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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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