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In the middle of a large wheat farm, there was
a lark living in a nest.

Inside the nest, there were little twins of larks,

a boy and a girl.

The season was fall. Wheat heads have grown,

covering the farm like a golden carpet.

One day, the mother lark told her little twins,
“Listen lovelies, it is now in harvesting season,
so if you see a farmer come and say something,
please listen and tell me what he says, OK?”

“Yes, mum!”
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The next day, the little twins were waiting for their

mother. Then a farmer came.

“OK, it seems to be the harvesting season. I am
going to ask my neighbors to do it for me tomorrow”
the farmer said, while looking around the large wheat

farm.

When the mother lark came back to the nest,

the twins told her what the farmer said.




