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We are wobbly, unbalanced people.  

 

As infants, we often toddle, moving with short, uncertain steps. And, with each step we test 

the complex movement of foot, leg, and hip with one foot moving forward, then the other 

until . . . plop. Gravity wins that round.  

 

As children, we may sit upon a bike, the training wheels recently removed. A slight push 

forward from a helpful hand and we are off.  With a front wheel swerving right, left, right, 

and the frame dipping slightly side to side, maybe balance is found for a minute and then, 

wham. A bit of skin scrapes off as pavement and leg collide. 

 

As young adults, we may struggle to figure out our newfound freedom. Maybe we head out 

for a fun night of partying, stumbling home in early hours. In the next day’s light, maybe we 

waver on the choices we made the night before. Maybe we wonder what should be our next 

unsteady step into the future.  

 

And, then, there we are as adults. Expert jugglers. Work. Family. House. Hobbies. Bills. For a 

time, the balls fly through the air, one after another. Until one drops and another and 

another. Or, we drop. Head in our hands, the tears flowing.  

 

Is it possible? Being balanced? Remaining balanced? We are so wobbly.  

 

In the later decades of the 20th century, more women demanded a place in the paid world 

of work—or were forced there by changing economic dynamics. With all those working 

moms, the goal of a “work-life balance” began dangling out there on magazine covers, talk 

shows, and self-help books. And yet, it wasn’t just the women or the parents who wondered 

if we could find the right formula to make all the pieces fit.   

 

Is there a good formula? Maybe we find ourselves looking at our kids and our family life 

with unease. We stare at the color-coded family calendar in the kitchen and sigh. Item by 

item, every activity seeming vital. Together . . . is it too much?  

 

What are we looking for? Is it balance? 
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The inbox fills up. Bold fonts, angry headlines full of fear implore us to action. To give 

another dollar. Another signature. Maybe asking if we will show up to this march, to that 

event? How much do we give when the need is so great? How much do we give when we 

still have groceries to pick up, doctors’ appointments, or just need to take a nap?   

 

What’s the right balance between all our responsibilities and our desires to do good, to be 

in relationship with people we care about, to take care of our own health—mental, 

physical, and spiritual?  

 

Unfortunately, I do not think there is a formula. No prescription of x hours for this, y hours 

for that, and only z hours for the rest. But you knew that already, didn’t you? What then is 

balance? Is it possible? Is it even desirable?  

 

Think again of the baby, the toddler trying to learn to move through the world. Or a child 

learning to balance a bike. Finding one’s balance is something one has to feel one’s way to 

through trial and error. And, while there are commonalities in how we move through the 

world, ultimately each person must figure out what balance feels like for themself. What 

does “balance” feel like for you?  

 

In multiple ways, I can struggle with balance. Sometimes, I find myself in a yoga class with 

my foot or arm flying out as I lose my pose and try to keep my balance.  Or, I find myself 

rushing to meet a deadline, skipping some sleep, or grabbing an easier, less healthy meal. I 

can feel harried. I can feel like my life has become a too small box constraining my options 

and my enjoyment of life.  

 

When I feel balanced, I feel like I’m gliding. Life feels like a well-choreographed song and 

dance number in a musical. The movements of my life feel like they fit—not too crowded, 

not too empty. And, perhaps most importantly, I feel a sense of peace, of well-being. Neither 

overwhelmed, nor bored, life feels not only doable, but good. 

 

Although balance may be more of a feeling than a formula, there is often a strong interplay 

between what’s out there and what’s in here. A schedule or set of responsibilities that 

overwhelms our day can also erode our inner sense of balance. Having rushed through a 

busy day, we might collapse in numb or angry exhaustion. It can also be impossible to feel 

balanced when crises hits. And, when our heart is broken or we’re feeling depressed 

managing the most mundane of tasks can seem herculean.  

 

Sometimes our life just is out of balance and all we can do is move through it the best we 

can. Not only are we wobbly people—our lives and our shared world are very wobbly, 
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unpredictable, and uncertain. That’s why sometimes we need others to help us get back up 

when we’ve fallen. Or, we need others to help us navigate the rocky, pit strewn parts of our 

lives.  

