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Rabbi Lord Jonathan Sacks, former Chief Rabbi of the Commonwealth of Great Britain, writes the 
following in his book, Radical Then, Radical Now. 
 
“The Sabbath sustains every one of Judaism's great institutions. In the synagogue we re-engage with 
the community, praying their prayers, celebrating their joys, defining ourselves as part of the "We" 
rather than the "I". Hearing and studying the Torah portion of the week, we travel back to join our 
ancestors at Sinai, when God spoke and gave us His written text, His marriage contract with the 
Jewish people. At home, I spend time - sacrosanct, undisturbed - with my family, my wife and 
children, and know that our marriage is sheltered under God's tabernacle of peace.” 
 
To me, this feels like a perfect recipe for celebrating Shabbat. 
 
In our home, the Sabbath begins just around sunset, with a question: “Matthew, what time is it.” The 
speedy and smiley exclamation from our three-year old son: “It’s time for Shabbat!” 
 
We all gather around the kitchen counter – Jay, Matthew, my parents, and Ollie our Labradoodle. 
My mother lights the candles, and we circle our hands inwards three times gathering the light of 
Shabbat. My mother says the prayer and adds her own special blessing – something she is 
particularly thankful for that week. Once my mom completes her special blessings, we exchange 
“Shabbat Shaloms” and lots of kisses. I lift the Kiddush cup and sing the blessing, usually 
accompanied by Ollie’s eager Doodle baying. And after the prayer is complete, everyone enjoys 
a sip of sweet Manischewitz. No scoffing please, as Tevye would say, “Tradition!”  
 
Matthew usually surreptitiously lifts the challah cover – “I’m just peeking” he says – as I begin to 
chant the blessing over the challah, then we rip and eat. With our cheeks still full of challah, Matthew 
begins putting coins in the tzedakah box and Jay and I place our hands on his head and start the 
blessing for children. Any objections to having our hands atop his head, are easily quelled with 
another piece of challah. 
 
As Matthew and my parents settle into their Shabbat dinner, Jay and I head out the door to Beth 
Am – here. We have begun our Shabbat with our family, and now we continue it with our treasured 
community. More greetings, more kisses – our warm, in-person connections we very much hope to 
resume in weeks to come – Shabbat Shaloms, conversations, then singing, prayers, learning, swaying 
and singing, more Shabbat Shaloms, more kisses, and more conversations. We drive home with a 
sense of calm, relaxation, recovery. The week feels long gone – as if Shabbat swiped it away like 
the shaking of a giant etch-a-sketch. 

We awaken on Shabbat morning, and return to Beth Am, to the Beit Kehillah. As you’ve probably 
guessed Shabbat Shaloms, kissing, and conversations ensue. Then, we all join in the blessing for 
study and it begins, Torah study.  

There is reading, contemplation, questioning, thinking, wondering, puzzling, revelations, realizations, 
but more than anything a feeling that something ancient, holy, and divine is happening. We are all 
gathered – we are all wondering – we are all questioning – we are all studying – we are all 
grappling with our most sacred text, our Torah. And knowing this. Being a part of this. Continuing 
this, provides me with a deep sense of calm and an electric energy, in equal parts. I feel a sense 
of connection to my people – a sense of connection that crosses time and space. 
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As with Rabbi Sacks, my recipe for Shabbat includes family, prayers, Torah, synagogue, and my 
community. And sometimes I add a dash of something else to my Shabbat recipe; an ingredient that 
most likely differentiates my Shabbat from Rabbi Sacks’ Shabbat, but I believe, makes it no less 
sublime. 

But first, a story. . .  

 

A Rabbi loves playing golf, and one Saturday morning she doesn't have to lead the Sabbath service 
in her synagogue. So, she decides that she'll sin just this once. She packs her clubs into the car and 
drives to a faraway golf course where she won't meet anyone she knows. 

As she is playing her round, Moses turns to God in Heaven and says "Do you see what this Rabbi is 
doing! Don't you think you should punish her?" God agrees that the Rabbi must be punished. 

On the course, the Rabbi reaches the 10th hole, a 587-yard par 5. She tees up the ball and hits her 
drive. As she does a great wind swells up and sweeps the ball down the fairway. It bounces and 
bounces and bounces until it runs up onto the green and into the hole. 

In Heaven Moses turns to God and says, "I thought you were going to punish her?" And God replies, 
"I did, who can she tell?" 

