








Copyright © 2023 by Jasmine Linette Holmes
All rights reserved.

Printed in the United States of America

978-1-0877-4716-3

Published by B&H Publishing Group
Brentwood, Tennessee

Dewey Decimal Classification: 152.4
Subject Heading: SHAME / GUILT / EMOTIONS

Unless otherwise noted, all Scripture references are taken from the 
Christian Standard Bible. Copyright © 2017 by Holman Bible Publishers. 

Used by permission. Christian Standard Bible®, and CSB® are federally 
registered trademarks of Holman Bible Publishers, all rights reserved.

Scripture references marked esv are taken from the English Standard 
Version. ESV® Text Edition: 2016. Copyright © 2001 by Crossway 

Bibles, a publishing ministry of Good News Publishers.

Scripture references marked niv are taken from the New International 
Version®, NIV® copyright ©1973, 1978, 1984, 2011 by Biblica, Inc.® 

Used by permission. All rights reserved worldwide.

Scripture references marked nasb1995 are taken from the New  
American Standard Bible®, copyright © 1960, 1971, 1977, 1995  

by The Lockman Foundation. All rights reserved.

Scripture references marked msg are taken from The Message,  
copyright © 1993, 2002, 2018 by Eugene H. Peterson.

Scripture references marked kjv are taken from  
the King James Version, public domain.

Any bold used in Scripture references has been  
added by the author to show emphasis.

Cover design by Jeff Miller, FaceOut Studio. 
Cover images by moopsi/shutterstock and MURRIRA/

shutterstock. Author photo by Mary Boyett Rooks.

1 2 3 4 5 6 7  •  27 26 25 24 23



To the faithful Black women in my life who 
consistently interrupt the message of shame.

I see you. 
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Introduction

Writing this book has been a constant battle with shame. 
Which, of course, makes sense, given its topic. It’s like 

that old saying about not asking God for patience—because as 
soon as you ask him, he’ll start giving you all kinds of opportuni-
ties to grow your patience through trials. Asking God to tackle the 
shame in my life was like inviting my good friend shame for an 
extended stay. 

There are so many ways that we could approach a book about 
shame. I have read so much on shame from therapists, researchers, 
and academics. I have been greatly helped by those volumes, and 
there is a list of them that I could commend to you. 

This is not one of those books. 
I am not a therapist talking to you about what shame does to 

the brain. I am not a researcher talking about how shame cripples 
so many areas of our lives. I am not an academic discussing the 
intricacies of shame’s presence in the Old and New Testaments. 

So here is who I am: 

I am a Christian and a pastor’s kid who is now 
raising children in that same faith. 
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I am a millennial who is watching her peers 
undergo deconstruction as they grapple with that 
faith. 

I am a woman and a wife who is trying to find 
her place in a society that seems so much easier to 
navigate as a man. 

I am a Black woman who has spent her entire life 
in majority-white evangelical contexts, trying to 
contextualize experiences for which language is 
still being developed. 

Sometimes shame is hoisted on our shoulders in one big trau-
matic event, like a big boulder. Other times it adds weight to our 
shoulders incrementally, one pebble at a time, to where we barely 
notice the escalating weight. In this book I’m going to give you 
examples of the latter, because I’m not a trauma therapist, rather, 
I’m a fellow believer who has had to learn the skill of recognizing 
incremental doses of shame that have not been met with the gospel. 
Said another way, if you start reading and you begin to think: Wow, 
these seem like trivial examples compared to the heavy things I’ve had 
to bear when it comes to shame, you’d be right. My goal, though, isn’t 
to dodge the “real problems,” rather, to help you see shame in the 
places you typically miss it. In short, I’m staying in my lane, and 
ultimately, I’m simply trying to paint in broad brushstrokes when 
it comes to the way the gospel speaks to shame, because it’s a part 
of the gospel I didn’t have eyes to see for far too long. I want to help 
you see it, too, especially in those small and seemingly insignificant 
experiences, and where you’ve been carrying it, I want the gospel to 
send it packing.
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I have been a Christian since I was six years old, which means 
I’ve known Jesus pretty much all my life. But I did not know until 
just recently that Jesus despised the shame that so often had me 
bound. 

In my mind, shame was a tool that Jesus was using to whip 
me into shape, or a by-product of the fact that I just needed to be 
trying harder. Shame was something that belonged in my Christian 
walk as a reminder not to step out of line. I viewed shame as a 
frenemy of sorts—it tortured me, yes, but, surely, it sanctified me 
as well. 

