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The Mysterious Legend Under the 0ld Bridge

In my hometown, there is an ancient stone bridge, beneath which the babbling
stream seems to tell endless stories. It is said that on full moon nights, a woman in
white appears under the bridge, gently tapping the rail, producing a clear sound. The
elders say she is the guardian spirit of the bridge, reminding villagers to stay
safe. As a child, I once sneaked to the bridge under the moonlight, my heart racing,

yet curiosity overcame fear.

The story reflects people’ s reverence for nature and life. The woman in white
symbolizes protection and care, serving as a reminder that peace and happiness in
life must be cherished and safeguarded. At home, parents use this tale to teach
caution and kindness; in school, teachers guide students to explore its meaning,

discussing responsibility and moral behavior.

Interestingly, the bridge story has become part of community activities. Each
Mid-Autumn Festival, villagers place lanterns on the bridge while recounting the
legend and performing folk rituals. Children participating not only remember the
story but also feel the cultural atmosphere of the community. This story—based
transmission makes traditional culture tangible, allowing people to experience and

interact with it in daily life.

I gradually realized that these seemingly mysterious legends are actually
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cultural bridges, connecting past and present, human hearts and nature. As night
falls and I stroll beside the old bridge, I feel the story flowing gently in the

breeze—a unique warmth of my hometown and a gentle power of education.
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