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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.

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,
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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.
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