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​Introduction
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I remember the first time I folded a paper boat. My hands were small and unsteady, the folds uneven, but when I placed it on the water, it floated. For a few seconds, it felt like I had created something magical out of nothing. Then the paper began to soften, the corners sagged, and the boat slowly gave in to the water. I didn’t cry. Instead, I just watched and felt something I couldn’t explain at the time—an understanding that nothing lasts forever, but while it does, it matters.

That simple memory has stayed with me. Over the years, I’ve come to see that life is no different from that little boat. We all begin as blank sheets. With every experience, with every choice, we are folded and shaped. Some folds are sharp and deliberate, others messy and accidental. Yet whatever shape we take, we are set down on the water and carried into the current.

I’ve learned that we are all drifters. We cannot always choose the waters we’re placed in, or the storms that come our way. What we can choose is how we drift, how we rise again when the waves push us down, and how we make meaning out of a journey we cannot fully control.

This book is my way of sharing what I’ve discovered in my own drifting. I don’t claim to have all the answers. What I do have are stories, reflections, and small practices that have helped me stay afloat when life felt too heavy. My hope is that, as you turn these pages, you’ll find pieces of yourself in them. Maybe they will remind you that being fragile doesn’t mean you are weak. It only means you are alive.

One day, every paper boat sinks. That’s the truth. But while it floats—even for a brief moment—it carries hope. And so do we.

Our Journey

By now, you’ve drifted with me through many waters. We have spoken about fragility, storms, harbors, lighthouses, and all the folds that shape who we are. These pages were never meant to give you a map. They were meant to remind you that drifting itself is not failure—it is life.

As you close this book, I want you to look at your own waters differently. The challenges you face, the questions that weigh you down, the quiet moments you sometimes overlook—all of these are part of your voyage. You are not just surviving the current; you are learning how to move with it.

If you take one thing with you, let it be this: you are not alone in your drifting. Every person you meet is a fellow boat on the same sea. Your presence, your wake, even your silence—they matter more than you know.

So keep sailing, even when you feel fragile. Keep loving, even when the waves rise. Keep trusting, even when the horizon is unclear.

One day, we all return to the water. Until then, may you drift bravely, gently, and with hope.
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​Chapter One: The Fold
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​The Shape of Our Lives

I have always been fascinated by the way a simple sheet of paper can be transformed. At first glance, it looks ordinary—smooth, unmarked, nothing special. But once you begin folding, something happens. A line here, a crease there, and suddenly it is no longer just a piece of paper. It has become something else entirely.

Life is no different. Every experience, every choice, every mistake and triumph is a fold. We begin untouched, but time and circumstance shape us. Some folds are sharp and precise, others are messy and uneven. But together they create the form that carries us forward.

I think about my own folds often. They are not always neat. Some were painful. Some I would not have chosen. But without them, I would not be who I am today.

​The Fold That Hurt

One of the hardest lessons I learned came not from success, but from failure. There was a time when I let my words wound someone I loved. I tried to mend it with apologies, with patience, with time. And though healing came, the crease remained. The paper of our relationship could never return to what it once was.

For a while, I grieved that. I wanted to go back to smoothness, to pretend the fold was never there. But over time, I saw that the crease itself carried meaning. It reminded me to be gentler with my words, more careful with my heart. That fold became part of my design.

​Invisible Creases

Not all folds are dramatic. Some are so subtle you only recognize them years later. A decision to say yes when you could have said no. A chance encounter. A book that changed the way you think. Looking back, I see how many invisible creases quietly steered me into who I am now.

My family’s sacrifices were one of those folds. They gave me roots, they gave me courage, and they gave me a current to ride. My friends added folds of laughter and honesty, shaping me in ways I cannot measure. And Mark Jordan, my life partner—he is both a fold and a foundation. His love reshaped my story in a way I never imagined possible.

These folds, seen and unseen, remind me that even when we feel fragile, we are still becoming something.

​The Fear of Being Creased

It is human to resist folding. We long for smoothness, for safety, for the comfort of being untouched. We fear mistakes, we fear changes, we fear scars. But a sheet of paper that is never folded will never become a boat. Smoothness might feel safe, but it cannot carry us.

There were seasons when I didn’t want to risk change. I thought it was better to stay still than to be reshaped. But the truth is, nothing meaningful ever comes from staying untouched.

​Reflection

Close your eyes for a moment and picture yourself as a sheet of paper. What folds do you carry? Which ones hurt the most? Which ones gave you strength? Write them down. Name them. Do not judge them—just acknowledge them. These folds are not flaws. They are your form.

​A Story: The Wright Brothers’ Fragile Plane

When the Wright brothers first dreamed of flying, they built their planes out of fragile wood and cloth. Each attempt ended in failure—crashes, broken parts, frustration. Each failure was another fold.

But they didn’t stop. They allowed the folds to reshape their designs, their ideas, their vision. Finally, on a windy day in 1903, their fragile craft lifted into the air. For twelve seconds, they flew. And the world was never the same.

We remember them not for their crashes, but for their courage to keep folding.

​

​A Parable: The Broken Pot

There is an old story from India about a water bearer who carried two pots each day to fetch water. One pot was perfect, the other had a crack. Every day the cracked pot lost half its water, and every day it felt ashamed of its weakness.

One morning, the water bearer pointed to the flowers blooming along the path. “They grew because of you,” he said. “I planted seeds, and every day you watered them.”

The cracked pot’s fold—its flaw—had given life to beauty.

So it is with us. Our creases, our cracks, can become gifts we never imagined.

​Folding Moment

Take a piece of paper. Fold it into a simple boat. As you crease each edge, think of a fold in your own life—a choice, a loss, a joy, a scar. Whisper it to yourself if you can. When your boat is finished, place it on water, even if it’s just a bowl or a sink. Watch it float. Watch it drift. Let it remind you that your folds, too, can carry you.
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