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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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