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The True Scripture Inside a Noodle Shop: Xiao Yu's
Second Attempt

After her first attempt, Xiao Yu was sure she had cracked the code. On the second
Saturday she copied those three steps onto a sticky note, taped it by the fridge
door, and added a fourth step of her own: crack in an egg. Full of confidence she
boiled the water, dropped the noodles, started the timer — and forgot one thing: the
salt went in by feel. Mom took a bite, said nothing, and just added half a bowl of
plain water. The noodles were bitterly salty, and the egg fell apart into wisps

floating through the pot.

Worse, while 1ifting the noodles her knuckle brushed the rim of the pot and got a
white burn mark. This time Xiao Yu really cried, sitting in the kitchen doorway:
"Fetching scriptures is too hard. I quit.’ Mom didn’t argue a word. She took her
hand, walked downstairs, and led her to the noodle shop at the end of the alley that

had been open for thirty years.

The owner, a portly uncle the family called Old Li, ran a single big pot all by
himself. Mom asked: ’0ld Li, how many bowls do you cook a day? He didn’t look up:
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“About two hundred. Thirty years now.’ Xiao Yu counted on her fingers beside her: two
hundred a day, over seventy thousand a year, thirty years — more than two million
bowls. She stopped crying just like that and stared at the pot: 0ld Li lifted the
noodles, shook off the water, added the topping — every move so fast it looked

thoughtless, yet every bowl came out steady.

On the way home Xiao Yu understood one thing: the scriptures the book says took
fourteen years to fetch could also be found in that pot at the end of the alley. The
true scripture isn’t necessarily on Vulture Peak - doing the same one thing two
million times is itself the scripture. The burn on her knuckle took two weeks to

fade, and during those two weeks she went into the kitchen every single Saturday.

On the third Saturday she carried out a bowl and asked Mom to taste it. Mom took
a bite and asked: ’This one is just right. How did you do it?" Xiao Yu said: ’Measure
the salt with the small spoon, keep your eyes on the pot, keep your hands away from

the rim.” She said it perfectly calmly, like 0ld Li shaking out his strainer.
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