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Understanding Autumn in the Orchard

Autumn brings not only colors but also a settling of flavors and thoughts. In
this season, the campus orchard seems especially calm yet full of stories, as if
waiting for us to step in and read it with our eyes and hearts. Today’ s observation

made me realize that the orchard is a quiet yet profound classroom.

As soon as I entered, the pomegranate trees caught my attention. Their fruits had
cracked open, revealing bright red seeds like secrets being shared. Our teacher told
us that the cracking was not a flaw but a sign of complete ripeness—one of the most
striking symbols of autumn. When I touched the shell, I could feel the contrast

between its hardness and the softness inside.

The persimmon trees carried a different atmosphere. Unlike the fiery
pomegranates, they hung quietly with their golden fruits. When the wind blew, they

swayed like small lanterns, giving off a warm feeling. Our teacher asked us to
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observe their colors and shapes. I noticed that no two persimmons were the same—some

more orange, some more yellow—as if autumn were painting directly on the tree.

During the activity, the teacher asked, “Why do fruit trees need four seasons?”
We gave various answers, but she explained that the seasons are the trees’ teachers,
and we too must go through our own seasons to grow. That idea struck me deeply, and

suddenly everything in the orchard seemed symbolic.

We then had five minutes of silent observation. In that silence, [ heard the
orchard speak—the breathing of the wind, the rustling of leaves, the soft tapping of
fruits. For a moment, I felt like part of the orchard, sharing its rhythm.

In the end, we sat in an open space to reflect. Some said autumn felt gentle,
others said strong, and some felt reassured by it. I wrote, “Autumn ripens the

»

orchard and helps us understand ourselves better.

As I walked out and looked back, the red and yellow fruits shimmered in the
sunlight. I realized today was more than an observation—it was a harvest of the

heart.
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