NI EESR: #FTORK=2E

NEITAEARAER T EAF 2] DBEVRAN . SRR ARIT il X sy, R0 2 2 i AR
HHEAM A, eGR4 BRI E, el B NG, EWIPE,
MR R AL .

B, WRRIAE AL, MR SN, MO R S, IR, RO
STERT R . MRS T AL, AHORIORPE BT P4, IRk GRS — R,
()

9 MR T, SPAEMIAAS) . ATl AR SR s o ) VAR EEAT AR,
) UL, LU R R N, 0T A 1B BRI E S T T, &
e N RE L, IR T o B RRI, AT R AR B, BB T

B R FAFTHEWIT . T B ER ORI =Dk 28, I KT = R,
ORI AFMG T B 2 5 0, REMD RO B i, eIt AL RiUta, s
THET: H=0, A, Vot RV, BXUAE K. ZRMIEUL, BERAZ 3
DIIRAR, R IRE AL D,

=K, NS =B T, HED IR, DR, $TE. UK, B T B
Fo AP G, RWrEKRE, AJT T RN, PR AR LB, IR
Mg LG ok, Seal T/ Ay, S e 7 5L, JERBSEAES | 2) TR 51T H . kR,
2L R, RN EAE, WA T .

NI BE VR B T, B T A RRIT (UG O, PR AN R, U
PR, B H AR IRIE . RO, thEEE.

The Little Chef and the Magic Pot: Three Steps to Calm

Down

The little chef got a magic pot at the Forest Market. The old pot maker who sold
it said: this pot reads your mind. If you quietly picture what you want to cook, it
cooks exactly that; if your mind is a jumble, it cooks a jumble. The little chef
didn’ t believe it. He hugged the pot home and that very night set out to make tomato
egg—drop soup.

The first time, the pot had barely touched the stove when he ran off to watch TV.
His mind was on the cartoon, his eyes on the screen, with only half his attention
left in the kitchen. The magic pot read his mind and produced a black lump that
smelled like burnt tires. For the first failure, he blamed the pot for being broken.

The second time, he did better and stood by the stove without moving. But his

head was stuffed with too many things: homework due tomorrow, a board game he wanted
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to win, and impatience because the soup cooked too slowly—he lifted the 1id to peek
seven or eight times. He watched the water boil away, and before the egg even went
in, the bottom scorched again. For the second failure, he set the pot on the floor

and swore he’ d never use it.

The next day he went to ask the old pot maker. The old man taught him a three-
step method for calming down. Step one: take three deep breaths before lighting the
fire, and chase everything else out of your head. Step two: line up the steps in your
mind first—what to cut, what to add, and in what order—and only start when the
order is clear. Step three: do one thing at a time. When you cut, just cut; when you
watch the flame, just watch the flame. The magic pot isn’t mind-reading sorcery, the

old man said. What it reads is whether you are focused.

The third time, the little chef followed the three steps. Deep breaths, steps
lined up: cut the tomato, beat the egg, boil the water—each moment doing only the
thing in his hands. He stopped lifting the 1lid to peek and just listened to the
water. When it boiled, in went the tomato, then the egg poured in a slow circle.
Minutes later, a fragrance slipped out through the gap of the 1id, caught the puppy s
nose first, then drifted into the yard and drew the neighbors to the kitchen door.

The soup came out red with tomato and gold with egg, and it tasted wonderful.

The little chef wiped the magic pot clean and finally understood the old pot
maker: a restless mind burns even the best pot; calm down, do one thing at a time,
and good flavor comes from the pot by itself. Work needs patience, and it needs

focus.
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