My favourite thing.
Spring to me is like a breath of fresh air.
It arrives every year and every year it brings with it chirping, tweeting birds, singing as sweetly as a church choir.

The sight of freshly cut grass, green like a crunchy, bright apple.

Seeds being planted, slowly growing, standing tall out of the ground like a proud soldier.
Animals playing in the fields and lambs jumping about like popcorn.

Ducklings and signets paddling in the ponds as smoothly as a snail slithering along the grass.

Daffodils all around, as yellow as the sun.

Warmer weather coming in, kicking out the cold as ice winter days.

All of these things remind me it’s Spring.

And that is why this is my favourite thing.

