I want my life with Jesus to be fulfilling. I want my beliefs to work 
no matter what life throws at me. I want to be so certain of God’s pres-
ence that I never feel like I have to face any-
thing in my own strength or rely on my own 
perspectives. My strength will weaken during 
hard times. My perspectives get skewed by my 
emotions.

I want total security no matter what hap-
pens. In other words, I want my relationship with Jesus to be enough to 
keep me sane and together and still fully devoted. Is this possible? True 
fulfillment no matter what?

Fulfillment means to be completely satisfied. How might our lives 
look if we were so filled with God’s truths we could let go of the pain 
of our past, not get tripped up by the troubles of today, or consumed 
by worries about tomorrow? Sound impossible? It is impossible when 
we try to make it happen on our own by doing more good Bible study 
girl things. Praying, reading the Bible, doing another Bible study, going 
to church, and being nice are wonderful and necessary. But just going 
through the motions of these activities will not fill our souls. They must 
be done with the great expectation and heart cry for God to lead us into 
a deeper and more life-changing connection with Him.

Ask a group of Chris tian women what makes them feel fulfilled and 
chances are they’ll answer you with things that they do. But true fulfill-
ment is never found in seeking to do enough, be enough, have enough, 

Seeking with all of 
your heart requires 
more than just the 
routine Chris tian 

good girl checklist.
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know enough, or accomplish enough. “Enough” is elusive, always just 
slightly out of reach. Many of us know this, but still we continue the 
same patterns of trying to be good Bible study girls  —  hoping that if we 
do it long enough, fulfillment will somehow fall within our grasp.

It is my prayer that reading this book will help you to discover two 
things: (1) a more meaningful connection with God, and (2) a truer ful-
fillment from letting your relationship with Him transform every area of 
your life. Though it may seem a pretty lofty goal, will you pray for them 
with me: “God, will You help me to have a deeper connection with You 
and find truer fulfillment as You transform every area of my life. That 
is the cry and desire of my heart.” You might even want to add these 
four simple requests that go right alongside having a deeper connection  
with God:

God, I want to see You.
God, I want to hear You.
God, I want to know You.
So that I can follow hard after You every day.

I originally wrote that prayer in my book What Happens When 
Women Say Yes to God, but I think it is worth carrying over here. It will 
help us daily set our hearts and minds in the right place as we not only 
read this book but start to live its truths. Colossians 3:1 – 2 encourages 
us, “Since, then, you have been raised with Christ, set your hearts on 
things above, where Christ is seated at the right hand of God. Set your 
minds on things above, not on earthly things.” Setting our hearts and 
our minds on God and letting His truths change us, rearrange us, and 
redirect us will help us not just to know the message of Christ  —  but to 
live it out!

And with that wonderful assurance, we are off. Do you happen to 
have any Rick Springfield songs downloaded on your iPod that we could 
play as we continue on our journey?
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Flitting To and Fro

I couldn’t quite land. That’s the way I felt after I said yes to God but 
then started trying to figure out what I was supposed to do with my 

life. I wanted to make a difference for Him, but couldn’t figure out what 
I had to offer. I was like an unwilling feather  —  weightless, exhausted 
from all the flitting to and fro, but completely unable to resist the winds 
that carried me away.

When I thought about all that filled my life as a woman in her early 
twenties, everything I ever thought would make me feel happy stared 
back at me. A diploma, a husband, a child, a minivan, and a house with 
the appropriate seasonal foliage were all there. That’s what made the 
hollow feeling in my chest especially troublesome.

This emptiness made me feel desperate, needy, complicated, full of 
unrealistic expectations. I quickly became disillusioned. Weren’t Chris-
tians supposed to instantly have it all together after saying yes to God? 
My relationships with my husband and growing family were strained 
and quickly went from being blessings to burdens. Even though I knew 
in my head that only God could fill my soul, I still found myself wanting 
my husband and kids to do the job. It just seemed easier trying to get 
these things from those I could see and touch. But even a great husband 
and wonderful kids made very poor gods. They couldn’t possibly do 
what I was asking of them.

