Small Group Ministry
Group Session Plan

Masks

Preparation: This session can be combined with making masks from various materials and patterns.
Opening Words:

Always a mask
Held in the slim hand whitely

Always she had a mask before her face—

Truly the wrist

Holding it lightly

Fitted the task:

Sometimes however

Was there a shiver

Fingertip quiver,

Ever so slightly—

Holding the mask?

For years and years and years I wondered

But dared not ask

And then—

I blundered, looked behind the mask,

To find

Nothing—

She had no face.

She had become

Merely a hand

Holding a mask

With grace.

“The Mask” Author unknown, was found in Nonviolent Communication: A Language of Life, Marshall Rosenberg, 2005, p.36

Check in/Sharing: How are you today?
Topic/Activity:

Masks have at least three main functions: hiding, transforming and frightening. 
A mask hides and protects whoever wears it from spirits and evil creatures. 
A mask transforms whoever wears it into the being it represents, inspiring awe. 
A mask frightens others away by asserting power. 
Not all masks are physical. We may put on psychological masks for the same reasons as we put on physical masks. 
1. Share some times that you use masks and why.

2. Have you had masks that you have shed? How and why?

3. If you were to make a mask right now, describe it and its function.
Optional Activity: Making masks. There are numerous descriptions of how to make masks. The method and material used are up to the group.

Check out/Likes and Wishes: How was the session for you?
Closing Words: 
“The Masks” by Wolfgirl

A mask of plastic happiness often covers her sadness

Her beliefs hidden from most

Afraid of, but willing to face the unknown

Wondering where her place is in this life

She has come close to sharing herself

Never completely revealing anything to anyone

Feelings of invisible chains corner her

When she dreams, reality shatters before her very eyes

Accomplishments she strives for just at hands grasp

She feels lost sometimes, not yet finding her niche in this world

At times the glimmer in her calm eyes slowly disappears

But within her heart a silent flame burns her inside and out

She roams day by day, playing roles
Strength unknowingly resides in her
History repeats itself once again

The translucent veil she so proudly wears

Little by little answers will come, pushing it aside

One day there will be no more mask for her to wear

One day her beliefs will be known

One day she’ll know her place in this live

 One day she will share herself

ONE DAY tis mask will be NO MORE
The following website gives more information about this poem, including permission to share it.
http://www.netpoets.com/poems/life/0655001.htm
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