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​​​​What Kind of Crazy Am I?


[image: ]




The incident seared into my brain. I can’t forget it, despite wishing I could. A friend invited me to her house for lunch. After the first bite, her dad said, “Yum! This is so delicious!” followed by all their kids saying, “It’s amazing, Mom! So good!”

I looked around the table, but said nothing. Not because it wasn’t good but my crazy brain thought, “If I say it’s good with the rest of them, she’ll think I said it just to be polite.” 

I almost got away with it. 

The dad looked at me, having noticed my silence. He wasn’t about to ignore it. “Charity, aren’t you enjoying your food?”

Cue everyone looking at me. My face switched into fire engine mode. I swallowed a mouthful of spaghetti. “Yes. It’s delicious.” I tried to smile as I said it, but knew it was coming out flat. I didn’t like being made to say it, but didn’t want to hurt her feelings. It was nothing against the family or the food, but I wanted to tell her face to face later, so she would know I meant it. So it would be genuine and private.

Sometimes people don’t understand how I see things. Some might even call me crazy. I know, I’ve looked at others before and thought, “That’s a weird way to look at things.” I never understood other people until I discovered personality types. This book will look at the sixteen different ways people think, which causes their behavior. It will show you no one way of processing information is “right.” Maybe you’ll read it and recognize yourself, but if you take a while, that’s okay. It’s a journey of discovery. I hope what I share makes it easier for you to know yourself and those around you. 

Carl Jung came up with the sixteen types and the lettering that catalogs them. I’ve studied his theories for over a decade and gathered information from years of research and discussion with individuals who are aware of their type and knowledgeable about their daily thought processes (and able to admit to their strengths and weaknesses). As you read, you will learn how each type thinks. Hopefully, this will make you more understanding of them when you disagree on things. You will think some types are crazy, but remember, no type is the “right” type. 

After all, we’re all a little “crazy” in each other’s eyes!

The Basics

Carl Jung created a complex system that is difficult for casual enthusiasts to understand. To make this book as “beginner” friendly as possible, I don’t go into in-depth discussions of things in technical terms, but instead describe the types by drawing your attention to their strengths, weaknesses, and areas of personal struggle, through an “I” perspective. The following is a super basic explanation of what forms each letter of a complete type. 

There are sixteen personality types with four letters each:

I: Introverted (focused inside the mind more than on the world)

E: Extroverted (focused on the world, rather than in the mind)

N: Intuitive (able to make assumptions without having the facts)

S: Sensor (the focus is on what is going on in front of them)

T: Thinker (the focus is logical, on making rational decisions)

F: Feeler (uses the emotions involved to make ethical decisions)

J: Judger (prefers to plan rather than be spontaneous)

P: Perceiver (prefers to be spontaneous rather than plan)

Each personality we will discuss will always have four letters. 

The first letter will either be an I or an E. 

The second N or S.

Third, T or F.

Fourth, P or J.

I will use a first person perspective to help the reader to better understand and discover themselves through the process. 

If you’re familiar with personality types, you can skip this section and go straight into reading the descriptions, but if you are new to the theory, there are a few things you need to understand before diving into them. 

Each type has access to sensation (awareness of reality), intuition (reading between the lines), ethical decisions (emotional and ethical awareness), and rationality (detachment), but each type assigns them a different level of importance. These processes come in pairs: sensing and intuition, and ethics and rationality. When you have more of one, you have less of the other. So if a feeler’s strength is understanding emotional decisions, their ability to be detached is compromised; the reverse is true for a thinking type. They prefer to be rationally detached, at the cost of understanding emotional decisions. An intuitive suppresses their awareness of reality (sensation) in favor of reading between the lines and leaping to (what appear to be, to other types) “unfounded assumptions.” A sensor prefers to rely on what their five senses tell them, rather than leaping to conclusions.

Most people primarily use their dominant mental process. They are a thinker. A feeler. A sensor. An intuitive. They also have a secondary strength (if they are a thinker, they are an intuitive or a sensor; if an intuitive, a thinker or a feeler). Ideally, a person learns to use each of the four options to the best of their ability, but sometimes they fall into self-destructive behaviors. I will talk about this further in each section.

If this sounds complicated, don’t worry; the individual sections are less convoluted and focus on showing a thought process.

Now you know the hard part, let’s read about them, shall we?

The examples used do not necessarily represent my views as the author or those of my contributors. They are meant to bring clarity to the thought process and behaviors of the different types.
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​​​Sensors: Awareness of Reality
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Sensors focus on the information provided from the environment through their five senses. They are aware of what is concrete, realistic, and doable based on the environment, experience, and hands-on learning. It comes in two forms: internal sensing (SJ types) which trusts tried-and-true methods and wants to create repeatable stability; and external sensing (SP types), which lives moment to moment, looking for immediate material opportunities in a desire to learn through hands-on involvement.

Read through the following analysis to determine the difference.

​​​Internal Sensing: The Beauty of Details


(Types that use internal sensing: SJ, NP)

WHEN YOU LOOK AT A bench, what do you see? What interests you about it? Whether it’s stable enough to sit on or if you like how it looks? These things do matter to me, but I also care about what lasts and finding and holding onto the permanent things in life. I ask, what has it been, what is it now, and what will it be? 

The bench didn’t magically appear. It grew from an acorn into a tree. Someone cut it into planks and formed it into a seat. One day, worn by the weather, it will disintegrate. To me, it’s more than a bench; it’s a fallen monarch of the forest reduced to a place to sit. A symbol of how things change over time and the growing we do in life. All life moves forward and changes. I understand these cycles, but too much change all at once destabilizes me.

I trust whatever lasts across generations. Its rhythms and cycles reveal the careful transition between the past, present, and future. For something to survive so much change, it must hold a kernel of truth. I seek out those truths. They stabilize me, connect me to my ancestors and descendants, and they tell me where I came from, where I am now, and where I may go.

My interests are subjective and full of private symbolism. I value them for what they mean to me. As an example, look at The Lord of the Rings. J. R. R. Tolkien took everything he loved and admired in life (nature, mythology, friendship, his faith, etc) and wove it into a fantasy full of subjective meaning. He reinterpreted his wartime experiences, beliefs, and life in another form. He even based one of his love stories on his own relationship with his wife. Though we enjoy Middle-Earth for many reasons, it carried great personal meaning to him. It symbolized everything he valued. Every line is full of Tolkien’s love of poetry and nature. It reveals how much friendship mattered to him. His faith is woven into the imagery of certain passages. The virtues he respected show in his characters: resolve, courage, self-sacrifice, friendship, and honor. He draws attention to what matters, to what endures, and wrote about it. Tolkien saw the acorn, the tree, and the bench.

I also care about what lasts. I want to find out what’s permanent in life so I can build on it. For something to qualify, it must endure and prove itself correct and reliable. It must be “true” no matter where I find it. If honor has lasted for generations, it must hold merit. If no one has ever loved a coward or a traitor, that’s an eternal truth. Finding what lasts and remains true helps me feel stable. I can root myself in those things despite the changing times. They offer me consistency and are my port in the storm of an ever-shifting world.

Eternal truths can be abstract, such as moral virtue, or tangible, like family. Family matters to me. It has a long, powerful history. It’s how humans survive. In ancient times, families cohabitated for protection against wild animals and rival tribes. Even though we no longer need this defense from the elements, families endure. They hold on to each other. It’s a truth that remains unchanged. That shows me its importance. Birth, life, and death are inevitable. I trust this process, because it’s a permanent stabilizing force. 

Personal Symbols

My interests are subjective and full of personal meaning. I see past the surface to what I can take away from it that fascinates me. It’s often archetypal symbols and their associations. I mull over things that form associations in my mind based on what I love. A rose ornament on a shelf brings to mind the Enchanted Rose in Beauty and the Beast, then the mirror she uses to see her father. This makes me consider the imagery of The Phantom of the Opera. It’s a similar story. Both feature a beautiful woman drawn to a “beast” and use a mirror to symbolize superficial reflections.

I love these associations. It reminds me there’s more to life and to ponder than what surrounds me in the tangible world. Beyond everything physical lies its bones, a foundation that makes it what it is. A tree has roots. A story has an origin. I see the impression, not the object. I focus on what it represents to me. Where has it been? What does it mean in the greater scheme of things? I might love the Enchanted Rose because it represents the eternal power of love and sacrifice or the timeless values of honor.

