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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 T 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
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senses.

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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Childhood Memories in Dragon and Lion Dances

Returning to my hometown, I coincidentally arrived during the annual temple fair.
As I stepped into the square, I was immediately drawn to the dragon and lion dance

performances. When I was little, I often came with my parents. Seeing it again now
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brought a wave of familiar warmth.

The dragon’ s body was long and brightly colored, each twist and turn looking like
it was flying in the sky. The performers moved in perfect coordination with the
drumbeats, sometimes leaping high, sometimes curling low, as if the whole square was
breathing with the dragon’s dance. The lion dance was even more entertaining, with
the lions making funny faces and moves, causing the audience to laugh heartily.
Children crowded the front, trying to touch the lion’ s tail. I crouched to take

photos, capturing these joyful moments.

Between performances, I ran to the snack stalls. The fried cakes were steaming
and fragrant; the candied hawthorn was sweet with a hint of sourness, unforgettable;
the rice noodle soup was rich and flavorful, evoking the taste of my childhood. The
flavors of home are not just food—they carry childhood memories and emotional

connections.

In a corner of the fair, I saw some elders teaching children how to make kites
and lanterns. Their movements were skillful, and their explanations patient. Watching
the children focus reminded me of my own childhood, learning crafts from elders.

Traditional culture is passed down in this way, from generation to generation.

Today’ s experience made me realize that the temple fair is not just a lively
entertainment event, but also a continuation of culture and a medium of emotional
connection in life. The traditions of my hometown live on in these dances and

laughter, giving every returning person a sense of warmth and familiarity.
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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.

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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