Mark’s Fingers
by Mary O’Neill

| like my fingers.
They grip a ball,
Turn a page,

Break a fall,

Help whistle

A call.

Shake hands

And shoot

Rubber bands.
When candy is offered
They take enough.
They fill my pockets
With wonderful stuff,
And they always tell me
Smooth from rough.
They follow rivers
On a map,

They double over
When | rap,

They smack together
When | clap.

They button buttons,
Tie shoelaces,

Open doors to
Brand-new places.
They shape and float
My paper ships,
Fasten paper to
Paper clips,

And carry ice cream
To my lips...



