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This memoir is dedicated to sissy boys the world over.
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The story I will tell you is a story of a boy whose unique upbringing and extraordinary educational experiences are so uncommon and surreal that you might think it impossible. My story is one that has been experienced by very few. Only a privileged few have been offered an opportunity as uncommon as mine: to be educated in life's varied forms of love, sensuality and sexuality in a sheltered, secret society that, to this day, is unknown to the Western world.

Basically, my story is this: I had a privileged upbringing that played out in England and the Middle East, including a unique - and perhaps startling to many - private school education that included being inducted into a clandestine organization. My story has been kept under wraps for close to forty-five years. It is ready to be told.

My family sent me to an exclusive private school in England. I was one of the students selected to enter a secret society within the school, from which I was sent to an even more exclusive, privately run Middle Eastern school in The United Arab Emirates. For four years, unbeknownst to my family, I willingly and happily was part of a Harem.

I pledged an oath of confidentiality and allegiance to the society and to my mentors, vowing never to reveal this establishment to the public. This unique school taught me more than the regular school subjects; we were schooled in many aspects of carnal knowledge. Once I agreed to partake, I was groomed and prepared for three months, before being sent to Arab Households.

I served wealthy aristocratic families in various parts of the Emirates. In short, I was in different Middle Eastern Households’ male harems for a period of four years. Some
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might jump to the conclusion that I was sold into slavery; to me, it was nothing like that, as my story will reveal.

During my time in The United Arab Emirates, I was very well treated and received an abundance of financial gifts and gratuities which, after I left the boarding school, served me well by paying for my graduate and postgraduate education in England. Without this Harem experience, I would never have been able to afford a Master degree in fashion design at The Royal College of Art in London.

I have decided to tell this story because I feel the correct moment has arrived to make known this unique and clandestine education and to reveal how it made me the person I am today.

I am truly grateful to have had these experiences; to be one of few to have attended such an unorthodox school and to have had phenomenally valuable lessons studying a variety of human behaviors. I am grateful, and have remained humble during the entire learning process. The school I attended still influences me in my daily growth. It continues to provide me with strength, resilience, humility and compassion as a human being, searching for meaning in a human world.

The story I will tell, my story, taught me an understanding of vastly different expressions in the art of love. It taught me how our upbringing and our place in the world shapes our world view. This knowledge has kept me open, in mind and spirit. It taught me to be patient in learning every situation  and  experience  by looking inwardly before assembling any immediate conclusion or relying on the preconceived judgments of another. As Jesus of Nazareth so rightly spoke to this effect - Let those who are unblemished cast the first stone at the sinner.

In many ways this is a Love Story, a love that is woven upon layers of intrigue - both in carnal knowledge and educational knowledge of life's many unrevealed mysteries -which not many adolescents have the privilege to experience. It is also a story of coming of age in a world that was, until then,
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foreign to me. I had the luxury of coming to know myself in a loving, structured environment, while learning how other parts of the world lived, worked and played.

I ask that you not be quick to leap into culture-driven reproach or plunge into judgment. Listen to my story. Hear my heart. Learn from my soul. Learn from the inner space where pure positivity and love reside. This world would be a very different place if we were non-judgmental of other cultures, of other drummers and of other dreams. As Sir Paul McCartney sings, ‘Let it be.’
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PART ONE Kuala Lumpur, Malaya
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Chapter One The Foong Family

[image: ]




Beginnings

I was born into a wealthy Chinese household in Kuala Lumpur, Malaya. My father, S. S. Foong, was a successful business entrepreneur. He had his hands full running a talk-of-the-town nightclub by the name of Griffin Inn. He had also bought a large recreational complex with a huge public swimming pool, a basketball stadium and several in-house restaurants that came with this expansive property on top of a hill.

Members paid big bucks to join this recreational facility in hopes of meeting and networking with high flyers of the Malayan social circle, the Who's Who that frequented this expensive establishment. My father's business acumen extended beyond the hospitality and entertainment industry. He was also a developer and a builder.

Mr. S. S. Foong was a handsome, smart, intelligent young entrepreneur, and a great opportunist. While studying at a local Chinese public school, he met my mother, Miss K.L. Ho, on the basketball courts when both were representing their respective  Malayan  States  in  inter-state  basketball tournaments. They fell in love and married on March first, 1941.

