HERBE

FRMAZETHEE 2%, ARBGENSIROSET N 50 L. M5 oRE e =
Tz 18], AR e A oK S SR B L. FEDGIE S 25 O AE R 2R b, It s it s, 05
B IR AR BE RO AL

P DAE S H/NE B, R % R A VD A, B 1 205 S (A 23 il e 1 R T 19 ¢4
Ko KNI IGE, i RICAL RS A MY LR . RIS R, EAOE 2T, 3
FEHRRM B, OihIERMAEARTE, SR ERfH

PEI, ARG ZE IR AN S 5% . HE5 e, W PO i 9o 5 iR g A8
UG HAEN/NE . ZRATHIAERR, #ECZ P EWTFI . KRR N2 3] HAR I,
EPOR T ORI B S .

B TEHINKHER, RESZBINENTCE 50 & FEH s G R iR, &
WAL R R, WEALREN. AERNER, 225 ARG, bR,
Bl S N RSP

s VPN i, B SO RN ST . BT IR T (i b 3, S S R K,
VRN B RE B . BCH R R BT, HSRB LS A0, BN H O £ M5,
PRI O LA A AT IR

Morning Thoughts on White Dew

The morning air carries a hint of chill, with White Dew sparkling like tiny
pearls on the leaves and petals. A thin mist drifts between the rooftops of the
village, while distant mountains appear faintly, like an ink painting. Sunlight
filters through the fog, reflecting off the dew drops with a gentle glimmer, as if

each drop holds a secret of autumn.

I stroll along the country path, the fallen leaves rustling softly underfoot. The
red and yellow of the maple leaves intertwine into a warm yet profound tapestry. The
autumn wind brushes my face, bringing the scent of distant rice fields and earthy
aromas. This kind of morning brings peace to the soul, yet also a subtle melancholy,

as 1f even the wind whispers the passage of time.

At this moment, I can’t help but think of my family and homeland far away. White
Dew acts like a mirror, reflecting the mingled emotions of solitude and warmth
within. Childhood paths and the old house under the wutong trees emerge vividly in
memory. Autumn not only reveals nature’ s beauty but also stirs deep feelings of

longing and nostalgia.

Walking in this tranquil autumn morning, I feel the impermanence and beauty of

life. Each falling leaf seems to remind me that some beauty is fleeting, and must be
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cherished with care. The morning of White Dew is a gentle gift from time, allowing me

to find my own quiet and reflection beyond the clamor of daily life.

Perhaps life is like this, fleeting and beautiful like White Dew. We drift along
the river of time, feeling the wind, light, and dew, as our innermost thoughts become
clear. The autumn morning teaches me to perceive life with a tender heart, observe
the world with sharp eyes, and experience the profound meaning of existence in

silence.
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