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Thoughts Amid Fallen Leaves

During the break today, I walked alone to the edge of the playground, stepping on
the thick layer of fallen leaves. The ginkgo leaves formed a golden carpet, making a
soft rustling sound under my feet. Sunlight filtered through the branches,
illuminating each leaf like gold. I crouched down to pick one up, examining its veins

as if reading a passage of time.

Looking back over the year, I have made considerable progress in my studies and
gradually adapted to life on campus. Autumn always prompts reflection, perhaps
because the cool breeze calms the mind and allows the soul to settle. As I sorted
through my thoughts amidst the fallen leaves, I reflected on past confusion and

current efforts. Each step felt like walking on the leaves—soft, yet supportive.

This afternoon’s labor class made my day even more fulfilling. We harvested
vegetables from the small garden, and seeing baskets filled with produce made me
realize that hard work is never wasted. Autumn’ s harvest is not just about material
gain but also a cultivation of the mind. Today’ s diary is written among the fallen
leaves, the golden foliage a gift from autumn, teaching me gratitude and how to

cherish each step of growth.
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