Wanting inner peace so badly, I started searching for something to 
do that might make me feel significant.

9780310338802_BeMoreBibStGirl_sc_int.indd   27 10/17/13   12:16 pm



28 / Becoming More Than a Good Bible Study Girl

Career Crazy

A crazy magazine article I read suggested I could find myself by iden-
tifying my inner beauty and exploring it out in the world of work and 
career. So I took my inner self and headed to the community college to 
take a class on floral design. Things went well in the class because we 
worked mainly with silk flowers. However, once I was hired at a real 
floral shop, my inner beauty calling failed me. The overwhelming scent 
of all those flowers in a small, enclosed space overstimulated my gag 
reflex. And, really, nothing draws in the customers more than a young 
designer who gags a lot.

With my calling as a floral designer in grave jeopardy, my career 
search continued. I came across a flyer that offered a correspondence 
course in bridal consulting. The pitch basically translated like this: 
“Send us your money and we’ll send you a certificate that says you know 
what you’re doing.” I could have a new career as easy as that! The thing 
that totally made me feel legitimate was that my certificate had a gold 
seal on it. You can’t just buy those anywhere, you know.

Off I went into the world of edgy brides, overbearing mothers, over-
spent fathers, and terrified grooms. I would have had a shot at this career 
had it not been for my queasy aversion to neurotic  people. Right before 
my first bride was supposed to walk down the aisle, I made a mad dash 
for the church parking lot, where I slumped over and lost my lunch 
between a gardenia bush and the visitor parking sign. As the mother of 
the bride came flying toward me  —  ready to beat me with the broom-
stick I imagined must be nearby  —  I was struck by how welcoming that 
visitor sign looked and how this might be a church I’d like to attend 
some time. Well, except for the fact that every time I walked through 
the parking lot I’d remember the most ungracious gift I’d left there. I 
decided I probably wouldn’t take advantage of their generous parking 
offer. Nor would I continue planning weddings.
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My next career adventure led me to kitchen gadget sales. It made 
perfect sense, really. I hated to cook and didn’t have a clue about how to 
navigate my way around a kitchen. I’m just logical that way.

I quickly became a master at making stuff up to cover my culinary 
ignorance. If customers asked why I didn’t first peel the outer layer of 
the onion before using it, I told them peeling was very “old school” and 
studies now showed that the peel contained all the nutrients. I have 
since discovered this to be true of potatoes, so I wasn’t that far off.

I was quite far off, however, in my failure to read the directions for 
the proper use and care of some of the more dangerous tools I demon-
strated. Hence the explanation why this career also came to an abrupt 
end. I may or may not have bled on a certain vegetable pizza after an 
unfortunate encounter with a slicer. This pizza was still served, mind 
you, and helped end my brief aspiration to become a chef who was 
pampered.

One day I came home and told my husband about a meeting I’d 
had with a friend of mine who asked me to help with a newsletter called 
Proverbs 31. He gave me a look that said, “And how long will this little 
career tangent last?” Clearly, he had not read the part of Proverbs 31 that 
describes a husband’s option to go to the city gate and sing his wife’s 
praises. But to be honest, I hadn’t read it either. In fact, I was with the 
ministry for three months before it ever dawned on me to actually read 
that chapter in Proverbs.

When I finally did read Proverbs 31, I felt just as much an impos-
ter as I had in my kitchen gadget days. Who was I to be working with 
a Chris tian ministry? Especially a ministry that taught women to love 
their husbands, nurture their children, and follow after God every day? 
None of this seemed truly possible for me. I was a hollow woman, not 
a holy woman. I had said yes to Jesus being my Savior, but didn’t have 
a clue how He could be the answer to my emptiness.