1941 was not an easy time to be married. The Second World War was in progress and Japanese troops had occupied Malaya. Because Foong had a good business head on his broad athletic physique, he benefited much by associating with the expatriate community residing in Kuala Lumpur.
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After learning sufficient English skills, he became friends with several well-heeled British expats in the city. He garnered a reputation within the local expat community very quickly, as an enterprising entrepreneur. His nightclub business flourished and he became a wealthy businessman as the years passed.

Mother, on the other hand, was a typical Chinese lady of her era. For those who have read the well-known book The Joy Luck Club, you would have recognized Mrs. K.L. Foong, my mum: a genteel, well mannered, stay at home, adoring mother.

In the early years of my parent's marriage, they had a loving relationship. But, sadly, by the time I was born, their relationship had deteriorated. Mother already had two beautiful young boys in her care, my elder brothers, Hal and James. Although my family was wealthy enough to hire full-time nannies, a live-in maid, and domestic help to assist with the household chores, Mother was always there for her children. She was a marvelous mother; we remember her fondly.

Accounts & Reports

From what my aunties and older cousins told to me, our extended family was a daytime Soap Opera. With Dad out socializing, spending an incredible amount of time on his numerous business ventures, it was just a matter of time before the news of his infidelity became common knowledge.

On Mother's side of our family, we had many aunties and female cousins, often visiting and staying at our large five-bedroom house.

Annie quickly became a well-known household name among my female relatives. According to Aunt Tai Yee, Annie was our home wrecker; she was my father's gold-digging lover. She was The Griffin Inn nightclub singer who held a tight rein over Daddy, S. S. Foong. She was the femme fatale, the coquette, the whore to the women of the Foong household; there are endless other names I cannot remember.
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You must realize I wasn't born during the period when Father started womanizing. Eldest brother Hal had left to study at an English boarding school at age thirteen. British friends of Father’s were official guardians to Hal during his student days in England. Mother would travel regularly to the British Isles to visit her eldest child. During summer vacations or long school breaks, Hal would return home to spend them with his family in Kuala Lumpur.

James, my second brother, was studying at the Methodist Boy's School in Kuala Lumpur. Since we had numerous aunties and cousins staying with us regularly, Mother was able to travel extensively with her wealthy female friends.

A year before she became pregnant with me, Mum decided to be away from my father. She ran away from all her marital stress and unhappiness. Her marriage seemed to be falling apart at the seams.

Her relationship with my father had deteriorated into a love-hate relationship. There were times when major fights and quarrels would break out, but, soon after, kisses and ‘I love you dearly’ moments would occur. It was a pattern that happened over and over again.

She seriously wanted to be away from her husband during that period in her life. She was considering a divorce. In her heart, she continued loving my dad even though his infidelities had taken a toll on her, physically and mentally. She already had two handsome healthy boys, but she desperately longed for a daughter of her own to love and cherish.

[image: ]She packed her luggage and off she went on a world cruise on the famous RMS Queen Mary.
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Chapter Two On the Queen Mary
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Departure

Towards the end of August, Mother left for Singapore with a couple of her peers (her elite, well-to-do women friends) on the RMS Queen Mary. Travelling on the Queen Mary was a luxurious experience, especially first class. Mother, like many wealthy women of her time, had trunks and boxes of luggage to load aboard the vessel.

Mother kept a Chinese language journal during those early days. A page in her journal read:

This ship is larger than I imagined, spanning three stories in height - an indoor swimming pool, salon, library, children's nursery, an outdoor paddle tennis court and the ship's kennel. Ang Gi, Si See and I boarded with several porters who transported our luggage to our individual staterooms.

Our rooms are spacious and beautifully Art Deco. Our individual maids, who attend to us whenever we ring the bell for assistance, greet us. Fresh flowers in our sitting room and on our dressing tables are beautiful - roses, gardenias and camellias. So enchanting! A fragrant rose scented bath was prepared by my maid so I could bathe and be dressed in time for dinner at the Captain's Table in the Grand Salon.

