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  Though this be madness, yet there is method in it.

  —Shakespeare, Hamlet

  The difference between myself and a mad man Is that I am not mad.

  —Salvador Dali

  Dream abides. It is the only thing that abides. Vision abides.

  —Miguel de Unamuno

  I used to think people doing things weird were weird. That was before I realized that people doing things weird weren’t weird at all. It was the people who were saying they were weird who were weird.

  —Paul McCartney

  I think the only immoral thing is for a being not to live every moment of his life with the utmost intensity.

  —José Ortega y Gasset
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  “Go for it!”
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        JUNG: Neurosis is no substitute for genuine suffering.
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        ATCHITY: Take pride in your pain.

      
    

    
      	 
      	 
    

  

  How many times have you felt as if you were hurtling toward a brick wall at ninety mph, and someone supposedly dear to you gave you the advice, “Slow down!” or “Relax”? As many times as I’ve been advised to slow down, I’ve wondered whether hitting the wall at thirty mph was truly preferable to hitting it at ninety. If you’re going to go splat, make it a complete splat! How else will you find out in time whether that wall is, in fact, as you imagined, the secret door to your dreams?

  This book is about the speed and shape of your creative life—and about the wall that so often becomes a door. Your chosen speed and trajectory are precisely what distinguish you, a Type C personality, from the others who are saying, “Relax.”

  If you’re one of those fortunate souls whose attitude is always perfect, who goes through life with an eternal smile of confidence, and who has never found it necessary to scream or cry, this book is not for you. I wish I could say, through the years of my midlife career transit, that I’ve always been “up.” The truth is, I’ve had to build my “upness,” sometimes from what felt like scratch, nearly every day. I like to think it’s because the life I’ve chosen requires me to do things I’ve never done before, things I’m not always certain I can find a way of doing.

  “What Makes You an Authority?”
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        EINSTEIN: The punishment fate has given me for my hatred of authority is making me one.
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        ATCHITY: Authority comes from describing the clear pattern things reveal in retrospect.

      
    

    
      	 
      	 
    

  

  Once upon a time I resigned my position as tenured professor of comparative literature at Occidental College in Los Angeles to pursue a new, full-time career as freelance writer, independent producer, literary manager, and entrepreneurial “story merchant.” I exchanged a thirty-year “comfort horizon” (how much of the future you can envision as being covered by income-generating contracts presently in hand) for one that has ranged from a mere twenty-four hours to twelve months at the very best—normally hovering precariously between forty-five and ninety days. When people told me that my midlife career change was insane, I reminded them (and myself) of Salvador Dali’s taunt: “The only difference between myself and a madman is that I am not mad.” Regardless of how that struck my interrogator, it made me feel better.

  My decision to resign from my tenured position became final in the middle of a December snowstorm in Montreal, where I was taking a leave of absence from Occidental College to supervise the production of the Shades of Love series of romantic comedies, which I had conceived and was producing for Lorimar-Warner-Astral. The decision followed on the heels of an event that brought the familiar sensation that everything happens for a reason: I was scheduled to play the extra part of a professor in Mort Ransen’s Sincerely, Violet, but had been delayed by a snowstorm. By the time I finally arrived on the set, the scene had already been shot, using an extra. I decided right then and there that I simply wasn’t meant to play a professor, even in fiction—that it was high time to resign my tenure. My appearance as an extra was rescheduled for the next day: I ended up playing a graphologist.

  Although the incident in Montreal provoked immediate action, the decision had been a long time in the making, first conceived twelve years earlier while I was serving as a Fulbright professor at the University of Bologna. On Valentine’s Day of that year, I received a telegram from Occidental’s dean of the faculty informing me that I’d been granted tenure.

  My immediate reaction to this news surprised me: I became depressed.

  The depression continued for at least a year, compounded by my difficulty finding colleagues who could relate to such a bizarre reaction to what everyone else considered good news. I should have been ecstatic.

  I finally figured it out for myself: I felt trapped, suffocated. My oldest recurrent nightmare as a child was of being suffocated by an enormous blanket not of my own weaving. Yes, the box I now found myself in was a comfortable one; but it was still a box—a gilded cage. As much as I loved teaching, as much as I had succeeded at it, I was having trouble with the thought that for the next thirty-nine years I’d be able to predict my schedule twelve months in advance. I felt that my life was spinning out of control, coming to an end, and that without knowing how, I had prematurely become a zombie.

  I knew I had to escape.

