
Balancing Act 

 

As is the case with most mornings I arose before the sun.  I opened my eyes and it 

felt like any other Sunday.  Little did I know that the memories made this Sunday 

would find themselves chronicled in with my most happiest of days.  

 

I was able to get some writing in for about an hour before my daughter came 

crashing into the room.  She was happy and excited.  Yesterday we brought the 

kids bikes without training wheels and we had promised to take them to the park.   

 

"What are you smiling about?" I ask. 

"Remember you said we were going to go learn to ride the bikes." She says, 

beginning to look a little worried.  Maybe she thought I forgot. 

"Oh yes, that."  I say teasingly, before I break into a big smile also. 

"We have to re-braid your hair first." I say. 

"Aww man.  Can we do it later.  I don't want to do hair."  I look at her sternly. 

"No hair, no bike." 

"Aghh. ok."  

 

We proceed to do hair, until my husband and son join us in the living room.   

"What's for breakfast?" My husband asks. 

"What do you want?" I reply.   

"Do you feel like making breakfast?"  He says looking at me skeptically. 

"Not really." I reply.   

"Ok I'm going to pick up a few quick things. We can eat, then head out to the 

park."  He says.  The kids look at each other excitedly.   

 



Forty minutes later my husband walks in the door with toaster waffles, French 

toast and roses.  Aww the roses were a sweet touch.   

 

"Roses, what's the occasion?" I ask smiling from ear to ear. 

"I didn't know one was needed."  He replies smoothly. 

"One isn't.  Thank You."  I say as I hug him. 

 

I gratefully whip up some eggs and we have a semi ready made breakfast.   As I cut 

and put my roses in water, I can't wipe the smile off my face.   

 

We get to the park and as the kids scramble out of the car, I can't help but chuckle 

at their eagerness to get started. 

 

Man they had me running up and down Sweetwark Park.   I was sweaty and I was 

tired.  Had to take a few breaks too, not as in shape as I use to be.  My son seemed 

to master the  two wheeler thing almost effortlessly.  My daughter whom I was 

teaching, was having a little bit of a harder time.  Really in truthfully, she had it 

until she realized I wasn't holding her anymore.  LOL.  I'm laughing now as I 

remember the numerous crashes and falls.     

 

We spent a total of four hours at the park.  Needless to say we all went home tired 

and quiet fulfilled.    

 

The rest of the night was usual and run of the mill.  My husband made sure the 

homework was done.  I started laundry and eventually the kids went off to bed.   

We caught up on some DVR'd stuff and eventually we too called it a night. 

 



Monday morning found itself dragging me out of bed.   As I find my way into the 

shower and the hot water drenches my body and face;  I imagine what I must have 

looked liked chasing the kids up and down the park.  The thought made me laugh 

out loud.     

 

I made my peace with the fact that the weekend was over.   Then I thought to 

myself, like I have a tendency to do.  "Man, life is good.  I'm really blessed."  And 

just like that it hit me.  Life is kind of like riding a bike.  It's all about balance.  

Some days will be phenomenal, some won't, but if you take the good with the bad, 

it's all a balancing act that's worth mastering.  I was ready to face the day.    

 

Yeah I had fun yesterday, but I didn't know what kind of day it would be before I 

lived it.  Maybe the key is to just; live.  Lasso all the days in, the good as well as the 

bad.  After all it's not the destination that determines the journey.  Its more the 

journey the defines the destination.   

 

 


