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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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