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Autumn in My Hometown Is a Fragrant Letter

Dear teachers and fellow students: Hello! The title of my speech is Autumn in My

Hometown Is a Fragrant Letter.

My hometown is a small village in the north. Every autumn, the wind runs to us
from the fields, and before it enters the village it sends the smell first. Have you
ever smelled autumn? Autumn in my home smells of corn ears, of apples, and of the big
pot on the kitchen stove where my grandma boils corn. When the wind passes through

the cornfield, it rustles like the earth turning the pages of a golden book.

The big cornfield at the east end of the village is the proudest sight of autumn
here. The corn stalks stand straight, like rows of soldiers holding torches. 1
followed my father to pick corn ears, and the corn silk brushed the back of my hands,
ticklish. The picked corn piled up in the bed of the tractor, a little golden

mountain. The tractor rumbled home all the way, singing a song. My palms already had
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calluses, and that day two red spots rubbed out on the calluses, yet my heart did not

ache at all; it only tasted sweet.

The apple orchard is at the west end. The apples in the orchard are little babies
blushing red one by one. In the orchard of my grandpa there is an old apple tree, its
bark wrinkled like the hands of my grandpa. The apples of the old tree are the
sweetest of all. Grandpa says that when a tree grows old, its heart grows sweeter. 1
climbed the ladder, picked one, took a bite, and the juice ran down my arm, cool and
sweet. Beside the orchard hangs a grape trellis, with purple grapes in clusters, like

little lanterns.

On autumn evenings our whole family sits in the yard and counts the harvest. Corn
hangs string by string under the eaves, apples are stacked basket by basket at the
mouth of the cellar. Grandpa counted and smiled, saying the harvest of this year is
two—tenths more than last year. Grandma polished the first basket of apples bright
and said she would send one basket to Grandma Wang next door. The autumn of our

family has never been counted by one person alone.

Fellow students, I love the autumn of my hometown. I love its fields, I love its
orchard, and I love even more the laughter of a family in the yard. The autumn of my
hometown is a fragrant letter, and it tells us: the land never cheats those who sweat
honestly. After school, please go home and take a look. Maybe your hometown has

written you such a letter too. I want to read this fragrant letter to more people.

That is all for my speech. Thank you all!
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