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Laughter in the Autumn Orchard

The campus becomes unusually lively in autumn, and the liveliest spot 1is
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
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
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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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