The things that fascinate me transform into a vivid and distinct inner life, sometimes whimsical and full of my favorite themes. I like to mull over whatever catches my attention and seems true. I see things in a way unique to my own experiences. It’s fun to reinterpret them. I may spend hours crafting colorful metaphors or sarcastic comebacks. Playing with words is also amusing (why call it a “calf” in my story if I can use “The Milk Guzzler”?).

How I feel about what I love matters more than how you react to it. It need not impress or inspire anyone but me. You see a shabby armchair, but it reminds me of Grandma and her chocolate mint cookies. Or the day she comforted me in it, after I fell out of a tree. My history with something fills it with meaning beyond the object. I focus on what it makes me think about, not what it is. The massive tree in my yard predates me and might outlive me by centuries. How much has it seen? Did it shelter pioneers? Did a Viking carve his first bow from its limber branches? Its roots flow into the past. Pondering these things enthralls me.

My fascinations build around what objects, themes, stories, or places represent to me. I connect them with experiences and focus on how they make me feel when I look at or hold or visit them. I value some treasures for what they symbolize, but others contain happy memories in them, which makes getting rid of them hard.

My Inner Library

I interact with the world through instant comparisons, by relating all new data or experiences to something familiar. My brain is a massive library built of whatever I encounter that seems useful. I stash information and any lessons learned from experience in it. I care about keeping what life has taught me, so I can avoid making the same mistakes more than once. 

My internal filing system makes it easier to search my memory for something “similar to this,” so I know what it is, what it does, or what to do with it. It’s like going to a store so many times, you know where everything is. Without thinking about it, you head for the right aisle. My data recording helps me navigate the world and identify unknown things. I’ve never seen that before! What is it?

Remembering what I care about is essential. I absorb new data and impressions and put them into boxes inside my head, in an internal storage system. It contains individual sections that hold my memories and other important information. Whenever I want to re-examine an interest, incident, or what I know about a topic, I go inside myself, unlock the boxes, and take out what’s in them. To decide where each situation or piece of information goes in my system, I must see if it fits into an existing category or needs a new one. (This is what I know about... horses, dating, fixing a flat tire, sex, etc). This lets me interact with new situations or people by comparing them to my “meaning boxes.”

I don’t want to accept anything without knowing where to store it, so a busy work or school environment that doesn’t give me time to think, process, and learn frustrates me. I pore over new information. Go over it many times, checking my work to make sure it’s right before I use it. This way I build up ample knowledge to store for future reference. (You don’t knit a hat, you learn one stitch and practice until it’s second nature, then add another one.) When I encounter something unknown, I ask lots of questions about it, or do research on it, to learn more about it. It’s valuable!

My internal storage system is impressionistic, interpretive, and driven by what matters to me. I am not a vault of data. I need to care about it to bother with the hard work of figuring out where to store it. Sherlock Holmes said, the mind is a brain attic. It has a limited amount of room. I don’t want to clutter mine with useless trivia! I won’t remember anything that doesn’t interest me!

Comparisons are also valuable in learning to navigate the world. Finding whatever is consistently true in different situations lets me know what to expect (and what’s expected of me). A traffic light serves the same purpose in Miami or New York. Green means go, red means stop. Blinking yellow means “go if safe.” 

The more I know by encountering and studying it, the faster I see similarities, and the more confidently I approach the unknown. 

Patient Learning

Rush a learning process? Never. I come up with an organized, systematic approach to gain a skill or knowledge set. I don’t mind how long it takes to learn. To figure out my personality type, I went through years of online information, post by post, month by month. It took a long time. After making sure I had read it all, I narrowed it down to my three best-fit options, reread every article about those types, and decided which I related to the most. This took months, but I enjoyed it!

Once I learn how to do a task, I rarely make mistakes even if my attention wanders. I can perform a chore while listening to an audio book at the same time. I know the method so well, I don’t need to focus on it. My body knows what to do, leaving my mind free to think about other things that interest me more. If I put a lot of time and effort into learning a method, changing it becomes frustrating and intimidating. Now I must scrub an old system from my inner filing system and build a new one. That makes everything I studied and used irrelevant! It’s even more stressful if someone expects me to speed-learn a new way. I need time to study it.

My meticulousness, patience in learning, and vigilance in details makes me a resourceful, reliable employee. The downside involves being given even more responsibilities! I don’t want them! I find delegating hard. I know my process. Doing it goes faster than explaining it. Working alone lets me do it my way. This ensures consistent results according to my standards.

Comparisons come in handy when tackling new projects. If I know geometry, figuring out where to plant things in a garden is easy. I use my mental mapping skills to calculate how much room each plant needs. Knowing how to arrange a filing system carries over to organizing a camping trip. I reduce larger projects into individual steps. (I alphabetize the filing system and sort the files; write down everything I think I’ll need for my trip, and create a checklist so I forget nothing important.)

New situations don’t intimidate me if I know what to do. If you throw me into a state of affairs where I lack experience, I won’t know where to begin! Given nothing to rely on (“I know nothing about fixing a plumbing leak!”), I will copy others (“I’ll look this up online to see what they did!”). If it gave them success and I follow the same steps, it should work for me. How-to-videos full of detailed instructions are amazing! I can compare my result to theirs, know what it’s supposed to look like, or figure out where I went wrong if my result doesn’t match theirs. I will know if their method doesn’t work for me by trying it, but gaining experience with it lets me tweak it to my preferences. 

Vagueness exasperates me. I want to give others what they want. Be clear and concise. Say what you mean. Tell me what you need. Don’t leave me to guess, since I won’t be sure. My intuition works fine, but it’s difficult to access. I don’t trust what feels vague and elusive over my warehouse of experiences. What I see in front of me seems more reliable and takes up all my attention.

Symbolic Memories

My reaction to stimulus determines how I feel about it, and if I want to repeat or avoid a similar experience. I won’t remember the objective events of a situation, but how I felt about it gets added to my inner storage system. At a class reunion, I may know that the restaurant played Elvis (I love his music) but not what I ate for lunch. Whatever impacted me stands out more than the full scene.

My memories make me who I am. I don’t collect life experiences at random or without thought. I prefer to be prepared. Revisiting an enjoyable experience is safer than trying out a new situation. Before visiting a new place, I want to know what to expect, so I research the details. Leave any vacation plans up to me. I will look up everything in advance and make an itinerary that factors in all our needs and individual passions.

The more enjoyable my initial reaction, the greater my interest in repeating an experience. It adds a new layer of meaning. I enjoy building personal traditions. Certain rituals mark a season for me, gets me in the mood, or reconnects me to my past. It’s never just about the action or the event, but my positive associations for it.

All the happy days my cousins and I spent there might make me love the county fair. I remember our love and friendship! I prefer a real Christmas tree to an artificial one. The smell reminds me of my grandparents. They’re gone, but this keeps us connected. 

I get sentimental about meaningful events, items, and traditions. It upsets me when my favorites aren’t available, because it robs me of a trigger to revisit a beloved memory. If I go without them long enough, it gets romanticized or magnified in its importance. I will reminisce about grandma’s apple pie and say nothing ever tastes as good. It’s not that I remember the exact flavor, but I miss it and her, and remember how much I loved them both. If I ever found her secret recipe, it still wouldn’t be right. Why? She didn’t make it. The taste matters less than a past impression.

Memories matter to me. They’re the only thing the world can’t touch. Time won’t destroy how I remember it. Cutting down the apple tree in my neighborhood won’t rob me of happier times, but I am still not a fan of change unless I choose it for myself. To accept it alters my world and makes it different. 

It’s important to me to create stability in my home by controlling what comes into it. Things should match my sensory preferences and be to my taste, reflect my interests, and represent me. I know where my stuff is, and how I prefer to keep it. This lets me center myself. Even if the world holds threatening changes that will force me to build new memory boxes, my home can be my refuge. I fill it with stuff that matters to me and reminds me of happy times. 

I attribute meaning to entertainment based on my past, how it made me feel, and what I associate with it. If 80s sci-fi movies comforted me after a major time of disruption in my life as a child, I associate them with feeling secure or a sense of belonging. Revisiting them creates the same emotional experience; they still comfort me as an adult. Returning to them centers me and makes me feel like myself, even if the rest of the world seems out of control. I count on them to make me feel safe or lift my mood.

That’s why I may revisit my favorite places, music, books, films, or hobbies. It feels like home. My “relating” process can also turn negative. I may associate a place, a smell, a sound, or an experience with my emotional history, causing me to relive unpleasant scenes. If I saw a movie with an ex, re-watching it triggers me into reliving my emotions about him/her. In those instances, I must remind myself that the film has nothing to do with my past, and develop a more objective view of it. 

