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RRRR    ecently a friend of mine, who happens 
to be a swim instructor, unearthed a 

treasure trove of understanding about trust.  
And, as it happens often in life—it seems that 
the young carry a much greater wisdom than 
the old.  Many adults live every day immune 
to the battle to trust.  Not because we are so 
brave and actualized as human beings, but 
because we orchestrate the entire question of 
trust right out of our lives with deadness, 
safety, control, and a thousand machines that 
do the “risk management” for us. (for exam-
ple, I trust this CPU processor to safe keep 
these words – and I won’t even face the dan-
ger of my coffee spilling all over the new 
words!! Oh, my.) 

 
 It seems best to observe how children 

trust to learn what we need to know.  So, 
come with me to visit the ‘trust lab.’  Joining 
us will be my friend, Laura, and three 4 to 6 
year-olds that are novice swimmers. Of the 
hundreds of 3 to 6 year-olds that my friend, 
Laura, teaches in a summer season—there 
were three that came in the summer of 2003 
with large battles of trust even on dry land.  
Each was learning to swim for the first time.   
Each set of parents chose my friend for her 
skill and patience with children. All of us 
face the battle with trust when jumping in 
water for the first time, but for these children 
the battle was very elevated.   

 
One set of parents confided in Laura that 

their little girl was in the midst of a terrible 
summer. She was facing many legal battles 
resulting from having been sexually abused 
by a neighbor and reporting it to authorities.  
A therapist had guided her parents, saying, 
“She just needs one normal summer ‘kid’ 
activity.”  They chose swimming.  A second 
child my friend taught had also faced horrific 
abuse and the dissolution of her parent’s mar-
riage.  The third child had lost a sibling in a 
traumatic accident. 

 

Each parent approached the daily swim-
ming lessons for their emotionally bruised 
child with hope and caution.  The parents 
confidentially told Laura what their children 
were facing and spoke of the push and pull of 
getting their kids to even get out of the car to 
attend the private lessons.  How would they 
learn to trust her? 

 
Laura, a pro with fifteen years of experi-

ence at teaching new swimmers, said that 
initially the lessons looked no different from 
typical lessons she would give to other chil-
dren in our community. She witnessed the 
routine: A five year - old afraid of the water.  
A four year-old straining to keep all splashes 
of water off of his face. So, she did ‘the 
usual’ which is  a  delicate balance of cod-
dling, cheerleading, and knocking the fledg-
lings out of their safety zone.  As a veteran, 
she also knew the absolute necessity of eye 
contact and she was careful with the tone of 
her voice.  I know from watching her teach 
my boys that it is all gentle confidence 
blended with the enthusiasm of a 
Coach/mentor that is introducing the child to 
a new wonderland – and the unknown depths 
of the deep end. 

 
Laura saw how important the experience  

of floating would be for the three hurting 
children.  She lifted them to let them feel the 
sensation of weightlessness.  As with all les-
sons, before she would make the slightest 
move with her hands she told them the pur-
pose of the touch --the exact reason she 
needed to move their legs or rotate their 
arms. Her intentional, kind touch was strictly 
to let them feel the stroke that would motor 
them over the surface of the water in a few 
days.  All touches were safe.  All promises 
kept.  She acted with consistency -- over and 
over – every lesson building trust.  Soon she 
saw a smile breaking over the serious, adulti-
fied face of a five year old girl as she floated 
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and trusted Laura’s arms underneath the 
small of her back.  She saw snatches of  live-
liness and longing as they accepted her 
cheering when they moved independently –
every day increasing the number of feet they 
could swim unassisted.  Each lesson was a 
blend of nearness (retraining them about 
their personal space?) and launching them 
out on their own to prove their mettle. 

