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Memories of Little New Year in My Hometown

In my hometown, the twenty—third day of the twelfth lunar month, the Little New
Year, is always filled with a strong festive atmosphere. At this time of year, the
streets are filled with sweet scents, and every household is busy preparing for the
festival. Returning home, I always feel a special warmth, the familial atmosphere
brought by the Little New Year. A few days before the festival, my mother takes my
younger brother and me to the market to buy festive goods, especially various kitchen

candies and couplets. We laugh and bargain, creating a lively scene.

Once back home, the cleaning and couplet—hanging begins. My father moves
furniture and cleans dust, while my mother and I tidy rooms and put up couplets.
Every time we stick the red couplets on the door, it feels like adding a layer of joy
and blessings to the house. My brother likes to secretly sprinkle some confetti in
the corners, making the home look even livelier. The process is tiring but joyful, as

everyone contributes to the family reunion.

On the day of the Little New Year, we have a special ritual—worshiping the
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Kitchen God. My father sets up incense and kitchen candy in the kitchen, praying for
peace and prosperity in the coming year. We children gather around, curious about his
actions, and imitate some simple blessings. After enjoying the candy, we sit together
sharing past memories and plans for the new year, laughter filling the house and

immersing it in warmth and happiness.

The evening reunion dinner, though simple, warms the heart. My mother cooks our
favorite home—cooked dishes, and my father tells stories of Little New Years from his
childhood. Listening to the stories and tasting the food, we feel the affection of
family and the richness of tradition. In the days after the festival, these memories
often replay in my mind, deepening my understanding of hometown traditions and family

reunion.

The Little New Year is not only a farewell to the past year but also an
expression of family warmth and cultural heritage. Every celebration allows me to
feel the power of family and realize that traditions are not just rituals—they are a
way to connect hearts and carry culture forward. These small everyday moments will

become the most treasured memories in my life.
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