
 
 
 

Solstice  
 
If I go to March, 
And I met you April, 
Would you introduce me, 
To May? 
And promise to take me, 
To June? 
Will you be my Summer, 
As I reach the Autumn, 
Of my life. 
Our time together so short, 
Like Winter’s Solstice. 
 
~ Robin McNamara 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