  I also knew I had something to contrast these dark feelings with, something that seemed trivial at the time. Even as a professor I couldn’t keep my fingers out of various business pies. I ran a consulting company that specialized in helping writers perfect their work, translated business documents from and into several languages, and published and distributed poetry quarterlies. One day I received a most unexpected call out of the blue—from the State Department in Washington. A Yemeni diplomat was in the United States, wanting to meet with an American businessman and professor who was also a poet. It scares me to think how they found me, but they asked if I’d be willing to spend an afternoon with him.

  He flew to Los Angeles and picked me up at my consulting office in Glendale. We spent a delightful afternoon talking about poetry, business, literature, and world affairs and were mutually impressed at the other’s diverse interests. Early in the conversation, he’d asked about my origins, and I’d explained my Lebanese/French Louisiana ancestry. He told me that I was following in the traditions of the Lebanese—Phoenicians originally—by being an educated “story merchant,” who believed enough in the poems and short stories I read and wrote to publish them. He pointed out that writing and publishing your own poetry, and that of others, was respectable behavior, and I couldn’t help but think of the president of my college who’d once asked, “What other entrepreneurial activities are you engaged in?” when he received a complaint from a fellow faculty member that I was distributing literary magazines. The word “entrepreneurial” sounded like “mud-dredging” in his Ivy-League drawl.

  At Occidental I’d created internships that allowed students to work at film studios, newspapers, and publishing companies in the real world. As I lectured on creativity and writing on campuses throughout the country, I began feeling more and more dishonest about the secure life I’d chosen for myself.

  I also realized two things: I realized I hadn’t really chosen to be a professor. I’d simply responded to job offers after finishing graduate school, accepting the most attractive one in a place that was most conducive to raising my young family. At the time, I also imagined that being a professor meant teaching all the time, without foreseeing the realities of committees, bureaucratic red tape, tenure battles that destroyed lives, and the ceaseless futility of campus politics.

  And just how safe was the academic profession, anyway? While tenure seemed like a magical word for some people, I calculated that the economic realities were such that even tenure would not be immune should the college find itself in dire financial straits. The safety my colleagues valued so highly was, I concluded, merely an illusion of security. I’d also never been comfortable in a costume, except maybe on Halloween. And being a professor, complete with tweed jackets with leather elbow pads, was costume. The word “uniform” was too painful to contemplate.

  At the same time I realized that I preferred the illusion of freedom to the illusion of security. When I talked about my restlessness with novelist John Gardner, who at the time was editing my first book on Homer, he told me I was crazy; that I should remain a professor and do whatever else I wanted to do from that secure foundation. As a creative entrepreneur himself, he very wisely couldn’t recommend his lifestyle when he compared it to mine.

  So I hung on another year or so, satisfying my restlessness by founding and editing off-campus magazines: CQ: Poetry and Art; the interdisciplinary journal DreamWorks (dedicated to the study of dreams and the arts), with my colleague Marsha Kinder; and a Pasadena arts newspaper, Follies.

  Then I had the good fortune to meet a man whose columns in the Saturday Review I’d enjoyed as a teenager, Norman Cousins.

  No doubt reflecting the mood I was in that year, I found myself offering a course titled “Literature and Death” and, inspired by reading Norman’s Anatomy of an Illness, invited him as a guest speaker. He accepted. During his presentation to my class, Norman used Ortega y Gasset’s observation about intensity, quoted on the dedication page of this book: “I think the only immoral thing is for a being not to live every moment of his life with the utmost intensity.”

  Never having heard anyone else but myself cite these stirring words, I was stunned.

  After class, I asked him to stop by my office for a minute on our way to the Faculty Club for lunch. I wanted to show Norman the plaque hanging above my desk, bearing the very words he’d quoted. He was touched. En route to lunch, I asked him if I could impose on a few moments of his time, at his convenience, to talk with him about “what I want to do when I grow up.” He laughed, and asked me if I played tennis.

  A few days later, to my pleasure and surprise, he called to ask if I could be the fourth in a doubles game. After a rousing set at Bea Arthur’s house in Mandeville Canyon, Norman listened to my achievements, dreams, and ambitions, and then offered me his advice.

  “Whatever you do,” he told me, “don’t ever give up your diversity.”

  I couldn’t believe my ears. All my previous advisers had consistently said the opposite. When I had first proposed the idea for DreamWorks to Paul Chance at Psychology Today, he’d responded with a long, thoughtful letter, criticizing the magazine’s diversity, closing it with the words, “Find your niche, young man, find your niche.” We proceeded with DreamWorks anyway, and it went on to win awards for its interdisciplinary focus.