Tai Yee and Ying Yee came on board to see me settled before the whistle blew, informing our guests of imminent departure. We stood on deck before setting sail, throwing confetti and streamers to my sisters below. It was emotional, festive and full of good cheer. I am sad leaving my family and friends - tears started down my cheeks. Si See was by my side calming, comforting and cheering me. She said it’s time to put my troubles aside and we'll have a great time on the trip.
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Unfortunately, deep within my heart aches, I already miss James and Hal and my relatives.

We had a marvelous evening during and after dinner. The food was fabulous and the dancing was fun. I met a handsome English gentleman, James R. Pinkerton, who is very polite, charming and he spoke fluent Mandarin. He is divorced, travelling with a couple of his business acquaintances and a senior executive with the Hong Kong & Shanghai Banking Corporation.

We sat overlooking the ocean, and talked for hours. He is a wonderful man; I like him. Lying on a comfortable bed and already missing home! I must catch some sleep.

On Tour

My mother loved to shop and she went to towns and cities just for shopping. Mother bought dolls and baby clothes from every corner of the world. Away for six months, she soon built a substantial inventory of dolls and baby clothes. There were antique dolls, baby dolls, dolls dressed in national costumes, dancing dolls, wind-up talking dolls, beautiful dolls, pretty dolls, smiling dolls, even ugly dolls! Mother even concocted and documented names for a beautiful baby girl in her journal: Li Lee, Yin Hua, Swee Ling, Mei Li, and more. All sweet names she had dreamed up on vacation.

Baby Clothes

Mother's excuses to friends for shopping for dolls and baby clothes were, "These are gifts for aunties and cousin’s children” or “These are presents for my friend's kids”. But the too thinly veiled reason for the extensive buying spree was the hope of a daughter. She wished to ensure that this girl child would have a beautiful wardrobe as soon as she arrived in the world, with lots of pretty dolls to see when her little eyes first opened.

She bought beautiful clothes to dazzle the little beauty as she was welcomed into Mum’s world. A pretty baby she’d
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have a chance to love and dress up: that is what she often visualized.

When she returned home, she would design a pretty pink chamber in her five-bedroom house for this baby girl (as recorded in her journal). Magazine pictures and interior design photographs of girl's rooms all had been accumulated, collected, and photographed on her trip. She kept her prizes in a neat, tidy folder under lock and key in her private dressing room drawer. These pictures were the precursor to my bedroom, when I finally arrived.

Mrs. K. L. Foong was a beautiful woman. Full of vitality, and with a great love for living, she was elegant, sophisticated and very pleasing to the eyes of her beholders. No wonder she had many admirers. Men were drawn to her for her beauty, wit and charm. Women loved her charisma, sincerity and no-nonsense honesty. A good listener and clever conversationalist, she made friends easily. As a result, she had a wonderful cruise; as her trip came to an end she decided to give her marriage another try.

Home Not So Sweet Home

Mr. S. S. Foong, on the other hand, had plunged deeper into his affair with the already infamous (among our household anyway) Annie, after mother left on tour. But the week after mother's return, Father played the role of an attentive husband, skillfully and splendidly.

He was home nightly, every evening of that first week, the week I was conceived. Mother, being the kind woman she was, had bought presents for every member in our family. Aunt Tai Yee, eldest of Mother's sisters, received a pair of pearl earrings. Aunt Ping Yee, Mother's younger sister, a gold bracelet. Mother's best childhood friend, Ying Yee, a tiny, crusted moonstone brooch. The list went on for all the cousins, relatives, and close friends, including the servants, the chauffeur and the gardener. There was great excitement in the household upon her return.
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Sadly, the household bliss was temporary. The following week Father fell back into his habitual routine of spending the majority of his time with Annie.

Mother, discouraged and disheartened, wanted a divorce, but her husband would not agree to sign the divorce papers. A couple of months later, my mother discovered she was with child. She was incredibly elated, hoping to give birth to the darling daughter she could finally claim as her own.

On the other hand, she was sad, melancholic and extremely disappointed that Father continued his womanizing and did not agree to a divorce settlement. But now she had a new life in her and with that, new hope.

In those days, Malayan divorce laws were different than they are today. Both divorcing parties had to consent to the separation before divorce papers could be served. If one party did not agree, the other party would have little choice but to continue in the confines of their marital agreement. If one party decided to separate illegally - which was not a solution my mother would consider - he or she would not be able to remarry if not granted a legal divorce in the eyes of the Malayan law.

