
Ode to May 
By Dennis Knight 

My favorite month has lovely flowers, 
All sprung up from April’s showers, 
And I’d write a poem for it today, 

But nothing seems to rhyme with May. 
December and September 
Go nicely with November, 
February matches January, 

But nothing seems to rhyme with May. 
So it’s okay, if I may say, 

We’ll go away and play today. 


