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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

love that noise—it proclaims the arrival of the New Year and awakens joy in
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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.

www. vv99. net



