Paper

By Erica Kot

Paper is a wonderful thing, isn’t it? It carries dreams. It starts off as a blank thing, pure and
innocent, until someone picks it up and scribbles meaning on it. Wonderful, is it not? Truly
something very romantic and human. Other species of animals make markings too, but none
make, or feel as much as humans. It checks out, right? After all, Leonardo Da Vinci sketched
the Virtuoso man so many years ago, and that particular piece of paper is still one of the most

impactful pieces of paper to humanity. Not the paper itself, mind you, just the markings on it.

And letters. I have always found letters to be somewhat precious. Imagine. Someone had the

time and effort to write you a letter. It is always flattering.

Do I sound biased? Maybe.

Back when I was in primary, I got bullied a lot. For what reason, well, it’s not very relevant
here. However, what was important was that I was bullied. I was in a girls school, and what
most people don’t know about cute little girls is that the cute little girls can be absolutely
vicious. In fact, I’d wager that the cute little girls can be even more vicious than the cute
older girls. But this discourse aside, I wasn’t just bullied, I was a social outcast. [ had no
friends. When people get bullied, usually at least someone will feel bad for you, or at least
you have the hopes of somebody feeling bad enough for you. However, when you’re an

outcast, especially an outcast amongst the grade (rumors really do travel fast), nobody cares



about you. It’s so bad, you almost want to be hated instead. But instead, people just stare

down at you like they were above you.

I really didn’t like school back then. This also somewhat led to my social anxiety, although at
that point this story feels like the problem of whether the egg came first or the chicken came
first. But this is a story of letters and not of philosophy, and so I will spare you of the essay.
What was true was that at that point I had all but given up on socializing. It felt pointless. Did
I feel envious when I saw the girls with their own little cliques gossiping away and sticking to
each other? Of course I did. It was natural. Being lonely sucked. Back then I tried to be
optimistic about it and thought that I was simply above all the other girls and I was

‘different’. But deep down, it was bad.

Remember how I said I had no friends? I lied. At least, somewhat lied. In our class we had a
class monitor and a vice class monitor and the vice class monitor, who, either by the teacher’s
orders, God’s orders (she was Catholic) or own goodwill, decided to at least talk to me, at
least for recess. Which was good. Our school had close to no playground equipment save for
three hopscotch squares on the ground, which was as fun as it sounds. We’d walk around and

chat a little. I say chat, but in fact I think it was a whole lot more like me venting.

Being a loner does wonders for your social skills, by the way.

One recess towards the end of term, we sat down on the tree ring under one of the trees. After

a little bit of talking, she dug out something from her dress pocket.

‘Here,’ she said. ‘It’s a letter for you.’



‘Me?’

‘Yeah. Open it when you’re home, okay?’

I took the letter from her hands. It was a nice envelope, sealed with a nice sticker.

‘But...’

‘No buts, okay? You deserve this much.’

That letter felt like a new hope to me. That night, I opened it gingerly, careful to not damage

the letter. Opening it felt like giving hope to myself. Like opening a window, to look at some

hope. It just felt so pretty to me. It still is pretty to me now. It’s a symbol of hope to me, of a

window that I can always open and it reminds me that with 8 billion people on this planet, I

will never truly be universally hated.



