
The Muslim District, Xi'an | Local storefronts

The Muslim District, Xi'an | Commercial Benefitial storefronts

The Muslim District is a street for local food located in the old town of Xi’an city. While it 
only has a history of about 30 years, it is considered a representative tourist destination for 
visitors to taste the local food and to experience the culture through it.

From my observations of the Muslim District, I’ve noticed that over the past decade or so, it 
has undergone changes influenced by the wave of urban homogenization, which has buried 
much of the area’s local cultural identity. Specifically, there has been an increasing presence 
of trendy, internet-popular (commercial benefitial) snacks and storefronts occupying this 
area, which has impacted the original shops and food offerings of the local community. As 
a result, the district is gradually losing its uniqueness, making it difficult for tourists to truly 
experience the city’s local culture. I believe the situation in the Muslim District reflects a 
broader phenomenon of homogenization and cultural globalization in many tourist cities.

In this project, I plan to use this area as my case study. My keywords are “urban 
environment”, “local community” and "homogenization". I aim to explore how graphic 
design can create a system that helps urban culture adapt PESERVING preservation| to 
the waves of homogenization and globalization, finding new ways to showcase its identity 
(in response to the impact of popular culture).

I’ve observed that the storefront signs of local shops in the Muslim District shared some 
common characteristics, distinct from those of the trendy snack shops. However, the 
standardized and attention-grabbing designs of the trendy shops’ signs are gradually 
overshadowing those of the local community. Therefore, in this project, I plan to design 
a series of storefront typefaces (in both Chinese characters and English) for the local 
community, incorporating the unique features of the area’s culture and identity. The 
goal is to help the local community adapt to the inevitable trends of popular culture and 
homogenization while preserving and reimagining its cultural essence.

ENQUIRY 01



Local shops' storefronts Non-local shops' storefronts

In between 

Accessability ?

Ethnical concerns - I am an outsider 
of the community, I do not have the 
position or authority to "solve problems" 
from the prespective of the community.
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ENQUIRY 02

Receipts are often discarded, yet they contain lots of interpretable 
information. I observed that people have an innate curiosity to peek 
into such details. 

Using “voyeurism” as a theme, I plan to use found receipts in 
supermarkets as the primary material to explore and reimagine one 
or more "peeped" personas through  graphic design and experimental 
writing. The production will take the form of a publication (and a 
website?), serving as both an exploration of the relationship between 
the observer and the observed, amplifying the human desire to pry.

The target audience is the general public.The publication could be 
print on thermal paper,  in the dimensions of a receipt to use common 
associations to trigger audience.  Additionally, I’m considering 
using temperature-sensitive coatings on the paper to heighten the 
voyeuristic experience and create an interactive reading process.



Sophie Calle | The Hotel, Room 47



Hugh Hayden | Hughmans





Time Consumed: 
December 30, 2024, 3:30 PM

Location: 
Waitrose, Kings Cross

It was the day before New Year’s Eve, 
December 30th, and 2025 was on the 
horizon.

In their shopping basket: apples, sweet 
potatoes, pork ribs, cherry tomatoes, 
sparkling juice, onions, asparagus, Korean 
kimchi, semi-skimmed milk, Thai chilies, 
steak, sweet lettuce, roast chicken, pea 
shoots, bread, cheese, ham, a creamy 
chocolate dessert, and a mini panettone.

The supermarket would close earlier 
than usual, and public transport wasn’t 
as convenient during this time of year. 
Perhaps this person was gathering 
everything they needed to prepare a 
hearty feast at home, awaiting the arrival 
of the New Year. One could imagine their 
quiet excitement as they planned for the 
celebration ahead.

The list seemed substantial—perhaps 
for one, two, three, four, not likely to be 
a large group of people. A warm evening 
comes to mind, golden lights casting a 
glow on a round table laden with roast 
chicken paired with sweet potatoes, a 
sizzling steak, and, maybe, spicy pork ribs 
infused with the heat of Thai chilies and 
the tang of Korean kimchi.

That chocolate dessert—Google tells 
me it’s made from chocolate ganache 
and soft cake—must be a dense, velvety 
indulgence. The cheese, possibly paired 
with ham, and the mini  panettone, 
perhaps chosen to honor the New Year 
tradition. A small one, though—maybe 
they aren’t too fond of sweets or already 
have enough.

