SEHRATHHL

AR Bel s b e < (0 B i, ARAY HHAEFEDE M ININAOL, AR, vk /e ik |,
B et/ BRIA, BIEPAEE A2 0], A MR %, O ST R R IR
R A2 S e BRI PHOEANFRAIHR, 2R B, B 4 Mtk i 2 S A3 I T — )2 R

7R b, AR > BRI /NS Dl 2R iR . AR AR LRI by SR AT HE
GIRESS, DIAE R BA VR RGN SR . BAEM, — m R T BERsE, Yo ks & iRa
FH R, AEERA RS B BUGR M ER S GOSN ik
SEIS A U AR P R 57 50

MR ESEENZ %, WIFENRE T, 2 UE2 T, BRI H X F% 0
Gt PR _EEEE, B8l BRI R e UIEMR IR A R, AR R,
WAV NN Z]. BRIV, RAFREAED, M, RKRAG S ilok. A RIHIL,
HUXFEAE S CARA I ILIE NS R, O BRI 78 5

Diary Under the Golden Ginkgo

Today, the campus seemed covered in gold. The ginkgo leaves glimmered under the
sunlight, and as the breeze blew, they gently fell onto the playground like tiny
golden boats. During the break, I strolled between the buildings and watched the
leaves gradually pile up on the ground, feeling a subtle sense of satisfaction. The
autumn sunlight was no longer harsh; it gently brushed my shoulders, adding a layer

of warmth to our busy study life.

During labor class, we were assigned to the campus vegetable garden to harvest
vegetables. Tender green lettuce, bright orange carrots, and purple eggplants were
neatly lined up, as if showing us the fruits of summer’s efforts. Bending down, I
picked each vegetable with my hands, and the scent of soil mixed with leaves gave me
a real sense of fulfillment. Every vegetable I harvested reminded me of the meaning

of hard work and made me cherish the small acts of daily labor.

Autumn always brings reflection, perhaps because the air turns cooler and calmer.
I began thinking about my growth this year: improvements in class, persistence on the
sports field, the accumulation of friendships--- Everything is like the ginkgo leaves,
with a growing process and a falling moment. Seeing the fallen leaves, I no longer
feel sad but understand that growth itself is a form of harvest. Today’ s diary is

written under the witness of golden ginkgo leaves, and my heart feels warm and full.
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Joy in the Autumn Garden

Today’ s labor class was especially fun. We were assigned to the campus vegetable
garden to harvest autumn vegetables. The lettuce, cabbage, and carrots gleamed under
the sunlight, and the scent of soil filled the air. I bent down carefully to pick
each vegetable, my fingers getting a little muddy, yet I felt an unprecedented sense

of satisfaction.

During the harvest, we helped each other—some classmates carried baskets, others
pulled up the roots, and laughter was everywhere. Looking at the baskets filled with
fresh vegetables, I imagined them on the dining table and felt a strong sense of
accomplishment. Labor not only brings tangible rewards but also nourishes the soul,

making life feel warmer.

Back in the classroom, I sat by the window, watching the ginkgo leaves slowly
turn yellow and the playground covered with fallen leaves. Autumn not only brings
harvest but also teaches reflection. In the past, I was always busy and often
overlooked details; today, I learned to find joy in labor and appreciate the small
gains in daily life. The autumn campus showed me that growth, like vegetables in the

garden, requires patience and careful attention.
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Thoughts Amid Fallen Leaves

During the break today, I walked alone to the edge of the playground, stepping on
the thick layer of fallen leaves. The ginkgo leaves formed a golden carpet, making a
soft rustling sound under my feet. Sunlight filtered through the branches,
illuminating each leaf like gold. I crouched down to pick one up, examining its veins

as if reading a passage of time.

Looking back over the year, I have made considerable progress in my studies and
gradually adapted to life on campus. Autumn always prompts reflection, perhaps
because the cool breeze calms the mind and allows the soul to settle. As I sorted
through my thoughts amidst the fallen leaves, I reflected on past confusion and

current efforts. Each step felt like walking on the leaves—soft, yet supportive.

This afternoon’s labor class made my day even more fulfilling. We harvested
vegetables from the small garden, and seeing baskets filled with produce made me
realize that hard work is never wasted. Autumn’ s harvest is not just about material
gain but also a cultivation of the mind. Today’ s diary is written among the fallen
leaves, the golden foliage a gift from autumn, teaching me gratitude and how to

cherish each step of growth.

BKFE T BIRZ [ /N 7t

A RMIBHYeAs AN, AP IR A A3 iE 5, R s s/ M EEEAEM R b BAMERR)

www. vv99. net



WIKR b, BHEEHARSHER RSN L. ARG, TR RedeE v b, AR el (5 1
T 2.

TR b, BAIR LR . BRI B SGARF IELS, ZEZLIRBR . Syl R 2B 5
2 R 1 Fl RS AE e bl B, AR AE [ A s B I3 o SR8 B 5, —RUBNVL b, %
e L AR AN BRI, D AR MR R ISR, SR B
[EE{-$

s, REFERBI RS A BRI ORI AT, ik DB, BE
EANMPARA I, AR T A SRR AP RIR A, TR R i 0. RO S
P, BEIREENHEZE - UNGR, BR RN SRIHACIXHS N, DG MRS s f A T
MOt ARHEAS AR TSR I o

A Break Under the Autumn Sun

Today’ s sunlight was especially warm. The ginkgo leaves on campus were bright
yellow, like tiny lanterns hanging from the branches. I sat on a bench by the
playground, watching the fallen leaves gradually pile up into small hills. As the

wind gently blew, the leaves twirled down, covering the campus with a golden carpet.

During labor class, we were assigned to the garden to harvest vegetables. Autumn
vegetables were perfectly ripe—red chili peppers, green lettuce, and round pumpkins
lined up in the garden, as if showing us the joy of growth. I crouched down and
carefully picked each one, feeling the warmth of the soil and the vitality of the
plants. At that moment, I felt a sense of fulfillment I had never experienced before.

Hard work truly pays off.

Back in the classroom, I quietly reflected on the morning. The autumn campus was
not only beautiful but also calming. Watching the ginkgo leaves outside, I thought
about my own growth: from confusion to understanding, from impatience to patience.
The fallen leaves remind me that every effort is a harvest, no matter how small.
Today’ s diary was written with sunlight, leaves, and labor woven into my mood,

making the whole afternoon feel warm and fulfilling.
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Reflections of Harvest in the Autumn Breeze

The campus this morning felt especially refreshing with the autumn breeze. Ginkgo
leaves twirled gently in the air like tiny golden fairies. Walking between the
buildings, the ground was thickly covered with fallen leaves, making a soft rustling

sound underfoot, inviting me to slow down and enjoy the peaceful moment.

During today’ s labor class, we harvested the campus vegetable garden. Carrots
and lettuce were ripe, red chili peppers hung on the branches, and pumpkins lay
quietly on the ground. My classmates and I worked together—some pulling vegetables,
others organizing baskets—and the laughter and conversation made the garden full of
life. Holding the vegetables I had harvested, I felt a sense of fulfillment and truly
appreciated the joy of labor.

Autumn is not only a season of harvest but also of reflection. Sitting by the
playground, watching the leaves dance in the wind, I thought about my growth and
efforts this year: academic progress, friendships nurtured, hobbies developed:-- Each
is a personal harvest. As the autumn breeze passed by, I felt inner peace and a
deeper understanding of growth: every effort made with care will eventually bear
fruit. Today’ s diary was written with the company of autumn wind and fallen leaves,

capturing the warmth and reflections of this season.

www. vv99. net



