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The Gentle Glow of River Lanterns — A Memory of the
Ghost Festival Night

It was the fifteenth day of the seventh lunar month—the Ghost Festival. As night
fell, people gathered by the small river at the edge of our village. The river was
calm, the moonlight shimmering on its surface like a silver veil. My mother handed me
a lotus—shaped lantern and said softly, “We float river lanterns to guide our

ancestors’ spirits and to pray for peace.”

I looked down at the little lantern in my hands. Its flame flickered gently, the
paper petals swaying in the night breeze, carrying a faint scent of wax. I crouched
carefully and placed it on the water. It rocked slightly, then drifted away with the
current. My mother stood beside me, palms pressed together in silent prayer. I closed

my eyes too and wished quietly—for my family’ s health, for my ancestors’ peace.

More and more people came to release their lanterns, and soon the river glowed
with a sea of light. Red, pink, and yellow lotus lamps floated like fallen stars.
Children ran along the riverbank shouting, “Look, that one’ s mine!” while adults

watched silently, smiles mingled with traces of nostalgia.

My grandfather used to tell me, “A lantern lights the way for souls—and for the
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living, it gives hope.” 1 didn’ t understand it back then, but now I do. Each
lantern is not just a comfort for the departed, but also a declaration of love and

remembrance for the living.

As the night deepened, the lanterns drifted farther downstream, their lights
dimming into the distance. A soft breeze rippled the water’ s surface. Time seemed to
slow in that moment. My mother took my hand and smiled, “Let’ s go. The ancestors
have seen it.” I nodded, feeling warmth rise in my chest—as if those lanterns were

gently lighting my way home, too.
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