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The Moment When the Persimmons Turn Golden

In the campus orchard, nothing stands out more than the tall persimmon trees.
Every autumn, they seem to perform magic, filling their branches with golden fruits
that shine so brightly it’s hard to look away. This year, the skies were unusually
clear, and on a cool morning, our class visited the orchard for an observation

activity—just in time for the persimmons’ most beautiful moment.

As we approached the orchard, the golden persimmons swayed gently on the
branches. From afar, they looked like tiny lanterns; up close, they were round and
full, as if they might fall with the slightest touch. Our teacher asked us to stand
under the tree and simply look up for a full minute. In that moment of stillness, 1
realized that autumn isn’ t quiet at all—it holds a steady power that comes from

maturity.

We began discussing why persimmons ripen in autumn. Some said it was sunlight,

others thought it was temperature changes, and some believed it was the internal
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rhythm of the tree. The teacher smiled and said that nature has its own schedule, and
every fruit has its season. Hearing this, we all nodded. It felt as if the persimmon

tree was telling us through its glowing fruit: growth takes time.

While observing, we noticed some persimmons had fallen due to strong winds, their
orange flesh flattened against dry leaves. Some classmates felt it was a pity, but
the teacher explained that this too was part of the orchard’” s cycle. Fallen
persimmons would eventually return to the soil and nourish future growth. In an

autumn orchard, there is harvest and decay, yet this is nature’ s truest form.

Before leaving, the teacher selected a ripe persimmon for us to pass around. When
it reached me, I immediately felt its weight—mnot heavy, but soft. Its skin glistened
in the sunlight, and holding it made me think of how every fruit is the result of a
tree’ s effort through wind and sun. Just like us, who will eventually bear our own

fruits through hard work.

Standing there, the autumn breeze felt different—Iless cold, and more reassuring.
When the persimmons turned fully golden, I sensed the gentle reminder of the season:

if you persist, your moment of ripening will come.
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