I was the oldest of 4 children. Me and 3 sisters. All stair-stepped about 21/2 years apart.
Charlotta, Chonda, Cheralyn, we are had blonde hair, were painfully skinny, (something
that God has healed me from), and we sang. My mom dressed us alike. She made little
outfits, white skirts for the girls and white slacks for me. She made them out of the
cheapest material she could find which was some kind of upholstery cloth or something.
It felt like Styrofoam and it rustled so bad when we walked that people would stop their
conversations until we went on by and the noise subsided. But the worst part of that
outfit was the jackets. They were royal blue, BRIGHT royal blue, with gold, metal
buttons. We looked like for little organ grinder moneys up there. I always expected
people to throw us peanuts while we were singing.
We went around to tiny little churches, to local talent contests, even to county fairs.
Really. Like a little traveling freak show, 4 scrawny little kids, dressed in monkey outfits,
performing for peanuts. My mom wrote a song for us to introduce ourselves. “We’re the
singing Courtney’s, how-do-you-do-you-do. We love to sing for Jesus. How-do-you-doyou-do.” It was awful. My dad would drive the old, beat-up Chevy station wagon. My
mom would play the piano. And we would stand on the stage, stair-stepped down, with
fake smiles and forced grins and sing “how-do-you-do-you-do.”
In 1976, Charlotta, my oldest sister, was killed in a car accident. A few months after that,
my father disappeared. We found out later he ran off with another woman. And then a
few months later Cheralyn, the baby, contracted leukemia. She was singing for a school
play. She got too sick to perform over the weekend. We took her to the doctor and then
to Baptist Hospital in Nashville. By the end of the next week, after a thousand tests, the
doctor said, “She has leukemia. It’s bad. She probably has 3 weeks to live.” That night
Doris and I were singing in a church in Goodlettsville. (We had married right in the
middle of that chaos. Doris had made little blue and white outfits for us…) At the end of
the service I went to the altar and asked God to heal Cheralyn. I felt like He said He
would. I stood up, professed that to that little congregation, told everybody I knew. I
promise you, for the next 3 weeks I never entertained 1 iota of doubt about Cheralyn. I
KNEW she was going to be healed. And almost 3 weeks to the day of her diagnosis, just
a few days after her 15th birthday, Cheralyn died.
I want to talk to you about trauma, and the core beliefs that it places deep inside us, the
things we tell ourselves about what the world is like, about how other people see us,
about what God thinks about us, and about what we think about ourselves. But more
important than all of that I want to talk to you about what God wants to do with our
trauma, and how He works in us to change those core beliefs and to help us see Him,
the world, and us, the way He intends.
Trauma in psychological terms is a change in our perception about reality based on a
serious negative event, or series of events in our lives. “Psychological trauma is a type of

damage to the mind, body, and spirit, that occurs as a result of a severely distressing event.
Trauma is often the result of an overwhelming amount of stress that exceeds one's ability to
cope, or integrate the emotions involved with that experience” Trauma is our minds reaction
to terrible events like accidents, abuse, natural disasters, or even repeated rejections, in other
words, life. Life begins with trauma, we are laying around in this safe, quiet, dark, fluid filled
world, minding our own business. All that we know is our mothers heart-beat, and the
occasional old lady that rubs our mothers belly and leans down and yells at us from the
outside. All of a sudden, usually in the middle of the night, our mothers belly starts squeezing
in on us. We scramble to get deeper back in our safe place but there is a scream from our
mother, a gush of fluid, blinding lights, and the next thing we know we are being held upside
down and smacked on the bottom for no reason. Life begins in trauma.
Trauma involves one's experience, or repeating events of being overwhelmed that can be
precipitated in weeks, years, or even decades as the person struggles to cope with the
immediate circumstances, eventually leading to serious, long-term negative consequences.