I must have read Hebrews 12:1–2 so many times before, but 
it wasn’t until I started staring shame in the face that some of the 
words jumped out at me anew: 

. . . let us run with endurance the race that is set 
before us, fixing our eyes on Jesus, the author and 
perfecter of faith, who for the joy set before Him 
endured the cross, despising the shame, and has 
sat down at the right hand of the throne of God. 
(nasb1995)

Despising shame. 
This passage is talking about the specific humiliation that came 

with being hung on a cross, of course, but it also shows us Jesus’s 
posture toward the power shame holds over humans in general. If 
he hated—despised—the most severe form of humiliation and deg-
radation this world can throw at a person, how must he feel about 
all the smaller forms of it?
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This idea that Jesus wasn’t the author of the shame hanging 
over my life like a guillotine? That was news to me. And maybe 
it’s news to you too. Maybe the idea that Jesus has not called us to 
shame, but to full-hearted confidence in him, rings dissonant in 
your ears. 

I’ve been there. 
Wherever you find yourself in life—whether you relate to any 

area of identity I’ve outlined, or you’re on a different trajectory 
altogether—I want you to imagine that this book is an invitation 
to sit at the table next to me. I’m not at the head, but neither is 
shame. Instead, we turn toward the One who sets a table for us in 
the presence of our enemies (Ps. 23:5). We sit at the table with the 
One who speaks words of life into the raging seas. We sit next to the 
One who put shame to its rightful death. 

I imagine a wide variety of responses to that proclamation. 
Maybe you’re on one side of the spectrum, saying, Heck yes! Shame 
is a thief and I am tired of having my joy stolen! Maybe you’re on the 
other side, rolling your eyes and saying, Oh, no. Here comes another 
self-help book that tells me I’m a perfect little butterfly who has nothing 
to change. Maybe your response is somewhere in between. 

Wherever you land in your first-blush response to shame, this 
book is an invitation to dig deeper. It’s an invitation to explore the 
story of the birth of shame in the garden, its eventual death on 
the cross at Calvary, and how we wrestle with its ghost until Jesus 
comes again. In part 1, we’ll talk about where shame comes from, 
the lies it tells us, and the lousy, exhausting, and fruitless ways we 
try to remove it from our lives. In short, it gives you a broad look at 
the problem. In part 2, we’ll talk about the truth the gospel teaches 
us in the face of that problem, and how Jesus offers us a far better 
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solution. And in part 3, we’ll talk about how to apply that gospel 
truth when we sense shame coming to haunt us in our daily experi-
ence, through the power of a few specific sources of grace in our 
lives. 

This book is not a comprehensive examination of shame/honor 
culture, or a contrast of notions of shame around the world. It is 
written from a very particular perspective—one I hope will encour-
age people who relate to the struggles shared herein. It will not 
be exhaustive, because the beautiful thing about the vast body of 
Christ is that innumerable perspectives exist to meet each and every 
one of us where we are in our walk with Jesus. 

It would be so easy for me to continue to focus on all that this 
book is not—all of the places where it’s just not enough. It just 
scratches the surface in so many ways, as so many books do. But 
rather than looking at this book like the be-all to end-all, I want 
you to look at it like the first step in a lifelong journey of grap-
pling with this big emotion. It’s the faintest outline of the picture 
you’re painting of what your life could be if you truly believed the 
soul-deep truth that we serve a God who will never cast us out 
(John 6:37). A God who sees all of the areas where we struggle with 
shame, looks at them more deeply and intimately than we could 
ever imagine, and whispers, “Mine.” 

Always. 
Maybe this is your very first step in the journey of believing 

those words. Maybe it’s meeting you halfway through your journey, 
or closer to the other side, even, than I am. But we’re all headed to 
the same place: deeper assurance in the matchless love of Jesus, who 
has covered our shame. 

Let’s get started. 





PART 1

The Beginning 
of Shame
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CHAPTER 1

Shoddy Fig Leaves 
That Can’t Cover You

My very first memory is one of euphoric happiness. Or at least 
it started that way. 

I was almost three years old. My mom was pregnant with my 
younger brother. We were sitting in her bedroom, Mommy on the 
floor, me on the edge of her bed, my hair box open next to me. For 
the uninitiated, the hair box was full of everything my mom needed 
to do my hair before day care every morning. Through the wonder-
ous eyes of a three-year-old, it was chock-full of treasures: hair ties, 
baubles, and clips in a rainbow of colors. 

Every day after school, Mommy sat on the floor in front of her 
bed and let me play in her hair. I would tie it into pigtails, clip in 
various hair accessories, and admire my artwork while she dozed in 
front of the evening news. I remember my excitement at waking 
her up to show her the beautiful styles I came up with, little legs 
kicking off the edge of the bed with unhampered enthusiasm. 



