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An Autumn Stroll in the Orchard

In the morning, I carried a small basket and walked into the orchard. Sunlight
filtered through the sparse branches, illuminating the ground, while the apple trees
were laden with bright red fruits. The air was filled with the fresh scent of apples,

making me take deep breaths and savor the feeling of autumn.

I reached out to pick each ripe apple, carefully observing their colors and
patterns. Some were smooth and shiny, hanging from the branches like little lanterns.
With every apple I picked, I imagined the entire growth process from flower to fruit,

filling my heart with awe and gratitude for nature.

The paths in the orchard were covered with fallen leaves, forming a golden
carpet. I walked along, noting my observations for the day. A small squirrel leaped
between the trees, carrying fruits, as if busily preparing for winter. Scenes like

this made me realize that every life in nature works diligently.

By noon, we placed the harvested apples into baskets to take home. Sitting under
a tree to rest, I ate a freshly picked apple. Its sweet, crisp juice seemed to
capture the taste of autumn. Today s orchard visit not only gave me the joy of labor

but also taught me to observe every detail of life carefully.

As the sun set, my father and I packed up our tools and slowly walked out of the
orchard. Looking back, the trees glowed vividly in the twilight, and the red fruits

www. vv99. net



seemed like gifts from autumn, leaving a warm and beautiful memory in my heart.
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