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Malchuyot, the topic of my reflection, is about God’s sovereignty over us. The words “sovereignty” and “Kingship” in any context, but particularly in thinking about God, stick in my throat.  Growing up attending a large, Reform synagogue here in Baltimore, we never bent or bowed or made any physical movements suggestive of submission to a higher power.  No – we stood there ramrod straight. It was as if doing otherwise was like admitting that control lies outside our realm, which would have been unthinkable. As if we would be relinquishing freethinking. As if prayer, as some in the media spotlight of late apparently believe, would be sufficient to solve the budget crisis and other crucial policy matters.  

Yet, here I am today. A member of this wonderful community of Reconstructionist Jews, who not only bend and bow, but some of whom just a few moments ago, lay prostrate on the floor. How have I come to this? Am I not embarrassed? Am I not self-conscience? Should I wear a mask when I walk through the doors to the shul? And why do I keep coming back?

I feel I am not alone in my struggle to understand what compels me to seek out this community and to search my deepest thoughts and feelings for understanding and inner peace.  I have spent many hours in the last weeks studying Malchuyot and thinking about what it means to me.  After much searching and thinking and Googling, I realized that I already knew the answer that satisfied me, but I kept seeking affirmation, as I still and perhaps will always remain unsure and unsteady on my Jewish feet. 

This summer, within a minute of reading Rabbi Liz’s email asking if I would speak on this topic, I agreed. I agreed so readily because I immediately connected the idea of “sovereignty” with my lifelong held belief – not in some all powerful, king-like being – but rather that I am a part of something far larger than myself. I believe in God as the connections among us that give us the collective power to Do Good, Be Strong, and Create an Entire World for ourselves. And I believe in finding wonder and awe in this world in which we live, and I am humbled by my infinitesimally small place in it. Once I even left a job because I did not feel that my role sufficiently contributed to something larger than my own personal sphere or interests. It is not a coincidence that I have chosen a career in public service.

While we have control over our thoughts and actions, I suppose I am beginning to understand that we bow in recognition of the awesomeness of the universe and the very fact of our existence. As one Reconstructionist Rabbi put it, “It is the invitation to let go of the illusion of control.”  And by letting go, we “make room within ourselves for reflection, room for humility, room for power, room to think and be impacted by other’s words.” The author of those words suggested that one could think of God as any or all of those forces. 

In another context entirely, Albert Einstein wrote: A human being is a part of the whole, called by us the “Universe,” a part limited in time and space. He experiences himself, his thoughts and feelings as something separate from the rest ~ a kind of optical delusion of his consciousness. This delusion is a kind of prison for us, restricting us to our personal desires and to affection for a few persons nearest to us.

Our task must be to free ourselves from this prison by widening our circle of compassion to embrace all living creatures and the whole of nature in its beauty. Nobody, continued Einstein, is able to achieve this completely, but the striving for such achievement is in itself a part of the liberation, and a foundation for inner security.

Mary Oliver’s poem, Wild Geese, also speaks to this notion:


You do not have to be good.
You do not have to walk on your knees
for a hundred miles through the desert repenting.
You only have to let the soft animal of your body
love what it loves.
Tell me about despair, yours, and I will tell you mine.
Meanwhile the world goes on.
Meanwhile the sun and the clear pebbles of the rain
are moving across the landscapes, 
over the prairies and the deep trees,
the mountains and the rivers.
Meanwhile the wild geese, high in the clean blue air,
are heading home again.
Whoever you are, no matter how lonely, 
the world offers itself to your imagination,
calls to you like the wild geese, harsh and exciting  
over and over announcing your place 
in the family of things.

In my personal and professional lives, I hold myself to a ridiculously high standard. I work hard to control every aspect of my life and as my children and husband would probably tell me, theirs too. And I won’t change. But I think Einstein and the other voices are right: there is a freedom in accepting and indeed cherishing the tiny-ness of our own selves, the awesomeness of the universe, the connections between us, and to forgive ourselves for not being in control.

[bookmark: _GoBack]So perhaps this is, after all, a force to which I can bend and bow.  Perhaps I will feel freedom wash over me if next year during the Grand Aleynu I choose to bend to the ground in recognition of these powers. Perhaps next year I will find out.  
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