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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
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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.

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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