NEVER CAST OUT10

My mom would wake up and ooh and aah over my skill. 
Sometimes, my dad would come home and join in the wonder-
ment. My elaborate hair sculptures garnered the praise that any 
three-year-old yearns to hear from her parents. It made me feel like 
a big girl, doing Mommy’s hair just like Mommy did mine every 
morning, and doing it in a way that pleased her. 

On this day, I was feeling particularly creative. I dug past my 
normal comb, brush, and hair tie fare to the jar of pomade my 
mom used to pull my curly hair back into immaculate ponytails. 
I sheepishly held the jar over my mother’s shoulder, and she cast a 
sleepy eye in my direction and shook her head. She said something 
like, “You don’t need to use that, Jasmine.” 

That moment was the very first time I remember shame. That 
feeling of exposure and embarrassment. The lovely work of art I 
had planned was vetoed outright. With a simple no, I felt a cascade 
of .  .  . bad feeling. I felt the no in my marrow—it made me feel 
silly for bringing childish fancy into our very big girl game of hair 
salon. An activity that had been an intimate moment with “just us 
girls” before my brother came had turned into a (very gentle) repri-
mand that reminded me that I was still just a little girl, and not the 
boundless artist I had heretofore imagined. 

It would be years until I realized that this feeling had a name: 
shame. 

It would be even longer before I realized that this feeling would 
be a near-constant companion for the rest of my life. 

It cropped up the first time I told a boy I liked him, and he 
rejected me outright. Came again when I failed my very first test. 
Haunted me as I stayed up night after night replaying social inter-
actions that had gone wrong. 
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Shame is often associated with wrongdoing, but the older I got, 
the more I realized that I didn’t have to sin to feel shame. Toddler-
Jasmine wasn’t sinning by wanting to use pomade . . . she just ran 
into a boundary that made her feel . . . off. 

That shame grew old with me. It followed me down the aisle 
and into my marriage, perching watchfully in my first home and 
pointing out the dishes in the sink—the dust on the floorboards—
the unmade bed. 

It lurked in the room where I first found out that I’d had a mis-
carriage. I was ashamed that my body couldn’t do something that 
seemed so simple for so many other women: carry a baby to term. 

And when I did carry my baby to term, it buffeted me with all 
of the “shoulds” of early motherhood: baby should have a schedule, 
or mama should follow baby’s lead . . . baby should only be nursing, 
or mama should just stop trying to force it and move on to formula 
.  .  . baby should always have mama’s full attention, every waking 
moment of every day, but mama should not dote on baby too much 
or baby will be spoiled. 

There were shameful shoulds at home .  .  . shameful shoulds 
at work .  .  . shameful shoulds in marriage .  .  . shameful shoulds 
in friendships. Sometimes they came when I did something 
wrong—snapped at my husband, grew impatient with my baby, 
sinned against a friend. But often, they came when I hadn’t neces-
sarily done something wrong, so much as shown the frailty of my 
humanity: been too tired to make up my bed after being awake all 
night with my baby, not had dinner ready when my husband got 
home because nursing my baby was a full-time job, or fallen off the 
face of the earth in my most treasured relationships because I was 
consumed with learning how to be a mother. 
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Each time, that feeling was the same: humiliation .  .  . alien-
ation . . . the urge to hide. 

Womanhood and Shame

At the time of writing this sentence, I am heavily pregnant 
with my third child. My middle boy is almost the exact same age 
I was on that day when Mommy let me play in her hair. Now, I 
can imagine my mother’s perinatal exhaustion after a long day of 
work. I can feel the heavy limbs that loaded me into the car after 
day care, brought me home, and sat me on the edge of the bed with 
a hair box to keep me occupied until Daddy came home. Those 
little creations allowed her to doze after the exhaustion of teaching 
a classroom full of pupils while carting a melon-sized baby along 
inside of her. 

But if I told my middle boy no, he likely would have just 
kicked his feet, shrugged, and redirected himself without my tod-
dler ennui. My oldest, however, would have taken it to heart just 
like his mama, crumpling inwardly as the no signaled, not just a 
mother’s loving boundary, but the wrongness of a choice that I had 
almost made. 

I know because I’ve watched that exact feeling float across his 
face—the crestfallen crumpling of shame. 

