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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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