 
The uncanny thing my friend observed 

was that in each situation the third day of the 
swim lesson was the magic day!   Each child 
told Laura in a reporting, – facts- just the 
facts—manner the trauma that on dry land 
was defining their lives and identity for these 
terrible months. It would be the One Sen-
tence.  “Miss Laura, do you know that my 
brother died?”  And all my friend would say 
is, “ Yes, Johnny, I do.”  And then she 
would keep respecting him and urging him 
to face his fears of the water. 

 
  The parents  in each case were blown 

away.    No other relative, friend, or social 
worker had been told the secret! —No one 
had been allowed entrance to the scenes of  
loss, powerlessness and shame.  And what? 
The swimming teacher??   She was hum-
bled, but deep inside–– not surprised.   She 
found that as the two week lessons pro-
gressed—and she kept “passing” the tests of 
the one liners—that soon the children were 
not only floating and swimming they were 
filling in the details of their hurt at their own 
pace.  She had to stand ready. She had to 
stand consistent—and use the pool as a new 
world – a new place of trust. 

 
Trust Lessons For Us 

 What does this say to us?  It is so sim-
ple. Of course, You and I can be a “coach” 
for others facing their fears and learn much 
from Laura. I’d love to stop there—just 
beaming about how my love will repair the 
broken trust of others. But, I suspect that is 
the easier application step of my article and 
more within my comfortable reach than the 
act of ME letting go and diving in to try out 
my Faith!  What if I followed the example of  
three hurting children of the summer of 

2003?  What if I dove into my unknowns?  
Somewhere I know, like these children, that 
if I don’t make a habit of trusting, prison 
bars begin to grow inch by inch around my 
safe enclosure. 

 
  Often I need to find a place unlike any 

in my familiar world to try my faith out.  For 
example, I may walk the twenty feet from 
my back door to my studio and I know that 
as I practice my art, I will be putting my 
faith to the test.  Places that have grown 
fearful or familiar will take on a  new vi-
brancy because I am letting creativity carry 
me—I am letting God’s love flood me with 
images to paint.  Dare I say, His hand is 
holding up the small of my back as I rest in 
Him?  This enterprise of trusting God out in 
the art studio can give me the boldness I 
need when the big tests come. Much like 
graduating from a tad pole to an intermediate 
swimmer, each victory gives a person of any 
age a metaphor for their next big battle.  

 
Ask in prayer for insight about places of 

parallel trust that you could use to bring new 
victories over fear.  These arenas will trans-
late and begin to chip away at the most stub-
born and intractable fears we have packed 
around with us for years.  Just as I walk out 
my back door to paint,  I say to myself,  
“Breath deep, remember your way—you 
have conquered once and you will conquer 
fear again.”  This is so much better than the 
feeble vows we make on the heels of a fresh 
hurt—something like, “I won’t ever offer 
myself with such abandon ever again!”    

 
Trust me, I know that merely saying it 

never has worked toward anything good!  
Laura’s preschool kids knew that too!  I re-
gret that I didn’t get to meet any of the three 
kids.  Neither Laura or myself escorted the 
one young victim of abuse to her appoint-
ment in a courtroom to face the accused.  
But I know one thing . . . as she stood out-
side the big wooden door and took a deep 
breath she thought of swim-
ming lessons. 
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The crucible for silver and the furnace for gold, but the LORD tests the heart. Proverbs 17.3 
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 “Life  can turn on a dime,” I say to 
my daughter who is learning to drive. I 
look over at her; she is so young. I am 

not certain that she knows just how quickly life 
can turn around. So I tell her, “Be careful. Drive 
defensively.” 

 
“They told you about defensive driving, 

right?” I refer obliquely to the scare movies she 
has seen at driver’s education. “They told you 
about what could happen if you aren’t careful. 
They did, didn’t they?” She nods her head. “It’s 
not really you,” I wave my hand in the air. “It’s 
the others out there, the ones talking on cells 
phones, fiddling with the radio, or putting on 
mascara. You have to watch out for them. 
Since they aren’t watching out for you…that 
means you have to watch out for yourself... 
right?” 

