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Prologue – God Isn’t Bothered by Your Fidgeting
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There is a picture that floats around in many churches, sometimes painted in watercolor pastels and sometimes printed on those stiff, glossy cards that get tucked into Bibles like bookmarks nobody asked for. It’s the same picture every time: a person sitting cross-legged in a meadow, hands open, eyes closed, breathing in the holy silence of God’s presence as if they were auditioning for a Christian yoga retreat. You know the one. Serene, still, everything perfectly aligned like God grades you on posture. The message is never spelled out, but it leaks in anyway: if you can’t sit like that, if you can’t turn your brain down to zero static, if your legs cramp or your thoughts go rogue or the grass itches your skin until you want to claw it off, maybe you’re doing spirituality wrong. Maybe you’re doing God wrong. Maybe you’re wrong.

That’s a hell of a heavy message to swallow if you’re neurodivergent. If your attention span is more like a squirrel on espresso than a monk in a monastery. If bright lights and loud worship bands don’t bring you closer to heaven but send your nervous system into red alert. If the sound of fluorescent bulbs humming above you hijacks your entire prayer life and leaves you wondering why everyone else can focus on the sermon while your brain has wandered off to catalog the six distinct patterns of blinking exit signs in the sanctuary. If the idea of joining a “quiet time” Bible study makes you want to laugh, cry, or run.

Here’s the first truth I want you to hear: God isn’t grading you on how neurotypical your faith looks. God isn’t bothered by your fidgeting. God isn’t disappointed when your prayers come out fragmented, interrupted, or blurted in between half a dozen tangents. God isn’t waiting for you to sit still before He shows up. If anything, God already knows exactly how your brain and body work—He was the one who knit them together in the first place—and He isn’t in the business of handing out demerits because you don’t match the worship style of the person sitting next to you.

I grew up hearing words like “reverence” and “discipline” and “quiet before the Lord” tossed around as if they were the only valid entry points to God’s presence. Don’t get me wrong—there is beauty in stillness, in focus, in contemplative prayer. But here’s the trap: when reverence becomes synonymous with stillness, when discipline becomes synonymous with long attention spans, when quiet becomes synonymous with holiness, then entire groups of people—people whose brains are wired differently, people whose sensory systems aren’t built for silence, people who can’t process the world in the neat little boxes others take for granted—get shoved to the side. We start to think we’re second-class Christians at best, broken or faithless at worst.

But read the Bible with neurodivergent eyes and something fascinating happens. God rarely speaks to people in the “standard” ways. Moses gets a flaming shrub that won’t shut up. Elijah hides in a cave and only hears God in a whisper after earthquakes and fire. Ezekiel gets full-on sensory overload with visions of spinning wheels and creatures covered in eyes. Daniel survives an all-night lion enclosure, which is not exactly what you’d call “peaceful meditation.” Paul is knocked off his horse with a blinding light and temporary blindness, which sounds more like a migraine aura than a quiet retreat. Even Jesus seems to meet people in wildly different ways—sometimes with calm presence, sometimes with loud miracles, sometimes by scribbling in the dirt instead of giving a sermon. It’s almost as if God has never required a one-size-fits-all model of spirituality.

That’s good news if you’re the kind of person who has been made to feel “too much” or “not enough” in church spaces. Too distracted, too restless, too literal, too blunt, too sensitive to noise, too resistant to long sermons, too burned out on endless group socials. Or not disciplined enough, not prayerful enough, not engaged enough, not emotional enough, not flexible enough to survive a marathon worship service without melting down. The church has been quick to hand out labels like lazy, unspiritual, or rebellious when in reality many of us are simply neurodivergent, living in bodies and brains that experience worship differently.

I remember sitting through a sermon once, trying desperately to follow the preacher’s three-point alliterated outline, when I noticed the pattern in the stained glass behind him. The colors weren’t random—they repeated in a rhythm, like a code. Suddenly I was hyperfocused, mapping the pattern in my mind, assigning numbers, realizing the design was symmetrical in a way that perfectly mirrored a psalm I’d read earlier that week. The entire sermon passed in a blur, but my spirit felt alive, connected, anchored. That moment became my prayer. Not because I forced myself to sit still and absorb the preacher’s every word, but because God used my wandering, pattern-hungry brain to meet me where I was. And it was enough.

Here’s the radical claim of this book: Neurodivergent spirituality is real spirituality. It is not a backup plan, not a lesser option, not a cheap knockoff of the “real thing.” Neurodivergent ways of praying, worshiping, studying scripture, and experiencing church are not consolation prizes for those of us who couldn’t hack the standard model. They are valid, holy, beloved ways of meeting God.

