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Bei Bei
I m

A self-proclaimed "Hutong Food Detective". Her superpower? Sniffing out
freshly cooked delicacies from three blocks away! Always seen holding Dou
Dou's leash, she follows the tantalizing aromas wafting through the alleys
to discover the next mouthwatering time-honored eatery.
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Bei Bei's ultimate partner-in-crime, a "Flavor Navigator" who never loses the
scent. His tail is @ "Mood Vane": sniffing something delicious — spins like a
helicopter, tasting something yummy — wags with pure joy.
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The early morning in Beijing revealed a world blanketed in white
outside the window. Bei Bei and Dou Dou studied the Hutong food map

with growing excitement. "Let's go, time to explore!" "Woof! Woof!"
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This is the famous Dashilanr! At over 600 years old, this street is like a living fossil in
the heart of Beijing.

Back in the Ming Dynasty, the government built huge gates here for security—and
that's how the name "Dashilanr" (Big Gates) came to be! During the Qing Dynasty,
this place was incredibly lively—opera houses echoed with gongs and drums, silk
shops were filled with exquisite fabrics, herbal medicine stores wafted soothing
scents, and tea shops offered the fragrance of jasmine. Old Beijingers used to say,
"Hats from Majuyuan, shoes from Neiliansheng, clothes from Badaxiang, money
from Sidheng"—all referring to the legendary shops right here in Dashilanr!

Walking along this street today, you can still smell the traces of time: the aroma of

Quanjude's roast duck mingles with the tea fragrance from Zhang Yiyuan; the sheen d )
of Ruifuxiang's silk reflects in the ancient plaque of Tongrentang Pharmacy. Freshly ﬂ ) )
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A uniquely sour and tangy aroma drifted through the

air. Following this intriguing smell, our adventurers
arrived at their very first stop: Yinsan Douzhi!

—this is how Beijing wakes up.
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Yin San Douzhi is one of Beijing's most legendary local eateries. It first opened its doors in 1997,
founded by Yin Xin'an, a true Beijinger nicknamed "Third Brother" in his family. Though the
shop started simply to make ends meet, it soon became an unexpected bridge connecting
generations of old Beijingers through its authentic, traditional flavor.
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"This fermented mung bean drink is over 600 years old!" a friendly

voice explained. "

It started as leftover broth from making vermicelli noodles. Old Beijingers
just can't get enough of it! The key is to eat it with the pickles and the crispy

jiaoquan. Take a bite of the vegetables, a crunch of the ring, then a sip of the

douzhi'er — that's the authentic way!"Bei Bei took a cautious sip. "Hmm... it's sour,"

she said, pausing thoughtfully, "but the more I drink it, the more I like its unique flavor!"

Bei Bei first placed a pinch of spicy pickles in her mouth, then took a small bite of jiaoquan. While the
rich aroma of the fried ring still lingered on her tongue, she lifted the bowl and slurped a sip of
douzhir—and something magical happened! The spiciness of the pickles, the crispiness of the jiaoquan,
and the sour fragrance of the douzhir threw a lively party in her mouth, blending in the end into an

indescribably mellow flavor.

Bei Bei peered curiously at a bowl of greyish-green douzhi'er,
accompanied by a small dish of spicy pickled vegetables and golden,
ring-shaped jiaoquan.Fine wisps of steam still rose from the rim of
the ceramic bowl, like a warm breath on a winter day.
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Founded in 1895, a time—honored taste
passed down through generations.

By noon, Bei Bei and Dou Dou arrived at

Daoxiangcun, the kingdom of pastries and a
time-honored brand over a century old! "The
Rose Petal Pastries here look like blooming
flowers," Bei Bei explained. "Even the famous
writer Lu Xun was a loyal fan!"
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The aroma of Daoxiangcun can travel through time.

In the autumn of 1895, when the sweet scent of the first batch
of date paste pastries wafted out from Qianmen Dashilanr, it
was destined that this southern-style pastry shop would take
root in northern soil for a hundred years. Though founded by a
master from Jinling, it captured Beijing's four seasons in its
pastries. Each pastry is like a wordless letter home, telling
every wanderer: this is the taste of Beijing.

