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My Autumn Chronicle: Small Discoveries in a Park of

Falling Leaves

The sunlight today felt especially gentle, as though it had been carefully sifted
before touching the ground. It wasn’ t harsh at all—just warm and golden. I carried
a small bag and headed to the nearby park to collect fallen leaves for my journal. I

didn’ t have any specific project in mind; I simply wanted a quiet place to feel
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autumn properly.

Ginkgo trees lined both sides of the park’ s entrance, and this was their most
beautiful season. Layers of golden leaves covered the ground, making soft rustling
sounds underfoot that slowed my pace naturally. When the wind passed, the leaves

twirled in the air before drifting down—it felt like watching a small, silent dance.

I walked slowly along the lakeside. Some people were strolling, some walking
dogs, and a few elderly folks sat on benches enjoying the sun. The water reflected
the golden view, and ducks occasionally glided across it, leaving gentle ripples

behind. I paused for a moment, letting the calmness seep into me like quiet warmth.

When I started collecting leaves, I realized it was much more enjoyable than I
had imagined. Each leaf had its own pattern and shape—some looked like tiny fans,
others like little hearts. I crouched under the trees, carefully picking and
choosing, suddenly feeling as though I were doing something important. These leaves,
though just ordinary signs of seasonal change, looked full of life beneath the
sunlight.

Sitting on a bench, I sorted the leaves one by one. Next to me, an elderly man
was with his grandson. The child held a bright red maple leaf, staring at it
curiously. “The leaves turn red because they’ re saying goodbye, ” the grandfather
told him. The gentleness in his voice startled me—it was such a warm explanation,

giving a tender meaning to autumn’ s natural process.

As I rested, I noticed a large plane tree nearby. Most of its leaves had already
fallen, leaving only a few clusters trembling on the branches. Looking up at it, I
thought it resembled certain stages of life—mnot lush anymore, but still standing
strong. Its long shadow stretched across the ground, reminding me of the past year’ s

busyness and weariness.

The sunlight filtered through the branches, scattering across the bench like fine
gold dust. At that moment, I realized that autumn wasn’ t just a quiet or lonely
season; it also carried soft warmth, waiting for anyone willing to slow down and see
it.

I packed the leaves carefully, planning to turn them into a small autumn
collection book when I got home. As I stood up, the air felt lighter, as if the wind

had quietly carried away the stress I’ d been holding inside.

Before leaving, 1 turned back to look at the leaf-covered path. It lay silently
behind me, like a soft timeline reminding me that growth isn’t always loud—it often

happens in quiet, ordinary moments like this.

At the end of my diary, I wrote: Autumn returns its leaves to the earth, and
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somehow, it returned me to the softest part of my heart.
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