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A Joyful Day in the Orchard

Today, our class had a special autumn trip—to experience the joy of harvesting
in an orchard. In the morning, the warm sunlight shone on us, and the air was filled
with a faint fruity fragrance. At the teacher’s signal, we excitedly ran into the
orchard. The scene was breathtaking: red apples hung from the branches, and yellow

pears glistened in the sunlight.

I was the first to reach the apple tree. Looking up, the apples were big and
round, hanging like little lanterns. I carefully reached out to pick one, but
accidentally dropped it with a ’thump.’ I quickly picked it up and cleaned it,
feeling a little proud. Picking apples was not only fun but also gave a sense of
achievement. My classmates were excitedly discussing who had picked the biggest and

reddest apples.

Next, we moved to the pear tree. The pears were higher than the apples, so I had
to tiptoe to reach them. The teacher taught us to hold the fruit with both hands and
gently twist it so it wouldn’t fall. I practiced a few times, gradually getting
better, and finally picked a large, sweet pear. I couldn’ t resist taking a bite; the

juice was sweet and refreshing. It was delicious!

www. vv99. net



While in the orchard, I also noticed the hardworking farmers. They were bending
down, picking up fallen fruits, and trimming branches to keep the trees healthy.
Seeing them sweat under the sun, I quietly thought, ’Thank you, uncle, for your hard
work!” This made me realize that the fresh fruits we enjoy every day are the result

of so much labor.

After a day of harvesting, we not only collected lots of fruits but also took
many photos and had a lot of fun. Back at home, I shared the apples and pears with my
family, and everyone enjoyed them. I realized that the harvest was not only the
fruits but also the joy and personal growth. This trip to the orchard taught me about

the value of hard work and the happiness of sharing and gratitude.
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