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JianBing Fu / Article on JianBing

What is the way to make JianBing? What is its origin?

Firstly, soybeans, rice and wheat are soaked overnight and ground in a pestle
to make a paste.

A hotplate is made ready over fire, and then a ladle of paste is quickly scooped
onto the surface. The paste is spread in a circle with a BahZi blade, like a wave
of ants rushing to escape. The motion should be made like an old man stroking
his beard to punctuate a thought.

The JianBing is spread to the thickness of DaiChen paper and when a colour like
the crane’s crest appears it is separated from around the edges and flipped.

It will look like the surface of the moon, and roughly the size of the copper hand
gong that is struck for warnings and celebrations. This is the basic JianBing.

If Naked Oat flour is used, the JianBing will take on the hue of a misty sunset in
autumn. If Sichuan Sorghum is used it will look like the scene when the sun has
set behind the mountains and it feels as if a huge fire is cooking the last clouds.

A JianBing spread with the dripping of suckling pig or congealed chicken soup,
eaten in the morning, will keep you fed until dinnertime, filling your stomach to
the point of thunderous belching. Share some with an old epicure, for they know
the way to a healthy stomach and long life.

If cooled overnight, the JianBing can be made crisp. When reheated in layers
with roast goose or pork belly the texture is delicious, both crunchy and soft.
When bitten into you can feel the aroma releasing to the four points of the
compass. This JianBing, layered one on top of another, then split in two with a
knife, is like looking upon the aftermath of a battle, crisscrossed and chaotic.

When fermented soybeans and LanJiao chilli are boiled together, they make the
JianBing sauce, so beautiful that the inside of the pot seems sprinkled with
gold. When the weather turns cold and the water freezes in the morning, you
may eat together with a nip of very strong whiskey and start to feel a sweat
coming to your forehead. A great feeling, even better than eating lamb stew in
a golden yurt!

The people of Shandong often experience misfortune. Beset with unbelievable
disasters, famine and isolation, food is often scarce. But, amongst such harsh
conditions their ingenuity finds means of survival. Collecting the tender green
flowers of the Yuliao tree, they create a paste for eating. When the smoke
begins rising from the chimneys, the YuJiao JianBing is being prepared inside, so
delicate, fresh and green. An old man once said he learnt to make JianBing
sauce from Confucius himself and learnt to wrap a spring onion inside from Mrs.
Hou.

It is common to see people squatting at the edge of the courtyard, taking such
big bites of the JianBing that you can hear their munching. Free to eat like
whales, their left hand holds the big wrap, while their right hand catches pieces
as they fall. Sometimes they laugh at those eating overcooked rice, sometimes
they laugh at the wealthy who have paid too much just to eat. Even the
well-dressed aristocrats become curious and ask, “Please, will you take the last
of my fine cooked meats in exchange for your last JianBing?” At first surprised,
then embarrassed, they turn away without answer.