 
 The car ahead of us is following too close 

to the car ahead of it. “See there,” I say. “That 
person isn’t going to get there any sooner. And 
they might not get there at all if they keep that 
up.” I toss out one-liners, “Better late than 
never” and “Better safe than sorry.” I explain to 
her, “It’s not that I want you to be afraid, that’s 
not it. It’s just that I want you to be careful, 
that’s all- You will be careful, right?” My daugh-
ter nods her head and tries to put a careful ex-
pression on her face. “Well good,” I say, “OK.” 

 
I feel pretty good about the interchange. I 

don’t think I’ve been too preachy. If you are, 
you know, it can have the opposite effect. I did-
n’t say all I could have and I didn’t mash the 
floorboard like a brake, except for that once. I 
think I got the message across. I think she will 
be careful. Maybe her life will run a straight 
course. Maybe she will avoid all those dimes, 

the ones that life can turn on so suddenly. I 
have told her things along the way to improve 
her chances. “Look both ways. Eat fiber. Study 
hard. Walk in groups. Floss.” These are the 
things I have said. Maybe we can avoid all 
those dimes. Maybe we can, if we are careful.  

 
 Dimed  If You Do and Dimed  If You Don’t 

 I am afraid of dimes. I am afraid that I or 
one of my children will step on one. If that hap-
pens, I know that our life could twist awkwardly, 
contort abruptly. The radius of a dime is only 
about 5/16th of an inch. (Yes, I measured) That 
is a tight turn. It makes me nauseas to think 
how fast it could happen. But I don’t talk about 
it much, not out loud anyway. Out loud, I talk 
about the weather; I talk about plans for the 
future. The more afraid I feel on the inside, the 
louder I talk on the outside. But when I am 
quiet and not commenting about the weather, I 
wonder, “Is there anywhere you can rest?” 

 
I get angry about it. Someone should clean 

them up. There should be some sort of investi-
gation, or a study. Yes, a scientific study should 
be done to eliminate all these dimes that life 
can turn on. We should develop some sort of 
policy about it, a new government initiative. 
We’ll call it ‘The War On Dimes.’ I, for one, will 
contribute $1 out of every tax return. 

 
But even if we had a nickel for every dime 

there is out there, the millions wouldn’t guaran-
tee our safety. Things can fall apart no matter 
what you do. Everything can be going along 
fine and then something happens that you did-
n’t plan on. The oncologist looks at you and 
says, “Its lymphoma.”  The husband lies. The 
employer says, “We won’t be needing your ser-
vices.” The drunk driver runs the stoplight. 
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 You will end up stepping on a life-turning 

dime sooner or later. We all know this of 
course, despite our interest in the weather. You 
can, by being prudent, avoid many of them. 
And by all means, you should be careful. Why 
invite more pain? But careful or not, your life 
will be eventually turned around, or turned un-
der. We are caught in a dilemma in this life of 
ours. It seems you are dimed if you do and di-
med if you don’t. 

 
I look at my daughter. I look at myself in 

the mirror. What are we going to do? How are 
we going to live in this dilemma of the dimes? 

 
Trust in God with All your Heart 

“Trust in God with all your heart,” Proverbs 
3: 5&6 tells us, “and He will make your paths 
straight.” I used to think this meant that God 
would guide me around the problems in life, 
especially the painful ones. But this is not true. 
A ‘straight path’ means a righteous path I un-
derstand, which can save you some of the self-
inflicted pain that comes from wayward living. 
But I have also come to understand that a 
‘straight path’ means you don’t avoid things. 
This path takes you straight through the dime 
field. It takes you right into the heart of suffering 
for the sake of giving. That’s where it took Je-
sus anyway,  and we’re supposed to be follow-
ing Him.  

