Thoughts on Submission

I've been musing on the concept of submission.  It's something we rarely if ever actually discuss and it's something that's possibly a source of discomfort and certainly a source of misunderstanding.  George Fox mentions it in connection with submitting to the Light and Rex Ambler has refreshed those references in his books.

Submission is a prominent part of Islam with God's repeated commands to the Prophet to submit and in the daily prayers required where the physical bowing to the earth is a constant reminder.  Still, I suspect that many in Islam don't  understand it deeply as we probably don't either in Christianity.

There are no doubt cogent reasons for apprehension about submission.  The idea is widely distorted and abused.  It's often promoted as a social control with someone in power requiring submission from others.  This might be seen in submission to the Church and it's human representatives, submission to ideas (doctrine) of simply social customs as societies may require submission of women.

Even if we contemplate submission only to God there is ample room for misunderstanding.  As a stereotype we might see a Muslim who takes pride in his regularity of worship.  This doesn't seem to me to be submission and humility, but an expansion of pride.  Quakerism preserves the conditions for true submission to God in its manner of worship since it can only be clearly understood in the context of contemplation.  True submission to God is not, as Jesus pointed out, with the Pharisee saying "Thank God that I am not like other men." but with the publican who says "Lord have mercy."  Even in contemplative prayer or worship we have not reached a submission to God while we hold the fig leaves to hide our doubt or pride.  At that point we're still comparing our fig leaves to others, looking for more attractive leaves or just worrying about losing them altogether.  It's only when, like the publican, we give up altogether and say to God, "Sorry, I'm a complete fuckup and I've got nothing I can offer or defend."  

Only when we've let our fig leaves drop away can we stand again with God like Adam and Eve in the garden with nothing standing between.  How could it be otherwise?  What do we have that we can claim?  We didn't do anything to deserve life, we were simply put here.  For most of us we can't claim that we did anything in order to be born in a wealthy, stable country, to get an education, to live relatively well.  Even the things we have accomplished could always have been done better so we can hardly claim perfection in how we've lived and what we've done.

Paradoxically, it is only when we wholly give up that God works best with us to build a new person.  When we relinquish defensiveness we can look more clearly at what we might wish to change.  When we understand at a profound level that even when we have nothing we can claim, that God is still with us, supporting us, loving us and working with us, we can also let go of fears and anxieties about our life in the world.

