K 2R B BRSIRIE

KKK S, Feddiife w2l ERSRNG. eI, Botia A RAFAEAR PR, S
PO LRI RIE o B HEALHTASHEE KB, A Rah s, AR NEAEZH LR,

PG TUERE, AN ELE, W RIS, AR e k. B R, 404
HOBEACTERH G NI I A, T s IR AR Ak NGO D e R — WKk, VIR, Kok ik
T BT AN A R oE AR T

fER R, JIE R BRI ERAAR AN, & LSBT IR, @R A i
o AR S50 R /NN T 20, WA T )L SR . RBREIRE, XL AL
R, EAVRBER S HHERANCL, SR A TP E A .

PILFFREE T IR PRI, NG, A i A SR o B R SR (1775 28 A1 AR
ﬁltA%W%ﬁ 1117 /N (R RTE U ik L el 2 . SCACAE IX R AR IS A B, A AARSIA
WIS 2K T .

OROK, B A RSERR R B S h . e AN BERERIRIRS RS . K S /NG I SEIR,
LB IRAE 2 BUE G AL IR T o E AR T RBEANE S, BAERE D ANMZES B,
o HUML A K 2 TR .

The Cultural Flavor in Hometown Cuisine

This time, returning to my hometown, what I looked forward to most were the
various snacks at the temple fair. As soon as the fair opened, [ eagerly weaved
through the crowd, searching for those familiar flavors. Each stall had long lines,

and the aroma was irresistible, making me glance again and again.

I first bought fried cakes, crispy on the outside and tender inside. The moment I
bit into it, steam rose, filling my mouth with a fragrant warmth. Then came the
candied hawthorn, its red sugar coating glistening in the sunlight, sweet with a hint
of sourness that lifted my spirits. Finally, I had a bowl of rice noodle soup, rich

and smooth, bringing back the taste of my mother’ s cooking from childhood.

While tasting the snacks, I noticed that each stall owner was very friendly,
chatting with customers and explaining ingredients and recipes. Some stalls also
displayed small handicrafts, adding a touch of cultural atmosphere. I suddenly
realized that these snacks were more than just food—they carried the stories and

memories of my hometown, a living extension of culture.

I also made a point to watch the dragon and lion dances while eating, feeling the
lively atmosphere of the fair. The rhythm and excitement of the performances
energized me, while the taste of the snacks filled my heart with warmth. Culture

exists in these everyday details, letting one unconsciously feel the charm of home.
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By the end of the day, I returned home feeling satisfied and happy. The bustling
fair, the spectacular dragon and lion dances, and the delicious hometown snacks made
me once again appreciate the charm of traditional culture. It exists not only in
performances and activities, but quietly and genuinely in everyone’ s daily life,

conveying the warmth of home.
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