I have three boys, and I know at least one of them will be able to 
relate to the shame-spirals of a sensitive heart. My focus on women 
in this book, then, is not meant to imply that men don’t also suf-
fer with shame; it is, rather, to hone in on the unique aspects of 
female shame in our current societal climate and evangelical church 
context. 
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The dictionary defines shame as “a painful feeling of humili-
ation or distress caused by the consciousness of wrong or foolish 
behavior.” Its synonyms include humiliation, mortification, and loss 
of face.1 

My dramatic flair—also a leftover from my toddler person-
ality—prefers a quote often attributed to philosopher Jean-Paul 
Sartre: “Shame is a hemorrhage of the soul.”2

That first prick of shame began when I was a small child, and 
the wound has been hemorrhaging ever since. 

Shame has always been a background noise in my life—a 
low and persistent hum, a companion who is more frenemy than 
friend. But as I grew into womanhood, that low hum became a din. 
So many of the messages that I imbibed about what it meant to be 
a woman of God were laced with shame and should. 

From “you should be married by now” to “you should be having 
children by now” to “you should have your career all figured out by 
now” or “you should only make a career of your children” . . . the 
cacophony blares in my ears. 

Or . . . it used to blare. These days, I’ve dialed it back down to 
the manageable hum. And sometimes, on a good day . . . it goes 
quiet altogether. 

Soul Awakening and Shame Awakening

But where did shame start? 
Not for me, but for the world itself? Where did this universal 

and crushing emotion come from? Does the world, like me, have a 
first memory of shame? 

Indeed, it does.
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Like my first introduction to the feeling, it all started with 
beauty. And it all started at the very beginning. 

Genesis is the book of beginnings. The God of the universe 
decides to begin the course of human history by breathing life, not 
just into the lungs of the first man in all of creation, but by breath-
ing life into creation itself. 

Even now, he invites mankind into the story he has chosen to 
weave for them before the dawn of time. 

Adam begins the lineage of humankind, handmade by God in 
his image. The entirety of creation tells of God’s glory—the birds of 
the air, the beasts of the field, even the rocks proclaim his marvelous 
handiwork. 

But mankind proclaims God’s glory in a different way—
through the stewardship of all that God has created, through the 
fulfillment of his command to “fill the earth, and subdue it” (and 
through the Great Commission that God’s Son has commanded of 
believers). 

In the beginning, God created Adam and Eve in his very own 
image (Gen. 1:26–27) and he gave mankind a unique purpose: 

“Be fruitful, multiply, fill the earth, and sub-
due it. Rule the fish of the sea, the birds of the 
sky, and every creature that crawls on the earth.” 
(Gen. 1:28)

That purpose was then followed by abundance and generosity: 

“Look, I have given you every seed-bearing plant 
on the surface of the entire earth and every tree 
whose fruit contains seed. This will be food for 
you, for all the wildlife of the earth, for every bird 
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of the sky, and for every creature that crawls on 
the earth—everything having the breath of life 
in it—I have given every green plant for food.” 
(Gen. 1:29–30)

And that abundance was followed with a boundary: 

“You are free to eat from any tree of the garden, 
but you must not eat from the tree of the knowl-
edge of good and evil, for on the day you eat from 
it, you will certainly die.” (Gen. 2:16–17)

In these few verses, we have all the ingredients for a soul-awak-
ening: life, calling, and limitations. 

First, we have life: in Genesis 1, God is about the business of 
creating something out of nothing. He takes the void and shapes it 
into vegetation, sky, sea, and animals . . . all culminating in man-
kind, the crowning glory of his creation. He made the body and 
soul of Adam and the body and soul of Eve—and then he gave 
them a purpose: to subdue and to cultivate. 

Our callings, then, are grounded first and foremost in our 
servanthood to the One who has made us in his image. Any talk 
of who we are must be rooted in whose we are. Our God is the 
creator of the world, and we were made to inhabit that world, to 
steward that world, to explore that world, and to proclaim his glo-
rious name throughout that world. 

And throughout time and history, we have done that in so 
many ways. We have investigated the world we live in, pioneer-
ing scientific advances in our thirst to know more about every-
thing from the tiniest cell in the human body to the biggest planet 
in our solar system. We have mimicked our Creator by inventing 
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everything from the very first wheel to the very first hoverboard. 
We have multiplied and filled the earth with myriad people groups 
of every tribe, tongue, and nation, and we have set our minds to 
bridging the gaps between every tribe, tongue, and nation by mak-
ing the Bible available in 670 languages. 

We have gone to great, jaw-dropping lengths to explore the 
world that God has made. It is surreal to remember that the moon 
David surveyed in the Psalms has been tread upon and those stars 
he marveled at have begun to be numbered. We have gone to the 
ends of the earth to proclaim the good news: what started as a small 
movement of Jews and Gentiles in Rome has literally spread across 
the globe, right to where I’m writing you from Mississippi. 

