
www.vv99.net

我的秋日记录：在农田里收获的一次体验

今天的天空灰蒙蒙的，云层像是压得很低。空气中带着潮湿的味道，却并不让人觉得难受，

反而有一种温柔的秋意。爷爷一早就打来电话，让我们下午去田里帮忙收花生。秋收到了尾声，

他的声音里听得出几分疲累，却也藏着一点期待。

到了田里时，爷爷已经弯着腰干活了。他的背影在金黄的田地里显得格外瘦，却依旧稳稳当

当。我走过去接过他的铲子，心里有点酸，也有点想证明自己能帮上忙。铲花生看似简单，却很

考验力气和技巧。花生藏在土里，需要沿着茎部插下去，用适中的力往上撬。我第一次下铲就把

茎弄断了，爷爷笑着说没关系，手要跟着土的软硬走。

我重新试了一次，感受着土壤的湿度和松软度，这次果然轻松了许多。往上一提，一串花生

带着泥土被我拉出来，我盯着那些鼓鼓的壳，心里莫名涌起一种成就感。手上的泥一点点渗进指

缝，冰凉却让人觉得踏实。

妈妈在一旁帮忙抖落泥土，偶尔弯腰把散落的花生捡起来。她的动作不算快，却很细致。我

忽然意识到，很多时候生活的稳妥不是来自惊天动地的努力，而是来自这些习以为常的小动作。

风吹得田里的草来回摇摆，带起一阵阵香味，有种自然的甜。

爷爷看着我们忙前忙后，笑得眼睛都眯了。他说以前他一个人干一天也不觉得累，现在年纪

大了，倒更享受这种一家人一起劳作的热闹。我抬头看他那双布满皱纹的手，忽然觉得时间真的

走得太快。

到了下午三点多，天空开始透出一点亮色。我们堆起一大堆花生，坐在田埂上休息。爷爷讲

了许多他年轻时候在田里干活的故事，说那时候没有机器，全靠双手。但也正因为这样，他更懂

得珍惜每一次收获。我听着听着，脑子里竟有些安静，那些故事像是有一种魔力，让人一下子明

白了“努力”和“收获”之间真实的距离。

休息时，我望着满地的花生藤，心里忽然升起一种从未有过的感悟。秋天原来不是简单的季

节变换，而是一场关于沉淀和成果的叙事。那些埋在土里的时间、汗水和耐心，最终都会变成看

得见的收成。

傍晚时，夕阳照亮了整片田地，金光洒在我们的手上、衣服上，也洒在那些花生壳上。我突

然觉得，今天所经历的，不只是一次帮助爷爷的劳动，而是一堂真正的成长课。

回家前，我把一把新鲜的花生递给爷爷，他拍了拍我的肩，说：“你长大了。”这句话像是

落在心里的一颗种子，让我久久无法平静。

我在日记的最后写下：秋日的风带不走泥土的味道，也带不走今天的收获。愿我记住这份真

实的力量。

My Autumn Chronicle: A Day Helping in the Fields

The sky today was covered by a blanket of gray clouds, hanging low as if tired

from the season’s change. The air smelled faintly of moisture, gentle rather than
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heavy, carrying with it a soft hint of autumn. Early this morning, Grandpa called and

asked us to help him harvest peanuts in the fields. It was near the end of the

harvest season. His voice sounded worn, yet there was a quiet expectation beneath it.

When we arrived, Grandpa was already working, bent over and slowly moving down

the row. His figure looked thin among the golden crops, but steady. I walked over and

took the hoe from him, wanting to help and also eager to prove I could handle the

work. Digging peanuts seemed simple, yet it required both strength and technique.

Since peanuts grow underground, you have to work along the stem, angle the hoe

downward, and lift with the right amount of force. My first attempt snapped the stem.

Grandpa just chuckled and told me to follow the soil’s softness with my hands.

I tried again, this time feeling the moisture and looseness of the earth. It

worked better—I lifted the plant and a whole bunch of peanuts emerged with the soil

clinging to them. Looking at the plump shells, I felt an unexpected sense of

achievement. Dirt pressed into the gaps between my fingers, cool and grounding.

Mom helped shake off the dirt nearby, picking up stray peanuts that fell to the

ground. Her movements weren’t fast but incredibly careful. Watching her, I realized

that stability in life often comes from these simple, familiar actions rather than

big dramatic efforts. A breeze passed through the fields, making the grasses sway and

sending out a light, natural fragrance.

Grandpa watched us and smiled with his eyes narrowed. He said that in his younger

days, he could work alone from dawn until dusk without feeling tired, but now he

cherished these moments of working together as a family even more. I glanced at his

wrinkled hands and felt time move in a way I had never fully understood before.

By mid-afternoon, the sky finally brightened a little. We had gathered a sizable

pile of peanuts and sat on the ridge to rest. Grandpa told stories about working the

fields when he was young—how everything was done by hand, how tough the days were,

and how that made every harvest taste sweeter. His stories settled into my mind,

teaching me about the real distance between “effort” and “reward.”

As I looked at the scattered peanut vines around us, a new realization surfaced:

autumn isn't just a shift in seasons; it's a narrative of accumulation and results.

All the time, sweat, patience, and quiet perseverance buried in the soil eventually

became something tangible.

By evening, the sun dipped low and washed the fields with golden light. It

glimmered on our hands, our clothes, and the peanut shells. In that moment, I

understood  that  today  wasn’t  simply  a  laborious  task—it  was  a  lesson  in

responsibility, endurance, and gratitude.

Before we left, I handed Grandpa a handful of fresh peanuts. He patted my
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shoulder and said, “You’ve grown.” The words settled in my heart like a seed,

quiet but powerful.

At the end of my diary, I wrote: The autumn wind cannot take away the scent of

soil, nor the lessons learned today. May I hold on to this simple, steady strength.


