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Poetic Moments by the Autumn Lake

Today, my friends and I went on an autumn outing to a lake in the countryside.
The lake was like a mirror, and the gentle breeze created ripples that reflected the
fiery red maple trees along the shore. We strolled slowly along the lakeside,
stopping occasionally to take photos, capturing the beauty of the moment. Gazing at
the water, I recalled Wang Wei’ s poem: ' After a fresh mountain rain, the weather is
late in autumn.’ The lakeside in autumn seemed shrouded in a thin mist, creating a

serene atmosphere.

The wildflowers along the shore swayed gently in the autumn breeze. Though their
colors were not as vivid as in spring, they carried a mature beauty. I wrote in my
diary: 'Sunset glows upon the lake, a gentle breeze carries the fragrance of flowers,
autumn is rich like wine.’ My mood gradually calmed with the lake’ s reflections, a
rare sense of peace and contentment washing over me. A friend quietly recited their

own verses, adding a poetic touch to our autumn outing.

At dusk, the lake was bathed in golden light, turning the entire water surface
into a shining mirror. We sat on a wooden bench by the lake, watching the sky darken
and sharing our reflections. Autumn’ s beauty lies not only in the scenery but also in
the serenity it brings to the soul. In my diary, I wrote: Autumn is a feast of colors

and moods, requiring attentiveness to truly feel the warmth and poetry of life.
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