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Homesickness and Innovation in Festivals: Cultural

Inheritance Through Spring Festival Customs

Every Spring Festival, I can’ t help but recall the warmth and liveliness of my
childhood. Back then, the New Year in my hometown was the grandest event of the year.
Streets were filled with red lanterns and decorations, every household pasted
couplets, and the air was full of the smell of dumplings and cured meat. That deep
sense of ritual made me feel that no matter how far I wandered, my heart belonged to
that land.

Yet in recent years, the customs have changed. The sound of firecrackers has been
replaced by government bans for safety and environmental reasons, and handwritten

couplets are now often replaced by printed ones. Children prefer grabbing digital red
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envelopes on their phones rather than kneeling to greet their elders in person. The
traditional atmosphere seems diluted, but new forms of celebration are quietly

emerging.

Last year, I saw my village committee organize an “online New Year customs
exhibition.” Young people filmed families making dumplings, writing couplets, and
offering ancestral worship. The elders told the stories behind the traditions. In
that moment, I realized tradition hadn’ t vanished—it was being documented and
renewed in modern ways. It’ s no longer about repeating the old, but giving it new

life in a different era.

I once asked my grandmother how she viewed today’ s Spring Festival. She smiled
and said, “In the past, we were poor and sought liveliness. Now we seek reunion. As
long as the family gathers for the New Year’ s dinner, the spirit of the festival is

”  Her words struck me deeply. Tradition lies not in form but in emotion. The

alive.
core of the Spring Festival has always been family; its forms may evolve, but its

meaning never fades.

Through the evolution of New Year customs, I see the interaction between
tradition and modernity. Young people use short videos and social media to record
customs—this is innovation. The elders continue to paste couplets and make rice
cakes—this is preservation. They are not opposites but partners. Tradition needs new
expressions, and modernity needs cultural roots. It is through this blend that local

culture continues to thrive.

For me, the Spring Festival in my hometown is a vivid lesson on cultural
inheritance. It shows that preserving culture is not about resisting change, but
about adapting the spirit of tradition to new times. As long as we continue to value

reunion, gratitude, and blessings, the flame of culture will never die.
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