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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—I1 had

gained inner peace and a deep respect for nature.
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