9780310338802_BeMoreBibStGirl_sc_int.indd   29 10/17/13   12:16 pm



30 / Becoming More Than a Good Bible Study Girl

Failed Remedies and False Gods

As a little girl, I had longed for a daddy to pick me up, swing me around, 
and tell me I was lovely and loved. When this childhood longing went 
unmet, it became an adult emptiness and brokenness that drove me to 
seek out all kinds of misguided remedies. My primary remedy was to 
look for someone or something that would make me feel loved and sig-
nificant. It’s as if I carried around a little heart-shaped cup and extended 
it to whatever or whomever I perceived might fill it.

I presented the cup to my education: “Will you fill me?”
I offered it to my husband: “Will you fill me?”
I held it out to my children: “Will you fill me?”
I extended it to my material possessions: “Will you fill me?”
I presented it to each of my jobs: “Will you fill me?”
Within these questions were many more entanglements: “Will you 

right all my wrongs?” “Will you fill up my insecurities?” “Will you make 
me feel significant?” The more I offered my emptiness hoping some-
thing could fill it, the more frustrated I felt. And now that I’d said yes to 
God, I was especially perplexed. Wasn’t this Chris tian thing supposed 
to fix these kinds of issues in my heart? What was I missing? Have you 
ever been there?

The reality is no person, possession, profession, or position ever fills 
the cup of a wounded, empty heart  —  not my heart, not your heart. It’s 

an emptiness only God can fill. Anything 
we use as a substitute for God is an idol, a 
false god. I didn’t know it at the time, but 
it’s a truth splashed in vivid color through-
out the pages of Scripture. Perhaps the 

most dramatic story takes place in 1 Kings 18  —  the showdown between 
the prophet Elijah and the 450 prophets of Baal.

Elijah has challenged the  people of Israel to choose whom they 
will serve  —  the true God or the idol Baal. When they say nothing in 

No person, possession, 
profession, or position 
ever fills the cup of a 
wounded, empty heart.
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response, he throws down the gauntlet to King Ahab and the proph-
ets of Baal. Each side will build an altar, sacrifice a bull, and call on 
their deity to rain down fire and consume the sacrifice. The deity who 
responds with fire is the one the  people will accept as God. The proph-
ets of Baal go first:

So they took the bull given them and prepared it. Then they called 
on the name of Baal from morning till noon. “O Baal, answer us!” 
they shouted. But there was no response; no one answered. And they 
danced around the altar they had made.

At noon Elijah began to taunt them. “Shout louder!” he said. 
“Surely he is a god! Perhaps he is deep in thought, or busy, or traveling. 
Maybe he is sleeping and must be awakened.” So they shouted louder 
and slashed themselves with swords and spears, as was their custom, 
until their blood flowed. Midday passed, and they continued their fran-
tic prophesying until the time for the evening sacrifice. But there was no 
response, no one answered, no one paid attention. (1 Kings 18:26 – 29)

Reread that last sentence again: “But there was no response, no one 
answered, no one paid attention.” It’s a vivid picture and a strong warn-
ing, and the same response we’ll get whenever we try to get our fulfill-
ment from a false god  —  from anyone or anything apart from the one 
true God.

The triumphant conclusion to this story is that God sends a con-
suming bolt of fire that devours Elijah’s altar. The  people of Israel repent 
and the prophets of Baal are slaughtered. The one true God  —  our God  
—  was made known that day. Our God responded. Our God answered. 
Our God paid attention. He always does.

Do you have an empty, heart-shaped cup? If so, what have you asked 
to fill it in the past? What might you be asking to fill it right now? I’ve 
matured in this area and yet can still find myself slipping back at times. 
Why is it so tempting to look to things of this world for fulfillment?

This notion that worldly things can fulfill is all around us. It’s on 
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TV, the focus of countless secular songs (even those ’80s songs I heart 
so much . . . hmmm). I can’t even go to the grocery store checkout lane 
without being bombarded with suggestions for a more fulfilling life. A 
better sex life. A better career. A more beautifully decorated house. The 
magazines seem so slick, their promises so enticing. And they do bring 
temporary excitement. But every single thing the world offers is tempo-
rary. These fixes can never fill our void long-term.

