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Measuring Up

Me eyes see scales that weigh me day to day,

Faces of this world, measure sticks come my way,

Though no matter how hard I may try,

I never measure up – God, I don’t know why.

Difference should not be seen as always missing the mark,

I’m human, with desires, yet I feel like I walk in the dark,

Day by day, rulers strike my bruised, measured head,

I’m tired of not measuring up, measure yourself instead.

The world mirrors back at one another, expectations by the mark,

If another doesn’t fit our desires, we leave them in the dark,

Don’t you ever get tired of slapping others over the head?

Do you measure up to your own expectations my friend?

People are human, we each have something incredible to offer,

Created uniquely and wonderfully by our immeasurable heavenly Father,

It’s time to quit trying to measure up to the world’s desires,

Jesus Christ is my leader and through Him I can look higher.

For I left my ruler at the foot of His cross,

My own gain was His measurable loss,

We will never equal the price He paid,

Put down your ruler and look higher, on the hill is a cross, your new incredible gain!   

