The Hayride  


Yes,” I screamed with joy when we were at the pumpkin patch.  When my sister and I got our pumpkins, we asked our mom and dad if we could go on the hayride.  They said, “Yes.”  We got in line for the hayride.  We heard the laughing of the other kids and birds chirping in the sky and trees.  When we got on, we sat and waited for it to start.  The hay smelled like rotten cheese and felt itchy.  It tickled me a lot.  When it started, acorns fell on our heads.  We went to a field and saw bunnies and deer nibbling on grass.  When we reached the woods, I saw blackberries on the bushes, purple as paint.  Just then the hayride hit a bump and we all flew off our hay bale seats and landed back down on them with a bump and a whiff of hay dust and laughter in the air.  We made a stop and got out and picked blackberries and peaches.    I tasted the blackberries.  It was delicious.  I said, “Yum.”  In the field we saw a food stand.  We ordered sweet, icy, cold pumpkin ice cream and went back in the hayride.  When we went back in the hayride, we heard the clip-clop of the horses hooves and neighing.  The bells on their harnesses jingled.  Then the horses brought us to the woods.  We smelled crispy, sweet, juicy yellow apples.  We picked twelve apples.  We put them in three big bags. We went back on the hayride and back to the farm we went.  When we got back home, we carved our pumpkins.  I asked my mom if we could go again, and I smiled a blackberry stained smile.
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