What's even more special is that Daoxiangcun’s master bakers
still uphold the tradition of “seasonal pastries”: spring pancakes
for the Beginning of Spring, green dumplings for Qingming
Festival, and poria cakes prepared for the Start of Autumn. It is
said this custom was passed down from the imperial palace,
allowing ordinary people to taste the poetry of the changing

seasons on their tongues.
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Hidden within Daoxiangcun's date paste pastries is a sweet secret kissed by three
* hundred days of sunlight.
Each Cangzhou golden-thread date is sun-dried on bamboo trays for a hundred autumn
days until its skin gleams like deep red velvet. After removing the pits, the date flesh is

layered with rock sugar in large ceramic jars—like sweet whispers preserved for three full

months—until the fruit absorbs the sugar and transforms into dark amber date paste.
Regulars know that an authentic date pastry must meet the “three non-sticks”: it
shouldn't stick to your teeth, your fingers, or your heart—the last meaning that its
sweetness lingers in memory long after the last crumb is gone.
A food critic once wrote that Daoxiangcun's date pastries should be eaten in the morning
light of Dashilanr: when the first rays of sun touch the carved window
lattices, the pastry's glossy surface shimmers with rainbow hues.
Take a bite then, and you'll taste both the tradition of 1895 and
the dawn of today.
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One bowl of noodles, stirred with the everyday life

of the whole city.

No sooner had they left Daoxiangcun than a wave of rich, savory aroma washed over them, pulling
them straight into the neighboring Beijing Noodle House.It all started as the "quick lunch" for
dockworkers on the Tonghui River.

In the late Qing Dynasty, the docks were bustling. The laborers, hauling heavy cargo, needed a meal
that was fast and filling. A street vendor named Master Zhang came up with the idea: "Sauce-Mixed
Noodles." He tossed hearty, hand-pulled noodles with a thick, salty-savory fried sauce and threw in
some raw cucumber for a fresh crunch. You could finish a bowl in three minutes flat, and the energy
would keep you going for hours.

The noodles were cheap, satisfying, and packed with flavor, quickly becoming the dockworkers'
favorite "port-side fast food." Later, this bowl born from sweat and toil traveled from the Tonghui
River into Beijing's winding hutongs. There, it slowly evolved into the beloved, iconic dish we know
today: Old Beijing Zhajiangmian.
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Before them sat a bowl of Zhajiangmian: noodles coated in glossy, dark soybean paste and topped
with a rainbow of fresh toppings. "The paste is made from Liubiju yellow soybean sauce and
slow-braised pork belly," a chef explained. "And we use at least eight toppings:
N shredded cucumber, bean sprouts, soybeans, radish greens, diced celery,

(' _ shredded cabbage, garlic, and Chinese toon shoots... The noodles
Vi must be served 'quo tiao'er'—straight from the pot—

for the perfect chew!"
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does it truly melt in the mouth.

As evening fell, Bei Bei and Dou Dou lifted the thick cotton door curtain, and a wave of
warm, fragrant mutton aroma greeted them—they had arrived at Donglaishun!

Founded in 1903, this time-honored restaurant is synonymous with Beijing's
bronze-pot hot pot. Look—on every table sits a gleaming bronze pot, with charcoal
burning brightly in the center and clear broth bubbling away.

The mutton at Donglaishun is particular: it must be premium meat from Inner
Mongolian grasslands. The master slicers showcase incredible skill, cutting the meat “as
thin as paper, as even as crystal, as uniform as thread.” Arranged on porcelain plates,
the slices look like blooming flowers.From the late Qing Dynasty to today,
Donglaishun's bronze pot simmers not just mutton, but also the warmth of old Beijing
winters and the joyful flavor of reunion.

3%, WIS SRMAREERMIIF, —REEAIFAFSINEmE—FR/IREmH!
XREET1903FIEFS, BILRBRHANAEE. &, SKELBRVENNLS
AOZKIAR, FRIEERKIERE, SZEHIAHIENRE . FRINIFRAXREHR, LIERAR
HREHRRFER. TANBEFZTHE, RREE “BUR. WM&, FUE” , HEE
BEG—REFE.

RIREIRE




"This meal has a grand history!" Bei Bei
explained. "It dates back to the Yuan Dynasty.
Legend has it that Mongolian soldiers would use
their helmets as pots to cook meat! The mutton
cooks in seconds in this boiling broth. Then, you
dip it in sesame sauce with a touch of leek flower
and fermented tofu—absolutely delicious!"
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Mutton
hotpot

Mixing an authentic sesame sauce dip is part
of the fun! Sesame paste, leek flower sauce,
fermented tofu brine, cilantro, scallions...
mix them as you like. Pick up a slice of
mutton, give it a quick dip in the clear broth
until it changes color, then coat it in the sauce
and pop it in your mouth—fresh, tender, and
fragrant, it melts on your tongue!
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Intestines, lung, and flatbread—simmered in ¢.) @

a master stock carrying a century of flavor.
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Bei and Dou Dou ducked into an even narrower alley. The
smell was bold, deep, and full of the confidence that
comes from masterful spices and aged broth—they had
arrived at Menkuang Luzhu!