Psychological trauma can leave you struggling with upsetting emotions,
memories, and anxiety that won’t go away. It can also leave you feeling numb,
disconnected, and unable to trust other people. Emotional and psychological
trauma is the result of extraordinarily stressful events that shatter your sense of
security, making you feel helpless in a dangerous world. Traumatic experiences
often involve a threat to life or safety, but any situation that leaves you feeling
overwhelmed and isolated can be traumatic, even if it doesn’t involve physical
harm. It’s not the objective facts that determine whether an event is traumatic, but
your subjective emotional experience of the event. The more frightened and
helpless you feel, the more likely you are to be traumatized.
And at the very least, the result of the trauma of life is a change of perspective, of those
core beliefs, that often we don’t even know about. We just see the world, God and
ourselves a certain way and we assume that’s the way it is and everybody thinks the
same way.
Illus: I started wearing glasses when I was in the 6th grade. I thought everyone saw as
poorly as I did.
So where did trauma some from. You know, I think I could preach for the rest if my life
our if the first 3 chapters of Genesis. The more I deal with the psychological and
emotional state of people, the more I realize that God laid it all out for us in Genesis 1-3.
In fact, I would describe the Bible this way. Genesis 1 God makes the world and it is
good. Genesis 2 God walks with man and it is good. Genesis 3, TRAUMA occurs, and it is
NOT good. And the whole rest of the Bible is God healing us from that trauma. SO…
Let’s look quickly at this familiar, ancient story in Genesis 3, verses 1-13.
“Now the serpent was more crafty than any of the wild animals the Lord God had made.
He said to the woman, “Did God really say, ‘You must not eat from any tree in the
garden’?”
2
The woman said to the serpent, “We may eat fruit from the trees in the garden, 3 but

God did say, ‘You must not eat fruit from the tree that is in the middle of the garden,
and you must not touch it, or you will die.’”
4
“You will not certainly die,” the serpent said to the woman. 5 “For God knows that when
you eat from it your eyes will be opened, and you will be like God, knowing good and
evil.”
6
When the woman saw that the fruit of the tree was good for food and pleasing to the
eye, and also desirable for gaining wisdom, she took some and ate it. She also gave
some to her husband, who was with her, and he ate it. 7 Then the eyes of both of them
were opened, and they realized they were naked; so they sewed fig leaves together and
made coverings for themselves.
8
Then the man and his wife heard the sound of the Lord God as he was walking in the
garden in the cool of the day, and they hid from the Lord God among the trees of the
garden. 9 But the Lord God called to the man, “Where are you?”
10
He answered, “I heard you in the garden, and I was afraid because I was naked; so I
hid.”
11
And he said, “Who told you that you were naked? Have you eaten from the tree that I
commanded you not to eat from?”
12
The man said, “The woman you put here with me—she gave me some fruit from the
tree, and I ate it.”
13
Then the Lord God said to the woman, “What is this you have done?”
The woman said, “The serpent deceived me, and I ate.”
Here is the first great recorded trauma. The world is a good place. Adam and Eve are
minding their own business in the Garden of Eden and suddenly this terrible event
happens. They are accosted by a strange creature, a snake of any kind is traumatic for
most people but this is a talking snake. They have the rug pulled out from under them in
terms of what is true and not true. Look at the change in core beliefs:
• Life is good just the way it is. All of a sudden, I am not satisfied and I need something
more.
• God is safe and He can be trusted. All of a sudden, I can’t believe what God says.
• I am beautiful just the way God made me. All of a sudden, I am flawed and need to
cover up.
• And this man and woman are life partners, made for each other. All of a sudden, they
are enemies and throwing each other under the bus.
Do you see how the trauma changed their core beliefs? So there is the traumatic event
of the unnatural occurrence (I don’t know who to trust), the challenge to reality (I don’t
know what is real), the invasion of personal space (I don’t know where I belong), and
even natural disaster, (the world becomes a hard and dangerous place.)
I submit that happened to Adam and Eve, and to the whole world, in the garden. I also
submit it happens to each one of us, many times in our lives. An automobile accident, a