  All my life I’d been seeking my niche among niches defined by others. Norman was advising me to create my own Type C niche, defining it with sufficient diversity to replace the suffocation response with excitement and hope.

  His second suggestion threw me for even more of a loop. He told me that, in his opinion, the best place to exercise my particular talents and ambitions was the entertainment industry. When I replied that I knew nothing about that world, he recommended that I read William Goldman’s Adventures in the Screen Trade (Goldman’s scripts and novels include Marathon Man, Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid, and Magic). I was ready to follow Norman’s advice when, part way through Goldman’s book, I encountered what the screenwriter-novelist called the “single most important fact” of the entire movie business: “Nobody knows anything.” I realized immediately that I was on a level playing field, and that I’d found my second career.

  By the time I’d finished Goldman’s book, I was convinced that I shouldn’t go into my new career solely as a writer. For one thing, it would limit my ability to express other talents, like salesmanship, management, and entrepreneurial instincts. For another, writers have little leverage in this great big bad world until they’re established. Unless they’re lucky, they could wait forever to be recognized. I didn’t want to rely on luck, and I didn’t have forever. I realized that I needed to learn enough about the industry to become a producer, having little idea then about what a producer does. At that point, serendipity again came to my assistance in the person of A. John Graves, who happened to be enrolled in my graduate research course at California State College, Los Angeles, on “Shakespeare’s Ten Worst Plays.”

  Formerly an executive at NBC, John was now working as an independent producer. He approached me after class one night and asked if I’d ever considered a career in show business. I couldn’t believe my ears. A few lunches later, I had the mentor I needed—and a desk full of contracts to read. (My theory was that learning a new business would go faster if I started with the endpoint of a deal.) I read every contract I could get my hands on. I’ll never forget one that included, “Accounting terms shall be defined in such fashion as the Twentieth Century Fox accounting department shall define them at such time, if any, that litigation is entered into among the parties.” Although I would wrestle with the concept many times in the future, I had just encountered for the first time what’s known in the Biz as “creative accounting.”

  Four years later, just after the New York Times had printed a full-page story about my Lorimar-Warner-Astral series of romantic comedies, I bumped into a mentor from my former life, Bart Giamatti, in the elevator of the New York City Yale Club.

  “Atchity,” he said, “what’s this I hear about a professor of comparative literature producing romance movies?”

  “What’s this I hear about the president of Yale becoming the baseball commissioner?”

  “Touché,” he laughed.

  Apparently, I hadn’t fallen too far from the tree.

  In making the move from security to freedom, substituting an illusion I preferred for an illusion that was suffocating me, I had entered a full-blown midlife crisis. If I’d taken the ten-question stress test two years after my resignation from Occidental, I would have set the record for major life changes.

  Within three years, I’d changed jobs, homes, cities, spouse.

  And my father died.

  In the midst of one particular crisis in my brilliant new career, I found myself in San Francisco, at the home of dream therapist Gayle Delaney (Living Your Dreams). Gayle suggested that I incubate a dream to determine whether I truly thought I had within me the resources to continue along the course I’d set for myself.

  That night I dreamed that I found myself between two apparently equal serpents, and realized they were in the process of devouring me. But they didn’t. I woke up elated.

  “What do you think the serpents represent?” Gayle asked the next morning.

  “My problems? My conflicting motivations?” I thought about it, deciding that they must relate to my theory of the two parts of the mind being in constant war with each other. By the time we’d worked it out, I realized that the dream was directly related to my lifelong fascination, as a student and teacher of mythology, with Mercury’s caduceus—the flowering rod, plume, and serpents (although some representations show only one serpent, I’ve always favored the ones with two).

  The snakes in my dream were the Past and the Future, with my own personal skills between them in the Present, barely managing to keep me upright. The Past was trying to pull me back; the Future, with all its fears and anxieties, was trying to devour my energy. But I was safe in the Present because the focal point of safety lies in the centered self that has learned, by mastering itself, to master the world.

  As a student of Homer’s Odyssey, I recognized that the mythic origins of the dream were related to the Greek concept of techné, the protean virtue of Athene and Hermes (Mercury), whose mortal counterpart is Homer’s hero Odysseus. As Odysseus was able to vanquish the serpentine monsters encountered on his embattled journey to Ithaka, I would be able to master the draconian serpents threatening me from both sides.

