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Dragon Boat Festival in My Hometown: Fragrance and Unity

When the Dragon Boat Festival arrives, the streets of my hometown become bustling
with activity. Every household hangs mugwort at the door and calamus on the
windowsill, while the air is filled with the fragrance of rice leaves. The origin of
the festival is well-known to us from childhood: it commemorates the great poet Qu
Yuan, who loved his country but drowned himself when misunderstood. To prevent fish
and shrimp from harming him, people threw rice dumplings into the river. This
tradition has been passed down through generations, becoming an essential custom of

the Dragon Boat Festival.

My favorite activity is making zongzi. On the eve of the festival, my mother
prepares glutinous rice, red dates, sweet bean paste, bamboo leaves, and string. Our
whole family sits around the big round table, and my younger brother and I are the
busiest “little helpers.” Mom first teaches us to wash and dry the leaves, then

demonstrates how to wrap the rice and fillings, fold into triangles, and tie with
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string. Though clumsy at first, and grains of rice often falling out, I gradually
learn the technique with encouragement. Seeing the steamed zongzi neatly plump fills

me with pride and accomplishment.

The dragon boat race is the highlight of the festival. On race day, the
riverbanks are crowded, and cheers rise continuously. Dragon boats race across the
water as rowers paddle in unison, splashing water, like dragons straining forward. My
friends and I stand by the river cheering for each boat, with applause and shouts
blending into a lively festival atmosphere. Watching the rowers’ efforts, I deeply

feel the spirit of unity and resilience in my hometown.

Hanging mugwort and calamus is also part of the festival. People believe it wards
off evil and brings peace. Every time I see the green bundles at the doors, 1
remember my grandfather’ s words: “The Dragon Boat Festival isn’ t just about eating
zongzi and racing boats; it’ s about preserving culture and ensuring the health and

Y

safety of the family.” These customs extend the meaning of the festival into

everyday life.

The Dragon Boat Festival in my hometown, with the warmth of making zongzi, the
excitement of dragon boat races, and the fragrance of mugwort, forms a festival full
of traditional culture and familial love. Every year, I feel the warmth of home, the
continuation of cultural traditions, and the unity of my fellow townspeople. These
memories not only warm my childhood but also deeply root my affection for my

hometown.
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