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The Lively Moments at the Temple Fair

This morning, I went to the temple fair in my hometown with my family. Sunlight
poured over the stone—paved streets, and red lanterns were hung all around the temple
entrance. The air was filled with the scent of incense and the aroma of local snacks.
As I followed the crowd into the fair, I felt a lively atmosphere everywhere, with

smiles on everyone’ s faces.

The most captivating part of the fair was the dragon and lion dance performances.
The dragon dance stretched from the temple entrance to the square, its body
glistening under the sun. The rhythm of the dance made me sway along with the
drumbeats. The lion dance was even more dynamic, with performers concentrating all
their energy on each jump and roll, drawing rounds of applause. I couldn’t help

taking many photos, afraid of missing any exciting moment.

Besides the performances, the local snacks at the fair were what I looked forward
to most. Stalls offered fried cakes, candied hawthorn, meat sandwiches, and the
hometown’ s special rice noodle soup. Every bite carried the strong flavor of home.
Especially the candied hawthorn, sweet and slightly sour, perfect in taste. I walked
around eating, feeling as if the entire atmosphere of the fair was blending into my

senses.
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In a quiet corner, I saw some artisans making bamboo crafts and paper cuttings.
Though the actions were simple, they carried artistic beauty. Children gathered
around, fascinated, sometimes reaching out to touch the creations. Their curiosity

made the scene even warmer.

This day at the temple fair made me deeply realize that traditional culture is
not dry knowledge from books, but the lively and joyous moments in life. Everyone is
participating, enjoying, and culture exists all around us—in every street, every
snack, and every dance move. Returning home feels like this, leaving a warm feeling

in my heart.
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