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  INTRODUCTION

  One of the oldest pieces of psychological advice is also one of the shortest: “Know thyself.”[1] It’s a simple statement, but extremely deep. Most of us are conscious of a ‘real me’ somewhere deep inside. That real person doesn’t easily get angry, doesn’t feel ashamed or get anxious in the way the outer person does, but instead is able to be honest, loving and free. And yet time and again we somehow don’t let that ‘real me’ take charge, so instead we’re short-tempered or critical; we find it nigh on impossible to learn from our mistakes. It seems like the ‘real me’ has a heck of a job kicking out the fake one! This book is about nine people stuck in that rut and how they broke the cycle and grew.

  The nine life stories in this book refer to the Enneagram. This is a way of understanding personality (and a whole lot of other things besides, by the way). The roots of the Enneagram are very ancient: we find them in the Bible, (in Deuteronomy[2] and elsewhere) and in ancient Egyptian culture. They pop up in the history of the Christian church in a thinker called Evagrius in the 4th century and again in the 13th century with Thomas Aquinas. More recently psychologists such as Freud and Jung have had a deep impact on Enneagram thinking and some newer terms have been added to the topic. Understanding personality, someone once said, is like pinning jelly to the wall, so anything that can help us is welcome!

  You may find it interesting and helpful to learn a little about the Enneagram as you read the stories, or afterwards. The website I recommend is www.enneagraminstitute.com, which is full of background and clear descriptions of the types, applications in various areas of life and links to further discussion and research papers.

  The Enneagram suggests that there are nine types of personality, or nine ways of seeing the world, or we might even say nine ways we are wired up internally. There are loving and caring people, for instance. Then there are highly sensitive and artistic folk who seem to be quite ‘deep’. Then again there are overactive pleasure-seekers and so on. It’s fairly easy to describe people’s behavior, but what the Enneagram tries to do is get inside and uncover the motivations, drives and passions behind the actions. It suggests, in fact, that each type is trying to deal with a fear – of being unloved, or anonymous, or trapped – any one of the nine basic fears that can afflict us. Don Riso writes:

  Each personality type is an unwitting strategy for escaping from inner pain by pretending it isn’t there, by compensating for it in dangerous and destructive ways, by turning to others to solve it, or by being driven so relentlessly that we burn ourselves out rather than experience it directly.[3]

  According to Enneagram thinking, most of us are very poor at understanding ourselves. In years of working with the Enneagram in groups and with individuals, I have found that most people have limited insight into themselves. We often think that we are better than we are. We want to believe that the mask we wear for others is actually real. Without some pretty hard work, we lack even a basic understanding of ourselves. But with real devotion to the task, change and positive growth are possible. As Marianne Williamson writes:

  When Michelangelo was asked how he created a piece of sculpture, he answered that the statue already existed within the marble… Michelangelo’s job, as he saw it, was to get rid of the excess marble that surrounded God’s creation.

  So it is with you. The perfect you isn’t something you need to create, because God already created it… Your job is to allow the Holy Spirit to remove the fearful thinking that surrounds your perfect self.”[4]

  So these stories – in each one the central figure is a different Enneagram type – are meant to help you understand others and yourself. There are a good few Bible quotes and most of the characters have something to do with church. This is because the Bible says a great deal about character and change. Church can be a place of personal honesty and real growth. If you have a different faith, or none, you shouldn’t find the religious content off-putting.

  I hope that at least one of the stories will prompt you to say, “Yes, I’m like that!” and most of the others will remind you of people you know. To know others better is also a real grace: it helps us to form healthier relationships and to accept one another as we are, rather than grumble that people are different from us. At the end of each chapter are some ideas for exercises to help you deepen your understanding and then to move on towards finding and nurturing the ‘real you’, the healthy and mature person whom God wants you to be.