My aunties consulted with Mother and urged her to remain in her marriage. After all, they reasoned, Mr. S. S. Foong was a responsible financial provider for her and her children. Mother would not have to worry about money as long as she remained married to Foong. Her children's futures would be secure (so they thought at the time.) Turning a blind eye to this betrayal was a respectable way of dealing with the unpleasant situation, advised my aunties.

[image: ]In early April, Mrs. K. L.’s private physician officially confirmed she was with child. One thing her gynecologist could not predict was the sex of this baby. Mother prayed diligently for a healthy baby girl.
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The Chinese Year of the Water Snake
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1953

1953 was a very good year. The English Princess, Elizabeth, became Queen Elizabeth, II, of the United Kingdom and the Commonwealth Nations. At the opposite end of the world, in a vastly different country, another "Princess", or so my dear mum hoped, was born. Mother was in labor for a long time. It was a most difficult birth.

Finally at 12:40 p.m., on December eighth, her baby emerged into the hands of her mid-wife. A slap on the baby's butt, and the room immediately filled with the loud wailing cry of the infant. Mum, too exhausted to ask the sex of her child, fell into deep slumber. The baby was washed, cleaned and wrapped warmly in pink blankets, and brought to the mother to behold. This beautiful child was a healthy ten pound . . . boy!

A boy, not the beautiful baby girl Mrs. Foong had prayed would be delivered into her bosom. Although my mother was disappointed her baby wasn’t a girl, she did not show any sadness. Instead, she celebrated her love for this child. She was happy and delighted her chubby baby was healthy, and very cute!

Dolls, Dolls, Dolls

The moment I opened my little eyes, a room full of dolls greeted me! Dearest Mummy had placed all the dolls she bought on top of dressers, sofas, chairs, settees, and dressing tables. They were on the floor, on shelves, and on every possible surface. They were everywhere!

Wherever I looked, there were dolls, dolls and more dolls. All toys under the category of dolls were represented in
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mother's feminine bedchamber, which was later transformed into my playroom. Looking back, I guess that was my first introduction to a career in fashion. As I grew up, designing clothes for these beautiful dolls, especially the ugly ones (which most required my creative design) became my passion.

Nanny, the mid-wife who delivered me, was a wonderful lady who loved and cared for me until I was six. Nanny and I enjoyed a marvelous relationship for many years, until she died in the early 1970s. I called her Amah because that was a name most nannies used in those Malayan days.

Mother, being Mother, had endless charitable functions and social events to attend. She didn't care about these events, particularly, but, because of her social standing, she was obliged to attend. Her favorite pastime was playing Mahjong with relatives, friends and aunties.

Most of my early days - from birth to approximately three years of age - were spent mainly with Amah. Being the baby of the family, I was spoiled by Amah, my female aunties, and cousins and, of course, the darling Mrs. Foong.

Since Mother had bought girls’ outfits when on tour, I was dressed in pretty frocks, beautiful dresses and color-coordinated outfits, all the time. According to Mother and Amah, a baby is a baby and no one will notice or care if I was wearing girls or boys clothes.

Or would they? Of course not! I, for one, didn't mind at all. In fact, I loved when my dear Amah pushed me around the neighborhood in my frilly candy pink pram, dressed in sparkling clean pastel-colored baby outfits with matching colored bonnets tied to my head. I adored and savored the moments when strangers stopped to play and oohed and aahed because I was so adorably cute. They often cooed, fawning over the cute baby. Many thought I was a girl.

Amah at times would correct their misunderstanding. I didn't mind in the least what people thought. I was enjoying the adoration.

Young: A Harem Boy’s Saga - I - Initiation 22

––––––––
[image: ]


The only person who did not care for my pretty baby garb was Mr. S. S. Foong. In my baby mind, he was an unlikeable party pooper! I didn't care for him at all. Whenever he came close, I wailed and cried until he left me alone.

Mr. S. S. Foong wasn't home most of the time. He was at his mistress' most evenings, and returned home only a couple of nights a week. Those who had come to know my father will tell of a temperamental man, an alpha male who liked his sons to behave like macho men. Both my brothers were well-behaved, gentlemanly boys. If they stepped out of line, they knew punishment would be close, if and when Senior Foong found out.

