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Autumn Hues in the Pumpkin Field

The pumpkin field in autumn is a sea of orange and yellow, with vines sprawling
across the ground and heavy pumpkins hanging among the leaves like little suns.
Today, I followed my family to the pumpkin field to experience the joy of harvest.

The breeze rustled through the vines as if welcoming our presence.

I crouched down to carefully examine each pumpkin for ripeness. Some had smooth,
hard surfaces, while others still had light green spots and needed a few more days to
fully mature. My father taught me how to gently detach a pumpkin from the vine
without damaging it. Each successful harvest brought a profound sense of

accomplishment.

The work in the field was filled with fun. I observed tiny insects darting among
the pumpkin leaves, busily feeding on pollen, adding vitality to the field.
Occasionally, an autumn wind would blow, carrying the scent of fallen leaves and
soil, deepening my awareness of nature’ s rhythms. Through these observations, I

realized that every harvest relies on nature’ s silent efforts.

In the afternoon, we neatly stacked the pumpkins, ready to take them home. I sat
on the field ridge, gazing at the abundant pumpkins, feeling a warm joy in my heart.

Labor not only tired the body but also satisfied the soul. Today’ s experience taught

www. vv99. net



me to cherish every outcome of hard work and to pay closer attention to the subtle

changes in nature around me.

As evening approached, I carried my basket filled with pumpkins home. The sunset
bathed the fields in light, making the orange pumpkins shimmer as if autumn had
gifted them to us. I quietly recorded the day’ s experiences, feeling a closer

connection to nature and a sense of growing up.
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