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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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