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The Pilgrimage in a Bowl of Noodles: Forty-Five Minutes

Waiting for Mom

Xiao Yu, a fourth grader, had just turned the last page of Journey to the West.
That evening, Mom had a meeting at work and would be home half an hour late. Staring
at the dried noodles in the kitchen, Xiao Yu suddenly remembered that the pilgrims
had walked fourteen years to fetch the true scriptures — so she decided to undertake
her own pilgrimage: cook a bowl of noodles for Mom and wait for her to come home and

eat.

She broke it into three steps and wrote them on the back of her homework
notebook: step one, boil the water; step two, put in the noodles; step three, time it
for three minutes. At 6:20 she switched on the induction cooker. Before the water
boiled, she ran back to her room to read the Lion Camel Ridge chapter again — the
Yin—-Yang Gourd in the book was so frightening that she got absorbed. By the time the
boiling water called her back to the kitchen, the noodles had been cooking who knows
how long: the soup went cloudy, the noodles clumped into one mass, and lifted out of

the pot they stuck together like a rope.

Xiao Yu froze for a few seconds and nearly cried. The book says Sun Wukong came

back from begging for food to find his master carried off by a demon, and he didn’t
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cry either. She dumped the clumped noodles and set fresh water to boil. This time she
stayed put, dragged a stool to the kitchen doorway, sat down, watched the pot, and
counted in her head. When she reached one hundred and eighty, she turned off the
heat, lifted the noodles into a bowl, and poured over them the soy sauce and a

spoonful of lard Mom usually uses.

At 7:30 the door sounded. Mom came in worn out, saw the bowl on the table, and
froze. She didn’ t ask how the noodles had been made; she sat down and ate. Overcooked
noodles turn sticky, but Mom ate them strand by strand and drank even the soup.
Setting down the bowl, her eyes a little red, she said: ’These are the most delicious

noodles Mom has ever eaten.’

Xiao Yu later wrote in a composition: the hardest part of the pilgrimage isn t
fighting demons — it’s boiling a second pot of water after the first one clumps, and
never letting the fire go out. Mom taped that composition to the fridge, and it

stayed there the whole semester.
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