Psalm 139
There is a little boy standing at the back of the church. He's been brought by his grandmother. The service has started, but he can't keep still. He rocks gently from one foot to another. He whispers questions—lots of questions. The organ is louder than he expected, so he covers his ears. During the sermon he notices the coloured light coming through the stained-glass window and becomes fascinated by the way it dances across the stone floor.
A few rows ahead sits an elderly man who has worshipped here for fifty years. He notices the movement, the whispering, the fidgeting. He sighs quietly to himself.
"Children these days," he thinks. The grandmother notices the sigh. She feels herself shrinking into the pew. She wonders if this will be the last time she brings her grandson to church.
After the service she apologises. "I'm so sorry," she says. "He's autistic. He doesn't always experience the world the way the rest of us do." The elderly man pauses. "I didn't know."
"No," she replies gently. "Most people don't."
That story, in one way or another, has been repeated in churches all over the country. Sometimes it involves autism. Sometimes ADHD. Sometimes dyslexia. Sometimes dementia. Sometimes anxiety. Sometimes someone who simply processes the world differently from the majority. Often, the difficulty is not the condition itself. The difficulty is that we expect everyone else's mind to work like our own.
This week, General Synod received a report entitled , ‘All Kinds of Minds’. It explores what it means for the Church to become more aware of neurodiversity—to recognise that God has created human minds in wonderfully different ways.
The report isn't about diagnosis. It's about discipleship. It's asking whether our churches can become places where people are not simply welcomed despite their differences, but valued because of them. And I couldn't help thinking of Psalm 139.
"For it was you who formed my inward parts; you knit me together in my mother's womb... I praise you, for I am fearfully and wonderfully made." David doesn't say God made only some parts of him. He doesn't say God carefully created his body but accidentally overlooked his mind. He doesn't suggest that God loves the polished, successful version of himself while merely tolerating the awkward bits. No.
God knows him and made him completely, to be exactly who he is. Every thought. Every emotion. Every strength.  Every weakness. Every hidden corner.
"You have searched me and known me." What a wonderful sentence. God knows us before we ever explain ourselves. Before we have to justify why crowds exhaust us. Before we apologise because words don't always come easily. Before we explain why eye contact is difficult. Before we admit that we can't read quickly, remember names, cope with change, sit still, or filter out noise. God already knows.
One of the most moving moments at General Synod came when Archbishop Sarah spoke openly about her own experience of living with dyslexia. She spoke not simply about the challenges it had brought but about the gifts too, and about the importance of a Church where people don't feel they have to hide the way God has made them. As she spoke, I found myself nodding along because much of what she described resonated with my own story.
When I was a child, my parents couldn't understand why reading was such a struggle. The words seemed to move across the page. They shimmered and blurred, and reading for any length of time actually hurt my eyes. I was taken to hospital several times because everyone assumed there must be something wrong with my eyesight, and I was given convergence exercises to do to strengthen my eye muscles!
Years later I was diagnosed with Irlen Syndrome, a condition often associated with dyslexia, and suddenly everything made sense. Those frustrating childhood experiences weren't because I wasn't trying hard enough; they were because my brain was processing the words differently.
Then, while I was chaplain at St George's School, the SENCO quietly asked me, "Have you ever considered that you might have ADHD?" I've never pursued a formal diagnosis, but the more I've reflected on it, the more I suspect she may well have been right. Looking back, I can even remember conversations during my time at theological college—what many clergy affectionately call 'Vicar Factory'—that hinted I might think and learn a little differently from others. For a long time I thought these things were weaknesses to overcome. Now I know they are simply part of the way God created me.
Not barriers to ministry. But part of the person God called into ministry. Because if Psalm 139 is true—and I believe it is—then God didn't accidentally create only part of me. God didn't knit together my body and then dropped a stitch when it came to my brain.  The God who called me knew exactly how I would think, how I would learn, and how I would see the world. And called me anyway. He called me as I am.
Perhaps that's one of the deepest longings of every human being. Not simply to be accepted. But to be understood. The report All Kinds of Minds reminds us that there is no such thing as a "normal" brain. There are patterns that are more common. But every mind reflects something of the creativity of its Maker. Think about creation itself. God could have made one kind of tree. Instead there are thousands. One kind of bird. Instead there are over ten thousand. One colour. One flower. Instead creation overflows with astonishing variety. Why should humanity be any different?
Why would we imagine that God delights in diversity everywhere except inside the human mind? Sometimes we speak about difference as though it were a problem God needs to fix. Yet Scripture so often suggests something else. The Apostle Paul speaks of the Church as a body.
Every part different. Every part necessary. Difference is not the enemy of unity. Difference is what makes unity beautiful. Someone described autism not as a disease but as another language.  "Imagine being born in France and everyone around you assumes you should naturally understand English. They become impatient because you don't communicate like they do. They think you're difficult when actually you're translating everything."
Because perhaps many people have spent their whole lives translating themselves in church. Commonly known as masking. Trying to appear like everyone else. Trying not to stand out. Trying to hide who they really are. How exhausting that is. And how tragic if the one place that proclaims the unconditional love of God becomes another place where people feel they must wear a mask.
Psalm 139 tells a different story. God sees beneath every mask. And loves what God finds. The report also reminds us that neurodivergent people often bring extraordinary gifts.
Some notice details that everyone else misses. Some possess remarkable honesty. Some think creatively, seeing connections invisible to others. Some have fierce compassion. Some have astonishing memory. Some ask the questions everyone else has been too afraid to ask. Every congregation has probably been shaped by people whose minds work differently.
Jesus himself constantly valued the people others overlooked. Again and again he asked not, "How can I make you fit in?" But, "How can I reveal the Kingdom through you?" That's a very different question. Perhaps the Church has spent too much time asking how people can adapt to us. Perhaps Jesus asks how we might adapt to love them better. That might mean quieter spaces. It might mean clearer language. It might mean recognising that not everyone learns by listening to a ten minute sermon.
The Church has always proclaimed that every person is made in the image of God. The challenge of All Kinds of Minds is to make sure our practice matches our theology. To become communities where nobody has to apologise for the way God has made them. Communities where difference is not merely accommodated but celebrated. Communities where Psalm 139 is lived as well as read. For the God who formed our bodies also formed our minds. The God who knows our thoughts before we speak them also delights in the wonderfully varied ways those thoughts arise. And if God has looked upon each one of us and declared, "You are wonderfully made," then surely the Church should be the first place where every person hears and experiences that same truth.
Let us pray
Loving God, Thank you that each one of us is fearfully and wonderfully made. Help us to see one another as you see us, not through the lens of difference, but through the eyes of love. Make your Church a place where every person is welcomed, every gift is valued, and every voice is heard. Teach us to celebrate all the ways your image is reflected in your people, so that together we may reveal more of your Kingdom. Through Jesus Christ our Lord.
Amen.


