A PAPER BAG

I make my head as I used to,

out of a paper bag,

pull it down to the collarbone,

draw eyes around my eyes,

with purple and green,

spikes to show surprise,

a thumb-shaped nose,

a mouth around my mouth

pencilled by touch, then coloured in

flat red.

With this new head, the body now

stretched like a stocking and exhausted could

dance again; if I made a 
tongue I could sing.

An old sheet and it’s Hallowe’en;

but why is it worse or more

frightening, this pinface

head of square hair and no chin?

Like an idiot, it has no past

and is always entering the future

through its slots of eyes, purblind

and groping with its thick smile,

a tentacle of perpetual joy.

Paper head, I prefer you

because of your emptiness;

from within you any 

word could still be said.

with you I could have 

more than one skin,

a blank interior, a repertoire

of untold stories,

a fresh beginning.

Margaret Atwood
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