
Hands 
 

The Right Hand 

Laughing, talking to its peers 

eagerly feeling everything, 

making gestures nothing else in the body can make 

Grinning at the stylish options of nail polish 

happily Writing and drawing 

doing its little dance on the table. 

Creating amazing things, 

keeping the body entertained. 

 

The Left Hand 

Tired, panting and resting 

slaving away for the body’s work, 

ignored and taken for granted. 

It searches and searches for the hand of a lover 

but comes back, rejected and disgraced. 

No matter how much it cries out 

it can’t shed a tear for the sake of its body. 

When you look closely, you can see the scars. 

 


