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A long, long time ago, there was a cowherd named Niulang. He lived on a farm and tended

to the fields. Niulang had only one friend—a very old ox—whom he cared for his whole life.
Niulang was a very hard worker. In the mornings, he tilled the soil. In the afternoons, he
planted the seeds. In the evenings, he watered the crops. From sunrise to sunset, he
worked, and worked, and worked.
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One night, he sat beside the old ox as the moon shone on the fields. “Oh, Ox,” he sighed.
“| feel so lonely.” “Moooo,” said the ox, chewing some grass. “Don’t get me wrong,” said the
cowherd. “I'm glad you're my friend. But sometimes | wish | had another human friend.”
“Maybe you can, Niulang,” said the ox suddenly. The cowherd stared at the ox with surprise
in his eyes. “You can talk?!”
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Without answering his question, the ox continued: “Tomorrow night, go to the pond in the
forest next to the farm. When the moon is especially beautiful and bright, the heavenly
maidens come down from the sky to swim and play in the pond’s cool waters. Wait next to
the pond, where the maidens keep their robes. Then, once they come out of the water,
you'll have a chance to meet them.” “ls this true, Ox?” said Niulang. “Will | really be able to
speak to them?” But the ox said nothing and continued chewing the grass.
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The next night, just as the ox told him to do, the cowherd headed over to the pond in the
forest. As he came closer, he could hear the sound of the heavenly maidens’ voices as they
sang and laughed and splashed each other with the water. Their voices, light and lovely,
floated in the air like stars. Niulang found the spot where they kept their towels and sat
down and waited. Even though he couldn’t see them from where he sat, he was enchanted
by their sweet voices.
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A few minutes later, the maidens finished their playing and waded out of the water. As they
approached the bank of the pond, they came face to face with the cowherd.
“AaaaAAAAAL” two of them shrieked. “It's a human!” they quickly grabbed their robes and
flew away into the sky. But the third maiden did not cry out or flee. She was not afraid of
humans; in fact, she was actually quite curious about them. She often watched them from
the heavens, fascinated with their lives on earth.
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“Who are you?” asked the maiden. “My name is Niulang,” said the cowherd. “I heard the
sound of your beautiful singing and | really wanted to meet you. What is your name?”
“Hand me the robes you've been sitting on and I'll tell you,” said the maiden. Embarrassed,
the cowherd gave the maiden back her robes. As she pulled them on, she looked so radiant
against the night stars that the cowherd realized she was no ordinary maiden—she was a
goddess.
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My name is Zhini, weaver girl of the skies. Up in the heavens, | weave delicate, colorful
clouds and tapestries of stars for my mother, the Queen Empress.” “That sounds amazing,”
said Niulang. “You must have a wonderful life up there.” Zhinii sighed. “It’s quite lonely,”
she said. “The queen keeps me in a room where | work every day. Once a month, under the
light of the full moon, | sneak out with my friends to come play in this pond.” “I'm lonely,
too!” said Niulang. | spend my days working the fields from morning until night, with just an
old ox to keep me company. | often wish for a partner to share my life with.” “Oh— " said
Zhinii suddenly. “Me too! | could be your partner. We could be married and live on the
farm together.” “Me?” said Niulang. “You'd want to marry a humble farmer like me?” The
weaver girl smiled then, and said: “I've seen you from the heavens before. You're kind-
hearted, hard-working, and a good soul. | would gladly be your partner here on earth.”
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With that, the cowherd and the weaver girl were married. They passed their days together
happily on earth, with Niulang tending to the farm and Zhinii weaving beautiful pieces with
her loom. Meanwhile, the Queen Empress of the Heavens was very angry. Ever since the
weaver girl did not return from the pond that night, the queen empress had been scouring
the skies in search of her missing daughter.
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One day, one of the heavenly guards approached the queen empress with news. “Your
heavenly majesty,” said the guard, kneeling before her. “We have found your daughter. She
has been living on earth, and she is married to a cowherd.” “On EARTH?!" exclaimed the
queen empress, horrified. “And wedded to a mere human, a simple cowherd at that?!
Unacceptable. Bring her back to me at once!” bellowed the queen.
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That night, as the cowherd and the weaver girl were fast asleep, the heavenly guards flew
down to the farm. One of them snuck inside their house through an open window, and,
before Zhinii could even open her eyes, the guard snatched her up and raced away! “Help,
Niulang, help!” she cried as the queen’s guards flew off with her into the sky. The cowherd,
rushing outside, called after her: “Wait for me, Zhinii, I'm coming to rescue you!” But as she
disappeared farther off into the distance, Niulang was filled with a sense of despair. “How
am | supposed to follow her now,” he asked.
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Suddenly, he heard the ox behind him. “Hurry, Niulang, hop on my back,” said the ox. “['ll
fly you up to the heavens so you can bring back Zhinii.” And with that, they flew off
towards the stars. The guards were fast, but the ox was even faster, and soon, Niulang and
the ox had nearly caught up with the weaver girl. “Niulang!” she called, and stretched her
hand out towards him. Niulang, too, stretched as far as he could.
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Almost, aaalmost—said Niulang. “l don'’t think so!” the Queen Empress thundered. In one
swift motion, the Queen Empress plucked a golden hairpin from her hair and used it to
draw a silver line in the air. From the gash, a celestial river spilled forth into the sky,
separating the cowherd and the weaver girl on opposite sides. This silver river is known
today as the Milky Way galaxy, which is made up of billions of shining stars.

‘BE—R, Bii—%, "FEREE. WAKRNLZIL! "ERIRIRAEMRE. KA
8], EEHRIRIK TR LEMNEE, S5 xdng, 2B —FEER
XA, B RUBERF. XFBREAVAMBIANTSRERNEFEAR, H
TFEHMARHEEH M

Unable to cross the Milky Way, Niulang and Zhinii wept bitter tears on either side of it. But
their gesture of love moved a flock of magpies, brilliant birds, who were deeply touched by
the fate of the tragic couple. All of a sudden, thousands of magpies flew up into the sky.
They formed a bridge over the river of stars, allowing the cowherd and the weaver girl to
reunite in the middle. Niulang and Zhinii embraced each other tightly.
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Seeing the lovers’ joyful reunion, even the Queen Empress’ hard, cold heart softened—but
only a little bit. “My daughter must stay with me in the heavens and weave my beautiful silk
brocades,” she began. “But once a year on the seventh day of the seventh lunar month, |
will allow you to reunite with your love on a bridge of magpies.” Today, we celebrate the
Qixi Festival on the seventh day of the seventh lunar month with weaving competitions and
special meals. We tell the legend of Niulang and Zhinii and celebrate their love.

BRMIMNRFNEAR, EEETHREPMLENOHBRUATR - ERE—R
Ro ‘BRI LBTREFERE, ARRAEWAVRR, HRRE,
AIEE—R, KHELtALH, BRAFFRNNESTH LB, "KEtAtEMZE
BRI, XRIELE, AMEDRBFZLFE, 2530 RY. ]
HFEBMAR LN SE, LIMNEFNER.



