
Origami Faces 
 
Early on when we donned facial coverings to go to the grocery store 

and someone mentioned “mask,”  
I pictured feathered masquerade masks 
  ready for a Mardi Gras party in New Orleans. 
 
Instead, the lower half of people’s faces were suddenly  

vacant 
paper white or baby blue 

neatly creased 
   vertically 
  into crane 
   or horizontally 

into duck  
bills 

making Disney characters of us all. 
 

I worried for the babies. 
 Babies depend on reading faces 
searching for  

the smile  
signaling the OK to play with a new toy 

the frown 
 warning of dangers in the crawling path. 
 

Instead, we all big and small 
 learn to read fewer folds, skin folds. 
 
Crinkles around the eyes indicate  

a “smize”—a smile with the eyes, Tyra Banks tells us. 
 

The arcs and slants of our eye brows 
 do the emotional heavy lifting of 
  surprise, anger. 
 
We need theater lessons that tell us how to project your character across space  

to make yourself bigger than life  
because the masks are shrinking us down. 

 
We get lazy 

underneath the uniform and ubiquitous shields. 
 We lose our expressions, our personalities.  
We wander around lipstickless with spinach stuck in our teeth. 
 We shrink into ourselves.  

We forget who are the people in our neighborhoods, 
    in our neighborhoods, 

in our neighborhoods.  
 

We forget how to make eye contact, to say “hello.” 
 The paper cones on our faces like ridiculous trumpet mutes. 



 
When the masks come off, 
 It’s like seeing the face of a radio voice— 
  surprising, maybe disappointing, but mostly 
    fantastic! 
 
Maskless, naked, we learn to love the original human origami— 
  

Crow’s feet 
 
Chin clefts 
 
 Philtrums 
 
Peaked Cupid bow lips, full lips 
 
 Tongues poking out in concentration  
 
Bare yourself to world, 
 wrinkle up the paper of your skin 
  into the best origami fold ever 
    and 
 

SMILE! 
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