Battling the “If Only I Had” Temptation

Even if we don’t fall into the idolatry of relying solely on other  people or 
things to fill us, we can still be tempted by the lie that the things of this 
world bring fulfillment. It’s a lie that typically goes something like this: 
I could really be happy and fulfilled if only I had . . .

. . . a skinnier body.

. . . a husband.

. . . a husband who was more tender and romantic.

. . . more money.

. . . a more successful career.

. . . a better personality.

. . . a baby.

. . . smarter kids.

I don’t know what your “if only I had” statements are, but I do know 
that none of them will bring fulfillment. Becoming more than a good 
Bible study girl means realizing that, apart from a thriving relationship 
with God, even if you got everything on your list, there would still be a 
hollow gap in your soul.

Instead of saying, “If only I had. . . .” and filling in the blank with 
some person, possession, profession, or position, make a choice to 
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replace that statement with something that draws your heart into God’s 
truth. Since we cannot be pulled away from God and draw near to Him 
at the same time, speaking truth rights our perspectives and puts our 
focus where it should be.

Here are some examples that have helped me battle the temptation 
to let  people, possessions, or position take God’s place in my life.

 People
I no longer say, “If only I would have had a daddy who loved me. . . .” 

Instead, I say, “Psalm 68:5 promises God will be a father to the father-
less. I don’t have to be the child of a broken family my whole life. I can 
be a child of God. God can fill in every gap left by my father and use 
what I learned through that experience for good.”

Maybe your gap wasn’t left by an absent father but by a friend who 
hurt you. Or perhaps a husband who left you. Or the children you’ve 
longed to have but still don’t. Whatever that gap is, God is the perfect 
fit for your emptiness. Pray this paraphrase of Luke 1:78 – 79: “Because 
of the tender mercy of my God by which the rising sun will come to 
me from heaven  —  to shine on my darkness and in what feels like the 
shadow of death to me  —  I will find peace.”

Possessions
I no longer say, “If only I had more possessions. . . .” Instead, I recite 

Matthew 6:19 – 21: “Do not store up for yourselves treasures on earth, 
where moth and rust destroy, and where thieves break in and steal. But 
store up for yourselves treasures in heaven, where moth and rust do not 
destroy, and where thieves do not break in and steal. For where your 
treasure is, there your heart will be also.”

Any possession I ever long for, no matter how good it may seem, 
will only be good for a limited time. In light of eternity, every posses-
sion is in the process of breaking down, becoming devalued, and will 
eventually be taken from us. If I set my heart solely on acquiring more 
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and more things, I’ll feel more and more vulnerable with the possibility 
of loss.

Possessions are meant to be appreciated and used to bless others; 
they were never meant to be identity markers. It’s not wrong to enjoy 
the possessions we have as long as we don’t depend on them for our 
heart’s security.

Position
I no longer say, “If only I had a better position. . . .” Instead, I recite 

the words of Psalm 119:105: “Your word is a lamp to my feet and a light 
for my path.” I don’t need a better position to get where I should go. I 
don’t have to figure out my path and jockey to get ahead. I need God’s 
Word to guide me. Only as I follow Him and honor Him step by step 
can I be assured that I’m right where He wants me to be doing what He 
wants me to do.

Whatever “if only I had” statement you are struggling with, you 
can replace it with solid truths from Scripture that will never leave you 
empty. It’s a bold statement to make and might even sound a bit trite, 
but it’s true. When God’s Word gets inside of us, it becomes the new 
way we process life. It rearranges our thoughts, our motives, our needs, 
and our desires. Our soul was tailor-made to be filled with God and His 
truth; therefore, it seeps into every part of us and fills us completely. It is 
the only perfect fit. And according to Psalm 119:30 – 32, being filled with 
God’s Word sets our hearts free! “I have chosen the way of the truth; I 
have set my heart on your laws. I hold fast to your statutes, O Lord; do 
not let me be put to shame. I run in the path of your commands, for you 
have set my heart free.”

