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“A species in which everyone was General Patton would not succeed, any more than would a race in which everyone was Vincent van Gogh. I prefer to think that the planet needs athletes, philosophers, sex symbols, painters, scientists; it needs the warmhearted, the hardhearted, the coldhearted, and the weakhearted. It needs those who can devote their lives to studying how many droplets of water are secreted by the salivary glands of dogs under which circumstances, and it needs those who can capture the passing impression of cherry blossoms in a fourteen-syllable poem or devote twenty-pages to the dissection of a small boy’s feelings as he lies in bed in the dark waiting for his mother to kiss him goodnight…. Indeed the presence of outstanding strengths presupposes that energy needed in other areas has been channeled away from them.”

- Allen Shawn
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Untitled



Keith Prairie
As I’ve grown up, matured, learned and expanded how I think of myself, I understand myself to lean towards introversion, but having moved toward extrovert on the continuum. From thinking of myself as shy when I was a child and young adult and thinking I needed to push past the shyness. Where others around me are re-charged during social events, I find them stressful and draining and afterward want quiet and solitude. That’s how I re-charge. 

What sparked this topic for a service was having watched a TED TALK by Susan Cain called “the power of introverts”.  I felt validation for being introverted and also the effects of growing up in a society that has valued the elements of extroversion over introversion. I don’t believe we are here to rant about extroversion although I will let you in on a little known fact. The Worship Committee, although not made up entirely of people who identify as introverts, the introverts do hold a significant majority. 

One of the stories Susan Cain shares in her book, QUIET, is about a boy named Ethan whose parents are both very extroverted and because they feel their boy is not taking on behavior they think is normal, are concerned for him. Ethan is described as a Harry Potter kid: he likes building model cars. He reads a lot and has few friends. He is not a social, assertive kid and because he is not like his parents, they think he is suffering, something’s wrong. They bring him in for therapy several times and are told by the psychologist 4 different times that Ethan is very normal and it’s a matter of them, the parents just having different personalities from their son. The parents are the ones who need to adjust. They end up getting a second opinion from another psychologist who agrees to treat their son.

So in the case of Ethan, they try to put a square peg in a round hole. It is only with whittling or pounding one can fit and in the process Ethan’s sense of self will be compromised.  I am thinking of our principal about the inherent worth and dignity of every person and how can we make our schools, our church, places where we work and play, be places that can foster both introversion and extroversion? 
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Ode to the Introvert

David Welch
Can be found @ https://www.poetrysoup.com/poem/ode_to_the_introvert_957217
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Across the Great Divide

Rick Kimball

Good morning. I am Rick Kimball and I am an introvert. I said the same thing once to an older member of the church, now deceased. He looked at me in concern and said, “You know, that can be cured.”

But introversion is not a disease. It’s a personality trait, just as extroversion is. At Allen Avenue we celebrate diversity of person and more.  We understand why M&M’s and ice creams come in so many different colors and flavors. We encourage our kids to celebrate their differences even in a place of shared ideas and ideals.

Perhaps having a twin sister helped me develop as an introvert. In our earliest years we were each other’s company with less need than some of our peers for other connections. Being in a long marriage with Tirrell helps today. I can stand behind her at parties, nodding wisely at whatever is said. And the two of us can find contentment at home by the fire, safe from the bars and restaurants where the most extreme extroverts sometimes rattle the room with ear-piercing cackles and thunderous guffaws.

I am comfortable with my introversion – even if I did consider delivering these remarks from the closet at the back of the room. But I know that my quiet nature is not always comfortable for others. I remember once driving my teen-age son to New Hampshire. What a pleasure, I thought, to be sitting quietly together, enjoying each other’s company, without need for idle chatter, accepting the maxim of Richard Yates, who wrote:  Never say anything that doesn’t improve on silence.  A few days later, David, who is more extroverted than I, mentioned the trip to his mother. “Dad didn’t say much the whole time,” he said. “Was he mad at me or something?”

There in that simple story lies the challenge of the extrovert-introvert divide: understanding, accepting, and connecting with each other. Sometimes this is easy. I have an old Air Force buddy who calls from time to time. After exchanging a few pleasantries, all I have to do is sit there and listen. Both of us are satisfied by the experience. More than once after a party, a friend has told Tirrell, “I had a wonderful talk with Rick.” I recall saying almost nothing, just standing there, taking in all the friend had to say.