  The dream was reminding me, in other words, that fighting dragons was my natural strength. No wonder, despite my high anxiety, I was essentially content with my decision. My contentment had reached its height one blizzardy day on a flight between Montreal and Toronto, when the prospect of the plane going down in the storm didn’t concern me enough to make me look up from the script I was editing. At the time, we were still shooting one film in Montreal, but we were already in postproduction on another film at Pathé’s sound lab in Toronto. A final mix (where the music is added to the film’s sound effects) was scheduled that night. Everyone thought I should skip the mix because of the weather, but I was determined to master every detail of my new career, so I went to Dorval Airport. Once there, I discovered that Air Canada had canceled its flight to Toronto because of the storm. But a smaller, prop-driven airliner was scheduled to leave in ten minutes. I decided to take it, ignoring the fear of flying I’d always previously experienced.

  As the plane lumbered through the snowstorm, it occurred to me that the possibility that I might die on this flight didn’t disturb me. I was living my dream, and dying in the middle of my dream would be a happy death. In her studies of death and the dying, Elizabeth Kübler-Ross found that people “are not afraid of death per se, but of the incompleteness of their lives, of dying prematurely.”

  Up there in the blizzard, on that plane, I felt that my life was complete. And I realized that I’d have to expand my dream to give myself a reason to continue living with this wonderful sense of fulfillment.

  I began to accept that my view of success wasn’t about garnering achievements as much as about achieving (in the words of Robert Browning, “Ah, but a man’s reach should exceed his grasp, Or what’s a heaven for?”) and that this view made me different from many of the people who, along the way, came to me for jobs, consultations, or conversations about how to do what I had done. Listening to them, consulting with them, I realized that it was product, not process, that turned them on. I began to see that whether they are salespeople or athletes, writers or inventors, builders, proprietors of boutiques, or entrepreneurs, Type C personalities are quite different from others. They’re in love with the phrase, “Go for it.”

  People tell me that it took a lot of courage to give up the total security of a tenured position. The comment sounded alien to me at first, then started to trouble me more and more. I’ve always taken pride in doing something good, and “courage” sounds very good. At one point early in my new career, at Marsha Sinetar’s suggestion, Dr. Joyce Brothers and her television crew came to interview me about career change. As usual, I was under enormous pressure, but I did my best to talk sensibly about why I had made my own transition and what it felt like to be in the middle of it. Dr. Brothers kept saying it was “courageous,” and I kept changing the subject to my worries about the wolf at the door. But when the program aired a few months later, I had to admit that even I was impressed with how my story sounded. One of my fellow interviewees was a hairdresser who’d gone after her medical degree in psychiatry at the age of fortysomething. Earning that credential had allowed her to exchange listening to clients for $25 an hour to listening to them for $125 an hour. Another was a man in his eighties, who was just receiving his law degree—his fifth career change. He recounted his experience on registration day.

  “The young man behind me in line finally asked, ‘Sir, may I ask you what you’re doing in this line?’”

  “What line should I be in?” the octogenarian had answered.

  I could see now why what I had done sounded courageous to others. But I didn’t feel courageous. Instead, on many mornings and afternoons, and especially evenings, when I had absolutely no idea how I could continue for another hour, I felt certain I’d made a gigantic mistake. Had I foreseen what it would cost me in every aspect of my life, I told myself, I might never have undertaken my new career. Visualizing the future is one thing. Seeing it in actuality would have discouraged me.

  Instead of courage, the word I came to use was “challenge.” I needed to feel challenged, needed to challenge myself. My career transit was a necessity, not a luxury, keeping my sense of self intact. Did I have the strength and stamina to face the unfamiliar adversities I had chosen for myself? And to be called, in the process, “self-centered,” “selfish,” “irresponsible,” and “crazy”?
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        SOPHOCLES: It’s a terrible thing to look upon your troubles and to realize that you yourself and no one else are responsible for them.
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        ATCHITY: It’s a wonderful thing to look upon the challenges you’ve created for yourself and to embrace them as your own.

      
    

    
      	 
      	 
    

  

  Let’s admit that it takes courage to express your Type C personality—to live with the consequences of your decision to be yourself, whatever you conceive that self to be. It takes courage to stand apart from all the “normal” people out there who criticize and raise their eyebrows, wondering why you’re so crazy (while they wonder, to themselves, why they can’t be a little more like you).