  TIM’S STORY: TYPE 5

  When I consider Your heavens,

  the work of your fingers,

  the moon and the stars,

  which you have set in place,

  what is mankind that you are mindful of them,

  human beings that you care for them?

  Psalm 8:3-4

   

  Halfway through the second hymn, young Tim noticed that he could hear flapping noises when different notes were played on the organ. He had seen the pipes and realized some weeks previously that air came blowing out of them, but now another piece of the jigsaw fell into place: by pressing the black and white keys, the organist could open and close the pipes he wanted air to go through! To his 6-year old mind, this came as a wonderful discovery.

  Tim’s passion is to understand how things work. But when, the following week, the organist was found behind the organ keyboard in the crushing space below the pipes, with Tim pressed hard against his legs, there was a momentary panic among those who observed it. Tim’s mother, initially simply relieved to have found her son, broke the tension with laughter when she understood how the situation had been misconstrued. The organist appeared, flushed with the effort of dragging his rather rotund body out of the restricted space and embarrassment at what his observers had been thinking.

  “I was er… showing Tim the inside of the organ. He er… asked me how it worked and I…” Tim’s mother’s laughter was like a hooter echoing around the church.

  “Oh, Mr. Simpson, that was so kind of you –”she began, once she had subdued her laughter. “He was on about it all week.” She was actually genuinely delighted that the organist had put her out of her misery, because once Tim got thinking about something, it was like a broken record – the same thing again and again – until he understood, or got bored. But Mr. Simpson made an internal note to himself about undertaking well-intentioned deeds with young children.

  In the second half of primary school when, he noticed, three of his friends worked out that there were no dinosaurs in the Bible and gave this as a reason to stop going to church, he came to a different conclusion – with a little help from his father.

  “Why are there no dinosaurs in the Bible?” he had asked him, flatly.

  “Well, I guess because the people who wrote the Bible didn’t know about them, so they didn’t ask God about them. Maybe the guy who wrote Genesis got told to write about dinosaurs, but didn’t know what they were, so he didn’t. I don’t know really… Does it matter?”

  “It matters,” said 10-year old Tim, “because some bits don’t kinda fit. Like God being angry in the Old Testament and loving in the New Testament.”

  “It’s not quite like that, but I know what you mean,” his father replied.

  “So how do you fit everything together?” Tim asked, quite anxious now.

  His father didn’t reply for almost a minute, and then responded quietly: “Y’know, Tim, some things work out in different ways. Not everything works like numbers that add up. Some things have a logic all of their own.”

  It was like hearing the organ flaps working four years previously in the church. But this time a bigger section of the jigsaw clicked into place. Tim found it wonderful that there could be different types of thinking.

  By that beautiful and mysterious understanding that exists between some children and their parents, his father sensed where his son was at with this and added: “Imagine you couldn’t see red, you didn’t have the ability to see red. Think of all the things you couldn’t see… strawberries, raspberries… red roses and tulips… blood… Mars! You couldn’t see these things until somehow you learned how to see red. And some bits of life are like that: your brain’s great for working out how machines work, but it needs to work kinda differently to make out how the Bible all fits together.”

  By now Tim was thrilled to the point of agitation and his eyes were wide open and staring at his father. “You mean God thinks in a different way from us?”

  “Exactly!” said his father triumphantly. He was suddenly very proud of his son – and of his own parenting skills.

  That evening he scanned through the pages of Isaiah and underlined a passage which he would show his son the next day:

  For my thoughts are not your thoughts,

  neither are your ways my ways,” declares the LORD.

  “As the heavens are higher than the earth,

  so are my ways higher than your ways

  and my thoughts than your thoughts.”

  Isaiah 55:8-9

  As he grew up, Tim’s bedroom was his retreat and safe-place – so much so that his mother sometimes commented to her friends about her concerns that he was becoming isolated and friendless. She often felt excluded from his real life, as if he was deliberately cutting himself off from her. But Tim often felt she was making demands on his which he couldn’t meet, and sometimes even had a dream in which little parts of him were being eaten by others – like a fish being nibbled by a piranha. He was confounded by the ‘real world’ outside whereas in his bedroom he could work things out and think without interruptions from his parents and his younger sister. Only his father could sometimes enter that private world, because he seemed to have an insight into the way Tim thought about things.

