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Spring and her three best friends

loved playing together. For months, Winter had led the games.

Her friends had enjoyed making snowballs,

All year round, they took it in snow angels and sledging through

turns to wear the weather crown the frozen forest.
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and lead the games.

But today was a very important day.

Today, Winter would hand the

weather crown to Spring and a whole

new season would begin.



As Winter placed the crown
on Spring’s head, the sun

felt instantly warmer.
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Already Spring was imagining
colourful flowers, dancing butterflies,

singing birds, and buzzing bees .
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It was going to be the best, brightest
and most beautiful spring ever, she decided.

Winter had been amazing.

But spring would be . . . incredible!



They didn’t have to wait long for the first flower
to pop up through the ground.

“It’s going to be SO pretty,”

said Summer.

“Wl’ly won't it open?” Spring frowned.

She was starting to feel nervous.

“I wonder what
colour it’ll be?”

said Autumn.

They waited.

“Don’t WOI’I’y,” said Summer.

“Let’s wake the butterflies while we wait.”

And waited.