From Career to Calling

In the end, much to my husband’s surprise, I did land and stick with a 
career for more than a  couple of months. In fact, when I began working 
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with Proverbs 31 Ministries I discovered something even better than a 
career; I discovered my calling. Working with Proverbs 31 Ministries has 
been one of the most thrilling faith rides I could have ever imagined. But 
even with the many things I’ve had the opportunity to do, it all pales 
in comparison to the relationship with God 
I’ve gained along the way. As long as I daily 
make the choice to be guided by His truth, He 
replaces my hollowness with a wholeness of 
love that has no gaps.

And with that fullness from God, I can put 
away that heart-shaped cup I used during all 
those needy years. Instead of always looking to 
get fulfillment from my loved ones and the other blessings in my life, I 
can simply enjoy them for what they are.

Recently I had an experience similar to the one I described at the 
beginning of this chapter. This time I sat on my bed and reviewed my 
life. I pulled out my laptop computer and let my heart go:

I’m pausing right now.
Tears are softly sliding down my cheeks.
Art is watching a taped sporting event. I’m glad I don’t know 

the outcome of that game . . . I’d be so tempted to taunt him with 
possibilities, accidentally spilling the beans.

The boys are home with friends in tow. Deep voices escape their 
rooms with bursts of laughter. Boys quietly turning into men are 
playing video games tonight.

Hope is asleep in one of my bedroom chairs. Her breathing is 
steady. Her curls fall haphazardly around her beautiful face. Her 
pink polished toes are sticking out from the blanket wrapped about 
her. When did her feet grow big enough to wear my shoes?

Little Brooke is snuggled close on my bed with me. She was so 
frustrated because she wanted to swim with big sis, Ashley, and 
friends. But I kept her inside with me. I’m glad I did. We snuggled 

As long as I daily 
make the choice to 

be guided by His 
truth, He replaces 

my hollowness with 
a wholeness of love 

that has no gaps.
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and giggled and watched a movie together. She lasted four minutes 
into the movie before her eyes closed and sweet dreams became her 
entertainment.

And Ashley, now done with swimming, is flitting about the 
house with four great friends. The clock will strike midnight soon, 
and it will officially be the day she turns thirteen.

I want so desperately to freeze this moment. To drink in every 
sound, every sight, every delightful evidence of life. So many things 
to be thankful for. I’ve had thousands of these everyday life minutes, 
but tonight is different. I remembered to pause. To acknowledge 
what I’ve been blessed with. I didn’t rush the kids off to bed so 
I could have my time. I sat and soaked in the moment. And with 
every tear that spilled out, I felt more and more full.

Maybe this is the true secret to being fulfilled and content. Liv-
ing in the moment with God, defined by His truth, and with no 
unrealistic expectations for others or things to fill me up. Not reach-
ing back for what was lost in my yesterdays. And not reaching for 
what I hope will be in my tomorrow. But living fully with what is 
right in front of me. And truly seeing the gift of this moment.

I have finally landed. That’s the way I feel since I stopped that 
intense search for what I am supposed to become in life. I still have 
goals and hopes for my future, but they no longer send me into a striv-
ing frenzy. But I must continue to pursue truth that keeps me grounded 
and God’s love that keeps me filled. Then my desperate hollowness is 
replaced by a desire for holiness. And though it took me years to get it, 
and though I definitely don’t live it out perfectly, I have finally found 
what I’d been looking for.
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When I Feel Like  
I Don’t Measure Up

Rewarding. 
That’s what this particular day was supposed to be, my shin-

ing-star day at my kids’ school. Finally, I was going to get the Really 
Good Mommy Award.

Not that this is an official award on a frame-worthy piece of fine 
linen paper. It is not. It’s just a feeling  —  that feeling of getting a thumbs-
up and acceptance nod that you are in fact doing an okay job as a mom.

I make it a top priority to be a good mom to my kids. But being the 
superstar volunteer mom at school, I’ll probably never be. I’ve made 
peace with that fact. But every now and then in a moment of sheer 
insanity, I have visions of grandeur that send me scurrying through the 
craft aisles determined to at last do something noteworthy in one of my 
kids’ classrooms.

