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The Ultimate Chicken Batter Recipe   Rick, a timid boy with no professional knowledge about making chicken batter stared at  a machine, bewildered what did the numbers meant. His mother owned a failing  chicken - batter company because there were not many  sales every day. The expenses  were rising because of inflation rates and nothing could be done but that was the past.  The past is always terrible but the future is brighter. I am going to share a story about a  boy named Rick and how he went from zero to he ro.   Clink! Swish! The doors to a chicken batter lab opened while the clinking of metal and  rock salt rang in his ears. The pungent smell of lemons and salt hung in the air, clashing  with the aroma of chicken and flour. Employee members were drinking gallons of   water,  trying to flush out the taste of the batter. In simple words, it was a catastrophe. As Rick  walked in, disgusted, something caught his eye. It was a poster that was advertising a  competition for any company that sells chicken batter. The smooth tex ture of the finely  printed paper contrasted with the jagged edges of the floor. This was where Rick’s  journey had begun.   “To calculate the moisture level, you have to do T times by square root G,” explained  Rick’s instructor. Rick scribbled furiously in his notebook, determined to help his  mother’s company. “The juice factor has to be between 3 and 4 while the crunch factor  has to be between 1 and 7,” Rick knew this was his destiny and he had to complete the  journey. After months of knowledge and practice, Rick saw the AI puny compared to his  knowledge compared to how confused he was at the start. The employee’s shirts  change d from ragged and dusty to clen, smooth uniforms. The company was growing  and   it   was getting viral   but  the big day was nearing.   A s  Rick  motivate d his  ‘ colleagues ’   he himself could fe el th eir worry b ut suddenly ,  somebody  shout ed   “ Boss! I have im portant  news! One of our  workers  has   discovered  the perfect batch! It   qualified for   the  first stage international chicken batch  competition! ”   Ri ck knew this was good  news   because they   now have  a chance to win  the mega prize. The  next day was the final day. It was  an   excellent day.  No clouds  or   wind. The  perfe ct  temperature as well. This  was a n opportunity for them to win   a nd  Rick ’ s team handed in their well - prepared  dish.  The first number   was 9. The second 9.  The  third 10 .  But one problem  remained,   w hich was   th at they were tied   with t he  company’s   ultimate rival.   Then ,   one of the judges  made   a resolution.   The two  companies  could combine and get the whole payment with no problem!  R ick ’ s mother  and the manager of the  rivaling company shook hands   and  the deal   was a deal, the two  got the whole payment and an ext ra life lesson :  the m ore the merrier.  They also got  a nother bonus payment which was something called fr iendship.  
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The Ultimate Chicken Batter Recipe

Rick, a timid boy with no professional knowledge about making chicken batter stared at a machine, bewildered what did the numbers meant. His mother owned a failing chicken-batter company because there were not many sales every day. The expenses were rising because of inflation rates and nothing could be done but that was the past. The past is always terrible but the future is brighter. I am going to share a story about a boy named Rick and how he went from zero to hero.

Clink! Swish! The doors to a chicken batter lab opened while the clinking of metal and rock salt rang in his ears. The pungent smell of lemons and salt hung in the air, clashing with the aroma of chicken and flour. Employee members were drinking gallons of water, trying to flush out the taste of the batter. In simple words, it was a catastrophe. As Rick walked in, disgusted, something caught his eye. It was a poster that was advertising a competition for any company that sells chicken batter. The smooth texture of the finely printed paper contrasted with the jagged edges of the floor. This was where Rick’s journey had begun.

“To calculate the moisture level, you have to do T times by square root G,” explained Rick’s instructor. Rick scribbled furiously in his notebook, determined to help his mother’s company. “The juice factor has to be between 3 and 4 while the crunch factor has to be between 1 and 7,” Rick knew this was his destiny and he had to complete the journey. After months of knowledge and practice, Rick saw the AI puny compared to his knowledge compared to how confused he was at the start. The employee’s shirts changed from ragged and dusty to clen, smooth uniforms. The company was growing and it was getting viral but the big day was nearing.

As Rick motivated his ‘colleagues’ he himself could feel their worry but suddenly, somebody shouted “Boss! I have important news! One of our workers has discovered the perfect batch! It qualified for the first stage international chicken batch competition!” Rick knew this was good news because they now have a chance to win the mega prize. The next day was the final day. It was an excellent day. No clouds or wind. The perfect temperature as well. This was an opportunity for them to win and Rick’s team handed in their well-prepared dish. The first number was 9. The second 9. The third 10. But one problem remained, which was that they were tied with the company’s ultimate rival. Then, one of the judges made a resolution. The two companies could combine and get the whole payment with no problem! Rick’s mother and the manager of the rivaling company shook hands and the deal was a deal, the two got the whole payment and an extra life lesson: the more the merrier. They also got another bonus payment which was something called friendship.


