Living Simply in a ‘Devil Wears Prada’ World—

Energizing ourselves from Solid Friendships
By Patricia Bertschler
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  Every January since writing for The Women’s Journal, I’ve been asked to pen some thoughts about “new beginnings.”  What else can be said that hasn’t been already?  

It seems every year Oprah and her fitness guru pal, Bob Greene, roll out a new Life Plan to help us lose weight and get fit.  “This is the year!” they promise.

Fitness centers offer discounts to jump start us into exercise programs.

Clergy remind us to make New Year’s resolutions that focus on doing for others rather than for ourselves.

This year, though, I’m thinking about Meryl Streep who starred in the film, “The Devil Wears Prada.”  How do we define ourselves in a world that floods us women with fashion images from the top of our silky, shiny hair and flawless complexions down to our pedicured toenails?  And if we don’t quite fit the bill, we can get a Quick Lift or tummy tuck or botox injections to help us feel better about ourselves.  Maybe we can even wear Prada.
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I don’t know about you, but I personally haven’t met too many women who match up to these images in my corner of the world.  My dearest friends live simply.  Oh, they dress nicely and may even get manicures now and then.  But what I value most about them has nothing to do with couture outfits or extreme makeovers.

My friend, Norma, for instance, most poised and professional, has this contagious shriek of laughter when she’s excited, and she really digs into conversation when we’re together.  She also brings apples to our meetings so we’re not tempted to eat kolatchkies!   
Ann, so quiet and shy and who wants to help the whole world, makes me feel like a million bucks when she takes time to breakfast with me once a month.

And Alan who so lives outside the box and who disguises his voice with French accents when he calls, is practically a magician at raising funds for his teens who age out of the adoption system.  I envy that he marches to his own drum.  
Skinny, bespeckled, big-hearted Barbara is a dynamo at helping older adults.  We can talk for hours about all she wants to do and how much of her business she gives away at no cost when she can’t say “no.”

Terry, whom I admire so much, is a former Marine and Viet Nam vet who has “adopted” so many local military families while their sons are away serving.  Semper Fi, Terry!

And my sister, Jaye, who mom said always brought home the strays.  What a big heart.  I can tell her anything and not be judged.  

Then there’s our St. Michael High School Class of ’65.  About 15-20 of us meet monthly for lunch at Demitri’s.  What a scrappy, down-to-earth, hilarious bunch.  Through all these years of weddings, baptisms, wakes, Girl Scout cookie selling time, and whatever else we’re celebrating, it’s like coming home when we’re together.

And I must include my husband and best friend, John.  But he’s another whole article! (He wants to know when it’s coming.)
So if I find myself worried about my weight or my graying hair or my not-so-Prada wardrobe, I remind myself that simple living is about the giggles and tears, surprises and reliability, comfort and forgiveness of dear family and friends. 
It boils down to style vs. substance.  Why not go over your own list and remind yourself about simple living?  Even if you wear Prada, there is energy to be derived from those closest to us when we pay attention.