  When his school friends stopped attending church and Sunday school, Tim was unconcerned. He loved the weird and wonderful stories in the Old Testament and, far from being influenced by their growing skepticism, became increasingly interested in the ‘other world’ of miracles and secret knowledge. His father once commented that if there had been a Masonic club for children, Tim would have joined it.

  At university, where he studied computing, for the first time in his life Tim met with several people with similar interests and who seemed to think the way he did. They would talk for hours about some obscure topic to do with computing, programming or configuration. Gradually he became almost contemptuous of the ‘ordinary’ students around him, who all did the same things, dressed the same way and didn’t think much about anything.

  His faith was like a private room deep within him, and he found it almost impossible to explain what or why he believed to others. For several months one verse from a letter of Paul’s went round and round in his mind:

  … the mystery that has been kept hidden for ages and generations, but is now disclosed to the Lord’s people.

  Colossians 1:26

  He was intrigued with the idea that some people – and he considered himself to be one of them – had been given this secret awareness, while others had not. It explained for Tim why most of the people he knew at university had no faith.

  He scanned chapters of Paul’s other letters and came upon:

  … God’s grace that was given to me for you, that is, the mystery made known to me by revelation, as I have already written briefly. In reading this, then, you will be able to understand my insight into the mystery of Christ.

  Ephesians 3:2–4

  Weeks went past during which he read and re-read these words, memorizing them as he did so. The thought then struck him that the whole idea would have more force if he could find it elsewhere in the Bible, in the words of Jesus for instance. So he began speed-reading the gospels and he was not even halfway through Matthew’s gospel when he came upon:

  “I praise you, Father, Lord of heaven and earth, because you have hidden these things from the wise and learned, and revealed them to little children…”

  Matthew 11:25

  Jesus spoke cryptically about his parables, sometimes suggesting that their cryptic nature prompted his listeners either to reject his words as nonsense, or to go deeper by reflecting more about their hidden meaning, even quoting Isaiah as he did so:

  Though seeing, they do not see;

  though hearing, they do not hear or understand.

  Matthew 13:13

  Yet as Tim delved deeper – as he saw it – into the mysteries of the Bible, even visiting Patmos one Easter holiday in order to explore the cave where John re ceived the revelation which forms the last book of the Bible, it was as if he had become infatuated with the mystery rather than understood its meaning and impact. The obscurities of John’s writing fed his hunger for mental challenges. The sense which this gave him that he was in a tiny minority with privileged insight reinforced his view that he was unlike ordinary mortals, who neither understood these mysteries nor even looked into them. Yet he could see within himself that his interest in the obscure and recondite far outweighed his desire to unravel the obscure threads and dark themes of this part of the Bible. He marveled in the inscrutability of it all.

  Even as he sat on the boat heading back to Piraeus from Patmos, surrounded by dozens of other young adults – mostly American, it has to be said – he had no desire to discuss his experiences with them or discover theirs. He realized that he must sometimes appear to be detached and distant from people, perhaps to the point of looking a bit superior or even proud, but if so it was an appearance which served him well: he wasn’t really a people person.

  (It is striking how rarely we observe ourselves justifying and rationalizing our oddities and mistakes, because the cleverness we deploy to do so could, one would imagine, be more profitably used to gain insight into our hidden motives. Tim’s happy social isolation reduced still further the chances that he would be helped out of his social awkwardness by a friend’s useful comment or even a critic’s biting complaint.)

  Almost the only exception to this was Catherine, the pastor’s daughter, whom he found easy and fun company. He didn’t have to pretend to be sociable with her; when they were together it was as if they were playing a game, as they had done at school. He loved the way she broke social rules – she had sat on his lap with her arm around his neck as she explained that she was getting married to Sandy, her rich businessman friend.