The Wrath of God

This is an incident aunty Tai Yee related: God, in the form of Father Foong, descended upon my brother Hal one afternoon at a fun family picnic. My parents and their two boys were enjoying a warm afternoon outing in our garden. Boys being boys, James and Hal were playing, running around and making a lot of noise. Father told them to be quiet, but Hal continued with his fun and games and would not listen to Foong Senior's warnings.

After several scoldings, Hal continued to be bratty; he did not listen to our father's admonitions. Suddenly, Senior Foong raised his hand and slapped Hal hard across the face. The sweet potato Hal was chewing flew from his gaping mouth and landed on one of our dogs, sending the innocent creature squealing and scrambling fearfully across the lawn. Poor Brownie must have thought a gigantic meteorite had landed on him!

Hal was so stunned from the slap! The side of his face was completely red with Dad's handprint. Hal’s jaws dropped and he sat motionless for several moments before tears started rolling down his handsome face. He certainly learned his lesson that day; not to mess with Father.
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Of course, sweet Mummy consoled her firstborn with stern reprimands, telling him he should have behaved when told. After this Wrath of God incident, both brothers hung attentively to every word Daddy said. Never again did they venture into defiance and brattiness when Senior Foong was around.

Water Snakes

According to ancient Chinese wisdom, having a Snake in the household is always a good omen, since the sign of the Snake means the family will never starve. Whether due to their shrewdness in business, intuition in their dealings, or tenacity over their assets, one way or another Snake-born folk managed to attract money. It is therefore not surprising that Snake folks are known as the guardians of the treasure. True to this ancient advice, when this Water Snake - Moi, arrived into the Foong family, Foong Senior prospered even more greatly in business and in his extramarital affair with Annie.

[image: ]Following Chinese astrology and tradition, at the first month of a baby's birth, a celebratory feast and elaborate party for friends, business acquaintances and family is held in honor of the birth. My first birthday was a major event, catered in the expansive garden at the Foong Family residence. It was a coming out Party for this sassy Snake child!
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Chapter Four My Birthday Bash
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Party Time

January 8 was a good day! It was the day I was officially presented to my parents’ family and friends. I was there to witness all, yet I cannot remember a single thing that happened at this eventful function. But my aunts and older cousins told me all that occurred, in later years.

Er? Indeed!

The morning of January eighth began with the hustle and bustle of activities around our house. Maids polished the silverware. Fresh linens required ironing. The household was made ready for more than a hundred fifty guests who would descend upon our house later that evening. Uncles assisted in setting up the tables on the lawn, while aunties and female cousins busily prepared themselves for the evening's festivities. I was the most relaxed of them all, deep in peaceful slumber in my rocker, dreaming of my debut, my “coming out party,” I'm sure!

Guests started arriving through the iron gates of our property around 5:00 p.m. By 7:00 p.m., the band from the Griffin Inn was playing Nat King Cole and Cole Porter tunes while guests mingled, chatted, drank and, true to any Foong celebration, gambled! Various types of card games like poker, gin rummy, and 21 were played. Mahjong was also a favorite at Foong parties.

Male guests in the front of the house were having a “good ole boys’ club” get-together. Behind the kitchen a very different scenario played out. Aunties and female cousins from Mother’s family busied themselves filling jars and containers
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with water, loading them into cardboard crates and boxes to be carted out by servants and the gardener to the iron-gate driveway.

They were preparing an ambush, readying themselves to begin the War of the Roses. A reliable source had informed Mrs. K. L. Foong that Ms. Annie would be arriving at our house to sweep S. S. Foong away from his son's birthday party. A few weeks earlier, my father had bought a brand new sports car for his beloved Annie to zoom around in.

At 7:30 p.m. sharp, when our guests were being seated for dinner in the gardens, a fancy, open-top sports car came down the road. In the driver's seat was Ms. Annie. She was dressed in a striped red and white open neck blouse with a matching floral red head scarf. She began honking madly for Senior Foong. She yelled for her lover to drive away with her. She wanted my father to herself!

