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One of the most memorable images to remain with us from the Kennedy presidency is a poignant photo of the 
president with his two children, taken near the height of the Cuban missile crisis. Kennedy is surrounded by all of the 
familiar trappings of the Oval Office: the formidable desk, mounds of paperwork, busts of presidents-past looking on 
with weighty scrutiny. But his focus is on none of those things; he is hunched in rapt attentiveness toward the 
toddlers in his lap. The moment is so private and tender as to leave us feeling almost invasive as onlookers. The 
most powerful man in the world, at one of the tensest moments in history, lost in conversation with little John and 
Caroline. 
What does it mean for us to be children of the King at the same time that we are citizens of the kingdom? That 
picture of JFK with his children is a faithful picture of the intimacy and access we now have to the King of kings. 
• He calls us His sons and daughters (1 John 3:1). 
• We know Him on intimate terms; we cry, "Abba, Father!” — the equivalent of "Daddy!" (Romans 8:14-17). 
• We enjoy unhindered access to Him (Ephes. 3:12). 
• He pays unceasing attention to our every need (Matthew 7:7; Matthew 21:22). 
• He scoops us into His loving embrace (Isaiah 40:11). 
• We are the object of His unwavering affection (Zeph. 3:17).  
Does, then, the category of subject-of-the-king no longer apply? 
Certainly it does. So many aspects of the Christian life must be held in tension. Is Jesus God or man? Well, both. Is 
the Christian life God's work in me or my wholehearted response to Him? Both. Is God sovereign and in control, or 
do my prayers make a difference? Both. Is it my old sin nature that still controls me or the new man in Christ? Again, 
both. 
The same tension surrounds this discussion. As followers of Christ, we are both sons and subjects, children and 
citizens. We enjoy amazing intimacy with God through Christ, knowing and delighting in Him as a son enjoys the 
precious company of his own father. And yet this God remains the holy King, worthy of our breathless awe, 
unceasing respect, and immediate obedience. 
Never should our subservience to a holy God twist our faith into fearful conformity to a bunch of laws and rules. This 
holy God is loving. But neither should our intimacy with God become license for spiritual casualness or moral 
smudginess. This loving God is holy. In the end, our relationship with God is one that is so much fuller and more 
meaningful than either simple sonship or mere subjection. 
Last week our family was sitting around the dinner table when my oldest son, Brandon, asked if we could watch a 
video during dinner. "Of course not!" I laughed. "We never watch videos during dinner, you goose!" 
He playfully pressed the issue. "I've got an idea. Let's vote on it. There are four kids and two parents. That would be 
four to two — majority rules." 
"That's true, Brand. You are absolutely right — if our family were a democracy. But it's not. It 's more of a benevolent 
dictatorship. Do you know what that means?" 
"Yeah," he said, grinning. "It means we're not going to be watching a video during dinner." 
Intimacy and holiness are not at odds. I love Brandon unwaveringly; I also have the last word with him. 
A few days later my second son, Sean, ignored something I had asked him to do. As a consequence I asked him to 
write me a note of apology, which he glumly set about doing. After about 10 minutes he came in with a look of tender 
contrition and a carefully printed note: "Dear Dad, I'm sorry for getting distracted. I love you so much. Love, Sean." 
I read the note, threw my arms wide, and gave him a kiss. "Sean," I said, repeating the words we use every time we 
discipline our kids, "I love you always, always, no matter what you do. There is nothing you could ever do to make 
me love you less — or more." 
Again, intimacy and holiness are not at odds. I have the last word with Sean; I also love him dearly. 
God is Father; God is King. We are subjects; we are sons. We occupy both His lap and the space at His feet. 