bullying incident, a divorce, a rape, the loss of a job, the separation from a child. Life is
really a series of one traumatic moment after another, and our attempts to cope with
them.
So let’s talk about some of the changes in perception that come from trauma. Let’s go
back to this first lie, and trauma by the way is an attempt to make us believe a lie. Satan
says, “If you eat the apple, you will be like God.” Look ay Genesis 1:26, “And God said,
let us make man in our image” and then in verse 27, “In the image of God He made
them, male and female, He created them.” Here’s the deal. Satan said, “If you eat this
you will be like God.” THEY ALREADY WERE LIKE GOD. God made them in His image. So
the lie was, you are not enough. God is keeping something from you. You need more.
In fact, Satan was saying, “To be like God is not enough. You need to BE God.” The 17th
century atheist Voltaire said, “God made us in His image and we have returned the
favor.” We have spent all of history trying to make ourselves into God and trying to pull
God down and make Him more like us.
Here are 4 things that I think we try to do to be like God:
• Be in control
• Be right
• Be free from pain
• And know everything
First, Be in control. Look at this Genesis story. Immediately Adam and Eve make clothes
out of fig leaves. They are trying to take control of the situation by covering it up. And
they are not very good at it. Do you know how itchy fig leaves are?
We learn to try and control the outcome from the very first. How many of you walked in
on your little kids with their hand in the cookie jar? They have chocolate all over their
face. Their cheeks are full. There are crumbs all over the place and you ask, “Did you
take a cookie?” And they look you right in the eye and say, “Uh-uh.” Doris does that all
the time? That continues from signing our parents name to a bad math paper to Richard
Nixon and Watergate. We cover-up to try and control the situation.
Sometimes the cover-up is not outward but inward. We cover-up the pain of the trauma
with addictions, or extreme behaviors. We turn to alcohol, or pornography. We work
ourselves to death or dote on our kids. We start playing golf 4 nights a week or max out
the credit cards. All things that we are doing to try and cover-up the pain of our trauma,
to control the outcome of the lie we have been telling ourselves. I am God and I can fix
this.
The second thing that we do when we try to be God is become so entrenched in our
thinking. We have to be right. Let me confess to you, I wrote this sermon in about 10

minutes last Wednesday morning, sitting in front of a couple in my office. In fact, I wrote
it on a white board and showed it to them and thanked them for helping me with the
sermon for today. They were from a long ways away (so that you know I will not use you
for a sermon illustration. Until I go a long ways away!) They had come to an Intensive at
Branches, spent a lot of money, because their life was in shambles and their marriage
was almost over. And for 2 days, everything that any of our counselors said to them, or
suggested to them, they either denied, refuted, or disagreed with. So I said to them,
“You all would rather be right than get well.” We suffer some kind of trauma in our lives.
We begin to tell ourselves some story about ourselves or other people. And we get so
invested in that story that when we are confronted with the truth we fight tooth and
toenail to hold on to the lie instead.
I can’t tell you how many times I have sat with a 20 something guy who can’t keep a job,
can’t stay in a relationship, can’t focus long enough to improve himself in any way and
hear him say, “Marijuana is not addictive. It doesn’t affect my brain. There’s nothing
wrong with smoking a joint or two every night.” Or met with a woman who is beating
her husband down, demeaning and disrespecting him at every turn, and hear her say,
“There’s nothing wrong with me. He needs to be the spiritual leader of the home.”
That’s when I go all Dr. Phil on them and say, “How’s that working for you.”
In II Thessalonians 2, verses 11 and 12 Paul says, “So God will allow them to believe lies
with all their hearts, 12 and all of them will be justly judged for believing falsehood,
refusing the Truth, and enjoying their sins.” In other words, we will want to be right so
bad that we will ignore the truth and God will say, “Alright, go on with your bad self.”
Here’s the third thing that we do when we are trying to be God. We try to prevent any
pain in our life. The trauma of our past was so painful that we determine we will stay in
control from now on and not let anyone or anything ever hurt us again. I won’t trust. I
won’t commit. I won’t submit. I won’t sacrifice. And so we marry without ever fully
giving ourselves to the other. We go to therapy without every really yielding to the
process. We come to church and go through the motions without ever really being sold
out to God. All of these are attempts to be God, control the outcomes, and never
experience pain again. The problem is that that separation and isolation only creates
pain. It doesn’t resolve it.
There was a traumatic moment in my life when I was about 11 years old. I don’t have
time to tell you the story, besides if I do you won’t buy the book. Suffice it to say, as an
11-year old kid I built a box around my little heart and I said, “No one will ever get in
there and hurt me again.” Maybe you did that? Your parents divorced. Your sibling died.
Someone molested or abused you. And you said, “I will keep myself from every feeling

