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Autumn’ s Inspiration in the Orchard

If spring is the gentlest season on campus, then autumn is surely the most
powerful. The reds and yellows scattered throughout the orchard are like letters from
autumn, and we, the students, are their readers. Today’ s orchard observation allowed
me to understand that harvest belongs not only to the trees, but to anyone who lives

attentively.

Entering the orchard, the pomegranate trees stood out first. They were like
torches lighting up the path. Further inside were rows of persimmon trees, their
fruits hanging so low it seemed possible to pick them with a jump. My classmates’

eyes lit up, and exclamations of surprise echoed constantly.

Our teacher stood between the two types of trees and explained their

growth—sprouting, blooming, bearing fruit, and finally ripening. Each stage requires
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perseverance. She said that fruit trees, like people, grow through wind and rain. At
that moment, even the fallen leaves around my feet felt meaningful—they were proof

of the trees’ efforts.

During the observation, the teacher encouraged us to use all our senses. I closed
my eyes and smelled the mix of fruit fragrance and soil, heard the wind brushing the
leaves, and the light footsteps of my classmates. All these sensations blended

together, making autumn feel like something that could be touched and heard.

We also participated in a small labor activity—clearing fallen leaves under the
trees. At first, everyone complained, but gradually we noticed the shapes of the
exposed roots and even found hidden fruits. Lin found a cracked pomegranate and joked
that the tree wanted us to see its “achievement.” We laughed, but the words touched

us.

After finishing the work, I stood under a persimmon tree, watching the golden
fruits sway gently in the wind. I realized that autumn is loved because it shows us

the results of effort and teaches us to cherish every harvest.

On the way back to the classroom, I held a golden leaf I picked up. It felt

especially light, as if carrying all the autumn I had experienced today.
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