Mother had her ammunition hidden in the shrubberies by the gate. Aunties, cousins and allies rushed to the gate picking up the bottles, ready to commence battle. As soon as the signal came from Mother, their commander-in-chief, the gardener threw open the wrought iron entrance and Mother’s troopers rushed out in battle formation.

They hurtled water grenades, bottles, jars and whatever they could get their hands on, at the beautifully polished sports car, aiming chiefly at Annie. She was drenched! Her 'welcome' from Mrs. Foong left her a wet mess. Annie stepped on the gas and sped off without turning to look behind, in case more bottles came flying her way!

Father and the guest were totally stunned - speechless -and taken by surprise! They could not fathom what had just happened. Silence fell over the entire party. One could hear a pin drop, if not for my loud screaming cry. I did not enjoy the brash commotion that fell on my baby ears. All I wanted was admiration and adoration from those in attendance.

Quick to the rescue, breaking the icy cold silence, the Griffin Inn Band started up with happy Big Band dance music,
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mitigating the awkward situation. Soon the festive mood returned, or at least appeared to, on the surface. It was as if nothing unusual had happened.

Everyone sat politely through dinner. Liquor flowed. Toasts were made to congratulate my birth, and guests were back to oohing and aahing at the beautiful baby. I was the only one at my party who was completely and utterly oblivious to the evening's drama.

Life Went On

Life went on as normal, albeit superficially, after my birthday party. Father spent less and less time at home. I did not know my father during those early childhood years. It seemed that every time he was around, the household staff would do a disappearing act, so as not to be near Father Foong. If they could avoid him, so much the better, they reasoned. That was their unspoken creed.

Mr. S. S. Foong was a temperamental, intimidating man who often scolded those around him. He was reprimanding and demanding when he wasn't in a good mood, which was often the case. I was scared of Father and did not care to be close to him, or near him. If I was able to avoid his presence, I was a happy camper! If not, I was a cry-baby.

I was the complete opposite around Mum. I sought out her attention and affection. She was lovingly protective of her newborn, adoring me like I was her precious little Princess. She loved to dress me up like her Princess Doll in pretty clothes and show me off. Since James was in school most of the day and Hal was away studying in England, I was the cute baby Mother doted over, constantly.

Cute

I mentioned earlier that Mother had amassed quite a collection of magazine cutouts, pictures from periodicals and interior design photographs of baby girls’ bedrooms during her extensive travels. My room was newly refurbished and
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decorated when I arrived into the Foong family. While visiting the classical French chateaus and cruising up the Rhine, mother fell in love with the French, German and Bavarian castles that lined the hilly cliffs of European rivers. Mrs. Foong could have designed the now-famous Cinderella Castle seen in every Disney theme park, movie and film. Mother had a stylized wall mural of The Swan King's Bavarian Neuschwanstein Castle painted by a local artist on one of my bedroom walls. It was well before the Disneyesque image of Neuschwanstein became a cliché.

I loved my bedroom. I spent many hours playing with my fabulous dolls in the play-wing of my fairytale bedroom. I was completely enveloped in a fantasy world within the walls of my pretty suite. For security reasons, I did not have many play pals.

[image: ]My chief playmate was my dearest cousin, Pinky. She was a year older than me, and we got along splendidly. Mother loved her like a surrogate daughter and she unofficially became 'my beloved sister in crime' while growing up. She was my confidant for years, until I left for further education in England.
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Chapter Five Fashion Recruited Me
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Aunt Tai Yee

Aunt Tai Yee moved into our house after my third birthday, to keep her sister company. Father wasn't home most of the time. My fourth birthday was a relatively quiet celebration compared to my first birthday celebration. Father, Mother, James, Pinky, Tai Yee and several close relatives came to our house for a ten-course meal. If I had a say as to whom I would have liked to invite to my birthday party, I would have ruled Father OUT! Unfortunately I was too young to have a voice. I had no choice but to put up with his presence whether I liked him or not.

Tai Yee brought a Singer sewing machine with a foot peddle. One of her favorite hobbies was making patchwork quilts as gifts for family members, for charity organizations to donate to the poor, and for the homeless who needed warm coverings for chilly nights. Her civic conscience was a great example to me then, and it still influences me today. Her creativity, however, was limited to cutting scrapes of woven fabrics into small triangles, rectangles and squares, before assembling the pieces and sewing them into colorful intricately patterned bedspreads, pillow cases and quilts.

