B HEFHRKR

BRI, Bt T Rt nihiE. MaSHEE, B2anFHfIRREUE. gim
A PO A s, AL, RERERE AL, A R yb v Ry, (A AE A o e e (Bl

HIBE b, 2O R0 R E IR KM, BRI 2 P e TR TR Rk, it i)
(1, OFEAE VR SRS . Al th e IO AREETT, 3t A, RO, Pk
¥y IS T L7022

AR AR R RE L, KARTTKAGHE . FHMINEG, A4S, &
FEAE S ISR S8 3 P AR AR IR SR, fle i R AE, o By R Y
KA BRIINATE L AIE T, bRl b NS 2K B AR5 .

SN, SOMHEEERN, DAPEERS AN & AEEAE R AR EE
Ay SR SEI . AR e, DO E B T A AR AL AR

MR AR WIS AL, thie AR S AR R G GG, EibEAIE KA,
RPN, WAk MBS R AR RE AR 2 SO K T S i AL

A

Autumn of Golden Fields

The autumn fields are like a golden carpet spread across the land. The rice bends
gracefully, as if saluting the hardworking farmers. Distant hills are bathed in warm
sunlight, and when the breeze passes, the rice sways and rustles, softly singing the

song of harvest.

On the ridges, red sorghum stands like flames scattered across the golden sea.
Corn cobs hang heavily from the stalks, telling the story of a summer s effort
Chrysanthemums quietly bloom at the field’ s edge, with yellow, white, and purple

petals adding a delicate beauty to the harvest scene.

Farmers work busily, laughter and sweat intertwined. Their sickles gleam in their
hands as they bend row by row, performing a solemn ritual with the land. Children run
through the fields, picking up fallen grains, their faces bright with joy. The autumn

wind carries the fragrance of the soil, touching every heart with nature’s gift.

At sunset, the golden fields become even more enchanting, filled with the sweet
aroma of rice. Every plant showcases the resilience and beauty of life. Gazing at the

vast golden expanse, one feels hope taking root in the heart.

The autumn fields are not just symbols of harvest; they are a perfect painting of
nature and human labor in harmony. They teach gratitude, appreciation, and offer a

deep sense of peace and fulfillment to anyone walking through them.
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Autumn Harvest in the Orchard

Entering the autumn orchard feels like stepping into a world of vibrant colors.
Apples hang from the branches, bright red and glowing like small lanterns in the
autumn sun. Pears are golden and round, like polished jade, giving off an enticing
sweetness. Grapevines bear clusters of purple and green grapes, glistening as

sunlight filters through the leaves, casting a soft glow.

Farmers work busily in the orchard, leaning ladders against the branches and
carefully picking ripe fruits into bamboo baskets. Each fruit embodies a season of
careful care, heavy with the joy of harvest. Children follow, gently knocking down a

few fruits, their faces full of curiosity and laughter.

The persimmon trees are laden with bright red fruits, swaying gently in the
breeze as if showing off autumn’ s charm. Beneath the chestnut trees, fallen leaves
carpet the paths, rustling underfoot like the whispers of the earth. The orchard is
filled with the fragrance of fruit and the scent of soil, refreshing the mind and

spirit.

At sunset, the orchard becomes even more enchanting. Red apples, golden pears,
and purple grapes intertwine to create a vivid painting. Each fruit feels like a gift
from nature, reminding people to cherish the results of labor. The autumn orchard

symbolizes harvest and reflects the beauty of life itself.
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Autumn Labor of Farmers

On an autumn morning, the air carries a hint of chill, and farmers are already in
the fields. Morning light falls on the rice and corn, casting a golden glow. Farmers
bend over, holding their sickles, beginning a day of hard work. Their movements are

skilled and rhythmic, each swing of the blade seeming to converse with the earth.

The laughter, shouts, and the sound of sickles striking the stalks form a
symphony of harvest. Sweat trickles down their foreheads, yet it carries a sense of
satisfaction. Each bundle of rice harvested brings a sense of fulfillment and
accomplishment. Children help pick up fallen grains, occasionally chasing each other,

adding a playful touch to the scene.