But understanding, accepting, and connecting are often more difficult, as in those crowded bars and restaurants. The cacophonous extroverts may wonder if the quiet duo at the corner table has died, even as that introverted couple sits and seethes and dreams of throttling the cacklers. Perhaps we should station UUs in all the bars to pass out copies of our first Principle, which calls us to recognize the inherent worth and dignity of every person – no matter the degree of their outgoingness. 

Connections are made easier by the fact that most of us fit somewhere between the extremes of extroversion and introversion. This includes me. I may claim the introvert title, but my character is impure. I spoke to a stranger once.  We had just smashed our Hannaford shopping carts together.

Wherever we are on the spectrum, we do well to recognize that others are not at the same place, and to act accordingly as we attempt to connect. I find photography a useful tool. The camera I may seem to hide behind can pull me into relationship with people I do not know. In Hawaii I photographed a young man who had captured an octopus with his bare hands, then handed him a business card and invited him to e-mail me so I could send him pictures. He did, and we made a brief friendship that may renew itself if he ever visits Maine. 

Humor works well for me, too. Laughter connects us at safe distance, allowing us to draw closer at acceptable speed. What will work best for you is something you must decide, but being in this church is a good beginning. We gather together to swim in the interplay of opposites, to reach across whatever divides us, to enrich ourselves with each other, however alike or different we may be. 
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Winter Thaw


John Howard


The first month of winter is a beneficial time for me.  When I tell people that I like the cold and dark, I am partly being contrary for effect, but it’s mostly true.  I need this time for contemplation and review, for recharging and rebalancing my life.

But notice also the wonderful paradoxes at the heart of winter.  The longest nights of the year are when we have solstice and Christmas, Hanukah and New Year’s, all times of celebration and of gathering together, of firelight and candlelight.  And think of outdoor recreation in winter.  Here in Maine ice fishing and snow-mobiling are popular, as well as skiing and ice hockey.  A few years ago Steve and I discovered the Maine Huts and Trails system up by Flagstaff Lake.  What a perfect metaphor for winter: you have to lug your stuff on your back to get to the huts, usually two miles or more on remote wilderness trails.  But when you get there you find beautiful accommodations, great meals, and a communal spirit that is palpable the moment you go inside by the fire.  Everyone seems energized and friendly.  Winter takes more work, for sure, but the rewards are exceptional.  And then there are the opalescent winter skies and the way the sun penetrates deep into our homes in winter…spot-lighting all the dust and cat hair I missed.

That’s the other part of winter: housecleaning and other projects.  There’s nothing like a cold snap to show up drafts and where insulation is needed.  So that’s where it helps to be an introvert.  I actually enjoy doing my taxes.  This is the time when I’ll do some uncluttering, catch up on my photo albums and digital files, maybe convert some vinyl records to cd.  I enjoy sending and receiving Christmas cards, and when the holidays are passed I may do a bit of letter writing to keep connections going.

Am I an introvert?  I prefer thinking of myself as ‘introspective’.  I may require and enjoy being alone more than some, but the connections I have with others are precious to me, perhaps more so because they are comparatively rare and difficult to achieve.  As I grow older I think I appreciate them more.

This makes me question the rigidity of the category.  How much of shyness is circumstantial and how much a given temperament?  So often I believe people struggle socially because of hurts sustained earlier in their lives.  Healing is needed and there is a learning curve that may take a lifetime before the nourishment we need becomes accessible to us in our contacts with other.  And we do all need that, regardless.

Winter thaw, the title of this piece, refers not just to the paradox of warmth in winter, but to the softening that comes with age, the winter of our lives.  Not just a spell of unseasonably warm weather in January but the thaw that happens in here.  I suppose there are introverts that have always found the right balance, but it has taken me a while to get it right.  By taking care of myself, taking valuable down time and attending to what is going on inside I am then better able to connect with others as a whole person and to notice and be fully present to the many chance encounters with loving souls in my day-to-day life.
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Find a Stillness
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Carl Jung



“The meeting of two personalities is like the contact of two chemical substances;  if there is any reaction, both are transformed. 