Our chauffeur drove us to the home of tailors and seamstresses where Tai Yee gathered bundles of scape fabric which they discarded as rubbish. After we had enough finished items, Tai Yee, our chauffeur, and I would make the rounds to the various charity organizations and homeless shelters to drop off our donations. This act of generosity fascinated me.

A week after Tai Yee became a permanent fixture at our house; I started my apprenticeship with this amazing
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woman, assisting with scrape fabric cutting so the pieces would be ready for her sewing projects. My creative eyes and hands soon began mix-matching florals with stripes, plains with paisleys, and polka dots with gingham. The list was as limitless as the twinkling stars above the night sky.

After three months of watching and assisting her work, I progressed from fabric mix-matching to learning the art of simple sewing. It was fun peddling on the foot machine and more fun when decorative projects took form and shape in my little hands. Eight months from the day I commenced my apprenticeship, I was officially promoted to be Aunt Tai Yee’s assistant.

At age four, I was an avid sewer, although I was limited to simple hand stitching techniques and sewing on the ever-fascinating foot peddling machine. My short legs had difficulty reaching the pedals.

Tai Yee liked what she saw and trusted my fabric mix-matching judgments. On my fourth birthday, I was presented with a congratulatory gift. It was a pretty dress, for her favorite sewing assistant. I was elated! I loved the dress.
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Holy Smoke!

Another favorite pastime for Tai Yee was smoking cigarettes. When sewing, she would puff away like a flame blower to get her energy going. She must have gone through a minimum of two packs per day – every day! As much as I disliked inhaling the secondhand smoke, I continued to trail her every move. She was my teacher and mentor.

Being a child of four, I did not feel I had the right to advise an elderly lady to quit her lifelong smoking habit. So, I diligently sat through class inhaling cigarette smoke and putting up with the smell. I often mentioned to her I didn't care for the cigarette smell, but her response was always the same: "You're too young to know what I'm going through.”

I've come to understand the emotional stress she endured throughout her difficult life. Her rogue husband disappeared when she was a young bride. Left with three girls to care for, she managed with assistance from my mother throughout the years. Her daughters grew up to be responsible ladies and married reasonably well before she came to live with us, permanently.

On the exterior, she showed a happy face. But I could often detect her sadness. At four, I did not understand the inner demons that were slowly destroying her. Aunt Tai Yee died of cancer six years later. It was a sad experience when Mother took me to visit her in hospital. The grand lady I adored was an emaciated, fragile skeleton of a woman. I did not recognize her.

After the visit, I wept, alone, in my fairytale bedroom. I had deep sadness in my young heart. She passed several days later, in her sleep.

Pinky

Pinky was my mother's favorite niece; she came to visit often. We were only a few months apart and we became great play partners. Usually, we played with the dolls that filled my playroom, dressing and changing their outfits. We played all
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the girlie games little girls play. Sometimes when Mummy was out playing Mahjong or with friends, we would secretly venture into her boudoir to raid her extensive closet, trying on Mother's clothes and shoes. We competed to see who was the fairest of them all.

My favorite thing to do was to put on Mum’s beautiful cheongsams made from colorful silks, brocades, satins and jacquard prints. We also tried applying her make-up, and dabbed ourselves with fancy perfumes which were sitting on her beautiful mirrored dressing table. My favorite scent was definitely Chanel No. 5. It was also Mother's favorite. Nothing but the best for this pretty sissy boy!

Leong Lin

Pinky's mother, Aunt Lok Kam, owned Leong Lin, near Kuala Lumpur's Chinatown. Mother went there often for her hair treatment, sometimes twice or more a week, depending on the number of social events she had to attend.

Upstairs on the mezzanine floor, Auntie organized a small Mahjong den for her customers. After having her hair done downstairs, Mother would play a few games of Mahjong before leaving. More often than not, I would follow her to Leong Lin.

The glorious bouffant hairdos that came out of that salon were a sight to behold. 1950’s rouge, lipstick and eye shadow were applied, and clients' nails were painted. It was amazing to watch. I looked, I observed, I learned and at times, I was taught by Lok Kam’s staff. I learned techniques and tricks in the hair and beauty trade.