In the cornfield, farmers pull down cobs, the bright yellow fruit gleaming in
their hands. On distant slopes, red sorghum sways in the breeze, as if applauding
their efforts. Farmers support each other, discussing the weather and harvest, each

laugh radiating warmth.

As the sun sets, golden fields are covered in elongated shadows. Farmers return
home, carrying the scent of soil and sweat, their faces full of harvest satisfaction.
Autumn labor is not only a return from the land but also a tribute to life itself.
Every grain represents hard work, and every field is a poem written jointly by humans

and nature.

www. vv99. net



KERSURE BRZA

MR, B FPREAFENFT. iR, MERREERENE, Ra gl T 28y, K
BT, Z 8 e, SRR EINER, BRIEEBUN NI ER. WO e 1 1 &R
ARIRHR, Wi A R B

RABWAAT FIL M, smg LT a0, ARBBEMEE, &EK& RICRERR, W
WA AR B, B2y, & B MELLEND, R HEAL A B TER N OR.
WA R, A NEAMERIPIR, =1 18

B, RORIIRZEM SN, AN, AN O r R B, 056 o K R
B2b. BMORIAMRAM A, FHRZER, DT THE, ENODEETY. &Rk, #2K
SR SYIP

R BV ARACAN AR ILAE T L, S REUAEAE ) (1) (RS RIR SR B b o B Tl e 2 e 3
f 2L, Ml EVEMA e R . RPE SR A iRk, D R SR S PR
BT ORI A ARSI RS 3 b i i R U, ik N2 21 2 i
INES/ RSP AN/ 3 1

Autumn Climate and Natural Changes

Autumn is the most poetic season of the year. In the morning, a light mist gently
blankets the fields, like a veil over the land. As the sun rises, the mist gradually
dissipates, and dewdrops on the grass glisten like countless tiny pearls. The breeze

carries the scent of soil and the sweetness of rice, brushing across every field.

The sky becomes high and clear, with clouds tinged in gold. The daytime is warm
and comfortable, perfect for farmers working in the fields and children playing in
the orchards. In the evening, the sunset casts an orange-red glow, painting the
fields and hills in gentle colors. The wind carries the scent of harvest, inviting

deep breaths to savor the season’ s gifts.

At night, the autumn sky is exceptionally bright, with stars twinkling and
moonlight spilling over golden fields, as if draping the land in a silver veil.
Autumn’ s climate changes greatly, with large temperature differences between morning
and night and a crisp, fresh air that refreshes the mind. Every breath feels like a

gift from nature.

Autumn’ s changes are reflected not only in the weather but also in the colors of
plants and the ripening of fruits. Leaves gradually shift from green to yellow,
orange, and red, forming a golden carpet on the ground. Orchards are heavy with

apples, pears, and persimmons, reminding people of the joy of harvest. The climate
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and natural changes of autumn create a tranquil yet abundant atmosphere, letting

people appreciate life’ s beauty and the generosity of the earth.
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The Canvas of Harvest in Autumn

Autumn is the most generous season of the year. In the fields, rice turns golden
and wheat bows under its weight, as if saluting the hardworking farmers. Red sorghum
burns like fire, and corn cobs hang heavily from the stalks, making the fields seem
painted in vibrant colors. The breeze causes the rice and wheat to sway gently,

rustling like nature softly singing a song.

In the orchards, apples, pears, grapes, and persimmons hang from every branch,
colorful and fragrant. Farmers work busily, leaning ladders against trees and
carefully picking each ripe fruit into baskets. Children pick up fallen fruits
nearby, their laughter echoing through the orchard. The sunset casts a warm glow,

wrapping the world in gold and red, filled with the joy of harvest.

Along the field paths, wildflowers and chrysanthemums dot the landscape, with
yellow, white, and purple adding gentle beauty to the golden fields. Farmers’ sweat

and laughter weave together, forming the most moving scene of autumn. Every plant and
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fruit embodies a season of effort and expectation.

As night falls, moonlight bathes the golden fields, and the orchard becomes
peaceful and serene. Autumn’ s harvest is not only material satisfaction but also
spiritual comfort. It allows people to feel the beauty of nature and the abundance of
life, filling the hearts of those who labor with gratitude and joy. The canvas of
harvest in autumn is a poem painted jointly by nature and humans, a tribute to effort

and hope.

www. vv99. net