  During his last year at University he was invited to visit an insurance company back home with a view to working in the IT department. His guide on that day was a young man called Keith who was a year or so older than him and who had recently started attending Tim’s church. Keith had an austere kind of manner and Tim was unnerved by the sense that he was being appraised and judged. He decided that he would avoid him as much as possible. Keith, for his part, saw Tim as nervous and secretive. He was clearly very able and skilled in computing, but somewhat nerdy and even a bit weird: he decided he couldn’t really trust him. He went home and found a bible verse which he decided was intended for the likes of Tim:

  We know that "We all possess knowledge."

  But knowledge puffs up while love builds up.

  1 Corinthians 8:1

  Less than three months after starting work, his boss suffered a heart attack and took early retirement. Tim was amazed to be asked to take over leading the small department, but did so almost without question. Quickly his office became a new hideaway for him and as the years passed, so the walls around him became firmer and ever less penetrable.

  You have searched me, LORD, and you know me.

  You know when I sit and when I rise;

  you perceive my thoughts from afar.

  You discern my going out and my lying down;

  you are familiar with all my ways.

  Before a word is on my tongue you, LORD, know it completely.

  You hem me in behind and before, and you lay your hand upon me.

  Such knowledge is too wonderful for me,

  too lofty for me to attain.

  PSALM 139:1–6

  Catherine was smiling at him from across the gym. They had met on numerous occasions since they had left school together, but recently he hadn’t seen much of her. Word in the church had it that she and her husband were having marital problems, which must be pretty tough for her as the pastor’s daughter.

  Tim smiled back, but didn’t move from the cross trainer machine he was sweat ing on. A moment later Catherine appeared and stood in front of him. He liked the way she flirted with him. She enjoyed trying to provoke him out of his usual distant and detached manner. As he looked at her, he thought to himself that she didn’t behave the pastor’s married daughter – she was much too forward and provocative, as she had always been. But nor did she look upset by marriage difficulties: Tim concluded that what he had overheard after the last deacon’s meeting must just be gossip.

  “Hey, Timmy Thompson, meet you downstairs half an hour!” and with that she swept away, pausing briefly to wink at him over her shoulder.

  Tim didn’t understand how these boy-girl relationship things worked. As a teenager he had often blushed painfully when he talked to girls, a fact that Catherine (or Katie as everyone knew her then) enjoyed exploiting, usually in front of other girls. Once she had told him that he was handsome in a geeky kind of way, and he had been so embarrassed he had avoided her for nearly a month after that. But secretly he was delighted she had said it.

  “You’re late.” She was sitting in the middle of the café with a large iced latte.

  “Showers were all taken. Men take so long to wash. I think some of them like to stand there and show off.”

  “Really? Do men do that?” she giggled. Tim, observing her behavior, told himself there were definitely no marriage problems. He sensed his mood tumbling and his gaze drifted away from Catherine. “Anyway,” she went on, changing the subject quickly, “is there lots of gossip about me and Sandy?”

  “I – ” Tim began, then paused as he questioned himself about how much he should know, and whether he should believe what he had heard, and whether he should admit that he had been listening, in case that revealed why he was interested.

  Catherine laughed. “Hey, it’s OK. You don’t get to be a PK without learning the ground rules.”

  “A PK?”

  “Pastor’s kid. We don’t talk about what Dad says at home, we don’t tell him what everyone says about him at church. Ground rule number one.”

  “Yes, I heard you were having problems.”

  “Sandy’s left me. Gone to be with his bit of stuff.”

  “Oh no. I really – ” Tim knew that he was out of his depth and he became aware that there were feelings floating around which he couldn’t begin to understand. It was an awareness which made him suddenly anxious.