Intercessions for 8.30
In union with Christ and in the power of the Spirit let us pray to the Father.
The seed of your kingdom is forever being sown into our lives and into your world, O God. Yet it does not always find good soil.
Sometimes our hearts become hardened by habit. Sometimes our faith remains shallow. Sometimes fear and distraction choke the life you long to grow within us.
So we ask: break up the hard ground of our hearts, deepen our faith, and clear away whatever prevents your love from flourishing.
Lord, in your mercy, hear our prayer.
We pray for your Church throughout the world, and especially for the Church of England. We thank you for all who have recently served on General Synod; for bishops, clergy and laity who have prayed, listened and wrestled together with difficult decisions. Grant them wisdom, humility and grace. Where there are differences of opinion, give patience. Where there is uncertainty, give courage. Where there is hope, let it bear lasting fruit, so that your Church may reflect the generous welcome of Christ.

Lord, in your mercy, hear our prayer.
Creator God, we thank you for the beauty and abundance of your world. As the Church commits itself to restoring and caring for creation through the vision of the 30 by 30 rewilding project, help us to be faithful stewards of the land you have entrusted to us. Teach us to cherish woodlands and rivers, fields and hedgerows, creatures great and small, knowing that all creation declares your glory.
May we tread gently upon the earth, so that future generations may rejoice in its goodness and join in the song of praise with all living things.
Lord, in your mercy, hear our prayer.
We pray for our communities. For schools preparing for the summer holidays... for families who are weary... for those who feel unseen or unheard... for those who find everyday life more difficult than others realise. Help us to notice one another with compassion rather than judgement, to listen before we speak, and to make space for every person to belong and flourish.
May our churches become places where hospitality is offered freely, friendships grow deeply, and no one doubts that they are precious in your sight.

Lord, in your mercy, hear our prayer.
We remember before you all who suffer today.
Those who are ill in body, mind or spirit...
those living with anxiety or loneliness...
those caring for loved ones...
those who grieve...
and all whose burdens are known only to you.
In a moment of silence, we hold them before your loving presence.
Bring healing where there is pain, hope where there is despair, and peace that passes understanding.
Lord, in your mercy, hear our prayer.
Loving God, Thank you that each one of us is fearfully and wonderfully made. Help us to see one another as you see us, not through the lens of difference, but through the eyes of love. Make your Church a place where every person is welcomed, every gift is valued, and every voice is heard.
Teach us to celebrate all the ways your image is reflected in your people, so that together we may reveal more of your Kingdom.
Merciful Father, accept these prayers…………
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