he falling of a colorful, crisp leaf
announces the beginning of autumn.

Chilly breezes rush past the half-bare trees

as they lose their vibrantly colored leaves.
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“

he first freezing snowflake falls

=

on the crunchy, leafy ground

to foretell that winter is on its way.

Glittering icicles line every windowsill and roof.

Snowflakes sparkle on the hard-packed, icy ground.




ventually, the ground thaws

and new life springs up.

Birds sing their happy song and

colorful flowers bloom all around.

The sun comes back to help the newborns grow.




Vinally, it is the dead of summer,
when the year is at its hottest.
The sun beats its brilliant, powerful rays
down on the earth,
casting a hazy golden glow

on all of the plants.

oon, the trees’ leaves begin to fall again

and a chill creeps back into the breeze.

It is autumn yet again.