 
So what is up with a straight path that 

makes you carsick. Is this Bible promise de-
signed to make you feel better? Well, no proba-
bly not. God’s purpose to make you richer, 
deeper; He is trying to turn you into a person 
who trusts Him. His overriding passion is give 
you Himself,  and through you, give Himself to 
the world. Only a trusting person can receive 
God. And that is what He intends to turn you 
into. 

 
God Is Turning Us Back To Him 
Life can turn on a dime. That is of course, 

what dimes do. Trials and sufferings turn you, 
and right in the middle of that twist in life, God 
asks you to trust Him. He is the one who left 

those dimes there, super-glued to the floor of 
life. We see those dimes as damnation. And 
they are, in the sense that they are God’s judg-
ment for a world turning away from Him. But 
hidden within the dark cloud of judgment is a 
silver lining of redemption. God is turning us 
back to Him. 
 

The redemption, however, isn’t what we 
would expect. We tend to think of redemption 
as something soft and passive. But it isn’t pre-
sented that way in the Bible. In the Bible, re-
demption is wrought through blood. We wear 
the symbol of it around our necks. It looks be-
nign, that twinkling little cross. We forget it was 
the means of a brutal execution. (Would you 
wear a miniature 14K electric chair as a symbol 
of God’s love for you?) 

 
God’s redemption is not meek and mild. It 

is not a warm puppy. Redemption is more like a 
hound that tracks you down and runs you up a 
tree until you are out of options. God’s redemp-
tion corners you; it surrounds you with relent-
less and fiery love. Redemption is bloody and 
heart wrenching, more like surgery than mas-
sage. It is a zealous redemption that pursues 
you. You think you are following God, but you 
find that He has circled back and is tracking 
you. He runs you right into the path of dimes, 
into a place where you would never go your-
self, into a furnace that purifies your faith. 
“These (trials) have come so that your faith--of 
greater worth than gold, which perishes even 
though refined by fire--may be proved genu-
ine…” Peter tells us in his epistle. The damna-
tion of the dimes ends up being the refining gift 
of gold; that is, genuine faith. 

 
When I look at my daughter, I admit I chafe 

at this whole idea. I don’t want her to be tested. 
I don’t want her to hurt, even if it means, as 
Peter tells us, that she is receiving “the salva-
tion of her soul”. Does God love her more than 
I do? Yes... I see that He does. He, in fact, 
loves me more than I love myself.  Yet I am 
afraid of dimes and spend much effort dodging 
them. I don’t go the straight path that God has 
for me at all. He puts a neighbor’s life right 
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 In this you greatly 
rejoice, though now 
for a little while you 

may have had to suffer 
grief in all kinds of 

trials. These have 
come so that your 

faith--of greater worth 
than gold, which per-
ishes even though re-
fined by fire--may be 
proved genuine and 

may result in praise, 
glory and honor when 

Jesus Christ is re-
vealed.  Though you 

have not seen him, you 
love him; and even 

though you do not see 
him now, you believe 
in him and are filled 

with an inexpressible 
and glorious joy,  for 
you are receiving the 
goal of your faith, the 

salvation of your 
souls.    



B a r n a b a s  L e t t e r  P a g e  6  

TTTT    he days were countless and felt unend-
ing.  The memorable first moment 

was when I was called into a team room with 
my manager from the HR Department to be 
told that ‘my services were no longer needed’ 
and kindly given, with a sympathetic smile, 
the gray envelope of “how to” for being un-
employed.  It had been more than ten years 
since the last time I had gone through this 
experience.   That time, it was by choice. 
Mine.  This time, it was someone else’s 
choice.  I was ten years older chronologically 
and professionally, and perhaps ten years less 
flexible to change and more rutted in my 
life’s routine. 

