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Golden Autumn in the Campus

The campus in the early morning carries a hint of chill in the air. The phoenix
tree leaves on the playground have turned golden, gently falling with the wind,
covering the path. In the distance, the teaching buildings glimmer warmly under the
sunlight, as if every wall is telling a story of autumn. I walk slowly along the
familiar path, the fallen leaves underfoot rustling softly, like a gentle prelude to

this season.

Entering the campus flower beds, chrysanthemums bloom in competition, red,
yellow, and purple, each displaying its beauty freely. I pause and take a deep breath
of the fresh air, feeling the cool autumn breeze brush my cheeks, and a sense of
tranquility fills my heart. The autumn campus always brings a special sense of calm,

making one want to slow down and appreciate everything around.

At noon, sunlight streams through the classroom window, casting shadows on the
desk that slowly shift with the light. I open my notebook and write down these autumn
feelings. Reflecting on the past semester, with its laughter and fatigue, this golden
season seems to give me a pause, a moment to sort my thoughts and enjoy the simple

beauty of life.

After school, I stroll across the playground, watching classmates running and
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laughing among the falling leaves. The autumn breeze is slightly cool but not biting,
each breath refreshing. As I leave the campus, 1 glance back, seeing the sunlit
golden leaves swaying gently in the wind, as if bidding me farewell. I silently note
this warm autumn feeling in my heart; it will become the softest part of my memories,

one I will revisit in future diary entries.
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Autumn Warmth in Daily Life

Outside the window, autumn rain drizzles gently, casting a faint silvery—gray
over the neighborhood. The maple leaves in the yard are fiery red, and the raindrops
make them even more crystal-clear. I sit by the window, holding a cup of hot tea,
watching the rain slide slowly down the glass, and my mood settles into this tranquil

atmosphere.

Autumn life always carries a touch of melancholy, but more often, warmth. In the
kitchen, my mother prepares dinner, the aroma mixing with the cool autumn air,
bringing a sense of comfort. Occasionally, children’s laughter drifts from the

neighborhood, blending with the rain into a gentle autumn symphony. I close my eyes,
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listening to these ordinary sounds, feeling touched by how beauty in life resides in

these small moments.

By evening, I pick up my camera and head to the small garden in the neighborhood.
The sunset filters through the clouds, casting a golden glow on every fallen leaf. On
the roadside bench, an elderly person reads quietly, young people jog past, and dogs
run happily—all wrapped in the gentle brilliance of autumn. I kneel down to capture
these scenes of daily warmth, mentally noting that this is the truest feeling autumn

gives me.

As night falls, the rain stops, and the air carries the fragrance of earth. 1
write in my diary about today s feelings: autumn is a quiet solace amidst busyness,
the simple and warm beauty of life. Whenever I read these words, I can feel the

gentle flow of life, as if the whole of autumn is preserved in memory.
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Autumn Impressions on a Journey

On this trip, I arrived at a small village in the mountains. The autumn forests
were picturesque, with layers of trees in red and yellow, like a painter casually
splashing colors. Walking along the winding paths, the fallen leaves underfoot

crunched softly, and the air carried the scent of earth and decaying leaves, bringing
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immense relaxation and joy.

In the village, the fields have been harvested, golden rice piled into small
mounds, and pumpkins hanging on the vines glowed under the sunlight. Elderly people
sat at doorways soaking up the sun, occasionally waving with a smile, making time
here feel unusually slow. Children played and chased each other in the fields, their
laughter echoing through the valleys, harmonizing with the autumn breeze, creating a

moving scene.

I stayed in a small wooden cabin, with autumn scenery right outside the window.
At night, the sky was clear, stars twinkling, and I sat by the window writing
today’ s diary. Autumn on a journey differs from the rush of the city; it grants me
tranquility and allows me to reassess the pace of life. Every falling leaf and every
gust of autumn wind seems to remind me to cherish the present, slow down, and savor

each moment.

The next morning, I woke early to climb the mountain path. Distant peaks were
covered in autumn hues, shrouded in mist like a fairyland. I took a deep breath,
feeling the fresh air on my face, my heart filled with strength and emotion. Autumn
travel not only allowed me to enjoy the beauty of nature, but also left warmth and
serenity in my heart, a feeling that will accompany me for a long time, becoming the

most treasured memory in my diary.
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