“You know there is one place that all the people with the greatest potenital are gathered. One
place, and that is the grave yard. People ask me all the time. What kind of story do you want to tell
Viola? And | say exsume those bodies. Exsume those stories. The stories of the people who dream,
big, and never saw those dreams took to furition. People who fell inlove and lost. | became an
artist and thank God | did. | amglad | did. Because we are the only profession who know what it is
to live alife. And hereisto August WIson who exsumed and exalted the oridinary people.”

Viola Davis, accepting her oscar for the best actress in the supporting rolein 2017

B W Tomb Sweeping Qingming Festival
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BE wHEF translate by : Huang Xin (Z87)
9 A 3 B Qingming in rain
YR I A Qingming in tears
YE T8 7 BA Qingming in rain and tears
T g 135 B Qingming with broken hearts
A2 = Bk Grass around the tomb of my Father
N—EHG Turns green for another year
FRR JHKE KB The candles ran out, though never did the tears
3 AU 4R R Spiritual money made in pain of memory
PR R BE R T 2 B 2K 1 Burned into ashes traveling through time
L Oh my Father
1B B4 R ARk If only you could, in the other world,
PREEW R LT B4R B Receive the devout sacrifice offering from your son
BRSNS N IR AR AR (T And sense the visceral pain from your loved ones
gRUR IR EETERTE The drizzling rain paints a silver screen

That projects the torrential tears

BRI sl EEVE A2 A And prints the Qingming postcards every year
A B — At R iE Which are sent to the other world
BE 501k 295 BE T vk s The cycle of life goes on and on

H T A0 35 OV X HE B But my Father buried in this tomb is never gone

. : ) . On the Qingming in rain and tears
1| EE‘ i;l;i E‘\WEEE %ﬁ‘%a‘\l‘i“ﬂ . . .
7Y H RO CkE On the Qingming with broken hearts

Bl =AM AR R & IKTE I pour three cups of rice wine

WK IR My Father’s favorite, strong or light
fEKAERIETE To accompany the swirling petals’ tears
EFATRIR Let’s drink with each other

#ARE X SE To warm away the chill in your body
IR RSB And drain the pain in my heart

78 B B R ERT AE TR B R The Qingming wind carries the bitter rain
T 7K TG 7K 7 Y B And the endless memory forever ingrained

%%%% %%’: cecesecsanns Rain, rain, rain