You get the scary picture, right? One complete with glue guns, pipe 
cleaners, colored felt squares, unrealistic craft instructions, and one 
ginormous headache. Even though my spell-checker doesn’t think 
“ginormous” is officially a word, any woman wielding craft supplies in 
a crowd of kids knows it is the perfect word to describe the throbbing 
in one’s head afterward.

But this shining-star day didn’t have anything to do with crafts. Nope, 
it was the big bake sale that was going to be my crowning glory. I had 
volunteered to make 100 individually wrapped homemade  brownies. 
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And I was going to be completely fancy and use the turtle brownie mix 
that comes in a box as opposed to just the plain old fudge brownie mix 
that comes in the little economy bags. Like I said, only “homemade” 
would do for this project.

The recipe actually required me to break open a few eggs and mea-
sure out some water and oil. And then, using the tip of a knife just like 
the directions say, I even made designs with the caramel drizzle on top. 
I spoke out loud during the whole process so I could be well rehearsed 
when the Rachael Ray Show called wanting to feature me on their school 
bake sale episode. Because they often want guests who use box mixes.

“And then you place them in the perfectly preheated oven and, oh 
look, there is a pan ready to come out right now. Our toothpick tester 
comes out clean so we know they are done and ready to cool. Right after 
this commercial break, we’ll be back with the perfect way to package 
up our perfect brownies, which are sure to get you all those ooohs and 
ahhhs you’ve always dreamed of.”

Carefully, I cut and lifted each brownie into the safety of its own little 
baggie. I neatly arranged rows of brownies in a rectangular wicker basket 
I’d bought years ago. It was another one of those visions-of-grandeur 
moments when the craft store had a wicker basket sale. I could totally 
imagine myself wearing a clever little apron while toting casseroles in 
this basket down the street to a neighbor’s house.

But the basket sat in a remote cabinet still sporting its sales tag and 
collecting dust for years. I smiled as I popped the tag off the handle and 
sat back to admire my hard work. One last pan of brownies to package 
up and I was headed to bake sale glory.

I glanced up at the clock and saw that we needed to leave for school 
in three minutes. Quickly I recruited my daughters to help me finish up. 
Brownies 94, 95, 96, and then a disaster of epic proportions occurred . . . 
right as my oldest daughter was packaging brownie number 97.

Nuts.
These turtle brownies had nuts in them. Lots of nuts. And there I 
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was standing over individually wrapped brownie number 97 listening to 
my daughter’s reminder that our school is, in fact, a peanut-free school. 
No peanut butter crackers. No PB&J sandwiches. And certainly no nuts 
in the brownies at the bake sale.

Have you ever been in a situation where you felt like your head could 
possibly explode into a million tiny particles of pixie dust?

My arms started flailing about as if to gather the pieces of my scat-
tered brain and tuck everything back into place. I sent the kids to the car 
and ate brownies 98, 99, and 100.

I pulled out the school handbook to get the coordinator’s phone 
number, and in big, bold letters the words, “We are a peanut-free 
school” jumped out and mocked all of my best intentions. I called and 
left the dreaded message that I, in fact, would not be bringing my bake 
sale items to the school that day.

No shining star. No Really Good Mommy Award. No ooohs and 
ahhhs over my rectangular wicker basket filled to the brim with the deli-
ciousness known as the turtle brownie. No happy, proud kids elated 
with their mom’s efforts.

Just a little caramel crust resting above my quivering lip and ninety-
seven individually wrapped brownies. With nuts, no less.

I spent the rest of the day trying to process the great brownie failure 
of 2008. At first, I saw it as a debacle that defined my motherhood jour-
ney. Grand visions that led to big messes that led to unmet expectations 
that heaped more and more guilt on my already slightly fragile mother-
hood psyche.

In the grand scheme of life, this was not a big deal. I realize that now. 
But in the moment, it felt huge. With apologies once again to the spell-
checker, it felt ginormous.

Suddenly I was overcome by a tidal wave of memories recalling 
many other events in which I’d fallen short. The more I let my mind 
free-fall into the pit of negativity and shame, the more disabled I felt.