Developing Expertise

My favorite interests are my lifetime passions. I never stumble on them; they’re a product of me choosing to try them. Once I decide it’s my favorite, it’s my favorite forever. I chose it. If I find my niche, I devote time and attention to it. It occupies so much of my focus and energy, I rarely take on new hobbies or interests. I absorb everything I can find about it, and turn into an expert on it. It can be anything that catches my fascination—WWII planes, de-cluttering, western novels, classic movie trivia, or bird-watching. 

My fascination becomes known to others and draws them to me when they want a question answered. I can tell them anything related to my interest; how to master a tricky stitching technique, if this garment is inaccurate, or how many popes died of poisoning. It might be my main source of income or just a hobby. Marie Kondo’s passion for tidying made her a household name! A child who started out decluttering her room built an empire based on deciding what sparks joy and what doesn’t.

My interests are an easy way to establish a social identity and to attract compatible friends. Sharing a passion gives us things to talk about. Old movies, mystery novels, writing, costume dramas, cats, stamp collecting, visiting parks, etc. I want to share my knowledge, so I attend lectures, take classes, attend conventions, join clubs, start newsletters, or write articles related to my passions. My obsession with it comes and goes, but never dies.

Building Collections

I accumulate information that matters to me or pertains to my interests. Maybe I own every biography ever written about Sir Winston Churchill. Or display a dozen fat folders full of ancestral information and family stories. Whenever something attracts me, I throw money and time after it. If the past fascinates me, I’ll trace my ancestry as far back as I can, visit different countries hoping to examine church records, track down graves to record their details, and contact my long-lost relatives to trade “war stories.”

If I collect objects related to my interest, I take time building my collection. I don’t add to it at random, but look for things that appeal to me. I search for my treasures in street fairs, medieval festivals, rummage sales, flea markets, and gift shops. Whatever suits my taste gets noticed. Quality is more important than quantity. I won’t buy a bunch of new stuff all at once. Adding one thing at a time lets me enjoy each piece. 

My interests bleed to the surface a great deal, especially when I invite others into my home. They notice what attracts me and this leads them to gift me things for my collection. There’s a downside to this if I don’t want what they gave me. Don’t get mad if these presents disappear after a few months. They just don’t “fit.”

Repeating Patterns

The world is unpredictable. I want to know what methods, beliefs, or standards are worth keeping, defending, or rebuilding. Knowing what to protect gives me my priorities. I maintain them, no matter what. Circumstances don’t matter. I never use them as an excuse to shirk my responsibilities. Doing otherwise sends me on an all-expense paid guilt trip. If something is my duty, I do it!

Life is full of choices that take me in different directions. I am serious about my decisions. Some are automatic. I know what I want. I default into whatever seems familiar or will turn out well. Others require consideration of the facts. Give me enough data to make an informed choice, but don’t overwhelm me with too many options or rush me to make a decision! I decide things based on deliberation, not impulse. Let me examine every detail involved in the situation and consider how it all fits together before I agree to it. Will this approach work or have a negative impact?

Once I commit to a choice, it’s hard for you to change my mind. I considered all available facts and made this decision for a good reason. I expect the world to adjust to reflect my new priorities, and will take steps to bring it into alignment.

Planning brings structure to my world. I prefer that. Don’t ask me to improvise or go without specifics. I want to take my time and get everything right, so an environment that forces me to rush, gives me too many tasks to finish at once, or where someone is watching me flusters me. Leave tasks to the last minute? Never! Slow and steady wins the race. And I hate deadlines. 

Finding out details ahead of time helps me know what to expect, but it doesn’t work all the time. People are unpredictable, so I pay attention to them. Engaging with them reinforces my opinion of them based on their behavior. If they are often late for our work appointments, I can’t rely on them to be on time. If I invite them over, I should tell them to arrive an hour ahead of dinner.

In each situation and with every person, I build a pattern based on our interactions that tells me what to expect from them. This lets me notice any deviations from their normal actions. Are they acting weird? Why? I ask questions and gather information to support a hypothesis. Knowledge gathered during our interactions informs my judgment. I won’t speculate with no proof.

The past is a great source of knowledge for building recognition. Studying things in hindsight helps me to identify their motivating factors. People and events follow similar models all across history. All things repeat themselves in different times and places. It’s part of what remains stable across eternity. There’s nothing new under the sun, it just changes in its details a little. Certain actions always lead to revolutions, regardless of where they take place. Want to know what lies ahead? Look at the past. 

Working Inside the System

Even a primitive society operates off systems like the rule of law, chosen by a consensus of what helps culture function. These rules operate based on what sustains human life. In the old west, they hung horse thieves. In that culture, owning a horse meant the difference between life and death. A person couldn’t survive without a horse, an expensive but necessary commodity for travel.

Systems help people thrive by giving them what protection and tools they need to succeed. For example, humans need to feel safe in their environment, so laws exist to punish predators who assault people at random. These rules exist to take care of basic needs. Different civilizations create structures to suit their unique culture, but the basic needs of humanity remain the same. People need to eat, sleep, find a partner, and earn money. Children need educated. The sick must get treated. 

To succeed at life, it’s imperative to know how the system works to make the best use of it. It may not be perfect, but it’s in place, so I have no choice but to learn how to use it. I don’t find this tedious or frustrating. It’s just what exists. 

I don’t waste time imagining a different world. I assess the real one and do what’s expected. It’s the best way forward. It’s easy to figure out what to do when I have a roadmap set by human behavior. Becoming an adult is an essential part of this, marked by certain behaviors and the acceptance of my responsibilities. If I want to succeed, I get an education, find a job, and create a family. How I do this is my choice, but it’s my desired destination.

Every situation has a structure that’s simple to navigate once you know it. It’s based on what has proven reliable over time and on the respect you earn as a person. This involves dealing with reality and not a fantasy. To succeed in the workforce, I must start at the bottom. Success doesn’t come overnight, but as the result of hard work and reliability. Once I prove myself trustworthy, I climb the ladder. Consistency in how I approach them and represent myself to others tells them what to expect from me. This builds trust. 

I fight against broken, ineffectual, or cruel systems. But my way of improving it involves working within a structure. I don’t destroy it. It’s nice to think a society can cast off its rules, but without a system to replace it, it descends into anarchy. Civil rights activist Rosa Parks knew her country was wrong in its segregation laws, so she challenged them by refusing to give up her seat on the bus. Being a model citizen (employed, married, polite, and respectful) helped her succeed. She knew the rules of her society and abided within them until it came time to take a stand. She was not naïve about the potential consequences, but knew they would involve imprisonment and persecution. Rosa expected them based on what had happened before. She changed history. Rosa understood the social structures around her and defied them. 

That’s how I believe in doing things. Knowing what exists and how to change it by challenging the laws that bind us to it. If a law is inhumane, I draw awareness to it. I trust most structures. They exist to promote justice for both parties involved. Any worthwhile change is sustainable. 

My Weakness: Endless Possibilities

I could sum up my life as a “winding road.” Even if I know what I want, it feels wrong not to consider alternative possibilities on my way there. I may decide to attend a particular university and work toward it, but when the day arrives to submit my only application, wonder if I should broaden my scope. My dreams aren’t singular. I leave them room to grow and change.

I divide my daydreams into categories: what’s possible and what isn’t. The first group includes what I want for my future, including achievable goals to motivate me during hard times: a dream job, home, partner, or travels after retirement. The second group involves impossible fantasies to amuse me. I know a vampire will never seduce me and I’ll never become a superhero, but they’re my escape from the world’s hardships. My vivid inner life is personal, not something I invite you to share, unless I show it through my creativity. I love crafting stories, making visual art, or pondering themes, but making up an entire fantasy universe out of only my imagination would be hard without drawing on an existing work for inspiration. 

I notice whenever I indulge myself in fantastical or hypothetical thinking because it’s not what I do all the time. Intangible things require intense mental focus. Philosophical discussions mentally tax me. I want to shift them into areas of practical application. Future possibilities interest me less than something that offers me greater understanding. I find theoretical conversations that achieve nothing tedious, unless they’re done as part of a creative process, like writing a novel.

Too much theory bores me. Ideas need animated through real-life examples and practical applications for me to stay interested. Coming up with them for their own sake doesn’t appeal to me, but I enjoy generating ideas related to a situation’s needs or a project. I speculate about what I don’t know. A theoretical discussion helps me explore alternate scenarios to find a workable solution.

