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A Stroll Through the Golden Woods

Today’ s autumn outing took me to Maple Forest Park near the city. Morning
sunlight lightly filtered through the forest paths, and the air carried the subtle
scent of soil and fallen leaves. The leaves had shifted from green to golden, and
when a breeze passed, they fell like a shower of gold. I couldn’t help but pause and
savor this moment of tranquility and beauty. As Tang poet Du Mu wrote: ’Stopping my
carriage, I love the maple forest at dusk, the frosted leaves are redder than the
flowers of February.’ My mood, like the autumn wind, gradually unfolded, warmed by
the sunlight in the woods.

Walking along the path, I occasionally spotted squirrels leaping between
branches, and the thick layer of fallen leaves underfoot crunched softly with every
step. I found myself composing a small poem: 'Leaves carpet the path with golden
light, the autumn breeze gently clears my mind.’ Fach step felt like a conversation

with nature, making the city’ s noise and busyness fade away.

At the small lake in the forest, the water reflected the clear blue sky, and a
few floating maple leaves drifted like tiny boats. Sitting on a bench by the lake, 1
took a deep breath and enjoyed the unique serenity of autumn. As the sun set, it dyed
the forest in warm hues. In my diary, I wrote today s reflection: Autumn is a season
of harvest and also a time to settle the mind; only by quietly appreciating nature’ s

beauty can one truly feel the warmth of life.
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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, [ wrote: Autumn is a feast of colors

and moods, requiring attentiveness to truly feel the warmth and poetry of life.
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A Quiet Afternoon on the Maple Path

Today I 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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Exploring the Mountain Wilderness in Autumn Wind

In the early morning, our group set off on an autumn journey into the mountain
wilderness, carrying light backpacks. The mountain path twisted and turned, and the
air carried the scent of pine and fallen leaves, refreshing every breath. On the
slopes, golden rice fields and trees dotted with red leaves created a vivid autumn
landscape. As Li Bai once wrote: ’'The Yellow River flows far up into the clouds, a
lone city amid towering mountains.’ Though describing majestic rivers and mountains,

I felt a similar blend of grandeur and tranquility in the wilderness.

We rested by a mountain stream, its clear water reflecting the blue sky and maple
leaves, with small fish occasionally leaping out. I wrote in my diary: ’Autumn waters
murmur, reflecting red leaves, mountain winds gently ease the mind,’ feeling nature’s
freshness in every breath. Walking along the mountain trail, seeing the rolling hills

and dense forests, a deep respect for life and nature welled up in me.

By evening, standing on the mountaintop, the entire valley was bathed in golden-—
orange light, the layered forests ablaze with color, mist curling like a dream. The
autumn wind brushed my face, and I wrote today’ s reflection: Autumn is both nature’s
brush and the soul’s cleansing. Only amid the mountains and wilderness can one truly

appreciate the quiet beauty of time and the vastness of life.
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