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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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