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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.
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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

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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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
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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Laughter in the Autumn Orchard

The campus becomes unusually lively in autumn, and the liveliest spot is
undoubtedly the orchard. The leaves rustle overhead, and sunlight filters through the
branches, scattering golden patches across the path. Today, our class was scheduled
for an autumn observation activity, and everyone gathered early, excited as though we

were going on a field trip.

As soon as we entered the orchard, all eyes were drawn to the fruit trees on both
sides. Pomegranate trees were heavy with red fruit, while persimmon trees carried
clusters of golden orbs. Sunlight made them glimmer as though coated with a thin
layer of light. Once our group activity began, students spread out—some taking
photos, some sketching, and others simply crouching under trees, staring at the

fruits with fascination.

My group’ s task was to observe the pomegranate trees. We walked around them

www. vv99. net



carefully, each person searching for the “most unique” pomegranate. When we finally
discovered one with a wide crack revealing sparkling seeds, everyone rushed over to
admire it. Just then, a gust of wind shook the branches, and a ripe pomegranate fell
to the ground with a thud. We exchanged glances and burst into laughter, as if we had

stumbled upon a special surprise.

The group observing the persimmon trees was just as lively. Some classmates
imitated the sound of persimmons falling with exaggerated gestures, making everyone
laugh, while others counted the fruits one by one, marveling at how hard the tree
must have worked this year. The orchard echoed with our voices, blending with the

autumn breeze into a cheerful rhythm.

Near the end, our teacher asked us to quiet down and record the details we had
observed. The sudden calm made the orchard feel even more autumn—like—the cool
breeze, faint fruit scent, and gentle sway of branches all seemed to speak their own
language. 1 wrote, “Autumn makes the orchard mature and teaches us to observe

carefully amid laughter.”

When we left the orchard, we felt like travelers carrying treasures. Some took
photos, others picked up fallen leaves, but I carried away a peaceful and joyful

feeling—realizing that autumn beauty exists right here on campus.
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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
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.
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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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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
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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
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, I 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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