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The Affection of My Hometown Through the Four Seasons

In my memory, my hometown is like a thick book, with every page filled with human
warmth and customs. Through the changing seasons, each time of year brings its own
liveliness and affection. Those traditions that repeat year after year have already
blended into our blood.

Spring is the liveliest season in my hometown. Around the Lunar New Year, every
household puts up red couplets and lanterns. On New Year’ s Eve, my grandmother sets
up a table to honor our ancestors. The rising incense fills the air with solemnity.
The elders remind us to always remember our roots, and in that moment, I always feel
a warmth that transcends time. During the reunion dinner, dishes like rice cakes,
braised fish, and cured meat fill the table. Firecrackers outside light up the whole

village, igniting our hopes for the new year.

Summer brings the Dragon Boat Festival. The river is decorated with colorful
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flags, and the sound of drums shakes the air. Men row with all their strength while
women and children cheer from the shore. The smell of zongzi and salted duck eggs
drifts around. I remember my mother tying five—colored threads around my wrist to
protect me from evil. Though the thread has long faded, the love behind it never
will.

Autumn in my hometown is peaceful yet joyful. During the Mid-Autumn Festival, the
entire village gathers to admire the moon. Children play with lanterns while adults
share mooncakes and talk about the harvest. The local mooncakes are special—made
from sweet potato flour and sesame filling, fragrant and not too sweet. That night,

under the moonlight, everyone’ s faces glow with a gentle light of longing.

Winter carries the most rituals. In the last month of the lunar year, families
make cured meats and sausages, and smoke fills the alleyways, creating the warmest
scenery of winter. On the eve of New Year’ s Eve, the villagers hold a “farewell to
the old year” ceremony, drumming and singing as they send away bad luck. That night,

with snow falling, my hometown feels peaceful and blessed.

The seasons change, but the customs remain. Every festival is a return of the
heart. Though I have lived away for years, every sound of firecrackers, every lantern
light, and every burst of laughter still brings that familiar land back vividly to my

mind—it carries all my warmth and longing.
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