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The Fragrance of Zongzi — A Dragon Boat Festival Day

On the morning of the Dragon Boat Festival, the scent of bamboo leaves filled our
courtyard. My mother was busy in the kitchen, the table covered with glutinous rice,
red dates, peanuts, and a large basin of freshly washed leaves. I rolled up my
sleeves to help. Smiling, she said, “This year, you have to make a few yourself—no

just eating!”

I picked up a leaf, folded it into a cone, scooped in some rice, and added a few
red dates. But as soon as I tried to wrap it, rice spilled everywhere. My mother
laughed at my clumsy attempt and showed me again. Her hands moved quickly and
gracefully, turning out a perfect zongzi in moments. Her motions had a rhythm to

them, like weaving a song of the festival.

The house was lively. My grandmother sat nearby, telling old stories. “Back
then, ” she said, “we used to race dragon boats on the river. We made zongzi to
honor Qu Yuan. Rice wasn’ t easy to get in those days, so eating zongzi was something
special.” Listening to her, I felt a deep respect—the taste of a festival, I

realized, isn’ t just about food, but the memories and meanings carried with it.
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By noon, the zongzi were finally cooked. When the 1lid was lifted, a wave of
fragrant steam filled the room. My mother fished them out and snipped the strings. 1
peeled one open eagerly—the rice glistened, the red dates sweet and soft. One bite,

and the flavor of home filled my mouth—sweet, sticky, and full of warmth.

After lunch, my father hung mugwort and calamus above the door, saying they would
ward off evil. The scent of herbs mixed with the aroma of zongzi, filling the house
with the smell of summer. Looking at the green leaves swaying by the doorway, I felt
something tender stir inside me—it was the feeling of home, the quiet strength of

tradition.

That night, I wrote down the day’ s memories in my diary. It was just wrapping
and eating zongzi, yet it felt like a conversation with my roots, a meeting with my

hometown. Within those simple flavors lies the deepest sense of belonging.
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