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A Quiet Afternoon on the Maple Path

Today 1 went alone to a maple path in the countryside. Afternoon sunlight
filtered through the trees, casting dappled shadows, and the air carried a slightly
cool autumn feel. I walked slowly on the path covered with fallen leaves, the soft
crunch beneath my feet seeming like a whisper of autumn. Looking up, the maple leaves
shimmered in red and yellow under the sun, reminding me of the Song poet Yang Wanli’s
line: ’Stopping my carriage, I love the maple forest at dusk, the frosted leaves are

redder than February flowers.’

I wrote a small poem in my diary: ' Golden wind brings coolness, leaves like fire,
red shadows and slanting sun reflect the steps I admire.’ My mood gradually calmed
with the serenity of the forest, as worries and noise seemed to be gently carried
away by the leaves. Occasionally, I heard the crisp chirping of birds or saw a

distant brook flowing, evoking a warm sense of unity with nature.

At the end of the path, I reached an open meadow bathed in golden sunlight, like
a sea of gold. I sat down to rest, closing my eyes to feel the autumn breeze on my
face, while the symphony of leaves and birds played around me. I wrote today’ s
reflection: Autumn is not only a feast for the eyes but also a purification for the

soul, teaching one to find moments of peace and self-comfort amid a busy life.
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