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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.
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After praying, we strolled along the fair stalls that lined the main
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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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
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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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.

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. I
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.
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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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