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Childhood Memories of Festivals in Guangdong

Whenever I think of my hometown in Guangdong, scenes of festive celebrations
filled with laughter always come to mind. As a child, I eagerly anticipated the
arrival of the Spring Festival, a time for family reunions and one of my favorite
traditional holidays. On the morning of the first day of the lunar new year, the
streets were adorned with red lanterns, and the air was filled with the fragrance of
incense and rice cakes. Neighbors exchanged greetings, and children held red
envelopes in their hands, their faces glowing with joy. During the festival, there
were lion and dragon dances, with drums echoing through the streets, as performers

leaped and twirled, bringing endless excitement.

Besides the Spring Festival, Qingming and Mid—Autumn Festival also had unique
customs. During Qingming, families would clean the graves of ancestors, offering
flowers and paper money to express their remembrance. The Mid-Autumn Festival brought
sweet memories of mooncakes and lanterns. In the evenings, children carried colorful
lanterns, running and playing in the yard, as if the moon itself was spinning in our

small hands.

Guangdong’ s customs are not just about festive excitement; they are about family
bonds and community relationships. During every festival, everyone gathered for

reunion meals, chatting and laughing together. Growing up in this environment, I
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learned gratitude and sharing, and gradually understood the importance of cultural

heritage.

Even now, whenever I hear the drumbeats or see red lanterns, my thoughts drift
back to that familiar land and the joyous festival moments. The customs of Guangdong
shaped my childhood and have instilled in me a lasting love and longing for my

hometown.
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The Festive Atmosphere of My Guangdong Hometown

The Spring Festival in my hometown always leaves a vivid impression on me. Every
New Year’s Eve, our family would busily paste spring couplets and hang lanterns,
while the kitchen filled with the aroma of cured meats and stewed chicken and duck.
What I loved most were the fireworks and firecrackers in the streets, loud and

exhilarating sounds that filled the entire town with excitement.

During the Spring Festival in Guangdong, there were also lion dances and
awakening lion performances. The lions, draped in colorful silks, leaped and tumbled,
drawing crowds of villagers to watch. Every time the drums beat, I couldn’ t help
clapping and cheering. Snack stalls were always crowded, offering candied haws,

sesame balls, turnip cakes, and boat congee—each flavor evoking a flood of
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nostalgia. The New Year’ s Eve dinner was even more sumptuous: fish symbolized
abundance, and glutinous rice balls symbolized reunion. The family gathered around
the table, laughter filling the cold winter night.

These customs not only brought me the joy of the festival but also let me feel
the deep warmth of my hometown’ s community. Each Spring Festival served as a bond
for family and made me understand the power of traditional culture even as a child.
After leaving my hometown, seeing festivals elsewhere, I would always miss the lively

and warm atmosphere of Guangdong.

The festive flavor of my hometown, accompanied by fireworks, drums, and familial
love, is deeply etched in my heart. Wherever I go, the memories and love for

Guangdong remain the softest and most cherished part of me.
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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.
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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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Dragon Boat Festival Memories in Guangdong

The Dragon Boat Festival in my hometown in Guangdong is rich in folk customs.

Every year on the fifth day of the fifth lunar month, families busily made rice
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dumplings, and markets were crowded with bamboo leaves and glutinous rice early in
the morning. As a child, I would sit in the kitchen, learning from my grandmother how
to wrap rice dumplings, my hands kneading the rice with anticipation. When the
dumplings were steamed, the aroma filled the entire courtyard, making everyone’ s

mouth water.

Besides rice dumplings, the most exciting part of the festival was the dragon
boat races. By the river, colorful dragon boats lined up, with the rhythm of drums
echoing as paddles struck the water. Spectators cheered along the banks, the combined
sound forming a lively ocean of energy. Every time I saw the boats racing forward, my
heart would race with excitement. The festival also involved hanging mugwort and
displaying images of Zhong Kui for protection, adding to the cultural richness of my

hometown.

The Dragon Boat Festival is not just a traditional custom but also a bond of
emotions. Families sit together making and eating dumplings, neighbors exchange
greetings, all conveying a strong sense of community. Growing up in such an
environment, I learned to cherish family and understand the importance of cultural
heritage. Even after leaving my hometown, the festival remains one of my warmest

childhood memories.

The Dragon Boat Festival, with the aroma of rice dumplings and the roar of dragon
boat races, is deeply etched in my childhood, becoming one of the most beautiful

memories of my heart.
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Little Memories of Hometown Customs in Guangdong

The customs of my hometown in Guangdong have left deep impressions in my memory.
Whether it was the Spring Festival, Qingming, Mid-Autumn, or Dragon Boat Festival,
each holiday carried a unique atmosphere and sense of ritual. As a child, I loved
following the adults to participate in various activities, feeling the warmth of home

and the lively community.

The red lanterns and lion dances of the Spring Festival brought excitement and
joy; the tomb—sweeping and ancestral worship during Qingming taught me respect and
remembrance; moon gazing and lantern carrying at Mid—Autumn gave a sense of reunion
and sweetness; dragon boat races and rice dumplings at Dragon Boat Festival brought a
feeling of tradition and vitality. Each custom was like a pearl, stringing together

my childhood and growth experiences.

I particularly miss the sounds, smells, and atmosphere of these festivals. The
drums in the streets, the aroma from the kitchen, and the laughter of neighbors all
made life feel beautiful. Customs not only enrich the festivals but also subtly shape
my feelings for my hometown. I learned gratitude, how to interact with others, and

the importance of cultural heritage.

Now, even after years away from home, whenever a festival comes, I recall those
little customs and memories. The customs of Guangdong remain a lasting attachment in
my heart, a part of my cultural identity, and a precious treasure in my journey of

growth.
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