We image-bearers cannot help but follow the path that our 
Creator has set out for us. Even when we live lives of utter rejec-
tion to part of our calling (proclaiming his name), our thirst for 
knowledge, our bent for creativity, and our marveling at the world 
he has made screams that we were made in the image of someone 
bigger. 

It screams that we are constantly searching for the heart of our 
identity, that we yearn to be identified with something—some-
one—beyond what we can see. We mimic our Creator whether we 
acknowledge him or not. We seek him out whether we do so know-
ingly, unknowingly, or begrudgingly. And there is evidence of him 
all over the creation that he breathed life into. There is evidence of 
him all over us. 

But there are also limitations. Those limits define the bound-
aries of our existence. And those limitations are what gave birth to 
the very first moment of shame. 
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God created Adam and Eve in his own image, perfectly crafted 
to commune with him for all eternity. But, of course, they didn’t 
stay that way. Just a short time after God placed Adam and Eve in 
the garden and laid out their purpose in creation, that purpose was 
tragically derailed by something called the fall. That term sounds 
just like it’s supposed to. What it means is this: the first two sin-
less human beings ever created were walking uprightly—with both 
God and with each other. And then . . . well . . . they fell down. 

You know the story. Eve, deceived by the serpent, disobeyed 
God’s first law: “You must not eat from the tree of the knowledge 
of good and evil” (Gen. 2:17). Though she clearly knew this limi-
tation, she ate the fruit of this tree anyway and gave the fruit to 
Adam. And ever since then, the children of Adam, deceived by the 
sinfulness of their own flesh, have disobeyed God’s law. 

Entire commentaries could (and have) been written on just the 
first three chapters of the Book of Beginnings, but I want to focus 
on what happened directly before and directly after Adam and Eve 
disobeyed God. Here’s the state of affairs before they disobeyed: 

Both the man and his wife were naked, yet felt no 
shame. (Gen. 2:25)

Now, here’s the state of things right after they disobeyed:

The woman saw that the tree was good for food 
and delightful to look at, and that it was desir-
able for obtaining wisdom. So she took some of its 
fruit and ate it; she also gave some to her husband, 
who was with her, and he ate it. Then the eyes of 
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both of them were opened, and they knew they 
were naked; so they sewed fig leaves together and 
made coverings for themselves. 

The man and his wife heard the sound of the 
Lord God walking in the garden at the time of the 
evening breeze, and they hid from the Lord God 
among the trees of the garden. So the Lord God 
called out to the man and said to him, “Where 
are you?” 

And he said, “I heard you in the garden, and 
I was afraid because I was naked, so I hid.” (Gen. 
3:6–10)

Do you see the change? Before disobedience, Adam and Eve 
were naked, but they didn’t know they were. They didn’t feel 
exposed. There was nothing embarrassing about their existence to 
feel exposed about. Why would they be embarrassed? They were 
the only two humans on earth, and they belonged to each other 
completely as husband and wife. The only other being who saw 
them unclothed was their Creator. And so “they felt no shame.” 
That’s the picture of humanity before God when sin isn’t part of 
the equation: no shame. 

And then, after disobedience, they suddenly “knew” they were 
naked. They felt exposed for the first time in their entire lives. 
Embarrassed. In the wrong. Instead of “no shame,” what do we see? 
They hid.

And somewhere between that moment of disobedience and the 
moment of hiding, guilt and shame were born. But they aren’t the 
same.
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Unlike the nebulous feeling of shame, which can float into our 
lives for all manner of reasons (some legitimate, some not), the state 
of someone’s guilt is related to a specific wrongdoing: “the fact of 
having committed a specified or implied offense or crime.”3

Adam and Eve were guilty the moment they disobeyed God’s 
boundary about the fruit, whether they felt badly about it or not. 
Their guilt could be proven in a court of law: God said not to do 
x and you directly disobeyed him by doing x. There was proof, 
both in the eating of the fruit, and in the knowledge that came as 
a result. In short, guilt is a state of being, regardless of feelings. You 
either are guilty, or you’re not. 

Contrast this with shame, which, as we see in the passage above, 
is primarily an emotion and not a state of being. Shame is feeling, 
not fact. (Notice that Genesis 2:25 says they felt no shame.) The 
fact was that Adam and Eve had sinned. The feeling was the aware-
ness of their nakedness—and their nakedness was symbolic of their 
shame. Where they once had God’s approval wrapped around every 
bit of their existence, totally covering them, now they are exposed, 
and they feel that exposure. Said another way, shame was the emo-
tional aftermath of their guilty state before God. They were guilty, 
now relationally exposed instead of covered, and so they felt shame.

