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The Scent of Harvest Along the Country Path

The country path in autumn carries a unique type of quiet—not loneliness, but a
peaceful fullness brought by the harvest. Walking along the winding dirt road, one
sees golden fields on both sides, as if warm lanterns have been 1lit across the

landscape.

In farmyards, freshly dried corn is piled high, glowing with its brilliant yellow
hue. Children run around the corn stacks, their laughter rising like bright sparks in
the air. Adults rest nearby, their faces reflecting the satisfaction earned through

months of labor, a calmness that soothes even the passerby.

Wild chrysanthemums bloom beside the ridges, modest in color yet vibrant in
spirit. When the wind stirs, they sway gracefully, greeting those who walk by. The
rice plants nearby are full and layered, nearly overflowing with autumn’ s richness.

Every grain tells a story, a reward for days of hard work.

Along this path, I can’ t help but slow my steps. The earth beneath my feet is
soft and warm, carrying the memory of seasons’ toil and harvest. It is like a silent

keeper of stories, holding close the rhythm of rural life.

The countryside in autumn teaches appreciation and helps one rediscover life’ s

natural pace. Harvest is not merely the gathering of crops—it is a sense of inner
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groundedness, a gentle echo after months of effort. Walking this path, I feel as if 1

can hear the season whispering its warm and steady song.
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