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Golden Harvest in the Autumn Fields

This morning, I woke up early with my parents to go to the fields to harvest the
crops. The sky was still dim, and the air smelled fresh with soil. I carried a small
basket, my heart full of anticipation. We put on clean clothes and wore straw hats.
Dad carried a hoe, Mom brought a small knife and bags, and I followed closely behind

them, so excited I almost ran.

Entering the fields, I was amazed by the view. The wheat had ripened, and golden
waves swayed with the wind, as if the earth was smiling. Corn cobs hung plumply on
the stalks. The fruit trees were dotted with red apples like little lanterns, and the
persimmons shone invitingly on the branches. My classmates and I couldn’t help but

touch the abundant crops as we admired them.

We began harvesting the wheat. Dad taught me how to use a sickle. I carefully
followed his movements and bundled the wheat stalks. When harvesting corn, I gently
twisted the cobs off the stalks and placed them in my basket. Each cob I picked felt

like completing a small mission. Under the fruit trees, Mom showed me how to pick
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apples. 1 twisted the branches gently like her, and the apples fell softly into my
hands. I felt pure joy.

In the fields, my classmates and I helped each other—some collected corn, others
picked up fallen wheat stalks. We laughed and talked as we worked. In the afternoon,
we loaded the harvested crops onto the cart. Our hands were covered in soil, but our
hearts were full. Seeing the cart full of golden wheat and red apples made me feel

the joy of labor and the beauty of autumn harvest.

Back at home, I arranged today s harvest in the yard, feeling accomplished. T
realized that the fields not only provide food but also teach us to cherish and be
grateful. Today s experience showed me that harvests are not just crops, but also the

joy of hard work and the warmth shared with family and classmates.
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Happy Moments in the Autumn Fields

Today, my classmates and I, led by our teacher, arrived early at the fields by
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the village to observe and harvest the autumn crops. The sky was a light blue, and a
gentle breeze carried the fragrance of the rice, lifting our spirits. I carried a

small backpack with scissors and a basket, secretly hoping for lots of harvest today.

Entering the fields, everyone exclaimed at the view. The wheat had turned golden,
swaying in the wind as if waving at us. The corn leaves were green, with golden cobs
hanging from the stalks. On the fruit trees, red apples and yellow—orange persimmons
looked so tempting. Birds hopped around in the fields, singing joyfully. Everything
felt so lively.

We started by dividing into groups to harvest wheat. My group carefully cut the
stalks with sickles and tied them into small bundles. Although our hands got
blisters, no one minded; it was fun. Next, we harvested corn. [ followed the
teacher’ s instructions and twisted the cobs off the stalks, placing them in the
basket. After collecting corn, we picked fruits. I carefully picked apples, sometimes
standing on stones to reach the higher ones. The moment an apple landed in my hand, 1
felt like a little farmer.

In the fields, we helped each other—some carried baskets, some tied wheat
bundles. Laughter filled the air. During the work, the teacher reminded us to cherish
food and appreciate farmers’ hard work. I nodded, feeling warm inside. In the
afternoon, we brought the harvested crops back to school, and everyone smiled happily

seeing the results of our labor.

Today, I not only learned how to harvest crops but also experienced the joy of
teamwork and hard work. The autumn fields are truly beautiful, bringing not only the

joy of harvest but also fulfillment and warmth to our hearts.
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Harvest Memories in the Golden Wheat Field

Early this morning, my parents and I set off with tools and baskets to the fields
by the village to harvest the crops. The sun had just risen, and the air was filled
with the scent of soil and rice. Birds sang happily on the branches, and the entire
field seemed to welcome us. As I walked, I looked at the distant fields, feeling full

of anticipation.

Entering the fields, I was captivated by the scenery. The wheat had ripened,
golden waves swaying in the wind like little golden seas. Corn cobs were plump, their
leaves green and shiny. The apples on the fruit trees were red like small lanterns,
and the persimmons glowed yellow, enticing and bright. I couldn’t resist touching the

fruits, feeling their fullness and weight.

We began by harvesting the wheat. Dad taught me how to hold the sickle, and I
carefully cut the stalks, piling them at the edge of the field. Although a little
tiring, seeing my bundles of wheat made me very happy. When harvesting corn, I
followed Mom’ s example, carefully twisting off the cobs and placing them in the
basket. Each cob felt like a great achievement. Then, we picked apples from the
trees. [ gently twisted the branches, and the apples fell into my hands. I couldn’t
help but laugh with joy.

While working in the fields, my classmates and I helped each other—some tied
wheat bundles, others handed baskets during apple picking. We laughed and chatted as
we worked, filling the field with cheerful sounds. In the afternoon, we loaded the
harvest onto the cart. Although our hands were muddy, we felt extremely satisfied and

proud.

Back home, 1 arranged the harvest in the yard. Seeing baskets full of wheat,
corn, and fruits filled me with joy. I realized that labor brings not only crops but
also happiness and growth. Today s autumn fields made me feel the joy of harvest and

appreciate the hard work of farmers even more.
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Autumn Fields and the Joy of Harvest

Today, the teacher took us to the fields outside the village to experience the
autumn harvest. I got up early, packed my small backpack with a basket and scissors,
and set off with my classmates. The morning air was fresh, and a gentle breeze

carried the scent of soil and crops, making everyone feel invigorated.

Entering the fields, I saw a golden wheat field swaying in the wind like a golden
sea. Corn stalks were loaded with plump cobs, and the fruit trees were adorned with
red apples and yellow-orange persimmons shining in the sunlight. Birds hopped on the
branches, and occasional chirps made the scene even more lively. I couldn’t help

touching the fruits, feeling the weight of the harvest and the power of nature.

We began harvesting the wheat. The teacher taught me how to use a sickle, and I
carefully cut the stalks and bundled them. Although my hands were a bit sore, seeing
the bundles of wheat together made me very happy. While harvesting corn, I followed
the teacher’s movements to twist off the cobs, each one giving me a sense of

accomplishment. Under the fruit trees, I picked apples, gently twisting the branches
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as they fell into my hands, making me laugh with joy.

In the fields, my classmates and I helped each other—some carried baskets,
others tied wheat bundles. We worked while chatting and laughing, filling the field
with joy. The teacher reminded us to cherish food and appreciate the hard work of
farmers. I nodded, feeling warm inside. In the afternoon, we loaded the harvested
crops onto the cart. Though our hands were covered in soil, our hearts were immensely

satisfied.

Back at home, I arranged the harvested wheat, corn, and fruits in the yard.
Seeing the baskets full of crops filled me with joy and pride. I realized that
harvest is not only about crops, but also the joy of labor and the experience of
growth. Today’ s autumn fields allowed me to feel the beauty of autumn and the

happiness of harvest.
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