So what does that look like? It looks like pacing while you pray, letting your body move in rhythm because stillness makes your skin crawl. It looks like using doodles, stims, or Lego bricks as anchors while you listen to scripture because your hands need to be busy if your brain is going to engage. It looks like breaking prayer into rapid-fire bursts throughout the day instead of expecting one long uninterrupted conversation. It looks like memorizing scripture through song or rhythm instead of dry repetition. It looks like choosing churches with flexible service styles or creating new liturgies altogether. It looks like refusing to measure your faith by how well you mimic neurotypical practices, and instead measuring it by how deeply you connect with the God who already knows your wiring.

I need to say something else clearly: Neurodivergent spirituality is not about lowering the bar. It’s not about making excuses. It’s about recognizing that the bar was set wrong to begin with. Faith isn’t a test of whether you can sit through a two-hour Bible study without zoning out, or whether you can endure a worship service without melting down, or whether your prayers sound polished and poetic. Faith is trust, connection, relationship, encounter. Faith is stumbling toward God in whatever ways your heart can manage, even if your brain feels like static and your body won’t cooperate. Faith is Jacob wrestling with God all night, not Jacob sitting calmly in lotus pose. Faith is Peter blurting nonsense on the Mount of Transfiguration and still being loved anyway. Faith is Thomas needing extra sensory input—touch, sight—before he could believe. And Jesus didn’t scold him; He gave him exactly what he needed.

There’s a passage in 1 Corinthians 12 that gets quoted often in church: “The body is not made up of one part but of many.” Paul goes on to say the hand can’t dismiss the foot, the eye can’t dismiss the ear, each part is necessary, each part belongs. We usually interpret that as a metaphor for different gifts or ministries. But let’s stretch it further: what if the Body of Christ is also made up of different brains, different nervous systems, different sensory profiles? What if the Body of Christ needs the hyperfocus of an autistic theologian, the wild creativity of an ADHD worship leader, the sensitivity of a sensory-avoidant intercessor? What if neurodivergence isn’t a bug in the system but part of God’s design for a diverse and whole church?

This book is for anyone who has felt spiritually broken because their worship doesn’t look like everyone else’s. For the autistic believer who can’t handle the handshake line. For the ADHD believer who prays in bursts between chasing twenty other thoughts. For the sensory-sensitive believer who has to step outside when the band cranks the volume. For the believer who has been told they’re unspiritual because they can’t force themselves into “quiet time” without anxiety. For everyone who has wondered if they belong in God’s presence at all. The answer is yes. You belong.

Throughout these chapters, I’ll walk with you through practical adaptations—ways to pray, study, worship, and attend church that fit your brain and your body. I’ll ground these in scripture, because I believe God has already left us a trail of neurodivergent saints and practices if we’re willing to see them. And I’ll speak to you as someone who knows the frustration and shame of not fitting in, but who has also glimpsed the grace of God meeting us exactly where we are.

If you are restless, distracted, overwhelmed, anxious, blunt, burned out, literal, or sensitive—welcome. If you are creative, curious, detail-obsessed, pattern-seeking, and passionately alive when your brain finally locks onto something—welcome. If you have been told you’re too much or not enough—welcome. You don’t need to fix your brain to meet God. You don’t need to fix your body to worship. You don’t need to force yourself into someone else’s spirituality. God is already here, waiting to meet you in yours.

And here’s the kicker: once you start believing that, once you stop trying to force yourself into the mold of “good Christian” and start embracing the fact that your way of connecting with God is just as valid as anyone else’s, something shifts. Shame starts to lose its grip. Guilt starts to dissolve. Grace starts to feel less like a distant theological concept and more like the air you breathe. You stop apologizing for how your brain works and start celebrating the ways God shows up through it. You stop dreading worship and start anticipating it, because it no longer feels like a test you’re doomed to fail.

So here we begin: not with shame, not with guilt, not with the demand to sit still and be quiet. We begin with the God who delights in your restlessness, your noise, your tangents, your stim toys, your literal questions, your deep dives, your interruptions. We begin with the God who isn’t bothered by your fidgeting.
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Chapter 1 – The Myth of the Perfect Worshipper
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Somewhere along the way, most of us got sold an image of what a “good Christian” looks like. You know the one. They arrive at church early, Bible in hand, smiling but never too loud, shaking hands with exactly the right amount of eye contact. They sit perfectly still during the sermon, nodding at all the right places, maybe even jotting notes in a tidy leather-bound journal with no doodles in the margins. They bow their head for prayer, hands folded neatly in their lap, minds laser-focused on every word spoken. They sing every verse of every hymn or chorus without fidgeting, without zoning out, without losing their place. They stay for the fellowship meal afterward and navigate conversations with effortless grace. This is the myth: the perfect worshipper.