And that’s exactly where Satan would have loved for me to stay. 
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That’s his daily goal, actually. If Satan can use our everyday experiences, 
both big and small, to cripple our true identity, then he renders God’s 
 people totally ineffective for the kingdom of Christ.

These were brownies.
For a school bake sale.
And these brownies had somehow knocked me to the ground. I 

didn’t want to smile. I didn’t want to be kind. I didn’t want to be a dis-
ciple for Christ that day.

I wanted to drive to school too fast, turn into the parking lot on two 
wheels, get out of my vehicle (the one with a logo of my husband’s 
Chris tian business proudly displayed on the side), and scream at the 

top of my lungs, “Whoever’s idea 
this was to have a bake sale today is 
officially no longer my friend! Do 
you see what this crazy bake sale has 
done to me? I will just give you the 
whole $10 you might have made if you 
could have sold my 100 individually 
wrapped, homemade-from-a-box, 

turtle brownie squares. And did I mention that I have 100 individually 
wrapped brownie squares at home? Make that ninety-seven squares. 
Ninety-seven squares of chocolate deliciousness on a day in which a 
bake sale has sent my hormones raging!”

Note that I said I wanted to do that. I didn’t. But I must admit, the 
tailspin of not measuring up isn’t a pretty sight.

If you can relate to any of this story, this chapter is for you. If you 
can’t, you are totally free to skip this part and go make some extra home-
made deliciousness for those of us that will show up at the bake sale 
tomorrow without our goodies. We heart you. And we thank you in 
advance.

Now back to the rest of us who have ever felt like we came up short.

If Satan can use our 
everyday experiences, 
both big and small, to 
cripple our true identity, 
then he renders God’s 
 people totally ineffective 
for the kingdom of Christ.
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Feeling Totally Inadequate

Satan delights in our feelings of inadequacy. He wants to help us stay 
there. He wants us to go to Bible study, learn the deep truths of God, 
leave all encouraged, and then come home and have a complete melt-
down over ninety-seven brownies that didn’t make the bake sale cut.

He wants us to entertain a very dangerous thought: “Why doesn’t 
Jesus work for me?” When I let my brain run away with this line of think-
ing, I start wondering why Jesus didn’t step in and help me remember 
the “no nuts” detail before it was too late. I mean, Jesus is quite capable 
of doing that, right? He is big and mighty, capable of moving moun-
tains. Surely He could have stopped me from adding nuts and ruining 
those brownies. Maybe He just didn’t care enough to stop me.

You see, if Satan can get us asking these kinds of questions, then we 
can easily justify distancing ourselves from God, once more reducing 
our relationship with Him to items on a checklist. I prayed. I gave. I 
served. I did my duty. Now, I hope God does His part and keeps bless-
ing my life.

But “Why doesn’t Jesus work for me?” is never the right question. 
Instead, when circumstances shift and we feel like we fall short, we 
should ask, “How can I see Jesus even in this?”

The only way I can ask myself this question is when I pull back from 
whatever situation I’m facing and separate my circumstance from my 
identity.

My circumstance in this case was supposed to be a wonderful and 
productive bake sale contribution that helped the school and made me 
feel accomplished. But my circumstance shifted, as circumstances so 
often do. It became a brownie mishap in which I redefined myself as a 
failing mom.

Ever been there?
Now let’s state what is true. Despite my feelings, my identity stayed 
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the same. I am a loving mom. I am a giving person. I am a woman who 
takes her responsibilities seriously.

But when my circumstances got entangled with not measuring up, 
I redefined my identity by thinking thoughts like, I am an irresponsible 
failure who constantly lets her kids down. This is a lie that leads me right 
where Satan wants me.

Becoming more than a good Bible study girl means I separate my 
shortcomings from my identity and let Jesus be the only measure of 
my worth. Separating the circumstance from my identity allows me to 
see the circumstance for what it is  —  a mistake. It doesn’t mean I’m a 
failure as a mom; it means I was slightly disorganized about double-
checking the bake sale details. Instead of using my mistake as a club to 
beat myself up, I can choose to see it as a call to action.