Much of the time, newness and novelty feel too hard. I won’t be innovative on demand or brainstorm a dozen approaches. I seek one that solves the problem. 

Creative Transformation

Seeing what else an object could become is one of my skills. I know how to reinterpret it or transform it. Under my industrious hands, an old frame found at an antique store becomes a mirror with the help of decorative wood strips and paint. I envision an addition I want on my house, or how I could paint a geometric pattern on the tiles outside my front door. The mosaic in my garden? Made from broken China plates that cost me a dollar. Do my kids need a costume? Let’s look around the house for odds and ends!

Reworking what’s familiar exists in the tangible world, and in my mental landscape. How can I make this story different? Could I draw parallels between Harry Potter and Luke Skywalker? How would Beauty & the Beast play out in space? Should I put Belle under the curse instead of the Beast? What could I use instead of magic?

Creativity relaxes me and connects me to my inner world. I don’t structure projects, but let them invent themselves as I go. I follow ideas until they hold no more potential and abandon them for a different approach that works better. I know from experience that whatever “feels right” will work. Lacking ideas is never a problem. Multiple ways to write a scene, professions for my characters, or possible endings occur to me while I work through the material. Listening to music, watching a movie, or reading a book generates more ideas in my mind.

Many things strike me as absurd. I enjoy ridiculing them. It’s fun to come up with puns and insults. Sarcasm is my secret weapon.

Multiple Possibilities

My conclusions come out of exploring alternate points of view. I look for books and experiences aimed at broadening my mind and introducing new concepts. Reading others’ opinions or ideas helps me think about ways to improve the world or see it in a new light. I ponder whatever I encounter and adopt what I like. Only what matters gets kept and stored. 

Whether I want to consider a new analysis depends on what it impacts and whether it will demolish my entire belief system. I see things as connected in my mind, like foundational blocks. Will this argument tear a hole in what I believe is true? If a book threatens to demolish my beliefs, I hesitate to read it. If I choose to do so, I want enough time to reflect and refute it. 

I don’t chase novelty or actively seek to change my mind. This happens over time, through experiences. Some ideas strike me as too unrealistic to even bother thinking about, so I dismiss them. Everything gets doubted and questioned to determine its structural integrity before I accept it. If in history class, I hear a statement about Marie Antoinette that contradicts what I know about her life, I ask where the source came from and if I can trust it. It doesn’t compare to the established facts. 

Others may adopt novel ways of interpreting their religious beliefs, but I can’t. Where did this interpretation come from? Does it have feet to stand on? Why should I listen to it? Something has to hold potential interest for me to want to spend my time on it.

Whenever I run into something abstract I need to think about, I break it down into components and study them individually. Let’s say while studying religion, the professor tells me to write a paper on an advanced theological belief. I take it piece by piece and ask what it means. Looking up word definitions helps me better grasp the concept, so I can explain it in simpler terms. Having done this, I know it. Spending time with it, studying each section, and writing about it has cemented it in my mind. Broad concepts give me confusion where I want clarity, so I break everything down into manageable details to make sure I know what it entails.

Sometimes I get so focused on the details, I must remind myself to zoom out to see the big picture instead. Interpreting abstract concepts or the unknown seems like a monumental task. It takes a lot of mental focus and energy, so I find learning what others have said about the topic informative as a place to start. I can use their interpretations to test my ideas and create my own theories.

It’s hard for me to believe I can adapt my beliefs and standards to fit into an external situation without betraying my honor. My beliefs define me. I see cooperation as surrender. I want to be the same person regardless of the situation!

The Future

My past and present hold my attention more than the future. I can’t predict what will happen. Not seeing what’s ahead makes me anxious. What changes will it involve? I want to feel hopeful about what it contains, but never have a clear image of it. My ideas about it shift a lot, but remain practical. I hope to enjoy a comfortable retirement, but know I must do things to achieve it, such as save money or buy my dream home as an investment.

The future abounds with unknowns. I want to make long-term plans and think about things likely to happen (knowing I may need to take care of my parents, or setting milestones or goals), but I dread the unwanted twists and turns that lie ahead of me. I want to count on things and for them to remain stable. 

Though I worry about my future or what could go wrong, I can’t generate alternative scenarios to combat it. I fear whatever is new and unfamiliar. Give me time to reconcile new ideas with what I know before asking me to act on them. And bleak interpretations of the future are the worst. Sometimes I feel like it is going to be awful. I don’t need an author’s dystopian ideas to feed my worries. I feel torn between a hope for humanity and knowing so much about the history of human behavior, thinking that’s impossible. 

My Evil Twin

New experiences are fun most of the time, but when I spend too much time thinking ahead, I become risk-avoidant. It feels safest to stick with what’s familiar. This causes me to shut out new ideas or experiences without evaluating them. Unless I recognize this as irrational fear, unfamiliar situations seem scary. Even reliable places contain threats. Seeing a toy left at the top of the stairs may trigger a negative runaway. “I’ve told you a thousand times to pick up your toys! Your dad could step on it, fall, and break his neck!”

My usual ability to remember details and retain facts fades. I find it hard to concentrate. Everything becomes unclear. Instead of being task-oriented, I can’t figure out where to put my attention and turn out sloppy work. Feeling like I’m losing my grip on reality makes me fear losing what matters to me. I get over-protective of it, which prevents me from wanting to take any risks. 

Stress makes me so undiscerning or impulsive, I clutch at straws, hoping it restores my stability. For example, trying to settle for a belief system or a partner to feel anchored in a steady situation. The wrong religion, relationship, or environment becomes a lifejacket in times of crisis. I pick an option that isn’t right for me and cling to it. I can’t see any other possibilities that aren’t scary. Instead of evaluating it, I view it in a romanticized light and sell myself a fantasy of how this is better than the unknown. 

Curing this requires me to figure out the source of my stress. Do I need a different job? Is running this group causing me anxiety? Is my boss expecting me to predict the future? You can help me by adding to my warehouse of life experience with positive data from your own perspective. I only rely on my experiences, so a negative one can salt the earth. My feelings of doom feel convincing. Loved ones can help me if they step in and give concrete examples of how things could play out more positively, based on the real-life trajectories of others. “I know you haven’t had success finding a good job so far, but Mike set out with similar skills to you and he got this internship!” “You feel alone right now, but Nancy also didn’t find a partner until she dated several guys! Sticking with it worked for her, it will work for you too!” Explain to me why my life will get better using realistic examples. That will broaden my mental storehouse with positive data!

I also need to reconnect to reality by stepping away from my fear or feelings about a situation and checking them against the facts. It’s useful to write my negative thoughts down. Seeing them lets me evaluate them from a rational perspective. There’s no sense in getting upset, if they aren’t even possible! If my anxiety escalates, I don’t trust myself to be realistic and prepared. Writing about my fears, seeing them, and asking what I can do about them kicks my brain into problem-solving mode. Having a plan helps me.

Researching can also combat my negativity. The facts ground me in what’s possible. Does buying a home scare me? I can check my credit score to see my odds of a home loan, instead of assuming I won’t get one. If it’s low, I can work toward building up my score. If I am worried about failing or forgetting an exam, I can consult my schedule and remember I have six weeks to prepare. Coming up with study sessions will give me confidence in my success. 

Having a plan makes me feel prepared for what lies ahead.

If this sounds like you, read the ISTJ and ISFJ profiles.









​​​External Sensing: Life’s an Adventure


(Types that use external sensing: SP, NJ)

ERNEST HEMINGWAY SAID, “Learning to live completely in the very second of the present with no before and no after is the greatest gift (one) can acquire.” That’s me! I care about what’s happening now and what I can do about it. The present utterly absorbs me. 

Life is whatever engages my five senses. It’s making love, riding a bike, seeing a movie, or eating a five course meal at a restaurant. I notice opportunities to act and take advantage of them. It seems a shame to miss out. On vacation in the mountains, I drive past a whitewater rafting sign. That looks like fun! What a chance to experience a new unbelievable sensation! If I have the resources and time, I will pull over the car and sign up for the next raft. On the water, I feel like a part of nature and the waves. The sun beats on my neck. Adrenaline pumps through my muscles while I do my part at the oars. I’m so alive. This is incredible. I never want to miss an experience! 

In deep diving training, there’s a moment where your instructor turns off the oxygen to limit your air supply. It teaches you what it’s like to run out of air so you won’t let your tank run low. Scary as it is, there’s also a thrill to it. It’s a life or death experience. The absence of enough oxygen vibrates through your body. It squeezes your lungs and makes your head feel heavier. Your heart quickens as every fiber of your being fears suffocation. A rush of adrenaline vibrates through your entire body.