 

 

In addition to family, prayer, Torah, synagogue, and community, I love to play golf on Shabbat. 
And many of you know that Jay and I play golf on Shabbat quite frequently. But this is not a 
casual decision, or merely one of convenience. For me, playing golf on Shabbat is one of the best 
ways for me to truly live Shabbat.  

Abraham Joshua Heschel wrote in his magnum – yet mini – opus, The Sabbath, that, “Time to us is 
sarcasm, a slick treacherous monster with a jaw like a furnace incinerating every moment of our 
lives.” Therefore, Shabbat is our opportunity to snatch peace, wholeness, sacredness, beauty, and 
life back from the jaws of time. How? By becoming aware, deeply aware of the sanctity of time. 

As most of you know, a round of golf is played over the course of 18 holes. An average a round 
of golf takes about 4 hours to play, or 14,400 seconds (yes, I did the math); and an average 
golfer might require about 90 strokes to complete a round.  

A golf swing takes a second, or less to complete – that’s 90 seconds of swinging. So, over the 
course of 14,400 seconds worth of golf, one is swinging the golf club for 90 seconds. In other 
words, it takes four hours of playing golf to swing the club for one- and one-half minutes.  

So, what in the world am I doing for the other 14, 310 seconds? Therein lies the sacredness of 
golf for me.  

These are the moments, Jay and I walk down the fairway aimlessly chatting and enjoying being 
together with no other place to be, and no other demands on our time or attention. Or, we have a 
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chance to watch a white-tailed kite hover in search of lunch. Or, perhaps I’m walking by myself 
noticing that the wind is picking up and it’s coming from behind me, when usually, at this time of 
day, it is in my face. Or I feel my feet squish into the soft grass, or I feel the tall grasses 
scratching my ankles in the rough, or the soft sinking of the sand in the sand trap.  

I stand over my ball and feel my weight shift from the heels of my feet, to the balls of my feet, to 
the insoles of my feet – my fingers clasp and unclasp; they grip the club firmly but not too firmly. 
My arms hang, my core tightens, my shoulders soften. I breathe in. I breathe out. My body rotates, 
my arms pull back and it happens. The swing.  

 

 

It is a moment of total body action and total mind disengagement. For in that moment, that instant, 
everything that has started cannot be stopped. I am inhabiting an instant that I have initiated but 
am now powerless to alter. It takes forever and it’s over in an instant, and the ball rockets off. My 
work is done, and I watch time, flight, physics, luck, and grace unfold.  

What remains is simply an outcome. The ball goes where I planned, or it doesn’t. All of my 
practice, preparation, planning, analysis, effort, intent, focus, and actions prove successful or not. 
My job now is to see the results, accept the results, and appreciate the moment. Because whether 
or not the ball lands in the fairway, or on the green, or in the hole, I’m still standing, breathing, 
spending time with Jay, feeling the sun on my face, enjoying the scents of the ocean air, or the 
bay air, or freshly cut grass, or a nearby horse ranch. These are some of my many, many 
blessings. I am grateful. I am at peace. I am in my Shabbat. 

Heschel sites the ancient Rabbis, “the Sabbath demands all of man’s attention, the service and 
single-minded devotion of total love.”  

I love Shabbat and I love golf. I love that golf encourages me to celebrate my successes, and the 
successes of those with whom I’m playing. I love that golf encourages me to accept my 
shortcomings when I miss the mark and hit an errant shot, or two, or twelve. I love the fleeting 
instant of hitting a beautiful shot and hearing the most glorious, sweet sound of pure contact. I 
love that golf requires that I notice what the ground feels like, what direction the grass is growing, 
how hard the wind is blowing, where the earth rises and falls in mounds and valleys, where the 
clouds are gathering, where the geese are flocking, how the turkeys are calling, and where the 
ground squirrels are scurrying. 

Golf has taught me that you can’t think about the shot that you just made. Or the shot that you’re 
going to make. Or the shot that you once made in a similar situation. Or the shot that you think 
you should be able to make it. Golf is simply the shot that is going to be in that moment; in that 
combination practice, execution, flight, flow, bounce, skip, hop, and roll. It is also beyond what we 
could ever know. 
 
As Abraham Joshua Heschel writes, “The Sabbath is the presence of God in the world, open to the 
soul of man. God is not in things of space, but in moments of time.” 
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God in moments of time.  
 
Whether blessing our son in our home; praying in synagogue; questioning in Torah study; hugging 
and kissing friends; or striding down the fairway on the golf course. . . this is my Shabbat – God 
in moments of time. 
 
Shabbat shalom. 