  Even more, it takes courage to stand against the enemy within: the normal person inside you, shaped by your parents and the Society of the Non-weird, who spends his every waking effort trying to stop you from doing something as insane as quitting a high-paying, secure position to pursue your idiosyncratic need for freedom, creativity, and self-definition.

  Career transition isn’t recommended for the overly critical or for those who need security. It’s for those who know that the ultimate challenge lies in the self-knowledge that comes only when you pit skills beyond your present imagining against the relentless resourcefulness of a world of troubles.

  Theodore Roosevelt was such a man:

  
    It is not the critic who counts, not the man who points out how the strong man stumbled, or where the doer of deeds could have done them better. The credit belongs to the man who is actually in the arena; whose face is marred by dust and sweat and blood; who strives valiantly; who errs and comes up short again and again; who knows the great enthusiasms; the great devotions; and spends himself in a worthy cause; who, at the best, knows in the end the triumph of high achievement; and who, at the worst, if he fails, at least fails while daring greatly, so that his place shall never be with those cold and timid souls who know neither victory nor defeat.

  

  Roosevelt makes risk taking and being creative sound glamorous to those who haven’t gone for it. He, like those who have gone for their dreams, knew better. No one in his right mind would encourage anyone over the age of twenty-five to sacrifice security for the uncharted territory of a new career—unless the seeker came up with the idea himself.

  But if you feel a strong need to change, if you’re one of those people who long to live the creative life of a professional writer, this book might help you chart that new territory. Francisco de Goya complained, “The sleep of reason produces monsters.” This book may help you deal with the monsters of your imagination and the undiscovered country down the road not previously taken.

  The ultimate investment is investing in yourself, by designing a life around your unique interests. Everyone might tell you that this is the way to happiness, but very few people will encourage you to pursue such selfishness. Even fewer pursue it for themselves. Those who do are the ones who make a difference. When creative career change is successful, it leads to fulfillment. But what about when it’s not successful? As you get into it, you quickly begin to realize that success is ephemeral. Not simply because change is tough, but because even the word “success” must be redefined in order to continue being useful. I didn’t feel successful after having produced my first films, but I felt very successful while producing them.

  Aside from suffocation, my greatest fear in life had always been that I would come to feel that my energies weren’t being challenged, that my time on earth was being wasted. I’d reacted strongly to the poignancy of former President Lyndon Johnson’s telltale comment: “To hunger for use, and to go unused, that is the greatest hunger of all.” The person who engages in career transition has made the conscious decision to respond to the need to be used and useful, to follow in the footsteps of George Bernard Shaw, who wrote forty-one of his fifty-two produced plays after age forty-five, Pygmalion at age fifty-seven, Saint Joan at age sixty-seven, and Buoyant Billions at age ninety-one. Shaw wrote:

  
    This is the true joy in life, the being used for a purpose recognized by yourself as a mighty one; the being thoroughly worn out before you are thrown on the scrap heap; the being a force of Nature instead of a feverish selfish little clod of ailments and grievances complaining that the world will not devote itself to making you happy.

  

  Everyone’s first career is an accident. Your next career, the child of your choice, is your mighty purpose that makes life worth living.
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  Our Maddening Type C Personality
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        DAD: No risk.
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        MOM: Go for it!
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        ORACLE OF DELPHI: Get to know thyself.
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        ATCHITY: One at a time, please. One at a time.

      
    

    
      	 
      	 
    

  

  My father, bless his soul, was probably the classic Type A personality—a workaholic accountant whose favorite evening pastime was to disappear into his downstairs office to work on his books. No one ever heard him say he loved accounting. As far as he was concerned, accounting was simply what he had to do, and the more he did it, the more money he made. As he worked his way through life, he kept postponing the gratification that others were urging upon him: trips to Europe, automobile trips across the country, a shopping spree to buy things his hard work had entitled him to. He was a child of the Depression and of an entrepreneurial immigrant father to whom bankruptcy was no stranger. Attaining the American dream was my grandfather’s primary motivation. Holding on to it—security—was my father’s. Even when security was no longer an issue, Dad continued to work as though it were. Sadly, that work was simply a means to an end, and until mere months before the end of his life, he rarely took time to enjoy the end his means had earned him.

