ARLT HRERE

MOARAFERSR, AHEA R B T e B T WIS Bt FedeMeg LN, SR B Z 08 JLk A
. mie g%, W ERRTERADADNITRE, ERYE FNEL, I ANZAMERGELT. BATR
HEMAERRE, JTin 7 RKFUEED) .

AEBIARER NI, BRI SR BUE T RO ARRBEK I/, 8 A A KRR B
JCHAEARRT by Bk —hb/NF A EIRE b AR, IR U AR R
I, FEFRKE BRAERK BORBEARE R [FZAAIEAE—RUTIAR, A A .

[ S AN EAE AR TRE T A, — RURGE 0 BRI ROk, BRI i AE O b, AT
KA R RO, ERBRECRIREE M, TOL 25 BRI . IRk
11, KBEREGIEANGE N, ik N1 0SS ) i,

BREATHE, BATE D] BERRAEAEBCRBORBEE, SRR IR ARG L7 R A
WA N, AN IMIPIb R . ORGSR be BRI, (HACRAE Tl
AL Ja S R, R UREAT: S RATER, R B

WENETAHT, ZIMEBAIS AP r g gE, IS PR e amm , 2R, U
WG, & WO F N RR, A2 2] T AR SUSE AR . A WA LS R “BORI
Kb, AFGEBERAR S, RGOS K. 7

IREA b, FRIPSGE T RG], AR R s 3¢, B0t M BATHE T 5. %1, &
AT AKOR LRI bl 2215 SE R T

The Pomegranate—Red Orchard on Campus

The autumn breeze came gently, yet it quietly painted the campus orchard with
bright colors. The first thing that caught everyone’ s attention was the row of
pomegranate trees on the east side. From afar, the fruits looked like small red
lanterns, shining under the sunlight. Following our teacher, we stepped into the

orchard for an autumn observation activity.

Standing under the pomegranate trees, I was amazed by the sight. The cracked
pomegranates looked like smiling lips, revealing crystal-like seeds. When the
sunlight touched them, they gleamed like tiny gems. Our teacher pointed at one of the
fruits and said that each seed was the result of the tree’ s efforts throughout the
year—from sprouting in spring to growing in summer and ripening in autumn. We

listened closely, occasionally letting out murmurs of admiration.

My deskmate, Lin, couldn’ t resist touching a branch. Suddenly, a ripe
pomegranate fell to the ground with a thud, causing everyone to burst into laughter.
I picked it up and felt its warm skin, slightly heated by the sun, and a faint

fragrance lingered on my palm. The teacher told us that nature’ s gifts not only
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bring joy but also teach patience and perseverance.

Further ahead, we saw sparrows hopping among the branches as if celebrating the
harvest. The leaves in the orchard had changed from deep green to golden yellow,
rustling softly in the wind. I realized that every season on campus is worth looking
forward to, but autumn carries a kind of calm strength that comes with maturity,

reminding us that effort will eventually bear fruit.

Before the activity ended, the teacher asked us to choose a scene to observe
carefully and write about it. Standing beneath the pomegranate tree, I could smell
the fruit, hear the wind, and watch sunlight flicker between the leaves. 1 wrote in
my notebook, “The orchard in autumn brings not only the harvest of fruits but also
of thoughts and growth.”

As we walked back, I turned and glanced at the orchard. The pomegranate trees
swayed gently as if waving goodbye. In that moment, I felt that autumn had truly made

the campus warmer.
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