
My Paper Star

I started folding paper stars because it was something to do with my carefree hands. Times when fidgeting felt necessary or when my thoughts felt too loud. 
Scraps of paper, sticky notes, old science lab worksheets, anything in between that was thin enough to crease, that I could find. I folded them during class breaks or during days when school felt like a collection of separate worlds.
At first, the stars were just mine, squished together from the pressure of my thumbs. During the school day, my imperfect stars sat in the corner of my desk, some folded too tightly, or others barely holding their shape. Each one felt small, almost useless on its own. I mean, it was just me in my own world. Who would care? I didn’t think anyone noticed.
Then one day, someone did.
A girl from my pre-calculus class stopped by my desk during break and picked up a star without asking. She turned it over. Her fingers caressed the edges. Her vibrant French tip nails matched the color of the warmed tone star. Finally, she said, “Whoa! These look so pretty! Can you teach me how to make these?”
I showed her. Honestly, we didn’t talk much. Just the sounds of folded paper. Kids are kicking soccer balls on the field outside. Crinkle. Crinkle. Crinkle. Teachers are discussing their lecture plans for the next period. Squish. Squish. Squish. Overlapped flaps. One fold at a time. 
The next day, there were two more stars in the jar that weren’t mine. Uneven but distinguishable stars. I assumed it was from the girl from the day before. I didn’t think much of it. But then..
Word spread quietly, the way meaningful things usually do. Someone asked for a strip of paper. Someone else brought colored pages. A guy I’d never spoken to before folded one during lunch and dropped it into the jar like it was a secret. No one made a big deal out of it. No one asked why we were doing it. 
We just kept folding. Line the borders. Fold. Align the squares. Fold.
Different hands, patterns, sizes, creases. Some people wrote words inside before sealing them shut. Others didn’t. I never opened them. That wasn’t the point. 
The jar filled faster than I expected. It became heavier and heavier. People who didn’t agree on much of anything. People who probably wouldn’t have spoken otherwise.
One afternoon, a teacher noticed the halfway filled jar and asked what it was for.
No one answered right away. 
Finally, someone said, “It’s just stars.” 
But that wasn’t true.
They were proof. Proof that unity doesn’t always look like holding hands or chanting the same words. Sometimes it looks like quiet participation. Like showing up without being asked. Like choosing to add something small to something shared. At the end of the week, we had 2 jars filled to the brim with paper stars.
 No single star stood out. Together, they did.
I realized then that unity isn’t about becoming the same.
All it takes is a piece of paper, wrinkled or unwrinkled, solid color or ombre of colors, that are folded by many hands. Paper stars to remind you that you’re not alone. All of us catch a light. Voices, sharp and clear as day.

All of us are stars, shining brightly in the night sky. 


