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Lanterns and Laughter: The Reunion Night of the Lantern

Festival

In my hometown, the joy of the Spring Festival doesn’ t fade after New Year’ s
Day. By the time the Lantern Festival arrives on the fifteenth day of the first lunar
month, the festive spirit is rekindled. That night, the streets glow with light and

laughter, and the whole village seems illuminated.

By dusk, the old locust tree at the village entrance is surrounded by people.
Children carry rabbit—shaped and lotus lanterns, running through the crowd. Adults
chat while admiring the lanterns hanging on both sides of the road—fish—-shaped,
dragon—-shaped, and rotating lanterns, all glowing softly, lighting up faces and

hearts alike.

My favorite part is guessing lantern riddles. The riddles are written in brush
calligraphy on red paper and hang beneath the lanterns, swaying gently in the breeze.
Someone reads aloud: “Bite off a cow’ s tail—what character is it?” An uncle
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bursts into laughter, shouting, “It’ s Applause and laughter ripple

through the crowd. That lively warmth carries the true flavor of human connection.
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At home, my mother busies herself cooking a pot of glutinous rice balls. The
round dumplings roll in boiling water, releasing a sweet aroma. “Fating tangyuan

»

means reunion, she always says. I love that chewy sweetness, and when the sesame

filling oozes out, it feels like tasting happiness itself.

As night deepens, the lanterns shine brighter. The dragon dance parade begins,
drums echoing through the village. The golden dragon coils and waves among the crowd,
shimmering under the moonlight. Children cheer, elders beam with joy, and the full

moon above watches over it all, soft and serene.

Years later, I still remember those lights. They were more than decorations—they
were threads connecting laughter, nostalgia, and love. No matter where I am, when I
think of my hometown’ s Lantern Festival, a gentle lantern seems to light up in my

heart.
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