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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.
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