And so what do they do with such a feeling? Adam and Eve 
acted quickly and foolishly, hiding themselves from the God of the 
universe in the garden that he himself had created. They sewed fig 
leaves together to cover their nakedness and waited in fear for the 
coming of their Lord. 
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Shame Isolates

Adam and Eve were discovering a truth that would echo 
throughout human existence on earth: Shame hides. It isolates. 

Think of the illogic of Adam and Eve’s decision. They have 
been hand-molded by a loving Father who has given them every 
good thing. Yes, they have disobeyed him and breached the one 
boundary he has given them—they are guilty. But rather than 
throw themselves upon the mercy of a God whom they know is 
good (everything about their existence has proven this about him), 
they hide. 

And not only do they hide .  .  . they hide badly. They hide 
themselves in the garden of his creation and cover their nakedness 
with material that could float away at the provocation of one stiff 
breeze. 

Look back at the passage and notice how God pulls them out 
of their isolation. He asks a question to which he, of course, already 
knows the answer: “Where are you?” (Gen. 3:9).

As we heard before, Adam answers: “I heard you in the garden, 
and I was afraid because I was naked, so I hid” (Gen. 3:10). 

Here, also, we see the birth of fear. Adam and Eve had never 
had a reason to be afraid of God. He had not shown them his 
wrath—they had only seen his love. He had not shown his capac-
ity for destruction—they had only seen him as Creator. He had 
not shown them the meaning of the word consequence . . . but they 
knew they were worthy of one. 

Again, God asks a question to which he already knows the 
answer: “Who told you that you were naked? Did you eat from the 
tree that I commanded you not to eat from?” (Gen. 3:11).
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In his mercy, God gives them an opportunity to simply be 
honest about what happened and confess their guilt. Yet, in their 
shame, they pass blame—Adam to Eve, and then Eve to the serpent. 
Rather than stand with the woman whom he proudly proclaimed 
as bone of his bone and flesh of his flesh, Adam distances himself 
both from God (in hiding) and from her (in blaming). Rather than 
throw herself on the mercy of the God who created her, Eve blames 
the serpent for her wrongdoing. 

What was once a beautiful connection between God and 
humankind has been fractured by guilt, yes—by sin and wrongdo-
ing—and, by shame—the compounding of the emotional impulse 
to hide wrongdoing for fear of embarrassment. 

As Adam fears, all three of them—Adam, Eve, and serpent—
receive consequences. But even in the words of the consequence 
itself, God bridges the chasm of isolation that shame has created 
when he tells the serpent: 

“And I will put enmity
 between you and the woman,
 and between your offspring and hers;
he will crush your head,
 and you will strike his heel.”
(Gen. 3:15 niv)

In those five lines, God promises to set right everything that 
the first sin has destroyed. He promises that someone is coming—
someone who will eventually be born from this woman’s bloodline. 
And God promises the serpent that this specific “someone” born of 
Eve has a mission—he will crush the head of the serpent. You might 
try to strike his heel, serpent, and you’ll think you’re doing him damage, 
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but this coming Son of Eve will demolish you—and all the effects of 
what you’ve done—once and for all. Those of us on the other side of 
the New Testament have an idea of who this “someone” is. We have 
a guess at who would sacrifice himself for the guilt brought onto 
mankind through Adam and Eve’s sin. But at this moment in the 
story, the point is that immediately after their disobedience, God 
is kind and provisional: instead of leaving Adam and Eve in this 
sad state forever, he prophesies the death of their sin, yes, and their 
shame too. He gives them a consequence for violating a boundary, 
yes, but he also gives them a promise that the consequence isn’t forever.

A Covering

Have you ever had that dream where you’re going about your 
daily business—at school, at work, in the grocery store, on a stage—
and you look down and see that you are completely naked? 

It’s not a unique dream. I would venture to say that most of us 
have had it. There is something symbolic in the nakedness—the 
complete and utter exposure to people who have no business seeing 
us in the dry goods aisle at the local Wal-Mart strutting our stuff. 

Contrast this with the way that Adam and Eve started out—
naked and unashamed, remember?

But as we saw, eating from the tree of the knowledge of good 
and evil brought an end to that innocent nakedness. Adam and Eve 
now had something to hide: their guilt. And so, like all of us try 
to do at some point, they tried to cover their guilt with something. 
They wanted a covering to make the exposed sensation—the bad 
feeling—go away.

Remember the fig leaves? I can’t imagine they offered much 
cover from one another, let alone from God’s searing vision. But 
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God is kind yet again: he did not leave them in their fig leaves, 
throwing his hands up, shrugging his shoulders, and saying, “Serves 
you right!” 

He clothed them. 

