From the Back of the Church

The Middle Way

I was young, maybe ten years old, and one of five siblings born into a large
Catholic family from Virginia. On Sunday mornings, the whole family would pile into
the car to go to church. The horn would blow for the last child—often me—to come
sit amongst the gang of siblings on the back seat, all five of us. It was always quiet
on the back seat, as my father drove us into town from the familiar apple orchards
of our farm to perform our traditional Catholic duty, Sunday Mass.

If we were early we sat in the front row. If we were late, we stood in the back...no
room! It was important not to be late! For many years, the front row bore the
symbol of our youth—our initials, engraved in the wooden pews. After Mass, a few
cheerios could always be found underneath the pews, depending on the year and
who was the youngest.

Sometimes we sat in the balcony. Now, that was fun. We would drop kleenex
tissues and watch them float through the air down onto the hats of the women
below. They never knew. We only did it on special occasions, such as Easter, when
the hats were bigger!

But usually we all stood in the back of the church, shifting our weight from one leg
to the other, waiting impatiently for the service to be over.

While standing for over an hour on one particular Sunday, I decided that it was
time to be more creative, and experiment. I started to rock my weight, ever so
slightly, sideways, back and forth from one leg to the other. Initially, my
experiment was just a diversion from being bored and tired of standing. But
something else began to happen.

I became interested and curious about the shifting of weight, noticing that the
closer I came to the middle ground of being in the perfect balance between my left
and right leg, the less energy it took to stand, without effort. As I moved my weight
from left to right, I could sense a curious imbalance to balance, to imbalance
experience. The imbalance was where I would feel agitated and tired.

I would rock back and forth, refining the shifting until I found the moment where 1
was in the absolute middle ground of perfect balance! It felt amazing. I found that I
could stand in that perfect in-between state where no energy was being used for
the entire church service. The middle ground was fascinating to me. It was my first
experience with standing in the middle of this and that, of here and there, of right
and left, of forward and backward. I started to look forward to being late for church
so I could experiment with this state over and over. It was subtle, this middle




ground, where there was no motion or effort. It felt like the sacred stillness I had
been told about, which the church service and the stories of God were supposed to
represent, but didn’t, at least not for me.

To this day, this experience remains imprinted in the soul of my being. My little
“back of the church” experiment is part of my foundation and life. It is the silence
between breaths, the calm between heartbeats, the rest between words, the
surrender between right and wrong, and the space between impulse and reaction.

It is the middle, silent, subtle place that has no definition, agenda or judgment. It
exists without thought, all by itself. It is who I am when standing in balance with
my core essence, and not moving for one single second, and then that second
becomes the next second, and the next, and the next ... ... ...



