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Campus Stories under White Dew

The campus in the morning appears exceptionally serene because of White Dew. The
playground is covered with thin dew, and small sparkles shimmer under the basketball
hoop. Students walk lightly with their backpacks, as if afraid to disturb the
tranquility.

I enjoy sitting on the bench by the playground in such mornings, watching the
sunlight gradually spread across the field. The dew makes the textures of the leaves
clearer; each leaf seems to tell a small story. When the wind blows, the leaves sway

gently, producing soft sounds as if whispering to me.

In the classroom, teachers also remind us to notice changes in the solar terms.
Once, during Chinese class, our teacher asked us to write an essay about White Dew. I
described the morning playground, my classmates’ smiles, and the papers fluttering
in the wind. While writing, I realized White Dew is not only a natural scene but also

a beautiful memory of campus life.

In the afternoon, the sunlight warms the campus, and the dew begins to vanish.
Walking back to the dorm, I recall the morning’ s serenity, feeling warmth and
emotion. White Dew teaches me to observe the details of life and express emotions in

writing, making every ordinary campus moment vivid and meaningful.
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After finishing the essay, I put it in my composition book. Whenever I open it
and read about White Dew, I remember that cool and tranquil morning, and the sound of
wind across the playground. Campus stories under White Dew are precious materials

from my student days and an indispensable source of inspiration for my writing.
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