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I’ve struggled to write this post over the past few days. On one hand, I’ve been holding down a fort full of 

fevered and nauseous children, but it’s been something more.  I’ve struggled for the words that I would 

make public, for even in my efforts to be transparent and vulnerable, I recoil at what I need to share. 

Partly, I don’t want to sound like a whiner entreating sympathy or excuse, and partly it may beseech 

questions I don’t have good answers for.  I’ll try, because as I set out at the beginning, the leading that I 

sensed was that someone else needed to hear and know that they were not alone. It’s with that heart and 

intention I share this privacy. 

Everyone is broken. This is one fact of our fallen world. Some seemingly a bit more than others, but we all 

are.  We know this. Yet, I’ve not always been a gracious person. In fact, the character of my youth could 

probably be singularly described as graceless on so many facets. God has a way of humbling the proud, 

and breaking us in the ways that make us either whole or wholly dependent, and maybe in my case 

both.  I can only apologize for my poor bride, who probably suffers for the correction necessary in my own 

life.  

  



  

How does one cure a person lacking in grace? By making them 

entirely dependent upon it. In my case that has meant filling my 

quiver with some arrows that require special graces. The newer 

term I hear being used is “additional needs”.  Not to put too fine 

a point on it, we have several children on the autism spectrum. 

We also struggle with dyslexia, ADD, and sensory processing 

disorder, but I’m not even talking about that right now. Our 

brokenness has been named high-functioning autism and a 

special subset within it called PDA.  It is the thing that 

permeates and saturates nearly every moment of every day. 

Not because we want it to or because we get some special 

feeling by establishing our identity here, but because if we ignore it or try to minimize it, it will eat us alive. 

You can learn more about PDA here if you wish: https://www.pdasociety.org.uk/what-is-PDA/about-pda 

  

For our family PDA means: 

If anything in our routine changes in a day, we will pay dearly, perhaps for days to come. 

Therefore…Everyday is a new battle. Every small step of that day will be accomplished only with perfect 

finesse and with hyper-vigilant attentiveness to the details. 

Therefore…Everyone in the family must walk on eggshells. 

Therefore…‘Family time’ is usually stressful. 

Therefore…There are no relaxed days, and there is no rest on the horizon. 

Routine is mandatory for X’s stability. It is also the very thing that X will fight against. 

It’s not that X won’t obey us, it’s that often X can’t obey us. No one who hasn’t lived with X will understand 

this difference. 
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Others will view our misbehaving X and conclude that it is a parenting problem. 

Therefore…Humiliation lurks around every unseen corner. 

Therefore…Every day we feel like a failure. 

Grace is the air we breathe. 

We’re still learning how to breathe. 

Of course, none of this speaks to life the way that X experiences it, full of uncertainty and anxious 

fearfulness.  It is a life out of control and a constant barrage of signals and sounds beyond 

comprehension. It is panic. My dear child, how I wish I could rescue you from the cruel world in which you 

live! 

Grace. Some might say that erroneous theology is the biggest problem in churches today. Perhaps, but 

not in my personal experience. What God’s people so desperately need is grace in forebearing one 

another’s brokenness. No one knows this more keenly than those who know that they are broken, the 

some more than others kind.  The ones whose brokenness everyone sees, and will not be healed in this 

life.  Please don’t gossip about it, and don’t offer patronizing advice. A kind word is always welcome, they 

are in short supply. Appreciate the fact that when you are in need of grace, whether that day comes or not, 

these are the ones who will extend it to you. 

Admittedly, I wonder why God has called us into a life occupation with such a contrary condition. Our very 

livelihood depends on people’s perception of our competence and effectiveness and how exemplary our 

family is.  Neither are ‘stable’ nor ’routine’ adjectives on the top of the list for describing missionary life.  I 

think I mentioned at the beginning that I don’t have good answers.  I really don’t, and I’m mostly OK with 

that at this point. I do know this…grace. It’s what I hope can be extended to us, it’s the language I speak, 

the air that I breathe, and a sufficiency I can’t explain. 
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