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Homesickness Under the Moonlight

Every Mid—Autumn Festival, my thoughts drift back to that small village bathed in
moonlight. My hometown’ s festival isn’ t noisy like the city’ s—it’ s quietly
lively, filled with warmth hidden in laughter and lights.

From morning, every household is busy. My mother kneads dough to make mooncakes,
and the scent of sesame and brown sugar fills the kitchen. We children crowd around
the stove, eager to taste the freshly baked cakes. Their sweetness seems to bloom
right on the tongue. My father hangs red lanterns in the yard, their glow appearing

even before dusk.

By evening, the moon rises slowly, bright as if washed by clear water. The whole
village sits outdoors to admire it. Adults sip tea and chat, while children run with
paper lanterns. The elders say, “The Mid-Autumn moon is the roundest of the year.”

I look up and see my mother’ s gentle smile reflected in that perfect circle.

»

In my hometown, there’ s a special custom called “sending mooncakes. Families
exchange their homemade mooncakes with neighbors—each gives and receives one. Though

the cakes differ, the affection is the same. It’ s the simplest yet warmest way of
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saying “we care.” By late night, the river reflects the glowing moon, as if smiling

down on us.

Years later, I left home to study and work, missing many Mid-Autumns. At night, I
often look up at the same moon from my balcony. No city light can outshine that

tender longing. I know my parents, miles away, are watching it too.

Some say the Mid-Autumn Festival is about reunion, but to me, it’ s a journey of
the heart. Wherever I am, when I see that moon, I feel as though I’ m back in our
courtyard again—smelling mooncakes, hearing my parents’ laughter, and feeling the

peace of home.
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