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Obstacles to Grace 
 

“For I am sure that neither death nor life, nor angels nor rulers, nor things present nor things  
to come, nor powers, nor height nor depth, nor anything else in all creation, will be able to  

separate us from the love of God that is in Christ Jesus our Lord.” Romans 8:38-39 
 
As a pastor, I sometimes have the experience of people putting me on a pedestal. It seems like many believe that 
when I was ordained, God must have instantly removed every sinful thought or desire from me and made my life 
perfect. I can assure you, that’s not true. One experience in my life makes that painfully clear. 
 
In the spring of 2000, my wife Gwen was pregnant with our third child. Our 7-year-old son Andy and 5-year-old 
daughter Katie were looking forward to having a new baby brother or sister. As Gwen’s pregnancy went along, it 
came time for us go to the doctor’s office to hear the baby’s heartbeat for the first time. We were so excited! We 
brought our kids along for the event, and when we got there, the nurse took us all back to a room for the ultrasound. 
I remember the technician putting the gel all over Gwen’s abdomen, and our whole family watched the screen as 
she moved the wand around to find the baby. But as she kept moving the wand around for several minutes Gwen 
and I could tell that the technician was growing uneasy. My wife and I began to exchange worried glances, and I 
squeezed her hand. The technician finally said, “Let me ask the doctor to come in here. I’m just having a little trouble, 
and he’s better at this than I am.” 
 
My attention very quickly went to our kids, who were still blissfully unaware of what was really happening. I said, 
“How about I just take the kids out to the waiting room and read to them for a bit?” I gave my wife a kiss, and 
squeezed her hand again, and had to leave my wife alone in the examination room to hear whatever news the 
doctor was going to tell her. 
 
The doctor examined her and confirmed that although Gwen was indeed pregnant, the sack had developed, but 
the baby never did. He scheduled a procedure to confirm his findings and to evacuate the contents to do genetic 
testing to see what went wrong. We were told it was a problem with one of our genes that resulted in the baby 
never developing. He then scheduled a time for us to go in and see a genetic counselor to explain it to us, and to 
inform us whose gene had carried the abnormality. I did NOT want to go. 
 
I remember the morning we were supposed to go to see the genetic counselor. I was irritable and the littlest things 
became a fight. I was asking Gwen why we had to go. What difference would it make? The odds were something 
like 1 in 5,000 that this would happen again. And knowing whose gene it was wouldn’t change that. All I could think 
of was I didn’t want the doctor to say this was my fault. And I didn’t want him to say it was Gwen’s fault, either. So 
as we drove to the genetic counselor I bickered, and complained, and was just generally unpleasant. Suddenly, my 
wife yelled, “That’s it! Stop the car!” I was shocked, but I pulled over to the side. She got out and said, “I’ve had it. 
I’m walking home!” As she started off, I realized what a jerk I had been. Yes, I was hurting, but I wasn’t the only one. 
I eventually convinced her to get back in the car, and we went on to the appointment. But I felt terrible that I had 
only been thinking of myself and my feelings instead of considering my wife’s pain and putting her first. 
 
People tend to think that pastors have it all together, that they have overcome their sin and shortcomings. But I’ll 
let you in on a little secret. Pastors are sinners just like everyone else, desperately in need of God’s grace. Even the 
Apostle Paul told us how he constantly struggled with sin. 
 
In Romans 7:15 Paul tells us “For I do not understand my own actions. For I do not do what I want, but I do the very thing I 
hate.” But he goes on in verses 24-25: “Wretched man that I am! Who will deliver me from this body of death? Thanks be 
to God through Jesus Christ our Lord!” 
 
Yep, as long as you and I are in these bodies, living on this earth, we’re going to struggle with sin. And sin will try 
to do what it always does—separate us from God, from the people around us, and even make us dislike ourselves. 
 
But Christ came to restore those relationships. His Grace overcame our sin, and it has the power to restore our 
relationships with God, with others, and even with self. And I want to encourage you, when sin tries to break your 
relationship with God or with those around you, ask the Holy Spirit to give you courage to seek forgiveness and 
restoration. 
 
Believe me, after the way I acted that day in the car, I had to ask for forgiveness not just from my wife, but from the 
Lord, as well. And yes, I even had to forgive myself for the way I acted. I’ve had to come to grips with the fact that 
I will never be a perfect man in this life. I will always have to depend on the grace of God to forgive and to restore 
relationships that I end up breaking. But I have come to the same conclusion as the Apostle Paul.  
 
Romans 8:38 “For I am sure that neither death nor life, nor angels nor rulers, nor things 
present nor things to come, nor powers, nor height nor depth, nor anything else in all 
creation, will be able to separate us from the love of God that is in Christ Jesus our Lord.” 
 

De Colores! 

Bill Boyce 

Bill is pictured with his wife, Gwen, and their daughter, 
Kellie, who was born in 2002 after the miscarriage   

 