When the Righ teous Fall, They Bounce Back

“For though a righ teous man falls seven times, he rises again, but the 
wicked are brought down by calamity” (Proverbs 24:16). Isn’t it inter-
esting that the writer of Proverbs clearly points out that sometimes the 
righ teous man falls? Not once, not twice, not three times, but seven 
times.

I feel bad for him. He had seven bake sale debacles. That comes out 
to 700 individually wrapped, homemade-from-a-box turtle brownies. 
Okay, I readily admit that maybe that wasn’t his exact circumstance. I 
bet he made full-out peanut butter cookies. But his circumstance is not 
the point. The point is his response.

And how did he respond? He got up. He bounced back. He didn’t 
wallow in his mistake and question his identity and peel into the school 
on two wheels. He kept his identity intact  —  he was still called righ teous 
though he’d fallen seven times. And he got past his circumstance by 
seeing his shortcomings as a call to action. He got back up each time.

How did I ever see Jesus in the great brownie failure of 2008? Well, 
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the first thing I did was to separate my identity from my failure. I failed 
at the task of making 100 nut-free brownies, but this doesn’t make me 
a failure.

My call to action? Getting more intentional about writing down the 
details of the things I volunteered for at school. I started to print out the 
instructions for every project before beginning.

And I have to insert a little heart check here as well. If I am vol-
unteering to get  people’s approval and striving to prove my worth by 
getting their compliments, then I’m setting myself up for potential dis-
appointment every time. The reason failure hurts is because we are try-
ing so stinkin’ hard to measure up. But the way  people measure each 
other can change frequently, based on feelings, performance, and often 
unrealistic expectations.

God never intended for us to rely on others for our sense of well-
being. Only He is equipped to provide that. His perfectly stable, 
unshifting, unconditional love is the only real measure of my worthi-
ness. Realizing that gets me back to the real 
heart of volunteerism, which is serving God by 
loving others out of the abundance of His love 
in me.

My last lesson from the brownie incident 
was choosing to stop taking such things so seri-
ously. There is humor to be found in almost 
every failure, if only we’ll look for it. And when I looked, I found a 
great story. One that I used when asked to be the keynote speaker at the 
school’s Volunteer Appreciation Day that very spring.

Me.
The loving, giving mom, who takes her responsibilities seriously 

who also happened to have a really hilarious thing happen to her when 
she tried to make 100 individually wrapped brownies for the school 
bake sale.

The crowd at the Appreciation Day roared with laughter.

God never intended 
for us to rely on 

others for our sense 
of well-being. Only 

He is equipped to 
provide that.
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Maybe there are more than three of us who deal with “short-
comings,” after all.

And for  people like us, we can take courage in John 15:9 – 11, where 
Jesus says, “As the Father has loved me, so have I loved you. Now 
remain in my love. If you obey my commands, you will remain in my 
love, just as I have obeyed my Father’s commands and remain in his 
love. I have told you this so that my joy may be in you and your joy may 
be complete.”

It’s a matter of the heart. Instead of resting my heart in the unrealistic 
hope that others will make my joy complete, I have to rest my heart with 
Jesus only. Remain in Him. Obey Him. Stay faithful to keep His com-
mands  —  even when I want to yell and scream and pitch a fit over nutty 
brownies. Then my joy will be complete. Not because I got an award 
or measured up in everyone else’s eyes, but rather because I am secure 
in the fact that God loves me and must have had some good reason for 
allowing the great brownie debacle!

Oh, and what about all those brownies? Well, I surely wasn’t going 
to gain 100 pounds by leaving them within my grasp for long. I started 
giving them away. Then I heard that a friend of mine who has six kids 
had broken her foot. Perfect. We put the rest of the treats in a big gift 
bag, attached a note of love and well wishes, and made six kids and one 
broken-footed mama very happy.

Although it wasn’t at all how I thought things would turn out, the 
same word with which I started this chapter is an appropriate way to 
end it . . .

Rewarding.
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