That’s what being me is like; I feel everything through my body. I have a constant state of self-awareness of reality and my place in it centered on my sensations. I feel all my reactions to the physical environment. Being fully awake and tuned in to what’s happening is important to me. I automatically know what I can do to push a situation forward or make it stop. I do it without thinking about it. It’s instinctual for me to leap into action. As a teacher, part of my responsibility is supervising the kids at recess. I know where they are and what they’re doing. The unspoken body language between them tells me who’s about to start a fight. I can insert myself between them to stop it, or lift one of them onto the monkey bars. Swinging on them will open up a new life experience for him.

As a child, I hated being on the bench. I wanted to do things for myself, and to teach myself. I did not stay on the sidelines; I ran into the new playground, skinned my knees on the jungle gym, climbed the highest tree, taught myself to skateboard, came home covered in mud, hated the safety scissors, and took things apart. The impulse to connect tangibly to things never went away.

I learn best by doing. Life teaches me what I need to know. I don’t watch other people build my garage; I build it myself. Being told how to hold a hammer isn’t the same as gripping the handle. Hearing about swimming with dolphins is a poor substitute for getting in the water with them. I learned to drive by doing it. 

Connecting to my activity lets me sense when it’s going wrong. I adjust while in motion. If I feel my motorcycle slip left on a curve, I can compensate by letting off the gas. If I can’t do this in time, I learn from my mistake so next time I won’t repeat it.

Doing something shows me what it’s like. I want that knowledge. I need it. I would rather have sex than hear someone talk about it. Listening to what it feels like to have a blue marlin on the line isn’t as intense as being in the seat and trying to reel in an incredible fish. My hands are shaking from the strain of holding onto it!

For me, experience outweighs books or observation. I learn by watching and copying. It reminds me of an anecdote from Shirley Temple’s biography. As a child, she got into trouble for sitting and listening to tap-dancing legend Bojangles perform their stair-step routine instead of practicing. When confronted, the pint-sized girl said she was memorizing the steps according to how they sounded on the staircase. Shirley counted the steps and beats, absorbed this knowledge into her body, and mastered them on her first try. 

It baffles me when others talk about doing things instead of doing them. Why would anyone live on the sidelines and not take action? Who doesn’t want to get involved? 

How did I master great sex? I climbed into bed. Learn to paint? I bought art supplies. When I want to know something, I don’t turn to a textbook. I ask someone who has done it. Who makes sushi, skydives, competes in cross-country racing tournaments, or climbs mountains. These people teach me what to expect from my own experience. They tell me about the burn in my calf muscles, the shortness of breath in my lungs, how much my hand will ache, the exhilaration of a free fall or of touching a great white shark. A full-body experience is incredible. I want it.

Live in the Now

Whatever I want to experience needs to happen immediately. I don’t want to waste time, because now is all I get. Only the present exists. If there’s no tomorrow until it arrives, I must seize everything at once—an experience, a lover, a job. It feels urgent, like if I don’t get this today, or next week at the latest, I’ll never get it. If I wait too long, I may not even want it. It’s better to find out if I want it by having it or doing it than to pine for it. That’s why I jump on things, but struggle to stay interested. It makes sense for today to take a job, get involved with a person, or start a hobby. 

There’s a downside to this, however. If nothing matters beyond today, whenever my life is awful, it feels like it will last forever. My loss, pain, disappointment, etc., will never fade. It suffocates me. That’s one reason I stay busy. Too much downtime makes me sad.

I chase after whatever catches my attention until it wanes, then I drop it and move on to something else. I watch for opportunities. While running a landscaping business, I find out there’s better money in lumber, so I change my career. I serve as a construction overseer for a time, but quit to start building houses. Manual labor interests me more than management. My career or college major changed several times while I tried out things. A lifetime of doing one thing will bore me. I need a steady diet of challenges. 

I don’t see the point of beating around a bush or delaying what I want if I can take a direct approach. I don’t wait for life to happen to me. I chase it. My thoughts lead to swift actions. To use the whitewater rafting analogy, I drove through the mountains to go hiking in a national park. I love driving. It’s one way I connect to nature. Driving this stretch of mountain terrain requires awareness of the winding, narrow roads to know where my car is in nearness to animals and people. The experience fills my senses. I bask in the sun beating into my truck. I crack open the window to let in the sharp Tennessee air that smells of autumn and turning leaves. A thousand different shades of red, green, and orange exist on the crags. That’s when I notice a sign nestled against a cliff: Whitewater Rafting, the experience of a lifetime! I’ve always wanted to do it, and promised myself I would! It’s Saturday. There’s no one waiting for me. Why not change my plans? I can hike afterward. I need this! I drive up a side road to the registry office. Wouldn’t you know it—a raft leaves in twenty minutes! This is the best day ever! 

Keeping myself open to possibilities lets good things happen. If I hadn’t paid attention to my surroundings, I might not have seen the sign. Another year would have passed without me discovering how much I love whitewater rafting. It’s all I do now. Out on that river, with my heart pounding and my lungs full, I feel alive. I never want to lose that sensation. Life is short. I want to live it. Chase it. Risk has its own rewards. My confidence comes from my body. I know it can handle it. Failure is yet another experience. I’ll find a new challenge. The world has limitless possibilities.

Discussions interest me less than doing things. My hobbies involve my hands and body. I love activities that let me experience nature or test my physical limits. Scuba diving, snorkeling, spelunking, boating, fishing, skydiving, hunting, camping, surfing, hiking, rock climbing, archery lessons, motorcycle riding... my list of activities is endless. Other people talk about taking a class or hiring a yacht. I do it. The world offers me exciting places to visit, sensations to experience, foods to eat, and people to meet. 

A busy environment stimulates me. At a street fair, I notice the swarm of people, the artisan booths full of colorful things for sale, the sweat on the back of my neck, the pull in my muscles as I walk up the incline, and the smell of beer and hot dogs on the air. It’s great. I want to touch and feel things, to taste a cinnamon roll, feel the wind whip through my shirt on a boat, or blow a raspberry on a baby’s foot to make them laugh. Life energizes and motivates me. I need to savor a good meal, kiss an attractive date, and put a beautiful car on the road. I don’t want to hide it under a tarp in the garage. Music makes a road trip better... along with windows down and my favorite people in the backseat. 

Being unable to act makes me feel frustrated and helpless. I can’t cure your cancer, but let me stop you from stepping on that rake. I can’t find a lost pet, but I can put up reward posters. 

Give me something to do in a crisis. Otherwise, I feel at a loss.

Total Immersion

My awareness of my physical environment gives me quick reflexes. Sometimes I can even predict an event before it happens. My body becomes one with what’s happening around me. Did you ever wonder how an athlete was in the right place to catch a stray ball? They anticipated it flying in that direction and got there first. This merging doesn’t happen all the time. It kicks in once I disappear inside a moment. I become one with whatever is in front of me. My awareness of the terrain under my feet teaches me how to walk on it. It’s difficult to describe to anyone who doesn’t experience it firsthand. It’s knowing where I should be, and trusting myself to do it. 

I shut out distractions to become one with my activity. It doesn’t matter what it is. I can babysit my grandkids and enjoy every burp, get lost in fishing, spend hours tinkering on my rebuilt car in the garage, or practice a dirt bike maneuver until it becomes second nature to me. If we are together, I am with you. Not daydreaming or fantasizing about you, but by your side, or in your arms. Seated beside you on the couch, I am aware of your foot on my ankle, the subtle scent you wear, and the smudge of fudge batter on your left cheek. I demand very little from life. My mind doesn’t wander.

When we interact, I pay attention to what your body language tells me. All your reactions are important to me. They’re how you signal whether you are interested in me. I don’t care about your past self, just who you are today. Your actions tell me about your true self, not your words. I remember our interactions without bias or idealism. This makes me a reasonable judge of character. I evaluate people by their behavior, not their hidden motives. I decide whether we are compatible based on whether you fit into my life today. Do we have fun? Will you do things with me?

My best dates involve activities. It’s no fun for me to sit still. Let’s meet at the Paintball Park. Team up and take on strangers to see how we “jive” together. Go to the state fair. Attend a concert. I bond by spending time with you. Doing things together creates intimacy. Invite me to the racetrack or take me boating. If we see each other on a dating app, let’s meet up tonight, not next week. I need a partner willing to grab life by the horns and hang on! 

