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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. I gently twisted the branches, and the apples fell into my hands. I couldn’t
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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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