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The Footsteps of Spring

This morning, I walked along the path near my home, and the scent of spring had
quietly spread. The air carried the damp smell of soil and a faint fragrance of
flowers. I noticed that the buds on the willow trees by the road had already peeked
out, as if greeting me. Every year at this time, I love to pause and observe these
small changes. They make me feel the resilience of life and remind me of our

connection with nature.

In the afternoon, I participated in a tree—planting activity organized by the
community. Sunlight fell on the newly planted saplings, and the breeze gently swayed
their soft branches. I felt as if I had become part of nature. Planting a small tree
may seem insignificant, but it will quietly breathe in the days to come, contributing
to our planet. Whenever I think about environmental protection, I realize that
actions speak louder than words, and these small efforts ultimately represent the

truest love for Earth.

By evening, I returned home and sat by the window, watching the sky painted red
by the sunset. Birds returned to their nests, and the wind softly brushed through the
leaves, carrying a hint of fresh coolness. I wrote in my diary about today s
feelings: Spring is not only a change of season but also a reminder to cherish Earth
and respect nature. Every small observation and effort is a conversation with our

planet.
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The Stream in Summer

The sunlight was unusually bright today, so I decided to take a walk by a stream
in the countryside. The summer water was crystal clear, reflecting the blue sky and
white clouds, and occasionally a small fish would swim by, creating ripples. I sat on
a rock by the stream, feeling the coolness of the water and listening to its gentle
flow. The fast pace of daily life often makes me overlook the beauty of nature, but

today I realized that every drop of water on Earth is a source of life.

Walking along the stream, I noticed some plastic waste floating on the surface.
My heart tightened, and I immediately picked them up, cleaning a small section of the
water. Although it was a minor effort, I hoped this stream would face less pollution.
During summer, I also participated in community river—cleaning activities. Every time
I cleaned up trash with my own hands, I gained a deeper understanding of
environmental protection: preserving Farth requires everyone’ s involvement, starting

with small actions.

On the way home, I reflected on today s experience and wrote it in my diary. The
coolness and clarity of the stream reminded me that Earth is our shared home, and
every act of care and protection makes our home more beautiful. Under the summer
sunlight, my heart felt as clear as the stream, and I became more determined to

contribute to the well-being of our planet.
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Diary of Falling Leaves in Autumn

The air today carried the unique coolness and moisture of autumn, and I strolled
along a forest path, stepping on thick layers of fallen leaves. Each step produced a
rustling sound, as if nature were whispering to me. Autumn scenery always evokes
reflection; fallen leaves may wither, but they nourish the soil and remind me of the

cycle of life and Earth’s rhythms.

Along the path, I saw some litter carelessly discarded, and I couldn’ t help but
bend down to pick it up. In my heart, I resolved to protect this beautiful forest
through my actions. Autumn is a season of harvest, but also of reflection. I
remembered my past neglect of nature and the harm that plastic bags and waste cause
to the environment. Every time I cleaned up with my own hands, I felt more connected
to Earth.

By evening, I sat on a rock by the forest edge, watching golden leaves drift in
the breeze, and felt a warm sense of gratitude. The beauty of Earth lies not only in
its scenery but also in our care. Autumn leaves remind me that even as life returns
to the soil, the heart that protects nature endures. Writing today s diary, I felt a

sense of responsibility and a deep bond with the planet.
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