  “Hey, it’s OK. It’s been a long time coming and we both saw it a while back. Matter of fact, it’s good now. I feel really high! It’s like being a teenager again. Freedom.”

  It was this sense of fun which Tim had always found irresistible about Cather ine; that, and the fact that she flirted openly with him. He looked at her as she laughed about her newfound freedom and he also realized that he found her very sexually attractive. He mentally scratched around to think about what to say. Finally he mumbled, “Must be hard splitting up when you’re the pastor’s daughter.”

  For a long while Catherine looked at Tim and, surprised out of her euphoria by Tim’s unexpectedly insightful comment, she realized that Tim had given her breakup a lot of thought. She knew that usually he wasn’t one to dwell on people’s feelings, or to try to feel things from someone else’s point of view. She felt suddenly privileged.

  “It’s really kind of you to say that,” she said, seriously. “Most people seem to think that it’s just wrong for us to split up, so I’m the bad girl.” She paused and looked at him for so long he squirmed and looked away.

  “I really like you, Tim,” she said, unconcerned that her words would embarrass him hugely.

  The last thing Tim could do – look at her – was the very thing he was longing to do as he took in what she had said. His mind became a torrent of thoughts about Catherine and her marriage to Sandy, his desire to be with her, and what he should now say. He swallowed hard, but no words came. His thoughts, tumbling over one another, were dizzy and disordered. Finally he thought that what he was doing now – chatting up a married woman who was going through a marital problem – was decidedly improper. He took hold of his bag and got up, as if that thought had been conclusive – which it hadn’t.

  “I’ve got to go. I’m going to be late. It was lovely seeing you.” He had nothing pressing to do, but he had suddenly found it stressful being with Catherine. She was like an overactive child who was at any time likely to fall and do injury to herself and others. Besides, he needed to straighten out his thoughts about her.

  “Can I drop by some time?” she asked, once his back was turned and he was striding away. He slowed almost to a halt, and nodded his head vigorously without looking round.

  Tim was very fond of Catherine. In addition to the sexual attraction, he loved her sense of freedom and her readiness to do daring, cheeky and adventurous things. He felt drawn to her also because deep down inside he sensed that there was a lot about her which would be good for him. But the idea of a relationship with her, even a brief fling, was scary. Tim was far too serious a young man to have brief flings anyway, but if he had been less afraid and he had been forced into a fling with someone, then it would have been with Catherine. He had fantasized about having sex with Catherine, but his mental scenarios were always devoid of conversation; they would be in bed or in a field or a river and their passion would be wordlessly powerful. In fifth year at school he had read Wuthering Heights and he had found Heathcliff to be much less strange than the teacher had suggested. Tim had no idea how to establish, still less maintain, a boy-girl relationship and the reality was, intimacy threatened him. He thought that a close relationship would smother him, both because he didn’t know how these things worked, but also because he found it difficult to express his feelings and wishes. If he went on a date – he had only ever been on three and each had lasted just one night – he insisted on letting the girl decide where they would go and what they would do. It was easier that way. But he felt none the less swamped and dominated; the language of relationships was a foreign one and Tim was no linguist.

  More to the point, he couldn’t understand why people spent so much time and energy on chatting up, dating and so on. When he sorted out a complicated software problem he got a great sense of satisfaction; it was an achievement and he felt more competent and useful. But what, precisely, was the reward in a relationship? Why would he want to spend so much time and effort for something which was so meagerly rewarding? Waiting for the dentist once he had found a little quote on the ‘agony aunt’ page: “Sex is the price women pay for marriage. Marriage the price men pay for sex.” And then, as the dentist searched in vain for signs of decay in his mouth, Tim decided that he wholly agreed with the agony aunt but it was way too dear a price for him to pay for sex.