The Lord God made clothing from skins for 
the man and his wife, and he clothed them. 
(Gen. 3:21)

Even as he drove them out of the garden, he covered their 
nakedness. He did not make the clothing out of thin air, with the 
mere sound of his voice, though he certainly could have. He cov-
ered them with clothing made “from skins,” meaning, animal skins. 
Given this detail, it’s no wonder many commentators believe that 
God made the very first sacrifice for sin right there in the garden, 
killing one of the perfect animals he had created to fashion cover-
ings for the shame of his children. After all, the Scriptures tell us, 
“the wages of sin is death” (Rom. 6:23)—even if the sin happens in 
a paradise like the garden of Eden.

Do you see how God’s fatherly kindness and provision extends 
to these rebels, even in their worst moment? God could have left 
them without a promise of future restoration. But he didn’t. Right 
after they rebel against him, he promises them all of this sin and 
shame is going to be fixed one day. What they did wrong, he would 
make right. And then, on top of that, when he could have just 
given them this promise—which was gracious enough!—and sent 
them on their way in their scratchy fig leaves, he instead gives them 
a temporary covering as they wait for the world to get fixed once 
and for all. 
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See, they already know that Someone is coming to repair what 
sin had marred. God had already promised that by the time we get 
to the animal skins. But our God is forever using symbols to teach 
his children. The sacrificing of that first animal which clothed Adam 
and Eve wasn’t merely a nice or utilitarian gesture (though it was 
certainly kind)—it was showing them a picture of how the promise 
would work itself out. It was showing them that the eventual sacri-
fice of the promised offspring of the woman—the “Coming One” 
(Heb. 10:37) who would crush the head of the serpent—would 
somehow not just handle the guilt and the sin, but cover us and 
clothe us in righteousness. 

Even in these first pages of the Bible, through the slaughter-
ing of an animal to cover Adam and Eve, we see God hinting at 
something important—something that might free us from all our 
failure and fear and exposure. And the hint hidden in the Eden 
story is this: there’s something about sacrifice that does away with 
our shame. 

And They All Lived Happily Ever After

And they all lived happily ever after, right? 
We all know the answer to that question is a resounding no, 

else several millennia later, I would not be sitting down to write the 
words in this book. Guilt still abounds in this world. I can’t even 
process the last twenty-four hours of my life without pointing to 
moments of guilt. And I bet the same goes for you. You and me, 
we still do wrong things. We still cross the line. Which means that 
we likely still feel this low-grade level of shame no matter where go, 
and no matter how many good deeds we try to do to balance out 
the bad feelings. And because of that shame, we are still hiding.
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Which, in turn, means we are still using fig leaves to cover our 
shame. 

Fig leaves are going to be a common theme for us. The beauti-
ful, fan-like foliage was Adam and Eve’s garb of choice once they 
had sinned. Never mind that God can see straight through our flesh 
and into our hearts—Adam and Eve at least had their swimsuit 
areas covered, right? 

We still find ourselves sewing fig leaves to cover the nakedness 
and shame that Adam and Eve brought into the world. Whether or 
not our moments of shame are brought on by personal sin and guilt 
(or sometimes by things that actually aren’t sin at all—but more on 
that later), we know that Adam and Eve’s original sin left its marks 
on our nature—and left shame in its wake. 

Fig leaves are gorgeous, but they make a flimsy outfit choice. 
Imagine being clothed in a fig leaf during a dust storm—a snow-
storm. Imagine being clothed in a fig leaf during a breezy day. 
Imagine being clothed in a fig leaf when it begins to brown from 
being disconnected from the plant that made it. 

Before we go on, let me ask you: What are your fig leaves? What 
do you use to cover up the shame you feel on a daily basis? What 
makes you feel less exposed in front of God and others? When you 
cross the line, make a mistake, or blow it big time, what do you 
reach for to make you feel better about your state of guilt? For 
example, when you pick the kids up late from school, do you do 
a bunch of dishes when you get back home to feel like you’ve bal-
anced the score? Then you’re probably a person who runs to good 
works to cover up shame. When you explode on your husband in 
an argument, do you drown out the mental accusations in your 
head with episode after episode of your favorite show? (After all, if 
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the characters on TV yell loud enough at each other, perhaps they’ll 
be louder than the voice in your head that’s yelling at you.) Then 
you’re probably a person who reaches for indulgence or escapism to 
deal with shame. 

We all have a way we cover our shame. In hopes you’ll be brave, 
I’ll whisper the question again: How do you cover up yours? Chances 
are, whatever it is you try to wrap around you in moments of expo-
sure or embarrassment, it’s a flimsy covering. It probably feels okay 
for a second—just long enough to take the edge off the bad feel-
ings. But it doesn’t last. 

