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Growing up, certain words followed me. Quiet. Shy. Timid.  Bookworm.  To 
the untrained eye, perhaps I was the human equivalent of beige wallpaper. I spent 
most of my time with my nose in a book, hanging out with Anne of Green Gables, Jo 
March and her sisters, Harry Potter and his friends, just to name a few.  

 I had a few close friends at school and at the church I attended, but I often felt 
out of place. A little too exposed, a little too uncomfortable. As if everyone else had 
received a guidebook on how to make friends, make small talk, make nice. Many 
times after the worship service ended, I would walk straight to the bathroom, past 
the smiling, chatting crowds and close the stall door behind me, breathing a sigh of 
relief that I was finally by myself. I would check my watch to see how long I could 
stay there, safe behind the locked door until my parents had had enough chitchat 
and were finally ready to leave. It felt safer to live in the world of my imagination 
than having to talk with other people, to show my true scared, vulnerable self.  

 My mom would always tell me I needed to spend more time socializing and 
making friends. Doing well in school was all fine and well but didn’t I know that the 
real way anyone gets ahead in this world is because of who you know and their 
connections? I envied my mother’s ability to strike up a conversation with 
seemingly anyone: her doctor, the grocery store cashier, the woman in the same 
aisle at the pet store. I remember sitting with her at a park in Taiwan with my older 
cousin next to her. My cousin asked her if she had always been so outgoing, so 
extroverted. I had always taken it for granted that my mother had always been this 
way. My mother said that she used to be very shy and timid as a child, but that 
moving to the large city of Taipei and becoming a nurse broke her out of her shell. I 
was flabbergasted. My mother, shy and timid? She told me that I too could open up a 
little more and become more outgoing, friendly person.   

 After grad school, I moved to Greensboro to teach and felt very isolated and 
lonely the first two years I was there. I didn’t know anyone outside of my coworkers 
and didn’t really have much time to attend events. Eventually I joined a book club 
and started to know a few people better. I slowly grew closer to my coworkers and 
joined their game nights and get-togethers. It looked like I was finally falling into 
some semblance of a social life through almost sheer luck.  

 When I moved back to Raleigh, I was determined to be more pro-active about 
carving out a social life for myself and to become a joiner. In high school I prided 
myself on being a loner, even though I wished I had more friends.  

 I became involved here at UUFR and loved getting to know people better and 
growing as a person. Instead of just reading about social justice issues online, UUFR 
showed me ways to actually show up and be present and gave me role models of 
people who were walking the walk instead of just talking the talk, people who had 



actually been arrested at Moral Monday protests, who were registering people to 
vote, writing their legislators, and working in the community. I joined book clubs 
and even started my own book club focusing on authors of color when I was 
dissatisfied with the book picks of existing clubs.  

Saying yes to new and scary experiences, like standing up here and speaking 
before you, stretched me in new ways. I still love escaping into the worlds of 
literature and finding out what characters are up to, but I’ve learned that it’s even 
more fun to talk about books with other people. I’ve learned that sometimes you can 
fall into community, and other times you have to be intentional about creating 
community. Thank you all for helping me come out of my shell and being an 
intentional community that cares. I sometimes still like to retreat for a quick, quiet 
breather in the bathroom, but I know that there are smiling faces outside to greet 
me when I’m ready.  
   
 