 

Not only is wobbliness and imbalance part of the human experience, I wonder if sometimes 

imbalance may actually be helpful. Perhaps sometimes our sense of imbalance is trying to 

teach us. For example, when we touch a flame, the pain teaches us to step back from fire. 

Could our sense of imbalance sometimes be jolting us to reconsider how we are moving 

through the world? Maybe it is time to shift our posture, to go a different direction, or 

change our pace.  

 

Balance, after all, is not simply a static state of equilibrium. It is both noun and verb. 

Balance is an ongoing, active process of shifting and realigning. We are after all wobbly 

people.  

 

I am quite literally wobbly:  in the last five or six years, I have sprained my ankle and/or 

foot multiple times. As anyone who has ever been to physical therapy knows, addressing 

one injured muscle often means strengthening or stretching an entirely different part of 

your body. I have learned that physical balance is an interplay of multiple muscles—foot, 

ankle, leg, hip, core, head! For all of us, being able to move, to sit, to hold up our head, 

requires a dance of push and pull, a balance of resistance and strength.  

 

I suspect our internal wobbliness has similar dynamic tensions. Our pieces of our lives are 

often linked to one another—our energy, our emotions, and our skills. Perhaps making our 

home life better means shifting something at work. Or, maybe finding more focus for our 

tasks means attending to a heartache. We shift, we realign. We feel our way to balance. 

 

Perhaps if we could be more aware of what good balance feels like to us, then we might be 

able to develop better ways to respond to the wobbles. Feeling when we need to push 

ourselves and when to pull back; when to show resistance to external demands and when 

to find the strength to meet them.  Feeling our way through the wobbles and the falls. 

Learning how to balance and rebalance ourselves.  

 

And, sometimes, we might need to rebalance by adding a counterweight. Perhaps we need 

to add in time with friends or time alone, a trip to the woods or to the sea, or, perhaps, a 

therapist or a medication. As wobbly people, developing awareness of what helps us to 

rebalance can be a critical skill. Such awareness might enable us to live in balanced tension 

throughout our life as both we and our world inevitably stumble and wobble. 
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There is no one right formula for balance for all of us. Nor is there one right formula for any 

one of us that would fit every moment of our lives.  Rather than develop a singular formula, 

I am suggesting that we instead develop a stronger awareness of what our sense of balance 

feels like, what our imbalance might be teaching us, and, finally, what choices might help us 

rebalance for a time.  

 

Before closing I want to revisit the term balance. It’s a big word and we can use it to refer to 

all matter of dynamic tensions in our lives. However, in trying to find quotes this month, I 

noticed that it was nearly impossible to find quotes on balance written by people of color. (I 

try to find quotes for the monthly theme that reflect gender, racial, and religious diversity.) 

Was it a word and a concept that didn’t resonate? This question was on my mind when I 

flew to St. Paul this past week for the Black Lives of Unitarian Universalism Symposium. 

Having just returned last night, I am still processing all of my thoughts and experiences. As 

I listened to both the speakers and to the songs, one thing I noticed was the repeated 

themes of freedom and of being fully oneself—as in fully black, fully gay, and fully UU.  

Listening, I jotted in my notes: “At its best, balance feels like freedom. A freedom to be fully 

oneself, attuned to life and connected to what matters most.” 

 

Balance is not the goal. Seeking balance is just one framework for naming the struggle of 

being free.  Free from the tyranny of calendars that crowd out meaningful connections. 

Free to be who we are in our fullest expression—without excluding or covering up our 

passions or our person.  Free to be open to love and safe from harm. Free to wobble, fall, 

and be held as you heal.  

 

There is no perfect formula to a balanced life. There are only wobbly humans learning how 

to navigate life in a wobbly world.  

 

So, let us wobble. 

Let us learn from our imbalance. 

Let us be wise in learning how to rebalance. 

Let us enjoy the song and dance of well-balanced moments in our lives, 

 moments where we feel free and fully ourselves. 

And let us seek the fullness and the freedom of all those who wobble 

and yearn to be whole. 

 

So may it be. 

Amen. 

 