pain again.” At about age 45 I found myself unable to connect with my kids, unwilling to
love my wife, not wanting to give myself to God. I had kept my heart walled off for so
long that I didn’t know how to open it up, and it was destroying me. Paul says just the
opposite in Philippians 3:10, “I want to know Christ and the power of His resurrection,
the fellowship of His suffering, becoming like Him in His death.
Well, that leads me to the last thing we do as a result of trauma. Hurt comes. We decide
to become God so we try to be in control; we demand to be right; we try to avoid pain
at all cost; and we want to know it all. That’s the best thing about being God. We get to
know it all. My sister-in-law gave me a plaque that I had on my wall for a long time. It
said, “Those who think they know it all are very annoying to those of us who do.” In my
attempt to be God, in order to live with the pain of my past, I want to know it all. I want
to see the end, to predict the future, to be sure of the results. So, I’ll work on my
marriage is my wife will promise to stay. I’ll go to a rehab place if my family will
guarantee they will take me back. I’ll fight this addiction if you can promise me that
everything will be wonderful. And even, I’ll trust God as long as He does just what I want
in the way that I want it.
Adam and Eve in the Garden cover themselves, That’s about control. They blame each
other. That’s about being right. They hide from God. That’s about avoiding pain. And
they eat the apple in the first place because the serpent says, “You will know good and
evil.”
Well, what is the antidote to “being God?” Instead of control, I surrender. The 1st step of
the 12 Steps says, “We admitted we were POWERLESS over our circumstances and our
life was out of control.” Paul says in Romans 12, “I urge you brothers in light of God’s
mercies, to surrender yourselves and living sacrifices to God.”
Instead of being right, I submit. James 4:7, “Submit to God and resist the devil and he
will flee from you.” Instead of holding on to the lies of my trauma, I submit them to God
and the pain flees from me.
Which is the third thing. I accept the pain of this life, knowing that it is only preparing
me for life with Him. James 1:2-3, “Consider it pure joy, my brothers and sisters,
whenever you face trials of many kinds, 3 because you know that the testing of your faith
produces perseverance.”
And the last thing, be humble. You don’t know it all. You never will. Be humble. Listen.
Learn. Be teachable. Be willing to change. “Therefore, as God’s chosen people, holy and

dearly loved, clothe yourselves with compassion, kindness, humility, gentleness and
patience.” Colossians 3:12
And here’s the cool thing, when I let go of the core beliefs that trauma has created in
me, when I quit trying to be God but instead I surrender and submit and accept and seek
humility, I am more like God than ever. That’s why Paul says we are HOLY. And God is
free to do in me more than I can ask or imagine.
Goodlettsville. I was speaking for a conference a couple of weeks ago. When I was done
the leader told me this building had been a Nazarene church. IT WAS THE SAME
CHURCH I WAS IN 40 YEARS AGO WHEN I THOUGHT CHERALYN WOULD BE HEALED. God
somehow brought me back to that same spot to tell me, “You let that moment change
your thinking about me. You have me really trusted me for 40 years.” I gave that whole
story to Him and he started healing my voice. I lost my voice more than 20 years ago
and God restored it three weeks ago. It was Him saying, “You have a new story to tell
and I will give you the voice to do it.”
That’s what He does with your trauma when you surrender it to Him. He gives you a
story and a voice to tell it.

