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Mid-Autumn Nights in My Hometown

The Mid-Autumn Festival was one of the most anticipated holidays of my childhood.
Nights during this festival in my hometown were always bright and peaceful, with
moonlight spilling over alleys and rivers like a delicate silver veil. My friends and
I carried various lanterns, weaving through streets and fields, our laughter blending

with the chirping of insects, composing the purest melody.

Our elders prepared a variety of mooncakes, including lotus seed paste, red bean,
five nuts, and my favorite, salted egg yolk mooncakes. Each Mid—-Autumn, the whole
family would sit in the courtyard, admiring the moon and eating mooncakes while
listening to my grandfather tell the story of Chang’ e flying to the moon. There were
also lantern riddles around the town, with people gathered to guess, filling the air

with laughter and joy.

What I miss the most was the neighborhood camaraderie under the moon. During Mid-
Autumn, neighbors would exchange mooncakes and chat about daily life, while children
played in the courtyards, the air filled with sweet scents. The festival symbolized

reunion, but also let me feel the warmth and kindness among people in my hometown.

These Mid-Autumn night memories are deeply etched in my heart, accompanying my
growth. They taught me to cherish family and understand the significance of
traditional festivals and the importance of cultural heritage. Even far from home,

thinking of Mid—Autumn in my hometown always brings a surge of warmth and nostalgia.
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