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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

as they fell into my hands, making me laugh with joy.
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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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