Friend, that’s a fig leaf. And it’s a shoddy substitute for clothing 
before a holy God. 

And the same way that fig leaves are a shoddy substitute for 
clothing, shame is a shoddy substitute for repentance. 

What does she mean?, you might wonder. Great question.

Repentance or Shame?

Consider when Adam and Eve stood naked before God. When 
they were not just physically, but spiritually and emotionally bare—
he asked them, “Who told you that you were naked?” 

I would answer that shame told them, because shame is the 
impulse that made them hide their nakedness. As we’ve seen before, 
that’s what shame does—it drives us into hiding. 

If Adam and Eve had stayed hidden, they would have never 
heard God’s solution to the problem of their own creation. If Adam 
and Eve had stayed clothed in fig leaves, they would have never 
understood that they could someday be clothed in a better cover-
ing—a covering God himself would provide for them. 
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But they didn’t stay hidden. And they didn’t stay clothed in fig 
leaves. 

Instead of remaining hidden or running even further away 
from him in their sin, God beckoned them to move toward him. 
That’s what repentance is: coming out into the open toward God, 
letting him speak to your failure, deal with what went wrong, and 
exchange your flimsy fig leaf for a better covering. Repentance and 
shame might both have “negative feels” associated with them, but 
they are different. Shame moves away from God, which keeps you 
hidden in sin and left to a flimsy covering—your covering. Repentance 
moves toward God, who sets you free from sin and gives you a better 
covering—his covering. 

Shame on You

Here’s a natural follow question you may be grappling with: 
What exactly is the better covering? How does that shake out, exactly? 
For Adam and Eve in Genesis it was an animal skin, but how does it 
work for me, the Christian who feels shame for her sin all the way on 
the other side of the New Testament?

Glad you asked. The answer is just around the corner in a par-
allel chapter (chapter 4, to be specific), so stick with me.

Or, maybe you have an altogether different question. Maybe 
you’re wondering something more along the lines of this:

But what about . . . when I haven’t sinned? 

What about when shame comes, not as a by-product of wrong-
doing, but as a result of living in a fallen world and inhabiting a 
fallen body? What if we are ashamed because we are still single and 
all of our friends are married? What if we are ashamed because we 
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are infertile and everyone else seems to have an easy time having 
children? 

What if we are ashamed because we struggle with depression 
and anxiety and sometimes need some sort of help to climb out of 
the pit? 

What if we’re ashamed of putting our kids in public school? 
What if we’re ashamed of being stay-at-home moms? What if we’re 
ashamed of having a job .  .  . or not having one? What if we’re 
ashamed of our messy living rooms, especially when compared to 
the perfect living rooms of social media influencers, or compared to 
our own impossible standards? What if we’re ashamed of the limita-
tions that we have because of health or finances? 

What if we are ashamed, not because we have failed God’s stan-
dards as revealed in his Word (i.e., biblical standards), but, rather, 
the standards of others that exist outside the Bible (i.e., extrabiblical 
standards)? 

This is the balancing act then, friend. Recognizing when shame 
stems from sin that needs to be repented of . . . and when shame 
stems from extrabiblical influences that need to be renounced. 

Here’s the beauty, though: in both instances, the answer to 
shame is to throw ourselves on the mercy of the God who sees past 
our nakedness. 

Whether we are in sin and need to repent of the guilt that feeds 
our shame—or we are drowning in expectations that God has never 
had for us—he covers our shame. Every single time. 

But how, perhaps you’re still wondering. I’m so tired of living in 
the shame piling on top of me. So how can I enjoy this covering from 
God—both when I’ve sinned and when I haven’t? How does it work? 
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If it’s not an animal skin, what is the “better covering” God offers me 
when I feel ashamed?

Good thing we’re only in chapter 1. Because you’re standing 
on the precipice of an important epiphany. One where you realize a 
better covering is only one part of what you need to effectively deal 
with shame. What you need from God along with a better covering 
is a better image—and a better message, too. And when you realize 
just how powerful all three of these are when they work together 
in the gospel for your good, you’ll never be the same. Like a per-
son trapped in a mangled car that has crashed, heavy edges bearing 
down on you and refusing to let up, these three gospel truths taken 
together have the power to cut through the weight, like the Jaws of 
Life, and lift shame off of you. 

So don’t stop now. Yes, you’ve learned why a better covering 
is needed. Which means you’re already one-third through under-
standing the problem. Now it’s time to learn why you need a bet-
ter image—because the images you’ve probably forced yourself to 
be conformed into? So often, their native language is shame, and 
the power that keeps you locked into them is fueled by shame too. 
Which means they’ve got to go.






