Near the field’s center,
There you will find a base;
Or think of the person,
Who almost won the race.

What am I?

My shake says hello,

A popular greeting;

My cuff says good-bye,

A judge you’ll be meeting.

What am I?

You stop what you're doing,
And breathe very slowly;
The feet of king lion,

And little mouse lowly.

What am 1?

My man just stands there,
Staring at those crows;
Alone I'm a tube,

Through which soda flows.

What am I?
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