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"Fields of Gold the Harmony of Harvest"

In fields of grain, where radiant waves stretch wide,

The sun descends, casting a golden hue,

Each stalk sways gently with the evening tide,

A symphony of rustling whispers through.

The breeze carries the scent of Earth and seed,

As farmers toil, their labor never diminishes,

Their hands, the instruments of life they form,

Harvesting the fruits of fertile plains.

In rows of wheat, a story slowly produced,

Each ear is a poem in nature's lavish design,

Beneath the sun, a yield richly cultivated,

Where nutrition and beauty intertwine.

In fields of grain, where the seeds of life's rich story are sewn,

A verse of the world's tale is tenderly shown.


