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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

apples. I twisted the branches gently like her, and the apples fell softly into my
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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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