Bk H S B BB

R PDCESE A MR Z WS b, BRI EE g K. & ilE DM E,
o B XA ISR, ST B, AR R/ B LWL s 3t ) AR Kl o A D4 20T,
FifatE RIS, S & AR AN, B DA RS .

AEAEMRTRN S b, AR RV, (G2 D0 AT EAK H s . 27 A AT ks
LR — A, AR IO PR 5, ANVDEE MR A R, AELERKOR AR K. B
PRGNS SR G, P BB AR XEE AR TR] B3

FEANEIIL, BATETRIRE, BT a2 5 B G K BRI, A7 b L i B R R oK 9
i, BRI RIEHPTT TAATT, B b 77 55 20 A IR AL O AT . SKATIHE — 5538 it 4n
W, filide B i HAR B IR] o SRR B N IR R ARAS, R4 B4 (R SR A IR A RAT

AR, FRATHIIT PR, iR E Y. T H AL MR ACR R =R, &5
I AEAATI T B P A AR I SE R . A AT/ T R AP i, B BTC R L 5
AR o

MR E EBEShIN T, ZrAHER EIBIE AR, AT MBI, AR R AT . K
RIS B I AE 2 TATTH AR AN SR B, A — AR 1R) A 78 00 1R 5 AL FREEEATML,
REHEIX —ZI PRI R ACERS . EAR AL 3R A7 I AN B b SR IR 5 o

BTG, %7 AT HAMAS S b B S B MR I /i, W LRI 5 NI A A . BORISESE £
TATHIRREE  TERNY, AR ENAE T 3RACIZ . IXFERRKT, AN S — IR i 7 G
g, HEBE 0 RIIRAT, AEFRATAENE BT L, i g 2 2 B AR R A 1 S i

Childlike Joy in the Laughter of Autumn

The morning sunlight filtered through the thin mist onto the playground,
spreading the scent of autumn quietly around. The children, carrying small backpacks,
wore excited smiles, forming a neat line, chirping like little birds in anticipation
of today’ s autumn outing. As a teacher, I quietly walked beside them, observing each

small movement and subtle expression.

Walking along the forest path, fallen leaves rustled underfoot, like an autumn
carpet laid out for us. The children couldn’t help but jump on every leaf; some
picked up the colorful ones, carefully tucking them into their books, wanting to take
autumn home. Each laugh was crisp like a wind chime, echoing through the trees with

the autumn breeze.

At the small lake, we stopped to rest. The children eagerly watched the little

fish in the water, some even trying to scoop them gently, though the fish were too
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quick. Their curious and innocent eyes warmed my heart. Parents snapped photos,
capturing the children’ s most natural moments. Fach photo seemed like a time capsule,

preserving the beauty of childhood forever.

During lunch, we spread picnic mats and shared our food. The children passed
fruits and sandwiches to one another; simple food seemed extraordinarily delicious in
their hands. Watching them clutch warm bread, I felt an overwhelming sense of

contentment and happiness.

In the afternoon free time, children ran and played on the grass, some playing
hide—and-seek, others collecting pinecones for crafts. The autumn sunlight filtered
through the leaves, falling on their hair and faces, filling each moment with warmth
and vitality. I picked up my camera, hoping to capture this joy forever, but found

that no photo could match the true emotion in my heart.

As we left, the children looked back at the forest path reluctantly, humming the
songs they had sung earlier. The autumn scenery, the children’ s laughter, and the
small warm details were etched deeply into my memory. This autumn outing was not just
a simple outdoor activity but a journey of the soul, allowing us to quietly feel the

innocence and warmth of childhood amid the hustle and bustle of the world.
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Journey Among Fallen Leaves: A Kindergarten Autumn
Outing

The autumn breeze was cool, the sky clear and high—a perfect time for an outing.
Early in the morning, children gathered excitedly at the kindergarten gate. They wore
brightly colored jackets, held small water bottles, and their faces were filled with
uncontainable anticipation. Parents reminded them to stay safe while secretly

capturing these precious moments.

As we boarded the minibus to the countryside, the children eagerly looked out the
windows. Seeing the golden ginkgo trees and crimson maples by the roadside, they
exclaimed in delight. Someone pressed against the window, pointing at a falling leaf,
saying to a friend, ’Look, that leaf looks like a little boat!’ The bus was filled

with laughter, as if the whole autumn had come alive with the children’ s curiosity.

Upon arrival, we found a wide forest clearing. The teacher led warm-up
activities, with everyone holding hands and spinning around the grass, laughter
echoing among the trees. Then, the children explored freely—squatting under trees to
watch ants moving, picking up fallen fruits and sharing little discoveries. Each

movement was full of childlike fun; each discovery felt like a small surprise.

In the afternoon, sunlight sparkled on the lake. The children sat by the shore,
quietly observing their reflections. Some tried to draw the scenery, while others
made little boats from twigs and watched them drift. Parents gently reminded them not
to get too close to the water, but the children’s curiosity and spirit of exploration

remained strong.

Photo-taking was the most joyful part for parents and teachers. The children
posed in various playful ways, their smiles pure and radiant. Each click of the
shutter captured this moment, a silent happiness spreading in our hearts. As the sun
set, the children reluctantly boarded the bus back. The forest scenery gradually
disappeared from the window, but the smiles on the children’ s faces made the memory

of this autumn outing warm and lasting.

Back at kindergarten, after organizing their backpacks, the children eagerly

shared their stories of the day. As a teacher, seeing their satisfied smiles, I
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silently reflected: autumn is not just a seasonal change, but a vibrant, colorful

painting in the memory of childhood.
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Golden Autumn Days and Laughter Memories

The kindergarten campus is always poetic in autumn. Today, we organized an autumn
outing to a forest clearing bathed in golden sunlight. The children had been looking
forward to this since morning, their eyes sparkling with excitement, constantly
discussing what they would see and which games they would play. As a teacher, 1

followed behind them, filled with anticipation and joy.

Walking into the clearing, fallen leaves covered the ground like a golden rain.

The children jumped and skipped on the leaves, the crackling sounds blending with
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their crisp laughter, forming an autumn symphony. They picked up leaves of various
shapes, comparing whose leaf was the prettiest or the largest. In these small

interactions lay pure friendship and joy.

The teacher arranged several small activities: leaf collages, fruit-picking
competitions, and simple games of hide—and-seek. During these activities, the
children learned to share, wait, and cooperate. Watching them hold hands to assemble
leaves and encourage each other warmed my heart. Every successful collage and every

cheer made their smiles shine even brighter.

During lunch, parents prepared bento and fruits for the children. Sitting on
picnic mats, the children ate while sharing their food. Some even offered their
favorite snacks to friends nearby. Seeing this mutual care, I realized that this

autumn outing was not only about exploring nature but also about nurturing the heart.

In the afternoon, we strolled along a small stream. The children were curious
about the little fish and shrimp, occasionally squatting to observe or gently
touching the water, their faces full of wonder. The breeze brushed their hair and
carried their laughter. Parents continually captured these touching moments on

camera; each photo became a warm memory of autumn.

On the way back, the children were tired but content, chatting about the day s
fun. Their laughter, combined with the beauty of autumn, left a golden mark in my
memory. This autumn outing became a part of the children’s childhood and a warm,

beautiful scene in the eyes of us adults.
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