You’ll know how I feel about you by how much I look at you, touch you, and want to be around you. How you’re responding to me physically is a huge deal. Seeing a reaction is worth more than anything you say. Show me how you feel about me, don’t tell me!

If a relationship ends, I move forward. I can’t change the past, so I don’t dwell on it. It’s time to find someone new. 

Improvisation

When things go wrong, I don’t wait for events to happen, but look for ways to act. On my way home, I hear about a storm heading in from the coast. My house sits in a flood plain. If I don’t want big problems, I need to run to Home Depot for sandbags.

I adapt physically to whatever a situation requires. Attending my first karate class, I catch on to the movements by copying them. Being there gives me a sense of what the technique entails. I will throw myself into action, expecting to get kicked! Part of the fun is learning how to block you through pure reflexes! 

Changing environments stimulates me. I love new places. They are full of experiences to discover. Once I get used to a setting, it seems dull unless there’s a steady diet of novelty involved. I don’t want to repeat experiences unless they provide me with a rush or let me improve my skills in a particular area of expertise. I follow wherever opportunity leads. If I take a bus from LA to Denver to visit my aunt and see cheaper housing available, I may move. It won’t take long to pack up my stuff and change jobs.

I don’t need previous experience with a situation to adapt to its needs. Every person, place, and interaction has an invisible flow to tap into and use as a guideline. A club has a different energy than a daycare. I get the hang of new places and become part of them. 

Planning appeals to me less than improvising. It’s easier for me to figure things out when I get there or while I am doing them. Why try to imagine it if I can go there and see what’s available?

When I landscaped my yard, I researched native plants to learn what thrives in my area. Their colors and varieties had to appeal to me. I installed a gazebo and built a deck. Now it’s time to buy a gate. I prefer to see and touch things rather than just look at them online, so I went to Lowes to browse their selection. Does it fit my aesthetic? Match the rock bed? Will it hold up when the dog jumps on it? What hardware do I want? Show me what you have. 

Whatever I bring into my life, I want to see it, touch it, sit on it, or try it on. Sensory data gives me a place to start. I may not know what I want until I see it, how I intend to accomplish a task until I do it, or which path to pursue until I consider my options. If I go to a store to buy a Harley motorcycle, I may walk out with one, or it might be another bike that suits me, feels natural when I sit on it, and that is more “me.” I want to go there and test-drive it first. 

Quick thinking is my superpower. Pure instinct drives me. When my left rear tire blows out on the highway, I feel it happen. In a split second, I consider everything. What might happen next? How will the drag impact my speed? How fast is everyone traveling? Where am I in traffic? How close am I to that semi? A turnoff lies ahead. I just need to make it fifty feet. None of this is conscious. It’s reflex based on my environment. I decelerate and steer the car off into the grassy median. I didn’t even have to think. 

Racecar drivers go over 290 miles per hour. They stay safe by adapting in an instant when the environment changes. This level of speed and physical adaptability may seem crazy to you, but I get it. You stay in control in an unstable environment by plugging into reality. It exists for me in its rawest form. Something “happening” gives me a chance to react. I don’t worry about failure. My body knows what to do. I don’t care if it’s surfing and hitting a wave, or breaking up concrete steps to replace them. The challenges of the physical world don’t intimidate me. 

Solutions are interchangeable. If one doesn’t work, I try another approach. My technique needn’t be perfect if it solves a problem. I love what General Patton said. “A good solution applied with vigor now is better than a perfect solution applied ten minutes later.” I strike while the iron is hot to generate results. No matter what happens, I know I can figure out how to survive. It will all turn out fine in the end.

My plans leave room for adaptation; a premature decision might close me off to a better prospect later. It feels wrong not to take opportunities as they arise. I leave room in my schedule for short-term investments. My daughter takes an interest in Steampunk (it’s a blend of Victorian fashion and mechanisms). She begs me to make her a weapon for Comic Con. It doesn’t take much effort, just a little creativity. I go with her to the convention and notice the popularity of this trend. People are making major bucks selling merchandise. Why not cash in on it? The next day I visit the local hardware store, stock up on gears and pipe, and spend all weekend creating weapons. I launch an online store and sell a bunch.

I find out a street fair is coming to town. It’s not Steampunk, so I can’t sell my products, but fairs mean vendors and big crowds. In this weather, I could sell water bottles and triple my investment in a weekend. All I need are crates of water and a canvas tent. 

It’s a short-term job with high benefits. Why not do it?

Today, Not Yesterday or Tomorrow

I treat each person and every situation as new, without any hang-ups about the past or expectations for the future. I focus on what’s in front of me. The past is a shadow in my rearview mirror. I hold no illusions about it. Yes, I remember it but I live in the now. I don’t look back on it, dwell on it, or romanticize it. It’s gone. Past lovers and jobs no longer matter. What I care about is before me. 

Dreaming about my expectations for the future holds a similar lack of appeal. Pondering the unknown makes me feel unsure; I can’t touch or shift something that doesn’t exist to my advantage. It doesn’t seem real to me unless I can manipulate it, lay my hands on it, or feast my eyes on it. I enjoy visiting historical sites, even if there’s nothing left. History doesn’t feel genuine unless I attach it to a tangible object or place. I imagine that’s why people love to reenact historical events. It lets them get involved. They can wear the clothes, carry the muskets, or hear the battle cry and feel more connected to earlier events. Even though it’s a controlled situation, it’s closer than sitting in a classroom. It’s one thing to read about Abraham Lincoln and another to see his desk. Visiting the Titanic Exhibition connected me to its passengers in a way no history book could. I saw teacups, spoons, and boots rescued from the ocean floor. They represented lives lost and dreams sunk into the North Atlantic. 

Physical locations let me peer into the past and imagine what it was like for a historical figure to stand on this spot. I can look at the trees, feel the grass under my shoes, stroke the coolness of a cannon barrel in the evening and listen to the cicadas. A location grounds me. It hints at their experiences. Being there lets me connect to people who came before me. I want to see what they saw, feel what they felt, and touch what they touched. If you want me to learn about them, show me their possessions and portraits. Take me to their house. Let me wander in their environment. 

Many actors say they must put on a costume or walk onto a set to form a sense of their character. The physical clues help them fill in the details. How do they walk or talk? What do they wear? How do they put on their makeup? Do they fiddle with their ear buds? 

Whatever is new captures my attention. I sense trends coming, get on them while they’re hot, and abandon them before they die. Breaking with tradition causes me no pain. I won’t keep doing a task out of habit. My home and interests reflect my current self. I need a stimulating environment and room for new passions. Once I lose interest in an activity, I let it go. I don’t hold on to outdated things out of sentiment. I make room for new discoveries. 

I don’t think about “later.” Though it helps me live each day to the fullest, I can also rack up debts, substitute addiction for true growth, or drown my sorrows in physical pleasures and temporary indulgences. What harm can a joint do? The night is young, how about one more drink? Why not go on a dinner date with my boss?

I get over things quickly. Sometimes, I leave a mess behind me in my desire to rush into an opportunity. I abandon a lover for a new one or quit college to follow a whim. It doesn’t occur to me these things might hurt me down the road. When you live for each moment, the future feels distant. It never arrives! 

My Weakness: A Singular Focus

The idea of a five-year plan sends a chill up my spine. I can’t see that far ahead. Though I feel like I should envision my future, I don’t know what it looks like. In five years, I may not be the same person, hold the same goals, still live here, or be with my partner. If I can’t make things happen now, I may not want them later.

Life changes and I move with it. My dreams go in new directions over time. They mostly focus on what’s possible in the immediate future, though I nurse a few ideas about retirement. Someday, I will move into a cabin in the woods, open a bakery, spend all my time on the golf course, or build my dream home!

Conversations about the future without actions don’t excite me. All my dreams include what I can do today to achieve it. If I want to be a bodybuilder, I hit the gym four days a week. I intend to see results, but may take a spin class instead next year. 

Being around people who expect me to plan my future in detail triggers one of two reactions: avoidance or anxiety. The former causes me to scoff at their desire to map out their life. I assume by being rigid, they’ll miss out on good things! The latter causes me angst. Others seem to be more focused than I am. They are on track with their life, whereas I still don’t know what I want. What’s wrong with me? How did they find their calling? Where’s mine? It feels urgent that I find one. My life needs to hold deeper meaning. 

Thorough planning goes against my nature. My best work is a product of impulse and flexibility. Any long-term commitments make me feel hemmed in. Once the future becomes the present, I will mold it like clay, but until it arrives, I want to stay open to any alternative possibilities. 

