TR ERIKR, HEEAIT

SREMZZIMATS FZAAT: RS BIRE H 2 QLI ERROR, HELT ) « WX
SAGE R, WAL, e N RVEAE R LR e BEAIRCOR, RALTE KRR
AN JID

OREN T, BN E—E ROl PR PR E . JAE
L2, WSk L, BTA L, —RAESE R, RN . BAE R
ML ER, EUOHE— HUMISk . WG UL, MR, EE TR R AR R
P, R Rk, SRSy it

B ESKIR T4, X S MORIse ity e sk s, Mirita s, —MREA,
WA X, BRI B T WL WIWAER R SGEATIE, I T B AN EE 2k
e MW, il FATERRESE, BAE R ke SEEE TR, WUSAIDE T . Bfirfiris o DR, R
RN o WU UL, Al FRGER TR TILHEERER, SRR T 3% T

ORI ] ()b AR . e A0 . AiPF Rzt %%, =R R A ErdEn. &
WA R/MITEIRA G, ER TSNS 5. £, 2092 T REMY, — F K
T AR, ULIXEHORAE M ARG dh NIRRT RS o IR L B EARIR, O AR T E

FlZA], WEX SRR BE 2 ZNH, 2 WM, HEh%saRs
DU R RO AT L e o TR A ROR T Ukl FEBEMIIL, bt S N F IR 1N
WAL RFEANLERIATR, BRI 20T, BB !

TV T, RS !
Autumn on the Hilltop Hangs Red Lanterns

Dear teachers and fellow students: Hello! The title of my speech is Autumn on the
Hilltop Hangs Red Lanterns. My hometown is not on a plain, and it is not by the sea.
It is a small village sitting on the hillside. There, autumn turns red day by day

from the top of the mountain.

When autumn comes, the terraced fields of our village look like step after step
of golden stairs. The terraces grow dry—field rice and sweet potatoes. I followed my
aunt to dig sweet potatoes. One strike of the hoe turned over the red soil, and a
nest of sweet potatoes crowded together, like a group of chubby babies hugging one
another. I hugged the biggest one and ran toward the field ridge; it was as heavy as
a little pillow. My aunt laughed and said, run slowly, do not drop our food. Laughter

filled the mountain; mountain birds fluttered up and landed again in another field.

The persimmon trees above the terraces are the brightest place in the autumn of
my hometown. The leaves have not all fallen, yet the persimmons turn red first, one

beside another. Seen from far away, it is as if someone hung a whole tree of red
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lanterns on the hilltop. My grandma set up a bamboo rack under the tree and hung the
peeled persimmons one by one to dry. When the wind blows, the persimmons sway gently,
as i1f nodding. When the white frost forms on them, they become dried persimmon cakes.
I secretly licked a little frost and squinted with the sweetness. Grandma said the
persimmon tree is an old tree the village planted decades ago, and it has raised one

generation of children after another.

The busiest part of autumn is the market day. My father packed sweet potatoes,
persimmon cakes and walnuts into bamboo baskets and walked twenty 1i of mountain road
to the town market. I carried the smallest basket behind him, and when I was tired I
counted the wild chrysanthemums by the road. At the market, an old grandma tasted our
persimmon cakes and bought five bags at once, saying the sweetness reminded her of
the mountain village of her childhood. On the way home my legs were sore, but my
heart felt as if it were filled with honey.

Fellow students, I love the autumn of my hometown. I love its terrace after
terrace of golden stairs, I love its tree after tree of red lanterns, and I love even
more the heavy harvests in the bamboo baskets and the songs on the mountain road. The
autumn on the hilltop tells me: however steep the slope, the land will answer
honestly those who sweat. Welcome to our village when you have a chance, and I will

take you to the hilltop to see that whole tree of red lanterns!

That is all for my speech. Thank you all!
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