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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 if 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.
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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
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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The Serenity of an Autumn Morning

White Dew quietly arrives in autumn, and the morning air carries a faint chill.
In the fields, dew glimmers like tiny crystal balls on rice stalks and wildflowers,
gently sparkling in the morning light. The sky is still a pale blue, with a few rays
of sunlight filtering through the mist, draping the earth in a soft golden veil.
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I walk along the country path, maple leaves swaying in the wind with a rustling
sound. The breeze carries the scent of distant forests, occasionally interrupted by a
bird” s call, emphasizing the tranquility of the morning. A thick layer of fallen
leaves crunches softly underfoot, as if playing a gentle accompaniment to this serene

dawn.

Looking at the scenery, my thoughts drift afar. The old streets of my hometown,
the river from my memories, everything once familiar now only appears in my mind. The
arrival of White Dew not only brings the breath of autumn but also awakens deep
emotions. Are those far away gazing at the same sky, feeling the same turn of the

seasons?

In this fleeting yet beautiful morning, I begin to contemplate life. Amidst the
rush and troubles of daily living, the serene scene of a White Dew morning reminds me
to pause, to feel, to reflect, to cherish. Every detail of nature is like a mirror,

revealing the desires and emotions within.

The autumn wind brushes past, carrying a slight chill but never dispersing the
warmth within. The longing for home and the insights into life intertwine in the
morning light, forming a gentle yet firm strength. White Dew mornings teach that no
matter how time flows, the emotions and reflections in one’ s heart are the true,

eternal comfort.

VIRKIG R, W2 0 s Y, AR R8s 23 s . A SRR et o, &b
NHIKERER, AERIEHIBRE R NN A58 IUHHEAREL AL, s R A A, 0 Bh Ak T e
WA (K CR2 D R 22 1) T —— M e, 1T R 1 8 4

BATE WL N R, B KRS IR A, R 2R e . & RIS RE
BEZFFAPREGETE SR LIEE, LM T RIS AL, TithESE 2
L AL S 5 Y W 017 A s

SAEIRTT RS, ROELA G AR K S . A8 EL RO s 3 W eds Wi i e
F, A FRES NS BB AR B 012 . A ERE R I T E, 1R RMZAE ) LIS 7 FH 18] 5% 3 1)
I, BikFAA SR H RS AR,

X —Z], BRVIERZBING ARG S A & BRI, #E
WHIEIEIE, WA NS S bER . 2 R R ARSI, BRI R 1S R
BRI, AR R B R )

MHRRIGES 2, WiE K, DI Tl S, Afg - mas, LA

www. vv99. net




WDRAE RS2, ARSI, AT P s G IR AR A~ PLI H 7 B B AE RO BREL
AR HYUHE, AR TS T,

Dew and Autumn Reflections

On an early autumn morning, a thin mist blankets the fields, and the air carries
a damp chill. White Dew clings to the tips of green leaves like tiny crystal balls,
sparkling in the morning light. Maple leaves quietly turn red, contrasting with
golden rice fields, as if autumn is painting a serene and profound picture of the

earth with its unique colors.

I walk slowly along the river path, the sound of leaves falling in the wind
beside me, the moist earth underfoot. Every breath carries the fresh scent of grass
and soil, calming the mind. Distant peaks appear faintly, shrouded in a thin veil of

mist, adding a touch of mystery and fantasy.

Looking at the scene before me, my thoughts inevitably return to my hometown.
Perhaps autumn there does not have such vivid White Dew, yet it carries the same
nostalgic chill and warm memories. The quiet of a White Dew morning evokes memories
of running through the fields as a child and allows me to feel the passage of time

and the gentle beauty of life.

In this moment, I deeply sense the harmony between humans and nature. Every
falling leaf, every glimmering dew drop, marks the changing seasons and life’ s
fleeting yet precious moments. Homesickness and reflections on life are gently

awakened in the White Dew morning, forming the softest part of the heart.

Autumn morning light filters through the mist, casting warmth and hope upon the
earth. White Dew acts like a clear mirror, revealing the deepest feelings within,
teaching that the most beautiful moments in life often exist in ordinary days.
Thoughts drift with the autumn wind, then settle in the heart, bringing tranquility
and strength.
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Reflections in Autumn Dew

White Dew silently blankets the earth, and the morning air carries a slight
chill. Dew adorns the flowers and grass like tiny, translucent pearls, gently swaying
and sparkling with faint light. Distant mountains are shrouded in thin mist, as if

draped in a soft veil, adding a touch of mystery to the scenery.

I stroll along the country path, fallen leaves rustling softly beneath my feet,
the autumn wind brushing my face, bringing the scent of soil and ripened fruits. The
sky gradually brightens, and morning light scatters across the dew, reflecting a

kaleidoscope of colors, as if nature has prepared a feast for the eyes.

At this moment, my thoughts drift afar. I miss my family and recall fragments of
childhood, a wave of warmth rising in my heart. The White Dew morning is not only a
natural spectacle but also a solace for the soul, offering a quiet moment amidst the

rush, allowing one to feel the gentleness and beauty of life.

Observing the autumn scene, I begin to reflect on life. Each falling leaf seems
to remind me that time flows silently, and every moment is worth cherishing. The
White Dew morning teaches that even the simplest moments can contain profound wisdom

and beauty.

The autumn dew is nature’ s whisper and the soul’ s touch. It teaches me to face
life’ s impermanence with a gentle heart, to observe the surroundings with delicate
attention, and to perceive the meaning of life with calm. On a White Dew morning, I
feel my thoughts settle and gain insight into life, as if the whole world has quietly

embraced a moment of serenity.
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