Whoever this person is, they seem to 
cherish traditions and the richness of life. 
Their table is abundant with vegetables, 
suggesting a focus on health and balance.

This New Year ’s celebration promises 
warmth, flavor, and care. One can only 
imagine how special the evening will be.



Time Consumed: 
December 30, 2024, 3:30 PM

Location: 
Waitrose, Kings Cross
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The supermarket would c lose 
earl ier than usual ,  and public 
transport wasn’t as convenient 
during this time of year. Perhaps 
t h i s  p e r s o n  w a s  g a t h e r i n g 
everything they needed to prepare 
a hearty feast at home, awaiting the 
arrival of the New Year. One could 
imagine their quiet excitement as 
they planned for the celebration 
ahead.

The l ist  seemed substantial—
perhaps for one, two, three, four, 
not likely to be a large group of 
people. A warm evening comes to 
mind, golden lights casting a glow 
on a round table laden with roast 
chicken paired with sweet potatoes, 
a sizzling steak, and, maybe, spicy 
pork ribs infused with the heat of 
Thai chilies and the tang of Korean 
kimchi.

That chocolate dessert—Google 
tells me it’s made from chocolate 
ganache and soft cake—must be 
a dense, velvety indulgence. The 
cheese, possibly paired with ham, 
and the mini panettone, perhaps 
chosen to honor the New Year 
tradition. A small one, though—
maybe they aren’t too fond of 
sweets or already have enough.

Whoever  th is  person is ,  they 
seem to cherish traditions and 
the richness of life. Their table 
is  abundant  wi th  vegetables , 
suggesting a focus on health and 
balance.

T h i s  N ew  Ye a r ’s  c e l e b ra t i o n 
SURPLVHV�ZDUPWKࢊ��DYRU��DQG�FDUH��
One can only imagine how special 
the evening will be.
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A is an assassin. Just like every passerby on these 
streets, A carries countless possible stories—
where they’ve come from, where they’re headed, 
all concealed in the folds of chance.

That evening, A blended seamlessly with the 
stylish, slightly tipsy professionals spilling out of 
Liverpool Street bars, their laughter bright against 
the dusk. A carried a large leather tote, the kind 
favored by commuters. No one knew what lay 
inside. Perhaps a set of tools, perhaps something 
HQWLUHO\�PXQGDQHȂD�ERRN��D�FRࢆHH�FXS��D�WDQJOH�
of headphones.
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A wasn ’ t  the  rec lus ive  type  of 
assassin,  the kind who isolates 
themselves from the world. A had a 
group of friends, meeting them every 
few weeks to stroll the city streets 
together. A lived in a small one-
bedroom apartment, its decor a quiet 
reflection of A’s own demeanor—
natural, warm, understated, yet 
t inged with mystery. The space 
likely faced away from the sun, with 
a modest window where a thriving 
monstera stretched its lush, silent 
vitality toward the light. When not 
on a job, A seemed no different 
from any ordinary soul who savored 
life—sometimes even wearing an 
expression of childlike wonder.
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One of A’s secret joys was exploring 
London’s niche supermarkets, each 
dedicated to the flavors of a particular 
country. For A, it  was l ike taking a 
miniature journey: opening a door or 
descending a flight of stairs to enter 
another corner of the world. A enjoyed 
guessing the taste and texture of 
unfamiliar foods in EATALY, selecting 
sashimi with care from the chilled cases 
at Japan Centre, and seeking out odd 
sauces or rare ingredients in Chinese 
supermarkets.

At a quarter to eight, A stepped into 
EATALY. This time, A was shopping for 
breakfast, though tomorrow’s morning 
would be far from ordinary. At precisely 
10am,  A  would  be  in  E5 ,  ins ide  a 
FUXPEOLQJ��VHYHQWKࢊ�RRU�VWXGLR�EXLOGLQJ��
to eliminate a target. The property 
was aged, its elevator infamous for its 
screeching metal doors that groaned as 
they shut.

On nights like this, A had a habit: buying 
a sweet treat in advance, a ritual to 
soothe the mind after the chaos of blood 
and disorder. It was as if dessert marked 
a mental switch, pulling A back into the 
ordinary world from the shadows of 
the job. (The cleanup, of course, was 
someone else’s task. Despite working 
together for years, A and this colleague 
had never met in person.)

A selected a few simple items: tiramisu, 
panna cotta, a sandwich, and a woven 
jute grocery bag to carry them in.
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