 
The days turned to weeks, which rolled 

into months and eventually lasted for over a 
year.  As I walked out of 
the door on that last day 
of cleaning out my desk, 
I knew beyond a shadow 
of a doubt, the “current 
reality” I was being 
sucked into was a God 
thing.  It certainly wasn’t 
my thing!!  As I endured 
the life of doing a job 
search, dealing with an 
identity plunge,  and 
growing through life 
questioning exercises, I 
knew I was on a literal 
trust walk. I did not 
know how to do the mo-

tions of needing help badly.  In the attitude of 
determination and stoic pride, along with the 
struggle of despair, sorrow and a loss of grati-
tude, there was a faint longing of wanting to 
learn the walk of trust. In the darkest of days, 
I’d find myself starting a prayer but listening 
to myself more in a chant than a prayer, with 
a rhythmic repetition of “I WANT TO 

TRUST YOU, GOD”, over and over again.  
It was like I was trying to stuff this belief into 
my heart like I used to stuff my mouth with 
my favorite chocolate candy bar, not being 
able to swallow and  thinking it could hold it 
all in one big bite.  Instead on both counts, 
I’d struggle to not choke. The chocolate bar 
was too big for one bite and the belief was 
too ill fitted for one faint and hopeless heart. 

 
 The year felt longer than 12 months for 

lots of reasons.  It was the infamous year of 
the 9/11 event.  Therefore, the question be-
came even broader and of grander scope, 
reaching beyond me personally but to the 
community I live in and the nation I call my 
homeland.  Can we trust you, GOD?  The 
personal questioning, I was going through, 
intensified and was being echoed by the 
world around me.  Everyone was coming up 
with answers for why and why not. 

 
 But as time passed, in unique ways, I’d 

sense God’s presence and voice through sto-
ries of kind friends who had testimonies to 
share of having been through their personal 
experience with unemployment and finding 
their way to the next job.  I’d sense His touch 
through a church sermon where the Spirit of 
God seemed to breathe a loud and resounding 
“YES, you can” in my direction. I kept hear-
ing an answer, an answer that I grappled 
with.  I didn’t understand the meaning of the 
“YES” answer or how I was to interpret it.  

 
“YES” to me meant all problems vanished 

and happiness returned.  Jobs were found, 
paychecks had my name on it  and were regu-
larly being direct deposited to m personal 
checking account.  Most of all, the good 
times were back and the nightmare was over.  
I was just dreaming, wasn’t  I?   However,  I 
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didn’t realize what my question was really 
asking nor did I understand what my answer 
was really responding to.  YES, I can trust 
GOD.  NO, I didn’t have a job, or a lead, or 
an ending date of when this torturous time of 
loneliness and loss was going to end.  I did 
not like the lack of comfort this reality of-
fered. 

 
 In God’s time, the circumstances 

changed and I did find a job which I am 
thoroughly enjoying, though it is only tem-
porary. From here, I have tried earnestly to 
remember that trusting God is not tied to my 
employment status.  Very soon, when my 

current temporary job has ended, I will be 
asked again to know GOD 
and trust in Him, without the 
opportunity of earning a pay-
check.  I ask myself, since 
I’ve just been over this path a 
short while ago, wouldn’t I 
have learned how to go 
through this valley with more enthusiasm 
and less daunting despair? Why doesn’t the 
old cliché work here, ‘practice make per-
fect’? 

 
The answer is still the same, YES, I CAN 

TRUST GOD?  However, I think the ques-
tion has changed to “will I?” 
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there in front of me. I zig. He asks me to exhibit 
His character when I am weary and depressed. 
I zag. He offers me a place in His church of 
hurting and sinful people. I veer off to a private 
inner world. Don’t volunteer. Don’t ask. Don’t 
get involved. 

 
Thank you very much God, but I’ll pass on 

the gold faith offer. I’d prefer option two, ‘the 
aluminum faith plan’. If I choose that one God, 
can I avoid being tested? Couldn’t I just get by 
with a smaller faith?  

