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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 lift 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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