Home Town

If you look out from the balcony of my house on the 27th floor, you can see for quite a distance accompanied by the beautiful view. As you look down below and afar, you can see the city being divided into several different layers. First, you will see the streets below. Streets that are being covered by people and their vehicles all day long and streets that seems to never be able to get busy, streets full of noodle restaurants and ice-cream stores along with more stylish streets that contain clothing stores and beauty salons, comforting and relaxing streets like the ones with your childhood foods and massage clinics, streets that smells like fish and raw meet which where the market is located, and last but not least, streets with big shopping malls and movie theatres for people that seeks luxury and entertainment. 
Now, if you look on farther, you will see the Nan Hu Park and Nan Hu Bridge. At night, the park and bridge comes alive and creates a place for people to have some quality time and relax with their love ones. As you take a strode on the little street that forms within the arch of the trees, you hear laughter’s from a couple who just won a prize from winning a game, music for people to dance to, cries of a baby who lost his kite in the darkened sky, quite but efficient voices of men talking business, and the footsteps of others that are also doing the same as you, simply taking a strode at this peaceful time. Once the bridge comes into view, it forms quit a site. With water flowing out from both side of the bridge, it gives people an allusion of a waterfall. However, as the sky darkens, the bridge becomes more magnificent with the build in neon lights that changes color ever so often, making the bridge a colored waterfall. Also, during holidays, the park        lights itself on fire and shoots out the most phenomenon fireworks. While standing on the balcony of the 27th floor, covering your ears and cheering as each firework lights up in the sky. There, within a close range of the park, as each firework light up, big or small, it seems like you are in a magical world where the fireworks are aiming at you trying to consume you any minute. As day breaks, everything seems quieter in the park, and the bridge lost its dress, but the scent of happiness still remains.

As you keep looking on, you will discover more places as the range that you are looking at increase. You will see more business buildings, suburbs, apartment buildings, schools, and more streets of different personality. And if you have well enough of an eye site, you will see those far away mountains standing like dragons trying to concur the Great Wall. Slowly, piece by piece, every element comes together and forms a beautiful painting.

That was my hometown Nanning, the place where I was born 16 years ago, the place that I loved.

When I close my eyes and open my memories, I begin to remember. Remember? As a young girl, I was one of the students on bus #206 going to school at 7:00 in the morning. Remember? I went into my favorite noodle restaurant that was located on one of those side streets. Remember? How my friends and I went to the park on my 11th birthday to celebrate. Oh right! The waterfall was on that night. And remember? The apartment that I lived in on the 27th floor. 
It might not be the perfect place, but this is where I spend the best time of my life, this is where the most wonderful memories took place, this is where I left my childhood. It was my hometown, Nanning. 
