SEHRATHHL

AR Ui Bl o o, AT HHAERHDE N ININ O, AW, M ik e |k,
Bt . BRIAL, BIEDAEEC AR 0], A6 M e i, P SRR IR
(R A2 Sk e BRI BHOEANFRAIHR , RS AE ) b, B4 itk i 22 S AR N T )2

AR, AR > BRI SR Tl 2R A iR o IR AR S LI by SR A
GIRESS, PIRAE R BAVERE RS ISR . BEM, — fBoERT B uRse, s & iRe
HHFHRE, EFAFISA L. A BRI SRS GO A RIS RS ik
SIS H O A P 0 R 55 50

MR EIEEANZ %, WIFERNRE T, 22 Vi, BIT iR H X —F% 0
L Wt B, 123y LIS, AERIRIR e DIRBAR S R, AR R,
WAV NN Z. FBEVEH, RAFREAREN, e, RRAG L ok, A RIHIL,
HUXFEAE S AR I ILIE NN, O LRI 785K

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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