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The Lively Temple Fair — My Folk Experience Day in My

Hometown

Every year on the fifteenth day of the third lunar month, my hometown holds its
annual temple fair. On that day, the whole village seems to awaken from its winter
slumber, buzzing with life like it’ s the New Year. I was woken early by the sound of
drums and gongs. When I opened the window, I saw crowds already filling the streets,
red lanterns hanging high, and the sweet smell of roasted chestnuts wafting through

the air.

I went to the temple with my parents to offer incense. The temple gate was
surrounded by thick smoke and waves of worshippers. Elderly men leaned on their canes
as they bowed devoutly, young people prayed for success, and children coughed from
the incense but still followed the adults with excitement. The mix of solemnity and

festivity moved me deeply.

After praying, we strolled along the fair stalls that lined the main
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street—vendors selling sugar figurines, cloth dolls, opera performances, and folk
musicians playing erhu. The sights and sounds were dazzling. I bought a stick of
candied hawthorns; the sweet and sour taste brought back memories of my carefree
childhood.

At noon, a dragon dance began in the village square. Strong young men, bare-—
chested and sweating, lifted the golden dragon high, dancing in rhythm with the
pounding drums. The dragon shimmered under the sunlight as the crowd cheered loudly.

The drumbeats resonated in my chest, and I couldn’ t help clapping along.

As evening fell, the fair was still in full swing. Lanterns lit up one by one,
painting the streets in a warm orange glow. Voices, laughter, and the shouts of
vendors mixed together, creating a festival of joy. Standing amidst the crowd, I felt
a deep sense of happiness—it was the warmth of my hometown, the strength of

tradition.

On the way home, I told my father, “I want to come back every year for the

»

fair. He smiled and patted my shoulder. “This is our root,” he said. “Never

”

forget it. I nodded, watching fireworks bloom across the night sky, and thought to

myself: no matter how far I go, this joy and belonging will always stay with me.
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