THE RACE: A Simplicity Musical

Reading

Being a lifestyle leader

Have you faced this demon yet?  Here’s what it says: “And just what kind of a lifestyle leader do you think you are, anyhow?” This fiendish imp knows that you may live in a comfortable home, drive a well-maintained car, eat three square meals a day and don’t always keep your calendar from overflowing with ink. This confidence crusher has a point: Not many of us are completely exemplary when it comes to being a leader for lifestyle change.  

Demons aside, what might it mean for you to be a “lifestyle leader”? These starter thoughts come to mind:

Lifestyle leadership is more about moving in a direction than reaching the perfect destination.  If we’re honest, we know that few of us are completely free from materialism, fear of death or the temptation to rush around. But lifestyle leaders can name the general direction in which their lives are heading: Less stuff, quieter days, less hectic daily schedules, or more attention given to people around them. A lifestyle leader is heading in the opposite direction from the rest of the crowd. 

A lifestyle leader has a “lifestyle conscience.”  Something inside lifestyle leaders acts like a brain-brake when it comes to any notion that more is better. It’s the kind of conscience that says things like “What if everyone lived like this?” or “I’m satisfied” or even “Eventually this behavior destroys something or someone.” It works well because it gets used a lot.

Simple questions characterize a lifestyle leader more than complex answers.  The matter of simple living is not all that complicated. Someone who can help others live simply keeps asking good questions, the ones that probe, insist, draw out, build up or expose. Questions like, “So, how long do you think things can keep going on like this?” or “What’s important to you, really?”

The faces of lifestyle leaders show smile wrinkles instead of worry-furrows. There’s joy in living simply, and lifestyle leaders understand that well. They’re glad to be free of their stuff, happy to sidestep frenetic Saturday soccer schedules, relieved that their credit cards are tamed, cheerful about the future and delighted to have grown up.

Did any of this help you shoo your demons back into their moldy caves?     

