
My Favourite Day  
by Julie 
 
My daughter, Beth is now 13 years old. When it was her second birthday it snowed and snowed and snowed. 
It was the first time Beth had ever seen snow and she was so excited but a little bit confused too. 
After breakfast I dressed Beth and her big sister in thick, warm jumpers, trousers and boots then we all left the house 
to play in the snow. Outside it was so quiet. There were no cars on the road because the snow was so thick.  
I remember the sound our feet made in the snow, crunch, crunch, crunch. The sun was shining but it was 
very cold. Beth was so small she found it difficult to walk in the deep snow but she kept going, making 
tiny footprints in the powdery, white snow. 
We picked up handfuls of clean, white snow, scrunched it into balls and began throwing it at each other. My girls 
squealed with delight as small balls of snow popped all around them. It looked like little clouds of marshmallow and 
Beth loved popping handfuls of snow into her mouth. When the cold snow hit her tongue she squealed with delight 
and shock. 
After a while we all began to feel a bit cold and tired. Walking in deep snow is hard work when you are only two so 
we headed back home. When we got to the end of our road we saw something wonderful. One of our neighbours 
had already made a snow family. There was a mum, dad and daughter dressed in hats and scarves. The mummy 
snow person was also wearing lipstick! The snow family were as tall real people and they looked amazing. 
Back at home we took off our wet things. I made hot chocolate and then we all cuddled up on the sofa reading 
stories. 
Every year on Beth's birthday we talk about the huge snowfall that happened that day when she was only two. It 
is one of my best days ever and every time I think of it I smile. 
 

My Favourite Day 

By Kate 

It was a warm, sunny day last June. It was warm enough that you could feel the sun on your skin but not so hot 

that you had to hide away in the shade. The day was a Saturday, like any other, it was not a special day. On this 

particular Saturday, we decided to go for a picnic in the park with my family. We went to Clissold Park, which is a 

park that I spent a lot of time in as a child. I learnt to ride my bike there, I used to feed the ducks and spend hours 

running, hiding and playing.  

We arrived at Clissold at about 11am. The park wasn’t very crowded and we found an empty spot to put our 

blankets down, get out our games and books and wait for everyone else. My daughter Rosie was one and a half, so 

she was running a lot and learning how to ride her scooter. We played with a ball while we waited for my parents, 

my brother and sister and their boys. Rosie loves her older cousins, she spends a lot of time with them and she thinks 

of them as her best friends.  

There was a beautiful breeze, trees swayed and leaves rustled as we ran around in the sunshine. We played hide and 

seek, played ball games and chased the children as they scooted away. After a while of playing, we sat down and 

had a picnic together full of delicious delights. There were sandwiches and pastries, salads and dips, crisps and cakes, 

it was almost like a party. When we had finished, we snuggled up under an Oak tree and read stories together. As 

we read in the shade, the sun cast beautiful, large shadows on the ground. We read and read until we could read no 

more and cuddled together and napped as the sun grew fiercer. 

This Saturday was one of my favourite days because I was with my family, enjoying the outdoors. Being with friends 

and family makes me very happy and it reminded me that the best days can be simple without spending money, just 

enjoying the weather and the people you are with. 

 

 
 
 
 



My Favourite Day  
by Katie 
  

This brings me back to a day in the Summer 4 years ago. It was my Grandad’s 80thbirthday. We had 
decided to throw a surprise party for him. On the day, my family and I woke up really early and drove 
down to a place called Hearne Bay. This is where my cousins and grandparents live. It is a lovely place 
because it has a beach and I have fond memories of it because I can see all of my cousins at once! My 
grandparents had no idea that we were planning something and they had just left to go for a walk on the 

beach.  
When we arrived, my family and I walked along the beach and hid around the corner when we could see 
them. We then shouted, ‘Happy Birthday’ at my grandparents and they were so happy to see us! My 
Grandad actually cried with happiness.  
  

  
Then we all had a picnic on the beach. Luckily an ice-cream van went past so we all sat and had a Mr 
Whippy ice-cream as well. We had cucumber and marmite sandwiches and went for a little swim in the sea. 
We stayed on the beach until the sun set.  
  

Looking back on that day makes me smile because of how happy everyone in the family was.  
 

 


