
 Happy New Year!  I spent another year in Japan, ringing the bell at the local 
temple and drinking amazake around a big bonfire with my brother ’s old host family in 
Aichi prefecture.  It’s my fourth year in Japan and it is starting to become more of a 
tradition for me than what I used to do at home.  You might be surprised to know that 
there are not as many big New Year ’s traditions at home in America as there are in 
Japan.  
 The biggest event on New Year ’s Eve is the dropping of “the ball” in Times 
Square in New York City.  Many people go to New York to party in the streets and wait 
for the ball to drop, but most people just watch it on TV at home.  “The ball” is a big 
sphere made of crystal and special lights, and at 11:59 on New Year ’s Eve, it starts it’s 
one minute descent.  When it reaches the bottom (of what, I’m not really sure) it lights 
up and everyone starts to celebrate.  When I explain it like this, I’m not so sure why it 
is so popular or how it became such a well-known tradition.  But for better or for worse, 
it is a tradition in the United States that is so well known that if you say anything about 
the “ball drop,” everyone knows you’re talking about the festivities in Times Square. 
 Aside from watching the ball drop on television with my family, we have no 
special traditions in my family.  We are usually tired from lots of Christmas 
celebrations and like to enjoy New Year ’s Eve and New Year ’s Day just relaxing at home.  
As my brother and I got older, we sometimes enjoyed a glass of champagne on New 
Year ’s Eve, but it was otherwise unremarkable.  In the end, the night that I spent 
sitting around with family friends in Aichi and watching the Kouhaku special on TV 
reminded me of the New Year ’s Eves that I often spent at home with my parents.  
 The longer I have been in Japan, the less I notice the differences between the 
traditions here and the ones I knew at home.  I used to only notice osechi ryori and 
other things that seemed so new and foreign to me.  But now that these things are not 
new and foreign anymore, I realized that they are not much different than whatever we 
ate at home.  Of course the ingredients are different but overall feeling of the holiday is 
often the same.  Here in Japan, I spent the holiday with my Japanese host family, 
playing with the kids, eating homemade food and enjoying a relaxing night together.  If 
I was at home with my parents, I almost certainly would have done the same thing.   


