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Under the Qingming Rain: Memories and Traditions of My

Hometown

Every year during Qingming, my hometown is shrouded in a gentle mist. The fine
drizzle falls silently, nurturing everything it touches. People say this rain is made

of longing.

On that day, every family rises early, carrying paper offerings, incense, and
food, walking along muddy paths to the ancestral graves. The hills are dotted with
wildflowers, fresh grass glistens with dew, and the air smells of earth. The family

tomb sits halfway up the mountain, surrounded by pine trees—solemn and peaceful.

My father wipes the dust off the tombstone, my mother arranges the offerings, and
my brother and I burn the paper money. The ashes drift away with the wind, just like
our thoughts for those who have passed. As we bow, my father always reminds us,

” TIn that moment, I

“Remember them. Everything we have today comes from them.
understood that Qingming is not only about grief—it is a ceremony of remembrance and

inheritance.
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After visiting the graves, adults plant willow branches in the fields. The elders

i

say, “Plant willows during Qingming and cherish the spring.” The fresh green
symbolizes life’ s renewal. Children love to fly kites—the bright colors soaring

into the sky carry our wishes and memories upward.

On the way home at dusk, the village lies under a veil of rain and smoke. The
smell of cooking drifts through the air. My mother makes qgingtuan, soft green rice
cakes with a faint aroma of herbs. “Eating gingtuan means purity and longevity, ”
she says. Sitting together as a family, sharing those warm green cakes, I feel a

quiet, unspoken peace.

Even now, far from home, [ still take walks in the countryside when Qingming
comes. Though the familiar hills and graves are gone, the feeling of reverence and
remembrance remains. Qingming has taught me to cherish those who are still here and
to understand that inheritance lives not only in blood, but also in memory and the

heart.
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