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The Affection of My Hometown Through the Four Seasons

In my memory, my hometown is like a thick book, with every page filled with human
warmth and customs. Through the changing seasons, each time of year brings its own
liveliness and affection. Those traditions that repeat year after year have already
blended into our blood.

Spring is the liveliest season in my hometown. Around the Lunar New Year, every
household puts up red couplets and lanterns. On New Year’ s Eve, my grandmother sets
up a table to honor our ancestors. The rising incense fills the air with solemnity.
The elders remind us to always remember our roots, and in that moment, I always feel
a warmth that transcends time. During the reunion dinner, dishes like rice cakes,
braised fish, and cured meat fill the table. Firecrackers outside light up the whole

village, igniting our hopes for the new year.
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Summer brings the Dragon Boat Festival. The river is decorated with colorful
flags, and the sound of drums shakes the air. Men row with all their strength while
women and children cheer from the shore. The smell of zongzi and salted duck eggs
drifts around. I remember my mother tying five—colored threads around my wrist to
protect me from evil. Though the thread has long faded, the love behind it never
will.

Autumn in my hometown is peaceful yet joyful. During the Mid-Autumn Festival, the
entire village gathers to admire the moon. Children play with lanterns while adults
share mooncakes and talk about the harvest. The local mooncakes are special—made
from sweet potato flour and sesame filling, fragrant and not too sweet. That night,

under the moonlight, everyone’ s faces glow with a gentle light of longing.

Winter carries the most rituals. In the last month of the lunar year, families
make cured meats and sausages, and smoke fills the alleyways, creating the warmest
scenery of winter. On the eve of New Year’ s Eve, the villagers hold a “farewell to
the old year” ceremony, drumming and singing as they send away bad luck. That night,

with snow falling, my hometown feels peaceful and blessed.

The seasons change, but the customs remain. Every festival is a return of the
heart. Though I have lived away for years, every sound of firecrackers, every lantern
light, and every burst of laughter still brings that familiar land back vividly to my

mind—it carries all my warmth and longing.
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The Taste of the New Year in the Glow of Lanterns

Every year when the twelfth lunar month arrives, the air in my hometown fills
with a sweet scent—the smell of steamed glutinous rice and the fragrance of the New
Year. Everyone is busy: men trim the bamboo at their doors, women hang cured meats to
dry, and children chase each other under the winter sun. The whole village is wrapped

in red joy.

Days before New Year’ s Eve, every family starts pasting Spring Festival
couplets. My grandfather, always the most traditional, writes them himself: “Spring
returns to the earth, blessings fill the world.” The heavy black ink on the red
paper seems to paint winter into spring. When night falls, lanterns light up one by
one at the village entrance, glowing warmly against the snow. At that moment, I

always feel that no place is warmer than home.

On New Year’ s Eve morning, my mother prepares offerings for our ancestors. She
sets boiled chicken, fish, and tofu on the table and lights three sticks of incense.
As the smoke curls upward, my father leads us in kneeling and reciting the

)

ancestors’ names. It’ s then I understand the meaning of “roots.” Our celebration

is not only for the new year but to keep the family’ s memory alive.

At night, the whole family gathers for the reunion dinner. The table is filled
with dishes—white—-cut chicken, steamed fish, glutinous rice balls, and braised
meatballs symbolizing unity. The Spring Festival Gala plays on TV, and firecrackers

burst outside. My grandfather raises his glass and says, “Another year of reunion.

Those words warm my heart.

On the morning of the first day of the new year, bamboo poles with firecrackers
stand before every door. As the first crackle echoes, the whole village awakens.
Children dressed in new clothes go door to door wishing happy new year, receiving red
envelopes from smiling elders. By afternoon, the square hosts a dragon and lion
dance, drums shaking the air, people cheering and clapping. It’ s not just

celebration—it’ s joy of the soul.
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Now that I live far from home, every Spring Festival I think of those smiling
faces under lantern light. That’ s the direction of home, the flavor of the New Year.

No matter where I go, my love and longing for my hometown will never fade.
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Homesickness Under the Moonlight

Every Mid-Autumn Festival, my thoughts drift back to that small village bathed in
moonlight. My hometown’ s festival isn’ t noisy like the city’ s—it’ s quietly
lively, filled with warmth hidden in laughter and lights.

From morning, every household is busy. My mother kneads dough to make mooncakes,
and the scent of sesame and brown sugar fills the kitchen. We children crowd around
the stove, eager to taste the freshly baked cakes. Their sweetness seems to bloom
right on the tongue. My father hangs red lanterns in the yard, their glow appearing

even before dusk.

www. vv99. net



By evening, the moon rises slowly, bright as if washed by clear water. The whole
village sits outdoors to admire it. Adults sip tea and chat, while children run with
paper lanterns. The elders say, “The Mid-Autumn moon is the roundest of the year.”

I look up and see my mother’ s gentle smile reflected in that perfect circle.

” Families

In my hometown, there’ s a special custom called “sending mooncakes.
exchange their homemade mooncakes with neighbors—each gives and receives one. Though
the cakes differ, the affection is the same. It’ s the simplest yet warmest way of

»

saying “we care.” By late night, the river reflects the glowing moon, as if smiling

down on us.

Years later, I left home to study and work, missing many Mid—Autumns. At night, I
often look up at the same moon from my balcony. No city light can outshine that

tender longing. I know my parents, miles away, are watching it too.

Some say the Mid-Autumn Festival is about reunion, but to me, it’ s a journey of
the heart. Wherever I am, when I see that moon, I feel as though I’ m back in our
courtyard again—smelling mooncakes, hearing my parents’ laughter, and feeling the

peace of home.
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