  He often felt safer with Catherine because they had known each other a long time – since first year at secondary school, in fact – and because when they were together it was like children playing. He knew that she knew that he was attracted to her and she teased him. But she knew that he knew that she would never so much as kiss him on the cheek. Once, on a school geography trip, she had sat on his knee the whole way back and they had talked about rocks and sediment and geology and he had felt like a million dollars because there were others on the bus who fancied Katie McCreadie but she had chosen to be with him. He had no idea that she wanted to kiss him and be held by him; nor that for two months afterwards she had been able to think of no one else. Half the class had seen the clues and read the obvious signs; eventually one of Katie’s friends told Tim, but he instantly dismissed it with a shy laugh as another of the wind-ups and hoaxes which his awkwardness laid him open to.

  Therefore when Catherine had uttered those words “I really like you, Tim” he had completely missed the subtext: “I’m in a mess right now and I need your closeness; show me love.” She was offering herself to him but he was quite unaware. All he heard was a teasing reminder of the flirty times they had had as school kids and he recognized the strong potential for embarrassment.

  At work the following Monday he had to sort out a major software problem. A new application which the marketing department had bought and was using was creating occasional conflicts with the intranet. He cursed himself for agreeing to the purchase of it some months ago; they had pressured him into a quick decision in order to benefit from a price promotion and he hadn’t had time to check it out as thoroughly as he usually did. He started work on it a little after half past eight.

  Lunchtime came and went and he barely noticed. He put right several glitches in the application which were clearly irrelevant to the conflict, but they had annoyed him so he was glad to have put them right. Around four o’clock he found the problem in a default setting; it would need to be re-written. It took him another hour to gain access to the code. Meticulously he read it to himself, ignoring the telephone ringing and two prolonged sets of knocks at his locked door. Briefly it occurred to him that a fire alarm might have gone off, but he dismissed the idea and continued with his work. The writers of this program had been very lazy and used three chunks of code which had several potential conflicts within them. They were probably irrelevant to the problem he faced, but he carefully re-wrote them and when he saw the long pages of code which he was able to delete as a result, simplifying that part of the program greatly, he was buzzing with joy.

  The lights went out in the offices and corridor adjacent to his and Tim failed to notice. He was getting more and more excited at the resolution of the conflict problem.

  He felt his stomach rumbling with hunger – he had eaten only two muesli bars all day – and wondered what his mother had prepared for tea. (His parents were at that moment eating it and wondering where Tim was.) He told himself that after he had finished he would need to get the revised version uploaded onto all the marketing computers – no small job in itself, since they were all so devoid of computer literacy: he would probably have to do it himself in the morning before they came in to work.

  He reached the last section of the program and read it through in minute detail. The problem had been caused by five different sections conflicting not only with the intranet software, but with each other. No wonder the company making it had sold it off cheap: they had had to re-write it all anyway! He closed off the program and glanced up at the clock above his door. Surely that was impossible: quarter to nine? He told himself that it must have stopped. When he looked outside he saw that it was dark and the street lights were shining brightly. He was genuinely astonished that the whole working day and more had passed so quickly.

  When he reflected on church and his relationships with people there, Tim occasionally thought about his affinity to the Old Testament prophets such as Jeremiah and Hosea – men who stood outside society somewhat and offered a godly criticism of its failings. At deacons’ meetings especially he felt like this, and three times over the past year he made only one comment during a discussion but it had been the decisive contribution each time and had swung the argument. After the second of these, the pastor stopped him as he was preparing to leave.

  “Thanks for your comment, Tim. It was very helpful.”

  “No problem.”

  “You have a way of thinking from outside the box sometimes. You like mental puzzles, don’t you?”

  Tim smiled. The pastor handed him an envelope. “Read it when you get home. See if you can work it out.” Before he got on his bike he opened the envelope and read.

  You’re not a Tim but a Jerry. You’re not a 2, but a 5.

  His immediate thought was that the pastor had written Tim instead of Tom, referring to the old cat and mouse cartoons in his childhood, but he quickly discarded that thought. And why should he be a number? And why not a 2, but a 5? And who was Jerry?

