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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.
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