The perfect worshipper does not exist. But the myth of the perfect worshipper is powerful enough to crush real people who spend their whole lives wondering why they can’t measure up. The myth whispers that if you can’t sit still, you don’t have enough reverence. If you can’t listen through a forty-minute sermon without your mind fracturing into side quests, you don’t have enough discipline. If you can’t handle the noise of the worship band, the handshakes of strangers, or the flood of lights and smells in the sanctuary, maybe you don’t really love Jesus. The myth is cruel because it takes human neurological differences—ADHD, autism, sensory processing differences, anxiety—and reframes them as moral failings. And because churches rarely talk about neurodivergence, the myth often goes unchallenged.

Here’s the hard truth: the church has long confused conformity with holiness. It’s easier to measure external behaviors than it is to sit with the messy reality of internal differences. It’s easier to praise the kid who sits still in Sunday school than to recognize that the kid bouncing in their chair is also made in God’s image. It’s easier to reward the adult who never misses a Bible study than to admit that some people connect more with God in bursts of chaotic prayer while driving than they ever could in a fluorescent-lit classroom. But when we confuse conformity with holiness, we end up worshiping the myth of the perfect worshipper instead of worshiping God.

Think about Jesus’ ministry. He did not gather the most polished, disciplined, reverent individuals He could find. He called fishermen who smelled like fish guts. He called tax collectors who were despised cheats. He called zealots who wanted to overthrow Rome with violence. He called doubters, hotheads, and people who constantly missed the point. And He called them not because they were perfect worshippers but because they were real people. When He sat at the well with the Samaritan woman, He didn’t demand that she fold her hands and recite a neat prayer. He met her in conversation, full of tangents, questions, and confusion. When He healed people, He often let them interrupt Him, pulling Him off schedule, breaking the flow. Jesus consistently chose the messy, the distracted, the socially awkward, the ones outside the polished mold.

So why do so many modern churches still act like God is most impressed with stillness, silence, and perfect focus? Part of it is cultural. Western Christianity has long been shaped by Enlightenment ideals of order, reason, and self-control. The Protestant work ethic slid seamlessly into church life, and suddenly worship became about discipline and productivity as much as about grace. A good Christian was a tidy Christian, one who managed their emotions, their schedule, and their family like a well-oiled machine. Neurodivergence does not play nicely with tidy categories. Neurodivergence is chaos at the dinner table, tangents in the Bible study, restless legs in the pew, blunt honesty in the prayer circle. And so neurodivergent believers often end up either hiding themselves to survive or getting labeled as spiritually immature.

But the Bible never once describes a “perfect worshipper” as the model we should all follow. In fact, the Psalms—the largest book of the Bible, the prayer book of God’s people—are filled with prayers that are all over the place. Some are reverent and calm, yes, but many are raw, loud, scattered, repetitive. “How long, O Lord?” gets shouted more than once. David interrupts himself, shifts from anger to joy in the same breath, loses the thread and picks it up again later. If David were alive today, half the church would probably accuse him of having ADHD. And yet, God called him a man after His own heart. Not because he was polished, but because he was honest.

Here’s where the myth of the perfect worshipper becomes dangerous: it makes honesty feel like failure. If your prayer is honest but scattered, if your worship is real but restless, if your scripture reading is sincere but inconsistent, the myth says you’re doing it wrong. But God has always chosen honesty over polish. Jesus told a parable about two men who prayed. One prayed a perfectly structured, impressive prayer: “Thank you, God, that I am not like other people.” The other barely managed to blurt out, “Lord, have mercy on me, a sinner.” And Jesus said the second man—the messy, unpolished, stumbling man—went home justified before God.

Neurodivergent believers often find themselves stuck between two lies: the lie that we’re not trying hard enough, and the lie that God only shows up for those who fit the mold. These lies feed each other. The more we struggle to fit traditional worship, the more guilt we carry. The more guilt we carry, the harder it is to worship freely. And somewhere deep down, many of us start to believe that God is tired of us, disappointed in us, or silently wishing we would just sit still and behave. That’s the myth talking, not God.

The truth is simpler, scarier, and more liberating: God doesn’t need you to worship like anyone else. God doesn’t need your prayers to sound eloquent. God doesn’t need your body to be still. God doesn’t need your brain to focus for an entire sermon. God needs you. Your real, restless, wandering, intense, overthinking, overstimulated self. God isn’t grading you on neurotypical standards. God is meeting you where you are.

Let’s dismantle this myth piece by piece. First, the myth that stillness equals reverence. Reverence is about awe, about recognizing God’s holiness. Sometimes that happens in stillness, yes, but sometimes it happens in motion. King David danced before the ark with wild abandon, to the point that people thought he looked ridiculous. But his dancing was worship. His movement was reverence. Neurodivergent bodies that move, rock, tap, stim, pace—those bodies can worship in motion just as authentically as anyone worships in stillness.

