Personal Narrative

As the sun gently painted the horizon with shades of pastel pink and orange, | found myself
wandering amidst the towering giants of Mother Nature — the trees. Their leaves had begun to
change, from vibrant greens to yellows and reds. It was the golden autumn of 2021, a time that
etched an indelible mark on my heart.

A sense of tranquility wrapped itself around me as | walked through the russet carpet that
crunched under my feet. The hustle and bustle of city life had been replaced by the harmonic
symphony of rustling leaves, chirping birds, and the occasional rustle of a scampering squirrel.
This simple act of communing with nature was my sanctuary, a momentary respite from the
rigors of life. But that autumn, it became so much more. It was the unexpected bond forged with
a stranger in the heart of this natural haven that filled me with an enduring sense of gratitude.

Mr. Harrison, a sprightly octogenarian, was a regular sight during my woodland sojourns. With a
ready smile and sparkling blue eyes full of life, he would walk his retriever, Alfie. Our initial
exchanges were mere pleasantries, a shared appreciation for the beauty around us. However,
as the golden hues of autumn deepened, so did our conversations.

One crisp morning, after exchanging our usual greetings, Mr. Harrison looked at me with a
contemplative gaze. He then asked, "Do you ever feel like the autumn leaves, son?"

Caught off guard, | could only blink at him in surprise. He chuckled softly, his gaze drifting
towards the crimson canopy above us. "We're not so different from these leaves, you know. We
start fresh and green, filled with vigor. Then, we change. We bear the colors of our experiences,
each hue a testament to our joys and sorrows. And in the end, just like these leaves, we fall,
making way for new life."

His words resonated with me, striking a chord deep within. | had been going through a rough
patch, grappling with personal and professional dilemmas that left me feeling lost. Yet, in his
simple analogy, | found an unexpected comfort. Our subsequent conversations revolved around
life, its challenges, and its beauty. Through his shared wisdom and experiences, | found strength
and guidance to navigate my own hurdles.

As the last leaves of autumn fell, heralding the advent of winter, Mr. Harrison passed away
peacefully. The woodland walks felt emptier without his jovial presence, yet every rustling leaf
echoed his words, reminding me of the invaluable lessons he had imparted.

Looking back, | realized that the golden autumn was not merely a season that year; it was a
chapter of growth and learning. The bond | forged with Mr. Harrison, a stranger who became a
mentor, a friend, and a beacon of wisdom, was the greatest gift that autumn bestowed upon me.



In the end, the gratitude | feel is overwhelming. It is not just for the solace nature provided or the
beauty of autumn that enchanted me, but also for the serendipitous encounter with Mr. Harrison.
His wisdom not only guided me through my trials but also enriched my perspective towards life.
His memory, like the golden autumn, continues to glow in my heart, reminding me to embrace
the colors of my experiences, just as the leaves do each fall.

The experience made me profoundly thankful for the seemingly insignificant encounters in life,
for sometimes, they bear the most significant impacts. | realized that the lessons we learn and
the people we meet by chance can often leave the most lasting impressions. To this day, every
golden autumn rekindles this gratitude, a gentle reminder of the invaluable wisdom that came
my way during that transformative season.



