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Golden Autumn Memories

The autumn fields stretch out like a golden ocean, the rice swaying like waves
under the gentle breeze, sparkling in the sunlight. I step into the fields and see
farmers busy harvesting, their movements skillful and strong. Each swing of the
sickle seems to carve a picture of autumn’s bounty. The air is filled with the

fragrance of rice and the scent of soil, refreshing and comforting.

I followed my father into the field and tried to cut some rice myself. The sickle
felt heavy in my hands, but as I found the rhythm, [ gradually mastered the
technique. Every bundle I cut, I carefully tied, and seeing them pile up gave me an
indescribable sense of satisfaction. My father smiled and said that every bundle is

the crystallization of sweat and patience, the reward for a year’ s hard work.

I observed the details of the field: birds circling in the sky as if celebrating
the harvest, small insects scurrying along the ground, forming part of the ecosystem,
and distant mountains glimmering in the sunlight, adding layers to the scenery. 1
bent down, gently touching the rice stalks, feeling their warmth and texture. At that

moment, I felt a deep connection with the autumn fields.

As the sun set, the fields were bathed in warm golden hues. Farmers finished
their work and headed home, tired but joyful. I stood on the path, gazing at the

golden world, feeling gratitude for labor and life. Autumn’s harvest is not only the
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abundance of food but also a testament to growth and effort. Every swing of the
sickle, every bundle of rice, honors life and labor. This golden field will remain an

unforgettable autumn memory for me.
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