Second, the myth that long attention spans equal discipline. Discipline in the Bible is about faithfulness, not focus. The widow who kept showing up before the unjust judge in Jesus’ parable was disciplined, not because she could sit through a lecture without distraction, but because she refused to give up. Discipline is persistence, not perfect concentration. For the ADHD believer who keeps coming back to prayer, even if it’s in bursts and fragments, that persistence is discipline. For the autistic believer who wrestles with scripture detail by detail, sometimes obsessing over one verse for months, that persistence is discipline. God sees faithfulness, not focus length.

Third, the myth that polished prayers equal maturity. Jesus Himself warned against long, polished prayers that were more about performance than connection. He said not to babble on like pagans, thinking they’ll be heard because of their many words. He told His disciples to pray simply: “Our Father.” Prayer is about honesty, not performance. So if your prayer comes out messy, distracted, or blunt, it is still heard. It is still holy. It is still worship.

Finally, the myth that community requires conformity. Churches often unconsciously reward those who can handle crowds, small talk, eye contact, potlucks. But the Body of Christ is not a social club. It is a diverse, messy, complicated family. Neurodivergent believers belong not because they can fake their way through a handshake line but because Christ Himself has made them part of His body. Fellowship does not require masking. True fellowship makes space for different ways of being.

The myth of the perfect worshipper is powerful because it taps into our deepest insecurities: Am I enough? Am I acceptable? Do I belong? The gospel answers those questions with a resounding yes. Not because you managed to fake your way into looking like everyone else, but because Jesus already did the work of making you enough. He already tore the veil, already declared you beloved, already made space for you at the table. The myth says you have to prove you belong. The gospel says you belong because Christ has made you His.

So here’s where we start: by calling the myth what it is—a lie. A cultural construct, not a biblical command. A weight that has crushed too many neurodivergent believers for too long. When you feel the guilt rising because you couldn’t focus through a whole sermon, when you feel the shame creeping in because your prayers came out scattered, when you feel the exhaustion of trying to mask your sensory overwhelm in church, remind yourself: the myth is not God. God does not demand perfection. God demands honesty. And honesty, in your neurodivergent body and brain, is already enough.

The myth of the perfect worshipper thrives in silence. It thrives when nobody names it, when everyone keeps pretending they’re fine, when people sit through church with tight smiles while their insides are screaming. But the moment someone names it, the myth starts to lose power. That’s what this book is doing. We’re naming it. We’re dragging it into the light. We’re saying, out loud, that you don’t have to worship like anyone else to be beloved by God.

And here’s the dangerous, liberating, gospel truth: the church needs your way of worship. The church needs restless prayers and stimming worship and hyperfocused scripture dives. The church needs the blunt honesty of neurodivergent believers who won’t settle for clichés. The church needs the sensory wisdom of believers who know what it means to navigate overwhelm. The church needs the creativity, the detail, the persistence, the passion that neurodivergent brains bring to the table. Without you, the Body of Christ is incomplete.

So let’s begin tearing down the myth, brick by brick, until what’s left is not the image of the perfect worshipper but the reality of a diverse church, filled with messy, beautiful, restless, beloved people worshiping in ways as varied as their nervous systems. Because that’s closer to the Kingdom of God than any watercolor picture of a serene person in a meadow will ever be.
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Chapter 2 – Noise, Lights, and Overstimulation
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Church is supposed to feel like a sanctuary, a refuge, a place where you can catch your breath and remember that God is still holding the world together even if your life is one bad week away from a total collapse. But for a lot of neurodivergent people, stepping into church feels less like entering peace and more like stepping into a sensory ambush. The fluorescent lights buzz with an almost demonic whine. The worship band cranks the amps until the floorboards shake. The greeters at the door are armed with too many hugs, too much cologne, and a grab bag of social expectations you weren’t warned about. The sanctuary is filled with chatter, children shrieking, microphones popping, PowerPoint slides flipping, and at least one person coughing like they’ve been possessed. And you’re supposed to stand there, sing joyfully, and be “blessed.” If you find yourself overwhelmed, shutting down, zoning out, or trying not to melt down—you’re not broken. You’re just overstimulated.

Sensory overload is real. It’s not weakness, it’s not lack of discipline, it’s not failure to “press into worship.” It’s your nervous system hitting the red line. Your body takes in every sound, every light, every smell, and processes them like a flood with no dam to hold it back. Some people can filter that flood. Neurotypical brains can push background noise into the background and focus on the thing in front of them. But many of us
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