Cheyenne Watson
The Significance of Fall
When I was given this flyer by my college mentor via text message I was immediately struck with the question that only comes around once every year in the middle school class. What am I thankful for? The question comes up only every so often, accompanied by turkeys made of hands, and pilgrim hats made of construction paper. It appears as a worksheet, and can be filled out in a matter of seconds: Friends, family, the home that I live in, and even my life. Of course I'm thankful for those things, these elements of everyday life. But I am thankful for other things as well.
I am thankful for the gift of autumn. It is not my favorite season, but it gives many reasons to admire it. Not every country, not even every state gets this season in its full force the way we do. Often times it is crueler than summer, but it prepares us for the even crueler winter. This season is a precursor to the all cleansing snows. It smells like fragrant pine and burning lumber; it tastes like comfort and warmth. No one, unless they have a heart of stone can say that they don't enjoy crushing a bitter brown leaf underfoot.
[bookmark: _GoBack] 	Fall is reminiscent of our forefathers, all of them, not just Pilgrims and Puritans, who fought against incredible odds for the welfare of not only themselves, but their children. The Harvest in its truest form. For what is the worth of the work of yesteryear if its splendors and spoils are not reaped? Naught but a waste. Reflection is fall’s mantra, and we must practice it every year, instead of hopping to the next holiday. (Even though Christmas does have its own philosophical ideals.) 
This year, as I sit down at a table surrounded by my family and friends, I will return to the list I have formed over the years. It will include the individuals that love and care for me, all the experiences I have had and will have, a roof over my head, and a prospering academic career. It will also include this unique, three month period of meditation and remembrance.