 
But God has already answered that, if the 

sheer numbers of dimes tells you anything. He 
doesn’t often ask you to go around trial; He 
asks His children to go through them; the Red 
Sea, the Valley of the Shadow, the road to Gol-
gotha. He doesn’t promise it will be easy; He 
promises to go with you. He promises that as 
you go through it with Him, your trust will grow 
and you will receive the salvation of your souls. 
That will be like gold, He tells us. 

 
Love That Asks Us To Trust 

Someday my daughter must inevitably 
kneel down and look hard at those dimes. She 
will see, written in the fine print in the lower left 
hand corner; ‘In God We Trust’. That is the 
secret redemptive purpose stamped onto every 
trial and pain in life. God will be teaching her to 
trust Him with all her heart, even when it is 

caught in her throat from spinning. He doesn’t 
make trust easy, because He wants to make it 
real. He wants to be real for her. 

 
So instead of asking her to be careful, I’ll 

ask God to be full of care. “Would you go with 
her God? No one else is big enough to watch 
out for her; that means you have too, right? 
Would you do that Father?” I’ll ask God to 
grant her genuine faith. Being careful won’t be 
big enough, neither will her father’s religious 
one-liners. She cannot traverse the trials of life 
on such flimsy premises. She must have a faith 
that knows God’s redemption is bold and re-
lentless. She must know that God is present in 
all things and will never, ever, give up on her.  

 
This same straight path is before us all, 

strewn with trial, loss, disappointment and 
death. God left those realities there to turn us 
back to Him. He did not spare Himself any 
pains for this redemptive purpose, nor will He 
spare us. He loves us too much for half meas-
ures. The whole idea is a profoundly sobering. 
It is disquieting. In the end, it is a Father’s ten-
der love that beckons us to trust Him, take up 
our cross, and follow. He says He will lead us 
beyond the dangerous, narrow path and onto 
safer streets. I hear that at some 
point along the way, they turn into 
gold. I even hear that just around 
the bend, they lead straight into the 
heart of God.  

(Continued from page 5) 
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Upcoming Events opportunities and Current Events 

Date Event Facilitator 

To Be Determined Honors Path for Men GroupHonors Path for Men GroupHonors Path for Men GroupHonors Path for Men Group    1 1 1 1         
A ministry to sexually addicted men who want to 
walk a better path. Please call (704) 365-4545 0r 

email (info@thebarnabascenter.org) 

John Pierce 

To Be Determined Honors Path Spouses GroupHonors Path Spouses GroupHonors Path Spouses GroupHonors Path Spouses Group–  

See Box on side 
John Pierce 

Lisa Godman 

October 17-19, ‘03 Heart to HeartHeart to HeartHeart to HeartHeart to Heart    
For Christian Leadership ForumFor Christian Leadership ForumFor Christian Leadership ForumFor Christian Leadership Forum 

Roger Edwards 
Palmer Trice 

November 7-9, ‘03 Heart to HeartHeart to HeartHeart to HeartHeart to Heart    
Marriage Weekend in CharlotteMarriage Weekend in CharlotteMarriage Weekend in CharlotteMarriage Weekend in Charlotte    

Call the Barnabas Center for Details 

Roger Edwards 
Palmer Trice 

Jan 24, 2004 Parenting SeminarParenting SeminarParenting SeminarParenting Seminar    
Christ Community Church, Huntersville 
Call the Barnabas Center for Details 

Roger Edwards 

The Barnabas Center 
413-B South Sharon Amity Rd. 
Charlotte, NC 28211 
Tel: (704) 365-4545 
 

If  you 
are in a 
relation-

ship with a 
man who 
has strug-
gled with 
sexual 

compulsiv-
ity or are in 

a relationship that is recovering 
from sexual betrayal this group 

could be a good place for 
you.  Please call  (704-365-

4545) or e-mail 
(info@thebarnabascenter.org)  if 
you are interested in participat-

ing or getting more informa-
tion.  The start date and time for 

this group has not yet been 
established. 

Honor’s 

Path 

Spouse’s 

Group  

Return Service Requested 


