


Jasmine spotted a shiny red apple on her windowsill. 
“Where did you come from?” she wondered, picking 
it up. The morning sun glowed through her window, 
and she decided to follow the apple's story to the 
orchard down the lane. Her long black hair bounced 
as she skipped past sunflowers, humming a tune. 
At the orchard gate, she whispered, “Let’s see what 
adventure begins with this little apple!” She pushed 
the gate open, ready to explore the sweet-smelling 
rows of trees ahead.
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Jasmine wandered through the orchard, picking a 
juicy apple from the lowest branch. Suddenly, a loud 
roar made her look up—an airplane streaked across 
the sky, leaving a trail like a giant letter A. “Look 
at that!” she gasped, pointing upward. She traced 
the shape with her finger, giggling at the connection 
to her apple. “A for airplane, A for apple,” she said 
softly,  feeling  proud of  her  discovery.  The wind 
rustled the leaves as if agreeing with her cheerful 
observation under the open sky.

4





On her way home, Jasmine noticed a trail of tiny ants 
marching across the path, carrying crumbs bigger 
than themselves. “You’re so strong for such small 
helpers!” she said, crouching to watch closely. She 
counted them one by one, smiling at their perfect 
teamwork. A gentle breeze tickled her cheek as she 
whispered, “A for ants, busy and brave.” Inspired, 
she picked up a fallen twig and gently guided a lost 
ant back to its line, feeling like a tiny hero herself 
that sunny afternoon.
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That evening, Jasmine sat at her desk with a crayon 
in hand. She drew a big letter A, remembering the 
apple, the airplane, and the busy ants from her day. 
“A is for all  my adventures,” she said, smiling at 
her artwork. She taped the drawing above her bed, 
admiring how one small letter opened up a whole 
day of wonder. As she closed her eyes, she dreamed 
of more letters waiting to be discovered, each one 
promising a brand-new, exciting journey tomorrow.
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