  He desperately wanted solve the riddle so that when he saw the pastor at the weekend he could demonstrate his success, but despite wrangling with the words almost every waking hour, he got no further than associating Jerry with Jeremiah and Tim with Paul’s helper and disciple, Timothy.

  When he revealed this to the pastor, his response was to ask about the 2 and the 5.

  “I have no idea whatsoever. How can I be a 5? Or a 2?”

  “Speak to Keith.”

  If Tim had been a 2 he would probably have instantly seen this for what it was – a ploy to get him talking to the one person he really didn’t get on with at all in the church, and who didn’t like him. The notion that he would go asking that man for personal information was revolting. He looked like he washed himself in bleach every morning and he had teeth like a Hollywood film star. But when two weeks had gone by and he was losing sleep at night trying to work it out, he resolved that he would have to do so. Then, as he was drifting into sleep, he woke and sat up in bed.

  He took hold of his laptop from the foot of his bed and started it up. Quickly, he typed “personality numbers” into Google. The search machine provided him with the answer to the pastor’s riddle, and he sent him a triumphant e-mail at once announcing his success.

  The pastor had hoped that this discovery would lead to Tim going further with this Enneagram thinking and looking into himself, but he was disappointed. Tim was not interested in himself as an issue or topic for analysis and if he had realized that the pastor was urging him to engage on this inner quest, he might well have stopped going to church – such was his fear of others’ demands.

  When Catherine turned up one evening Tim knew nothing of it for well over an hour, as his father had engaged her in conversation. He had known her from her earliest childhood and as she grew up within the fellowship of the church he admired her energy and sense of fun. Tim, who was deep in thought as he read a scholarly book about symbols used in apocalyptic writing in the Bible, had forgotten that she had suggested she might visit.

  He had been so deep in reflection that he initially hardly noticed her knock at the bedroom door. He came to with a broad smile and he led her to the conservatory off the kitchen. Even Catherine was excluded from his bedroom fortress.

  “So how is it living with your parents?” she asked.

  “Cool,” he responded, flatly and then added: “I leave them alone and they leave me alone. I pay rent; everyone’s happy. My mum thinks I’m not safe to live alone!”

  They sat at opposite ends of the wickerwork sofa, she sitting facing him with her knees tucked up; he turned only slightly towards her.

  “How’s it going with your man?” Tim couldn’t remember her husband’s name and felt embarrassed not being able to say it. The thought occurred to him that Catherine might take this as an expression of dislike, or envy.

  “Oh no, he’s left for good. He wants kids and he wants them like now!” She could sometimes blurt out private truths in a way that offended people, but Tim took it matter-of-factly and in his stride.

  “And you’re not into kids?”

  “Not for now…”

  They talked for an hour before Tim’s mother appeared with a trolley laden with a large teapot and a plate of scones. “Thought you might need some supplies,” she explained. “Would you prefer a cold drink, Katie? Tim’s a tea addict.”

  “No, tea’s fine. Thanks.” When Tim’s mother had left the room Catherine commented: “She’s such a 2!”

  Without reflection, Tim immediately said: “Your dad says I’m not a 2 but a 5.”

  “Which is pretty obvious,” she replied. “Did you read more about it, do the test or any thing?”

  “No, I’m not that into it.”

  As they talked, for perhaps the first time in his adult life Tim didn’t feel threat ened by intimacy. He was on home ground and in a place of safety and he had known Catherine a long time. She wasn’t flirting with him for a change, also.

  “I meant what I said at the gym, about really liking you.”

  “We’ve been pals for ages,” Tim responded, trying to assert safer parameters. “You’re like my big sister.”

OEBPS/Images/jhp5072038504a31_img_0.jpg
OOOOO





OEBPS/Images/jhp506d50f3cc6dc.jpg
® |7

Nine lives

The Enneagram in life stories

ERIC FOGGITT






