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Autumn Field Labor Experience

The autumn sun was warm but not harsh, and our school organized a trip to the
countryside to experience labor. With curiosity and anticipation, I stepped into the
golden fields. It was my first time handling farm work, and I was cautious with the
sickle, afraid of hurting myself or damaging the rice. The wind across the field
carried the fragrance of the soil, as if each breeze was telling me how hard-earned

the harvest is.

At first, cutting the rice felt awkward, and bending over made my back ache. Some
classmates skillfully swung their sickles, while others collected the rice into small
baskets, and I was always a step behind. However, when I saw the pile of rice I had
cut with my own hands, a deep sense of satisfaction welled up inside me. Sweat ran

down my cheeks, yet my heart felt exceptionally fulfilled.

The process of labor was not easy, but it was precisely this effort that made us
understand the value of food. Every golden grain of rice reflected the hard work of
farmers. We cooperated, cutting rice together and encouraging each other, filling the
field with laughter and the rhythm of labor. Sunlight glimmered on the rice, shining
with golden brilliance, and I deeply felt the joy of harvest.

After a day of work, my hands were covered with dirt and blisters, but seeing the
baskets full of rice, I felt incredibly satisfied. Labor taught me that food does not

come by itself; every bite contains the efforts of countless people. I learned to
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cherish and to be grateful. This autumn labor experience gave me not only physical

exercise but also a sense of life appreciation and respect for nature.
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