
The scent of sweet osmanthus drifted through the cooling evening air, a fragrant announcement 
that the eighth month's fifteenth day had arrived. In the small, stone-paved courtyard behind 
their city apartment, eight-year-old Lin Mei watched her grandmother, Ah-Ma, with wide, curious 
eyes. 

Ah-Ma moved with a quiet grace, her hands, though wrinkled with age, steady as she arranged 
the offerings on the small, red-lacquered table. There were pyramids of pomelos and 
persimmons, their roundness echoing the perfect circle of the moon that was beginning to climb 
the twilight sky. In the center sat the mooncakes, intricately pressed with images of blossoms 
and spirals, their golden-brown crusts promising a sweet filling of lotus seed paste and the rich, 
salty surprise of a duck egg yolk. 

"Why must we give the moon our best cakes, Ah-Ma?" Mei asked, her fingers tracing the 
cellophane wrapper of a lantern shaped like a fluffy white rabbit. 

Ah-Ma smiled, a gentle crinkling around her eyes. "We are not giving them to the moon, little 
one. We are sharing them with the moon. It is a night for togetherness, and the moon is the host 
of the grandest reunion party in the sky." 

Mei's father came out onto the balcony, carrying a steaming pot of jasmine tea. He helped Mei 
light the candle inside her rabbit lantern, and its paper skin glowed with a warm, gentle light. All 
around them, on other balconies and in distant windows, more lanterns began to appear, 
bobbing like soft, colorful stars drawn down to earth. 

As the moon rose higher, it cast a silvery glow over the city, silencing the usual hum of traffic 
and turning the familiar world into something magical. It was a perfect, luminous pearl against a 
backdrop of deep indigo velvet. 

"There," Ah-Ma whispered, pointing a slender finger towards the sky. "Do you see her?" 

Mei squinted. "See who?" 

"Chang'e," her grandmother said, her voice taking on the hushed, lyrical tone of a storyteller. 
"Long ago, the earth was scorched by ten suns. A great archer named Hou Yi shot nine of them 
from the sky, saving all of humanity. As a reward, he was given an elixir of immortality." 

Mei leaned against her grandmother's side, captivated. 

"But Hou Yi loved his wife, Chang'e, more than the idea of eternal life," Ah-Ma continued. "He 
did not drink the elixir, instead asking her to keep it safe. But a wicked man tried to steal it. To 
protect it, Chang'e had no choice but to drink it herself. Her body became light as a feather, and 
she began to float up, and up, and up, all the way to the moon." 

Mei's eyes were fixed on the bright orb. She imagined a beautiful lady in flowing robes, drifting 
through a silent, starry sky. 



"Her husband was heartbroken," Ah-Ma said softly. "He would set out a table with her favorite 
cakes and fruits each year on this night, when the moon was at its fullest and brightest, hoping 
to catch a glimpse of her. And so, we do the same. We look at the same moon she looks at, and 
we remember those we love who are far away." 

Her father sliced the largest mooncake into three perfect wedges. "One for each of us," he said, 
handing a piece to Mei. "A family should be like a mooncake. Round and complete, with nothing 
missing." 

Mei took a bite. The lotus paste was sweet and smooth, and the salty yolk was a burst of flavor, 
just as Ah-Ma had promised. She looked from her grandmother's serene face to her father's 
kind smile, then back up at the radiant moon. She thought she could almost see the shadow of 
the Jade Rabbit, Chang'e's loyal companion, pounding the elixir of life under a cinnamon tree. 

In that moment, under the silver gaze of the Mid-Autumn moon, Mei understood. The festival 
wasn't just about lanterns and legends. It was about the comforting circle of family, a love as 
constant and as bright as the moon itself, connecting them all, no matter where they were, 
under the same beautiful sky. 

 