The next morning, led by a soul-stirring, rich aroma, Bei ‘

Menkuang Luzhu is old Beijing's most down-to-earth @
"street food legend." A giant pot of master broth,

simmering for untold years, stews tender pork intestines,

springy lung cubes, fried tofu, and wheat cakes—all

soaked through with rich flavor. This humble dish evolved

from the imperial "Suzao Rou," offering pure, hearty

satisfaction in every messy, flavorful bowl. It's the vibrant

taste of everyday life, served with gusto.
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Bei Bei peered into a steaming bowl of luzhu. It was filled with pork
lung, small intestines, tofu, and diced baked wheat cakes, all
swimming in a deep, savory broth. She tentatively tried a piece of
intestine. Soaked in the flavorful soup, it released a salty, fragrant
taste in her mouth. "Mmm, so yummy!" she said, her mouth
watering. "It's tender but still a little chewy."

It's not refined, but it's bursting with life. Born in the bustling
markets, it has become the most solid and enduring flavor,
connecting the memories of generations of Beijingers.
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KE—&E, XH}ilT hawthorn berries, each like a ruby!
Bei Bei stood on her tiptoes and pointed
to the biggest bunch.
The rock sugar glaze was crystal clear,

With a single crunch, winter turns sweet.
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with bright red hawthorns shining inside.

"These sweet treats date all the way back
to the Song Dynasty!" the grandpa
explained. "They started as sugar-coated
hawthorn balls used as medicine. Getting
the sugar just right is an art—you wait
until the syrup bubbles and boils, then dip 0’
the fruit in. That's what makes it so crispy, \
shiny, and never sticky!"
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Bei Bei carefully took a bite—Crunch!
The sweet, brittle shell and the soft, tangy hawthorn made
her eyes squint with happiness. "It's cold and sweet," she
beamed. "So delicious!"
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glutinous rice must be from Wuchang, Heilongjiang, and the sweet bean filling is sifted again
Only after rolling in the aroma of beans have you truly tasted Beijing snacks and again until it's perfectly smooth. They say Empress Dowager Cixi tried it while traveling

and loved it so much, she brought it back to the palace with her!"
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Want to taste all of Beijing's flavors in one stop? Then come to Huguo Temple

Snacks! This is the ultimate "grand view garden" of Beijing-style snacks, where

Lidagun rolls in delight. Bei Bei looked at a plump roll of glutinous rice covered
in golden bean powder on the plate. "What's this?" she asked.
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At their final dinner of the journey, Bei Bei and Dou Duo arrived at a famous roast duck
restaurant. Quanjude, the "King of Roast Duck," has been spreading its aroma since 1864.

A unique fragrance—a mix of smoked fruitwood and crispy duck fat—welcomed them into
a culinary legend spanning over 160 years. Founded by Yang Quanren from Hebei, this
time-honored brand made its name with a single dish, and its secret was on full display by
the open brick oven.

From the high officials of the Qing Dynasty to guests from all corners of the world today,

the fires in Quanjude's ovens have never gone out. What is roasted here is far more than
just a duck; it is Beijing's highest form of hospitality, a flavorful name card for the city that

has traveled through time. ‘@/
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Bei Bei learned to wrap a thin pancake
around the duck, adding cucumber
strips, scallions, and a dab of sweet
bean sauce. She took a big bite. The
skin was crispy, the meat was tender
and flavorful. She swayed her head
with pure delight:

"This is absolutely amazing!"
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"Woof! Woof! Look, it's the superstar!" Dou Dou
seemed to say. "Roast duck has been around since
the Ming Dynasty, but it was during the Qing
Dynasty that it became what it is today! The ducks
are a special breed, force-fed for just 6o days until
they're perfectly plump! Watch the chef's skill —
each duck is carved into exactly 108 slices, each with
a piece of that crispy skin! And here's a royal secret:
in the imperial palace, they used to dip the crispy
skin directly into sugar. It melts in your mouth!"
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Bei Bei and Dou Dou walked home, their hearts and bellies full. The flavors
of Beijing's hutongs—the sour, the sweet, the savory, and the rich—were
now etched into their taste buds and their memories forever.
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