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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

laughing among the falling leaves. The autumn breeze is slightly cool but not biting,
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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.

www. vv99. net



