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An Autumn Adventure in the Orchard

The sunlight today was particularly gentle, with a slight cool breeze in the air.
I set off early in the morning with a small basket, excited to head to the
countryside orchard. It’s located at the edge of a small village, and in autumn, the
fruits are fully ripe, hanging from the branches—red apples, yellow persimmons,
purple grapes—all tempting me to pick them. As I stepped into the orchard, the mixed

scent of soil and fruit filled the air, instantly relaxing my mood.

I started with the apple trees, gently wiping off the dew from each apple I
picked and feeling its warmth. Sunlight glinted on the fruit, sparkling like tiny
lanterns. Then I moved to the persimmon trees, where the fruits hung like little
lights, warm in my hands. The most fun was the vineyard, where I carefully cut
clusters of grapes following the farm uncle’ s instructions. I couldn’ t resist

tasting one—it was sweet with a hint of tartness, absolutely delicious.

After a morning of harvesting, my hands were sticky with juice and dirt, yet I
felt deeply content. Seeing my basket full of fruits, I experienced the joy of labor
and the gift of nature. On the way back, I thought about returning next autumn with

more friends to share in this simple, pure happiness.
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Autumn Lessons in the Field

Today our class went to the countryside fields for an autumn labor practice.
Sunlight filtered through a thin mist over the fields, and the golden rice swayed in
the wind, as if waving to us. The teacher asked us to observe the crops’ maturity,
and I carefully examined each stalk of rice. The plump grains glistened in the

sunlight, making me realize the significance of hard work.

Then we began threshing. At first, our movements were clumsy, spilling grains
everywhere, but with the teacher’ s guidance, we gradually learned the technique.
Each handful of golden rice seemed to carry the essence of the whole autumn harvest.
We also took turns picking vegetables and pumpkins. Every bend and 1ift connected us

closely to nature.

During the work in the fields, my mood shifted from curiosity to focus, and
finally to satisfaction. The harvest was not only about the physical fruits but also
about respect for labor and nature. Back at school, looking at what we had
accomplished, I felt this autumn experience would remain a warm memory for years to

come.
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A Stroll Through Golden Autumn Fields

Autumn fields always carry a golden warmth. On a weekend, I went alone to the
countryside to fully enjoy a quiet stroll through the fields. Along the way, the air
was filled with the scent of soil and ripening crops, occasionally interrupted by
distant birdsong, which brought peace to my mind. On either side of the narrow path,

corn stood tall and rice bowed slightly, as if paying tribute to autumn.

With a small basket in hand, I began picking ripe vegetables and fruits. The cool
and soft feel of each fruit in my fingers made me savor every moment of harvesting.
Everything in the fields pulsed with life; I crouched to examine the rice grains,

bent down to pluck a ripe tomato, and each movement brought me closer to nature.

The afternoon sunlight warmed me as I sat quietly on a field embankment, looking
at my basket and feeling the satisfaction from labor. Autumn’s harvest is not just
the accumulation of fruits but a richness for the soul. Even a few short hours like

this are enough to be remembered for a lifetime.
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A Diary of Feelings in the Autumn Barn

In the early morning, I went to the barn with the villagers. The air was filled
with the scent of dry hay. Sunlight streamed through the wooden windows, and dust
danced slowly in the beams, as if the entire barn was gradually waking up. Our task
today was to organize the harvested rice into the barn and carry out simple sorting

and cleaning.

At first, I was clumsy, spilling grains all over the place, my pants covered in
dirt and straw. But with everyone’ s encouragement, [ gradually found the rhythm,
carefully filling each sack with rice, experiencing the sense of accomplishment labor
brings. The villagers smiled knowingly and said, “Take your time, young one. The
process is the most important.” I nodded and smiled, a warm feeling rising in my

heart.

After finishing, I sat on the wooden planks of the barn, looking at the full
sacks, feeling unusually peaceful. The autumn sunlight, the scent of the barn, and
the sweat of labor all made me feel grounded and satisfied. On the way home, I kept
recalling every detail of today and realized I had gained more than rice—1 had

gained inner peace and a deep respect for nature.
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