  My mother, on the other hand, was always urging him, and her children, to take risks. She’d come a long way from the ten-acre farm in French Louisiana where she was born—through nursing school in New Orleans, and to my father’s family’s hometown of Kansas City, Missouri. She saw all her children through high school and some through college and graduate school. “If he can do it,” she would tell us, referring to a headline or TV bulletin about someone’s achievement, “you can do it too. Just do it.” She once helped my brother sell the most Little League baseball tickets on his team by insisting that he cover every floor in all the skyscrapers in downtown Kansas City. He was exhausted, but he won. No one even came close.

  When my father died, I sat at the desk in his den staring at a wooden-block slogan that had been enshrined next to his pen set for as long as I could remember: RISK NOTHING, LOSE NOTHING. For the first time I realized that, to him, the slogan meant, Don’t take the risk. All my life, I’d read it as, Risk it! Only at his death did I understand exactly how much his perspective had differed from mine.
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        W. S. MERWIN: The story of the hinge is that it is dreaming to fly. “No hinge has ever flown,” the locks tell it again and again. “That is why we are dreaming,” it answers, “and then we will teach the doors.”

      
    

    
      	 
      	 
    

  

  I like to think it’s because of the inner pull between my Accountant father and my Visionary mother that I ended up with what I call, for the sake of shorthand, a Type C personality: C for creative, C for Mercury’s caduceus (that magic wand), and, yes, C for crazy. Like the Type A, described by Drs. Meyer Friedman and Ray Rosenman in their classic Type A Behavior and Your Heart, the Type C is hard-driving and highly time-conscious, and seeks out increasing levels of stress.

  But there’s a crucial difference between the Type C and the traditional, overstressed, and intrinsically unhappy Type A, one largely based on a higher degree of awareness. The philosopher José Ortega y Gasset defines a hero as “one who wants to be himself.” In this sense, the Type C is heroic, insisting on choosing only stress that brings him pleasure, the stress brought on by pursuing his impossible dream, and also insisting on taking responsibility for his choice. As a result, then, once they “get their heads together,” and learn to relax (like the Type B), Type Cs thrive on the very stress that grinds away at the Type A.

  At its most functional, the Type C personality is the creative personality, obsessed with making visionary dreams come true, and, almost always, whether happily or not, paying a price for it on an hourly basis. An old Cajun saying puts it this way: “You have two choices: Forget your dreams, or pay for them.” The Type C has figured out that we only live once, as far as we know for sure. The risk of feeling that we haven’t fully lived our lives, haven’t explored our fullest potential, is a far greater risk than any risk we might face by pursuing a dream that, arguably, might be considered by some insane.

  If you’re the classic Type A personality, you’re an overachiever, a workaholic who’s considered overly stressed and in danger of heart attack because you can’t stop working, yet you don’t particularly love your work. If you’re a Type C personality, like most of the writers, directors, and artistic entrepreneurs I consult or partner with and/or manage, you’re stressed primarily because the work you love is on the cutting edge, and is therefore misunderstood and rejected most of the time, leaving you feeling misunderstood and anxious as a result. The Type C embraces Sigmund Freud’s conclusion (without necessarily embracing Sigmund Freud!) that the two aims in life that most lead to fulfillment are “to work and to love.”

  At his least functional, the Type C lives up to the reputation he has with others who identify C with “crazy.” A number of recent studies suggest a direct link between mental illness and creativity.

  Maybe it was easy enough for Salvador Dali (“The difference between myself and a madman is that I am not mad”) to distinguish between himself and a madman, but the early-career Type C isn’t always so self-confident. Though the Type C is compelled to give up the risk-free path of security to pursue the rocky road of his dreams, he’s very often unsure of himself as he starts along that road, even when he seems to be succeeding. As other recent studies have pointed out, the Type C considers himself an impostor in the very world he’s creating.

  With this tenuous distinction between creativity and craziness, nothing is more important to the Type C than taking care of his head. Which means finding the key to understanding what’s going on inside it: which of those voices I’m hearing are sane, which are insane, which are right and which are wrong, which come from my dream and which come from what others would have me do—which to listen to, which to silence at any given moment. The stakes in this self-understanding, the very foundation of self-investment, couldn’t be higher. What makes some people wear their creativity lightly, to a natural joyous end (Pablo Picasso, Thomas Edison, Henry Ford, Audrey Hepburn), and what makes the Michael Jacksons, John Belushis, Ernest Hemingways, Sylvia Plaths, or Janis Joplins end up destroying themselves so tragically? The crucial distinction isn’t between those Type Cs who succeed in the world and those who fail. It’s between those who are in equilibrium with their craziness and those who are overwhelmed and even defeated by it. I vote for equilibrium.
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