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Red Couplets on the Door: The Warmth and Joy of My

Hometown’ s Spring Festival

Every year as the twelfth lunar month begins, the scent of the New Year starts to
fill the air in my hometown. Streets and alleys bustle with activity, doors are swept
clean, and red lanterns hang under the eaves. The festive spirit shines on

everyone’ s face.

On New Year’ s Eve, the most important task is pasting the Spring Festival
couplets. My father prepares the paste early, while my mother takes out pairs of
bright red couplets. The words are neatly matched, with horizontal scrolls reading

)

“Blessings Fill the World” or “Harmony Brings Prosperity.” Watching my father
paste them on the door gives me a deep sense of ritual—it’s as if the old year has

been brushed away and new hopes quietly arrive.

When night falls, every home glows with warm lights, and delicious smells drift
from the kitchen. My mother hides coins in a few dumplings—whoever finds one will

have good luck in the coming year. Firecrackers boom outside, shaking the windows. I
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love that noise—it proclaims the arrival of the New Year and awakens joy in

everyone’ s heart.

After dinner, the whole family gathers around the fire to watch the Spring
Festival Gala. My grandmother knits while chatting about who’ s getting married or
building a new house. Children laugh and play nearby. At midnight, my father lights a
long string of firecrackers at the door, and for a moment, the firelight brightens

every smiling face. That’ s the color of home, the purest flavor of the New Year.

On the first day of the new year, everyone dresses in new clothes and visits
relatives. Elders smile as they hand out red envelopes, children jump with
excitement, and the streets are filled with laughter. The dragon and lion dance teams
parade through the village, drums echoing, dragon scales gleaming. Every time I see

that scene, I feel that these customs are the most precious heritage we have.

Now that I live away from home, I often recall those vibrant New Year moments.
The city might be quieter, but I know that the real “flavor of the year” still

lives behind the red couplets and in the laughter of family reunion.
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Lanterns and Laughter: The Reunion Night of the Lantern

Festival

In my hometown, the joy of the Spring Festival doesn’ t fade after New Year’ s
Day. By the time the Lantern Festival arrives on the fifteenth day of the first lunar
month, the festive spirit is rekindled. That night, the streets glow with light and

laughter, and the whole village seems illuminated.

By dusk, the old locust tree at the village entrance is surrounded by people.
Children carry rabbit—-shaped and lotus lanterns, running through the crowd. Adults
chat while admiring the lanterns hanging on both sides of the road—fish—shaped,
dragon—shaped, and rotating lanterns, all glowing softly, lighting up faces and

hearts alike.

My favorite part is guessing lantern riddles. The riddles are written in brush
calligraphy on red paper and hang beneath the lanterns, swaying gently in the breeze.
Someone reads aloud: “Bite off a cow’ s tail—what character is it?” An uncle
bursts into laughter, shouting, “It’ s ‘45’ !” Applause and laughter ripple

through the crowd. That lively warmth carries the true flavor of human connection.

At home, my mother busies herself cooking a pot of glutinous rice balls. The
round dumplings roll in boiling water, releasing a sweet aroma. “Eating tangyuan

»

means reunion, she always says. I love that chewy sweetness, and when the sesame

filling oozes out, it feels like tasting happiness itself.

As night deepens, the lanterns shine brighter. The dragon dance parade begins,
drums echoing through the village. The golden dragon coils and waves among the crowd,
shimmering under the moonlight. Children cheer, elders beam with joy, and the full

moon above watches over it all, soft and serene.

Years later, I still remember those lights. They were more than decorations—they
were threads connecting laughter, nostalgia, and love. No matter where I am, when I
think of my hometown’ s Lantern Festival, a gentle lantern seems to light up in my

heart.
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Under the Qingming Rain: Memories and Traditions of My

Hometown

Every year during Qingming, my hometown is shrouded in a gentle mist. The fine
drizzle falls silently, nurturing everything it touches. People say this rain is made

of longing.

On that day, every family rises early, carrying paper offerings, incense, and
food, walking along muddy paths to the ancestral graves. The hills are dotted with
wildflowers, fresh grass glistens with dew, and the air smells of earth. The family

tomb sits halfway up the mountain, surrounded by pine trees—solemn and peaceful.

My father wipes the dust off the tombstone, my mother arranges the offerings, and
my brother and I burn the paper money. The ashes drift away with the wind, just like
our thoughts for those who have passed. As we bow, my father always reminds us,

” In that moment, T

“Remember them. Everything we have today comes from them.
understood that Qingming is not only about grief—it is a ceremony of remembrance and

inheritance.

After visiting the graves, adults plant willow branches in the fields. The elders

i

say, “Plant willows during Qingming and cherish the spring.” The fresh green

symbolizes life’ s renewal. Children love to fly kites—the bright colors soaring
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into the sky carry our wishes and memories upward.

On the way home at dusk, the village lies under a veil of rain and smoke. The
smell of cooking drifts through the air. My mother makes qgingtuan, soft green rice
cakes with a faint aroma of herbs. “Eating gingtuan means purity and longevity, ”
she says. Sitting together as a family, sharing those warm green cakes, I feel a

quiet, unspoken peace.

Even now, far from home, [ still take walks in the countryside when Qingming
comes. Though the familiar hills and graves are gone, the feeling of reverence and
remembrance remains. Qingming has taught me to cherish those who are still here and
to understand that inheritance lives not only in blood, but also in memory and the

heart.
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