
Sean became an official Texan a few weeks ago.  Because paperwork related to an adoption can be more easily retrieved from Austin, Texas than Tambov, Russia, we took the additional step of legally adopting Sean in the State of Texas.  This allows us to obtain a Texas birth certificate for him.  Along with about a dozen other families, we stood before a State District Judge in Fort Worth to testify concerning our intention to take responsibility for Sean.  She reminded us that we were taking on both a moral and legal responsibility toward him with the granting of adoption, congratulated us, and held him in her lap for a picture.

Actually, Sean became a United States citizen the moment that he passed through the U.S. border in our custody.  Weeks ago we received his Certificate of Citizenship and the all-important Social Security Card.  In an instant, he became heir to all of the privileges and protections that U.S. citizenship carries.  He will be entitled to vote in his first Presidential election in 2024.

I am still amazed at how quickly his life and his future have changed.  I wonder if he will ever be able to fully appreciate the impact that adoption has had on his life; from orphan to son and brother, from isolation to family, from a dim future to promise, from unwanted to loved.  In a matter of days his entire journey became re-routed.  I am not worried about whether he can understand it all; I just hope that he can enjoy and take advantage of his new life.

All of this has made me ponder my own status as an adopted child of God.  As I look at Sean, I wonder if God looks at me with similar eyes.  The New Testament specifically states that God has adopted us as His children, He has given us “a spirit of adoption as sons by which we cry out, "Abba! Father!"  (Rom. 8:15)  Other passages imply the fact of adoption, for example, “But as many as received Him, to them He gave the right to become children of God, even to those who believe in His name.” (John 1:12)

Do we ever fully appreciate the impact that adoption has upon our lives?  We move from death to life, hopelessness to hope, spiritual poverty to wealth, orphans to children of God and “joint-heirs with Christ.”  In a moment, our entire spiritual journey becomes re-routed.  I don’t know if we ever completely understand what has happened to us, and I am not sure that God worries much about that.  I think He is more interested that we take advantage of the new life that grace brings.

 I do not want Sean to grow up believing that he owes me something for “rescuing” him from a foreign orphanage.  The joy that his quick smile brings to my heart and the happiness that his presence in our family brings to us more than compensate for any effort we made to bring him into our family.  I am amazed at how quickly he became “my own,” and I would never want him to consider our relationship any other way.

I have to believe that God feels the same way about me.  We often feel that we should serve God out of obligation, living with the sense that we owe him something for which we can never adequately pay.  Or even worse, we might live with the fear that He would disown us completely.  Surely, my presence in His family brings a sense of satisfaction to His heart.  This casts new light upon worship and prayer, because I am certain that hearing my voice in praise and prayer brings joy to His heart simply because it is the voice of His child.


Being an adoptive father has taught me something about being an adopted child.  Certainly, God has rescued me and I will always feel tremendous gratitude for His grace.  But I am also certain that His love for me extends beyond the act of rescue to the joy of personal relationship.  I am not a guest in His kingdom, I am part of the family, safe in the knowledge that hearing my voice and being in His presence brings joy to His heart, and secure in the fact that I will always be His child.