Making firm commitments or coming up with rigid plans causes me stress. I hate prearranged situations. They push me into strict routines, inflexible deadlines, rigid timeframes, or pressure me to stay organized. I want to scatter myself over different interests. Focusing on a single thing kills my passion. Give me variety!

Compared to those who have a purpose in mind, I feel muddled. My ideas about what I want from life aren’t specific. I may know what I desire but not how to get it. Once I decide on what I want, I try to do it now. And there’s a problem with others not believing in me. Rather than stability, my track record includes opportunities pursued and dropped. I always think this time, my dream will stick. It’s what I want. But something often pulls me away from it.

My true passions find me on the road through life. Some, I know about from childhood, but others I stumble across over time. I hope to work with kids or open a homeless shelter. I dream about my future home, the boat I can’t wait to sail, activities and trips, or a career I want to pursue. In the meantime, I volunteer, sign up for a work detail, take classes, or compose music in my free time. 

My ideas about the future are unclear. It’s like being pulled in a particular direction, but wanting it to happen sooner. I keep this idea in mind, but get distracted by reality. My dream life takes a backseat to parenting, starting a new business, or traveling. I don’t like to postpone things for later gratification. My ambitions about the future shouldn’t stop me from living my life today. 

My Beliefs

Introspection isn’t my favorite activity. I don’t usually slow down to ask what meaning life holds for me, beyond what I can do right now. People or situations that force me into deep contemplation unbalance me. My skill is direct action, not predictions. I don’t know what the future holds, so speculating on it intimidates me.

I want to experience my spiritual side through physical activities. My faith must be tangible to feel real. I want to take out my mat twice a day and kneel on it or cross myself before I eat. Physical routines help me feel connected to the divine. 

I filter everything through my physical senses (what I see, hear, smell, feel, and do). The right environment can lead me to an inner state of being. The echoes of a cathedral, the smell of incense, or lighting a candle are mystical experiences, a way for me to tap into my spiritual side. Religious rituals are less about tradition for me. They put me into a certain state of mind and ready my body to seek a divine presence. 

Belief systems that deny physical reality don’t appeal to me. God created life for our enjoyment. To deny our sensuality is a mistake, a rejection of our fundamental nature as sensory-driven beings. An ideology that removes physicality is absurd. I don’t want a religion that prohibits me from eating a good meal, taking a walk, or forces me to worship in an unattractive room. There’s a divine essence in lovemaking. It’s like worshipping another person. Is that wrong? A beautiful place feels holy. Being in nature is divine. I experience more of God climbing a mountain than sitting in a temple. Don’t shut me away in a monastery and deny me the world. I’d fall apart. I need beliefs that understand that truth about me, play to my strengths, and let me make a difference today. I want to build homes in third world countries, dig wells, or deliver medicine. It’s good to look after the soul, but what about people’s needs?

Actions matter more than words to me. Some people work on their soul and expect that to change their behavior. It may, but the opposite is also true. I can pray for forgiveness for my neighbor, or I can fix the hole in his fence. Either one will change my heart, but one of them accomplishes something solid. Doing things helps me work through my emotions. The last time I got mad at my best friend, I pruned a hedge. By the time I finished, I had lost all my frustration and my bushes looked great. 

My friends think they need to correct their attitude before they can alter their behavior. I identify what I want to change and start doing it. If I need to lose weight, I eat less while exercising more to solve the problem. Maybe I need to change my attitude about food, but let’s stop overeating first.

The Unseen

Some people read between the lines without assessing the details, but I don’t attribute unseen motives to others. I take people and situations at face value and accept them for who and what they are. Focusing on hidden implications too much bores me. 

If I can’t touch it, prove it, or see it—that means it’s not real.

Unproven assumptions mean nothing to me unless they come from within. Since my insights don’t happen often, I pay attention to them. It’s not idle speculation, but it pulls me toward something. It gives me insight into a situation or guidance and serves a useful purpose in my life. I know where I should be, what to do, that this job isn’t for me, what path to take, or I shouldn’t trust this person.

This knowledge takes the shape of symbols, impressions, or feelings in my mind. I don’t know what they mean, only that they are important. I need to chase them, listen to them, and give them shape. My ideas hold truths or a revelation about the universe, but I’m not sure how to get to them. Staying in my head too long confuses me. I want my impressions and symbols to make sense, but I don’t know how to bring order to the chaos. The shadows of life lessons abound in my inner sphere, which is full of questions about the unknown (what I can’t see or touch). I wonder about the meaning implications hold. How do these two things connect? What truth awaits me? How do I form an interpretation?

Defaulting to an external system that brings my impressions into focus is less confusing than trying to do it myself. Sometimes I need pieces of abstract information to bring my inner image into focus. I turn to astrology, faith, afterlife theories, or psychics. I don’t create these abstract explanations for myself.

My flashes of insight point me in the right direction or lead me astray. They can be clear and specific or surrounded by haze. Sure of myself, I may leap to a conclusion and fly into action, only to find out my suspicions were wrong. At my last job, my snacks kept going missing from my lunch locker. I considered the suspects and decided it must be the janitor. I needed proof, so I set up a hidden camera. Wrong! It was my coworker. 

I don’t consider multiple suspects or outcomes. I trust my hunch and focus on a particular conclusion. I will argue for my point of view. Right or wrong, it feels accurate to me. Once in a while, my hunches save me from disaster. I spent a few months on a dating app. One guy seemed great. We had a lot in common. I had no reason to refuse a date except unease. Each time I went to answer his invitation to meet, I didn’t. I saw his photo a few weeks later in the newspaper. He got arrested for assault!

My intuition warns me against danger and keeps me safe. I listen to my inner voice, but most of the time, it’s quiet. I can’t explain how I form an unconscious knowledge about a topic, individual, or situation. Something about it resonates in my soul. I know it’s significant, because it brings meaning to my life. It’s like seeing a flash in the dark that disappears after I blink. Was it even there? Did I invent it? Once the image fades, I abandon it. 

My Evil Twin

Facing the unknown intimidates me. Asking me to focus too long on the future causes me to conjure up negative expectations for it. One day, I hope to own a musical store. I don’t know what I want, beyond that broad scenario, but thinking about what services I can offer is fun. I mention this to my uncle, who demands specifics, and tells me to come up with a detailed plan. Thinking about how to accomplish it makes me unsure of it. Is it an unrealistic dream? What if I can’t achieve it? How do I get there from here?

Going inside myself is so confusing, I spend little time there. My thoughts grow less clear when I over focus on them. It makes me absent-minded and robs me of spontaneity. My thoughts go dark. 

Situations or people who want me to think ahead, or give every interaction meaning, spiral me into anxiety. I assume everyone and everything has a hidden motive. If my boss is rude to me, I assume she does not like me or intends to demote me. My lover doesn’t return my text as fast as usual? Is he cheating on me? I confront him when he gets home and find out our marriage isn’t in peril. His phone battery went dead because our son played games on his phone while waiting at the dentist’s office. 

Stress causes me to freak over a future that hasn’t happened yet. Not getting enough sleep while expecting our first child causes me to worry about being a good parent. What if our kid arrives before I finish the nursery? Cue me painting it in the middle of the night. I need to get this done! The future is barreling toward me!

Rather than confront a crisis directly, I think about how to handle it. I feel unready or disconnected from reality. If you tell me to improvise when I get there, I consider you insane. That’s a recipe for disaster! I must be efficient. Plan better. I berate myself for being short-sighted or careless. I wasn’t careful enough! I didn’t focus on the consequences of my actions! I should be more responsible. Each decision could make or break my future. Fear and unhappiness settle into me. I don’t know what lies ahead and can’t trust myself to adapt.

Desperation drives me to seek others who seem confident of the unknown. Psychics might provide insight. A tarot card reading can lessen my fears. It seems helpful to take up meditation, Yoga, or chanting to quiet my mind and find my center. My confident self fades into contemplation. I become introspective and withdrawn. The longer I stay that way, the less I trust the outside world.

Accepting life at face value seems naïve and short-sighted. The things I used to dismiss as a waste of time now fascinate me. I don’t trust others to interpret my symbols and signs. I want to do it myself. My guesses are weird. Surreal. I grasp at them, but they all turn to smoke. Magical thinking appeals to me. It seems like a good idea to put my faith in omens. Fate and Chance rule my life. Destiny makes me not responsible for my mistakes. I blame my failure on an outside divine force.

