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Autumn of Golden Fields

The autumn fields are like a golden carpet spread across the land. The rice bends
gracefully, as if saluting the hardworking farmers. Distant hills are bathed in warm
sunlight, and when the breeze passes, the rice sways and rustles, softly singing the

song of harvest.

On the ridges, red sorghum stands like flames scattered across the golden sea.
Corn cobs hang heavily from the stalks, telling the story of a summer s effort.
Chrysanthemums quietly bloom at the field’ s edge, with yellow, white, and purple

petals adding a delicate beauty to the harvest scene.

Farmers work busily, laughter and sweat intertwined. Their sickles gleam in their
hands as they bend row by row, performing a solemn ritual with the land. Children run
through the fields, picking up fallen grains, their faces bright with joy. The autumn

wind carries the fragrance of the soil, touching every heart with nature s gift.

At sunset, the golden fields become even more enchanting, filled with the sweet
aroma of rice. Every plant showcases the resilience and beauty of life. Gazing at the

vast golden expanse, one feels hope taking root in the heart.

The autumn fields are not just symbols of harvest; they are a perfect painting of
nature and human labor in harmony. They teach gratitude, appreciation, and offer a

deep sense of peace and fulfillment to anyone walking through them.
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