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1. Introduction

Hi. My name is Laura Jane Williams, and I am on a Life Diet.

Let me say from the off that my Life Diet isn’t about calories. 

My Life Diet is about all the other stuff we consume – everything from the clothes we wear, to the TV we watch, to the people we spend our time with. My Life Diet is what I let feed my heart, and my mind … and not to be a wanker, but my soul, too.

How did I arrive here, then, naming my methodology for living my best life? Well.

I spent too many years indiscriminately internalising other people’s opinions of me. 

I consumed trash TV by the bucketload.

Gorged on endless social media scrolling.

I pissed away my time in a way that meant when I got into bed at night I couldn’t figure out how my to-do list had gotten longer. 

I felt heavy and lethargic and a bit like I was underwater, or wading through treacle. Do you know that feeling? When everything feels harder than it should?

There was no sense of curation in my life and it made me miserable. 

I didn’t consciously check in with myself to figure out what was important to me, and what made me feel balanced or joyful or contented or connected, so life felt like a rough, overwhelming slog punctuated by tiny pockets of delight – which, quite frankly, wasn’t enough for me. I deserve more than tiny pockets of delight. I want every day to be delightful. 

Even now, after assembling the tried-and-tested ideas I’m going to share with you, if I feel overwhelmed or out of whack – when I start losing my cool in traffic and snipping at my family and cancelling plans last minute because my diary seems to be one obligation after another – the cause can be summarised as: ‘I’ve stopped curating my life.’

I know wording it that way – saying ‘curating my life’ – sounds a bit grand and self-important. But I don’t know how else to explain it. I truly believe that everyone has the right to establish who and what gets access to them. We are the curators of our experiences.

Our time, and our attention, is a finite resource: we don’t get it back. We get one chance to use it so we have to consciously decide how if we’re even gonna get close to a chance at happiness. 

And by happiness, I mean being grateful and feeling contented. 

In balance. 

Harmonious.

I don’t buy in to the belief that life should be hard. I know there are hard times, but those tornadoes of hard are easier to overcome when you generally live in balance.

What if the point of it all might not be to ‘get through it’ or ‘rise to the top’ or ‘suffer now for redemption later’? 

What if the point of it all – life – might be to experience the fullest joy of our mortal experience, to honour the thing that created us, be it God or biology or a nameless mass of energy?

What if the point of us being here is to be born, drink down as much of what makes us joyful as possible, and then to die, to make room for somebody else to do the same?

That’s my plan. I’m here to love, be loved, have a laugh and then peace out.

We can collectively decide that yeah, we all wanna live that way. But it’s a singular, individualistic job to tidy our side of the street. To sort out our own shit. Brené Brown says it’s when we don’t sort out our own shit that we take our shit out on other people.

I don’t want to be a person who takes their shit out on other people. 

That’s not the life for me.

I really hate that saying ‘Do what you love’ because it’s so misleading. Half the time we don’t even know what we love, only what we don’t love! (For me it’s emails. I do not love emails. Nor do I like group work. I’m terrible at playing with others.) 

I don’t think it’s about doing what you love – a huge privilege afforded to very few – so much as doing what you have to do, with love. 

We can’t show up to the daily minutiae of our lives – everything from the school run to an appointment with our landlord to boxing class to relationship counselling – in a wholehearted and full way if we’re not in tune with ourselves. 

But when we are in tune with ourselves, we’re able to do all those things in a way that feels good to us (or at least better), and to the people we encounter along the way.

Sorting out our shit means a happier and healthier working life, personal life, emotional life – better relationships and stronger communities. 

When we fit our own oxygen mask first we’re better able to breathe as we help others.

And sorry, but nobody else is going to spell out the ‘right’ way to prioritise. It looks different for each of us. This process is totally personal. Curating our joy is as individual a journey as it gets. 

TV personality Shaun Robinson once said: ‘You will never speak to anyone more than you will speak to yourself. Make sure that conversation in your head is one filled with inspiration, motivation and love.’

(When my mother saw a draft of this manifesto she marvelled, ‘You see! That’s where I’m going wrong! I talk like shit to myself all the time!’ I told her I reckon we all do. That’s the point!)

Now. I’m obviously no guru or life expert. 

Actually, that’s incorrect – I’m no expert on your life. But, I am the expert on mine. 

I have to be. 

And I’m sharing all the ways I am an expert on my own life because sharing is how we learn. Why do we love peeking through somebody else’s Instagram or watching Love Island – anything that is like a human zoo where we can observe others? It’s because how other people live is fascinating. Sometimes it’s about how we’re just like them, and other times how we’re totally different. 

None of this is prescriptive or definite, then.

Part of curating our lives is curating what we accept as wisdom or advice or insight, so you get to decide which parts of this you will accept, and which parts you’ll disregard. What is it Baz Lurhmann said in ‘The Sunscreen Song’? ‘Be careful whose advice you buy, but be patient with those who supply it’.

So. Me being the expert on me and telling you in case that informs you being an expert on you, let me say: it starts from kindness. I have to be kind to myself all the time. 

Not when I am perfect and everything is going right, but kind to myself when I am imperfect, and when I am messy, and when I am trying and failing. 

(Not to sound like the founding member of her official fan club, but as an aside, I, along with the rest of the world, watched the Brené Brown Netflix special Call to Courage and literally applauded at the television when she said: 'If you’re going to be brave with your life you’re not going to risk failure – you’re going to know it.' How liberating is that! It reminds me of what Winston Churchill said about going from failure to failure with no loss of enthusiasm. We can’t measure our value by what we do right. We can’t measure our value at all. We have to understand that we are already worthy, and success or failure doesn’t confirm or refute that. We don’t need to prove anything. There’s no scorecard with our name on. We are already perfectly imperfect, and everything we need to be. It’s hard to believe, but it is true.)

Self-worth has to come from … the self. And in the same way that, say, the best conditions for a houseplant are sunlight and watering and occasional plant food, knowing that too much of any of those things will kill it, it’s the same for how we nourish ourselves.

So, yeah – soz for the pompous declaration but to be the expert on me, I curate my life.

I deliberately, purposefully, actively decide what my mind, body, soul and heart consume, and how much, week by week, day by day, minute by minute, to best serve my own self, and fuck the haters.

(Okay, LOL, it’s really hard to fuck the haters. But that’s the great thing about The Life Diet! We know how much criticism of our choices and the execution of them to let in! It takes practice but it can work! I am proof!)

Now. Here’s the scary part.

The Life Diet and the notion of curating our lives is a philosophy based entirely in boundaries – which is a sticky issue in itself because I don’t know about you, but me? I was taught that it’s nice to be nice. That it’s cool to do what other people do. That it’s best not to ruffle any feathers and that the most liked people are the people who go with the flow – and the objective is to be liked.

That’s crazy, because as I’ve got older the people I see who are happiest – the most contented with themselves, by themselves – are the ones with the most self-aware boundaries, knowing that having boundaries will piss some people off. 

Elizabeth Gilbert once posted this to her Instagram:

Something I have learned in life is that people who have no boundaries are constantly furious. Furious, victimized, hurt, offended, and outraged. If you cannot figure out how to uphold the healthy, accurate, and appropriate distance between yourself and every person in your life (and it will be a different distance for every person in your life) then you will never know a moment of serenity. Not everybody gets to have full access to you.

I would add to that, not everybody gets full access to you – and nor does everything. 
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