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Autumn in the Rice Fields Is Golden News

Dear teachers and fellow students: good morning! The title of my speech today is

Autumn in the Rice Fields Is Golden News.

My hometown is a small town in the south of the Yangtze region. Where is autumn
hidden in a city? Perhaps in a few red leaves in a park. But autumn in our town is
different: it strides in boldly and spreads over the whole land at once. Have you
ever seen a whole rice field ripening? At the end of September, when the wind blows
from the south, the rice bends all at once, and a layer of golden waves rolls in from
far away, rolls to your feet, and breaks softly. The sound is hush-hush, like the
earth reading a very, very long letter. Every time I stand on the field ridge and
listen, I feel this is the most important news autumn sends to my hometown — golden

news.
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Before the rice—field news finishes, the orchard news arrives. Behind the town
there is a hillside of tangerine groves. As soon as autumn comes, the green
tangerines take on color one by one, as if someone carried little lanterns and lit
them from the foot of the hill up to the slope. The heaviest fruits pull the branches
low, so low that a stretched hand can reach them. When picking, you twist the wrist
once and lift upward — with a snap the tangerine drops into your palm, cool and
heavy, and once the peel opens, all your fingers are fragrant. Grandpa always keeps
the biggest basket for the market and shares the rest with the neighbors, while we
children hug a small basket, picking and eating as we go, squinting at the sourness,

unwilling to stop.

What I forget least is the day of cutting rice. Grandpa handed me a small sickle
and let me learn to cut a short row. The rice stems were tougher than I expected; I
bent at the waist and cut for less than ten minutes before my back ached and my palms
turned red. But Grandpa kept bending, cutting from morning until the sun leaned west,
his back like a fully drawn bow, steady all day. At noon Grandma cooked rice from the
new harvest, and for the first time I felt that plain white rice is sweet. I still
remember that sweetness — it was autumn hiding its strength inside the rice grains,

waiting for us to taste.

Fellow students, I love the autumn of my hometown not because it is beautiful. I
love it because it is honest: the land gives back exactly as much grain as sweat it
was given; I love it because it is generous: tangerines shared with neighbors, new
rice cooked for the whole family; and I love it above all because it taught me that I

am a child raised on this soil — its four seasons are my four seasons too.

So let me ask everyone: what does the autumn of your hometown look like? Rice
fields, an orchard, or wild persimmons on a hillside? This weekend, go home and ask
your grandparents, walk along a field ridge, and look at the autumn of your hometown
carefully. Then, just like me, tell it out loud — loudly and proudly! That is the
end of my speech. Thank you all!
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