At my worst, I develop grandiose ideas about my life. I will visit LA and become a famous actor even though nobody knows my name. On vacation, an exotic foreign royal will fall in love with me and rescue me from my current situation. The right valiant act could make me famous. What if I win a lottery? I daydream about what my life might look like, but feel too overwhelmed to take action. No motivation exists to make anything happen. 

I worry about my loved ones and form disaster scenarios around them. I forget to give myself a reality check. How realistic is my fear of my daughter dying in a car accident? She’s the best driver in her class, has superb reflexes, and never goes out at night! Despite the facts, my fear is real. How can I stop this from happening? I can’t think of anything! Each idea I come up with leads me to the same outcome. My negative premonitions won’t stop.

The thought of not getting what I want terrifies me. Worse, what if I achieve my dream and hate it? Will it trap me without options?

My revulsion at being lost inside a hazy vortex of doom makes me good at pulling myself out of it. I figure out a direct action to bring my life under control and center me in reality. I stop fretting about my lack of qualifications, find the nearest class, and sign up for it. Voicing my fears helps me recognize if they’re unlikely. If it sounds crazy, it is crazy. It’s better for me not to dwell on my future too long. I should look for things to do to restore my confidence, and adapt as things happen. My fantasies about losing control over my life are false. Whatever happens, I can wing it.

If this sounds like you, read the ESTP and ESFP profiles. 
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​​​Intuitives: Reading Between the Lines
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Intuitives focus on finding patterns, building assumptions, and leaping to conclusions. They form insights without needing to be told the entire story, and focus on what is unseen rather than what is tangible. They are dreamers more than doers and prefer mental stimulation to physical activities. Their insight comes in two forms, internal intuition (NJ types), which seeks a singular interpretation and a specific futuristic prediction or way forward; and external intuition (NP types), which prefers to change its mind, connect topics across a wide spectrum, and stay open to interpretations.

Read through the following analysis to determine the difference.

––––––––
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​​​Internal Intuition: A Singular Focus


(Types that use internal intuition: NJ, SP)

I AM CONSTANTLY GETTING answers to questions I haven’t asked yet. I hear something, think about it, and “know” what will happen next. My mind connects the dots and comes up with strong impressions based on conditional outcomes. What I see ahead doesn’t have to happen, but it will unless something changes it. People and events are on a specific trajectory. 

Most people don’t see things my way. I know that. What I share of these internal impressions results from unconscious “knowing.” This is hard to describe. My mind brings diverse pieces of data together and arrives at a finding without me fully understanding it.

It’s like eye-shine in nocturnal animals; it results from a reflective membrane behind the retina that acts like a mirror. It improves vision in low light, but produces a double image that compromises clarity. That’s how my intuition works. I absorb information from the world and focus on what impression it gives me, more than on the object, information, or person itself. My insight can either be accurate or so low-resolution it adds nothing or even compromises the truth of whatever stands in front of me. 

I rarely think about the object itself, just what it represents. My mind ponders a lot of intellectual or abstract threads, like how do these things connect and what does it mean? I dwell more in the philosophical realm than in reality. Is the material world full of illusions? Is humanity an idea of the mind that reflects the divine? What’s the problem of evil?

I examine the evidence and create long-term predictions based on the most likely outcome. I don’t put much effort into this. My subconscious does all the work. I needn’t focus on things for them to form into mental patterns that give me a strong impression of what lies ahead, or what the motivation is behind a set of actions. Whatever I see may not happen this week, or next year, but it will occur unless something I can’t currently see interrupts its path. I trust my insights, but only know how good they are if they come true. Until then, my conclusion about it is a working theory. 

My brain sorts through all information it receives and narrows it down to one way to interpret it that feels right. Whatever I don’t know, whatever is missing, gets filled in to create a full image. This takes ten seconds or twenty years, however long I need to weed through data, ideas, and arguments to find the best natural vantage point. Changing my position multiple times helps me find the right angle to bring the future into focus. I consider and eliminate all potential outcomes to reach “the truth,” based on how the pieces fall into place. I dismiss any alternatives that don’t fit the pattern. This can frustrate others, but I know what doesn’t fit my point of view. Sometimes, I already thought of what others suggested and discarded it after contemplating it. It’s not the most likely answer. 

Filling in the blanks to form a complete picture without knowing all the details makes it easy for me to speculate about what I can’t know for sure. I treat what comes out of my unconscious mind as trustworthy. Facts exist as additional data or a foundation to build assumptions on. I don’t need personal experience with something to have a theory take shape around it. 

Specific Insights

My vantage point is distinctive and differs from your reasoning. I know no other way to be. All the thoughts I generate are full of symbolic meaning. I focus on what’s hidden over what’s obvious. It’s unnecessary for me to know much about a person or incident to give a predictive statement about it. I know the end of the story before I reach the middle. An impression forms in my mind. How that person reacted tells me what transpired or what’s behind it. Few things surprise me; they feel like they’ve already happened.

The more information I know, the more accurate my “guesses” are. A friend comes to me baffled about why her boyfriend insists on calling her six times a day. I flash through everything I know of her situation and human nature. She’s cute, fun to be around, and popular, but lately is standoffish. He demands a lot of her time. A pattern comes to the surface. He’s intruding on her life to shrink her circle of friends and bring her under his influence. Calling her keeps him informed of who she’s with, and present in her mind. Next, he will object to her seeing people who find him “intrusive.” Soon, he will advise her on how to dress, behave, where they will live, and whether she sees her parents and friends. He’s toxic.

My insights represent how the situation has formed in my mind. It’s rooted in what I know, with my intuition filling in the rest. I may be right or wrong, but my conclusion comes from a strong sense of insight. My assumption feels right. If a pattern is strong enough, I need no time to form an opinion. 

Others can count on me to give them advice based on what I see in them (their potential) and in what the future may hold for them, depending on their decisions in the present. I’ll warn them if their present actions threaten their future security. “Don’t share that on social media,” “You need a disclaimer,” “This person isn’t looking out for your best interest.” My impressions of people or situations center on what they will become if they stay on their path. 

I don’t need to wait for time to prove myself accurate before I make decisions based on my theory. If a preview tells me a movie has ruined my favorite childhood book, because the screenwriter misunderstood the text, why would I watch it? I know it’s trash.

Once a strong impression evolves into a judgment, it won’t alter easily. Like Mr. Darcy says in Pride & Prejudice, “my good opinion once lost is lost forever.” If I discover someone is toxic, I avoid them. They won’t change. I’d be a fool to think otherwise. We have no future.

What I see ahead influences my decisions more than the past or the present. Whenever I encounter anyone or anything new, I test it against what I envision for myself to see if it fits. This forms into strong ideas about what I want in a partner, a career, or for my life, which takes the guesswork out of my decisions. I needn’t consider anyone or anything that doesn’t fit into my ideal.

Quick Understanding

Once I discover pieces of information, a big picture forms around it. Knowing something without proof sends me on a quest to find it. I don’t mind this, but it can lead me astray if I waste time trying to prove a hypothesis without any real-world credibility. 

I never had to study in-depth in school, because an overview of the material gave me insight into the rest of the chapter. My ability to understand things without detailed analysis is useful. I quickly grasp concepts without needing to learn the specifics and focus on what illumination they bring to my thoughts or see how they alter what I know. If you want me to delve deeply into a topic, I need sufficient time to explore all the ways it impacts other things.

Operating off speculations are so prevalent in my life, I may not realize I lack proof until others draw my attention to it. I share my insights because I believe they’re accurate, not to invite external input. My family and friends can’t see what I do. I can’t explain how divergent paths meet in my mind. The only thing clear about my process is the way my thoughts focus on a way forward. I feel pulled in a particular direction and know it’s right. 

My greatest desire is to make sense of the unseen realities around me. Most of my focus is mental, not physical; reality only exists to inspire concepts, ideas, or possibilities. I examine all I encounter to decide if it fits my worldview. If not, I reject it as irrelevant. 

Abstract Ideologies

I want to bring my life into alignment with a precise trajectory; for this to happen, I need a personal philosophy that brings everything into focus. Something to give shape to my consciousness, a theme that emerges from my inner self. I believe this truth is inside me, waiting to be found. I search for something without understanding what it is until I find it, and it clarifies everything else. My mind is like a tornado that sucks ideologies and thoughts into it. Only what brings insight gets to stay; the rest gets scattered to the wind.

Whatever resonates as true becomes part of my beliefs. My focal point is narrow and specific. I like to discover a single truth that explains all else. It’s more interesting for me to create my own life philosophy than rely on yours. My world exists in the mind, in search of a big idea that challenges or reverses common beliefs. 
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