Since I was an eager learner of all things beautiful, the staff was delighted to teach me to do hair. Leong Lin had many used hairpieces and wigs which the professionals were happy to loan me for practice. In addition to my sewing training with Tai Yee, I also became an unofficial underage hair and make-up apprentice at Leong Lin.
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Crocheting Prodigy

The moment I picked up my first crocheting needles, I knew I had found a new path of creative expression. From the mid 1950s, to the early ‘60s, the girls at Leong Lin would organize crocheting parties, and I was allowed to attend.

Women exchanged techniques and methodology at these events, and I paid attention. They taught me the art of crocheting raffia handbags, purses, mini-skirts and halter tops that were popular then. A quick learner, I would have crocheting competitions with the Leong Lin girls to see who would be the quickest to crochet an item from start to finish, without mistakes. The majority of the time, I won.

My work was never shoddy; it was retail quality. Before long, Lok Kam made a business deal with me. She wanted to sell the bags and items I crocheted. The salon would take 50% commission from the net, and I could keep the other 50%. The cost of materials, such as raffia, yarns and accessories, was covered by Aunt Lok Kam.

It sounded like a good business arrangement to my five-year-old mind. So, I crocheted my heart out, enjoying every moment. When Leong Lin marketed my crocheted items, customers were told a five-year-old child prodigy made the pieces. The items flew out the salon door, like hot cakes sold fresh off the griddle! I couldn't keep up with the demand.

The ladies who bought my creations loved my color combos and the creative way I mixed and matched different patterns into unique items. I was crocheting day and night.

It was only a matter of time before Mother put a stop to this madness. I had to go at a slower pace, she said. It was soon time to commence primary school. Of course, darling Mother had other extra-curricular activities planned for me after school hours, which were very exciting!

It is strange how life's circumstances present themselves. Fashion recruited me before I had a chance to say “No!”
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Chapter Six The Little Ballerina
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Sissification

To be sissified is not as easy as one might imagine. A “sissy” or “sissy boy” is a boy who does not comply with traditional male gender roles. He is, generally, more interested in traditional female hobbies or activities.

One might think, having read these past chapters about my upbringing that my aunties, Mum or Amah, feminized me, but that was not the case. A newborn male is initiated into this exclusive boy's club by birth and through birth only. It is nature rather than nurture that creates our uniqueness.

Sissy boys were described by the Ancients as “God's gift to humankind.” For “us,” the sissification process is natural, coming from a boy's inner soul and manifesting itself in his mannerisms, personality and character.

It is definitely not a lifestyle choice, as some believe, which can be avoided or reversed. Many sissy boys are known for their intuitive, sensitive and creative spirits. More often than not, they are open and liberal in their outlook on life, and accepting of others who also do not conform to society’s norm.

Sissy boys are certainly not weak; rather, we are strong, resilient individuals who are unafraid to stand out in a crowd. We have demure, soft-spoken and genteel voices. Yet, our souls are giants, waiting to burst forth with valuable contributions to the world.

It is a sissy boy's birthright to dance, rejoice and sing his own song, set to his own music. The Ancients consider these unique souls as special beings, capable of guiding the populace's return to divinity. There is no special rhyme or
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reason to this sissification phenomenon. It just is. I'm privileged and proud to be a sissified boy!
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Ballet

While Daddy Foong was busy making babies with the vilified, vicious, vanquished Annie, Young Foong was busy with my gay (no pun intended) hands and happy feet. Dearest K. L. had enrolled her son in ballet class. This was my after school activity.

During her trips to London visiting Hal, Mummy would often catch The Royal Ballet and The Royal School of Ballet performances at Covent Garden, Royal Opera House or at The Royal Albert Hall where they danced Swan Lake, Giselle, Sleeping Beauty and The Nutcracker.

Mother adored watching the dancers’ grace, beauty and ease of movement during performances. Therefore, it came as no surprise that she wished her final child to acquire similar grace in everything he did. Since Hal was studying in England and James was a great swimming competitor in the State of Selangor, winning many gold and silver medals for school and State, I was the only suitable candidate in our household to be initiated into the fine art of ballet. K. L.'s motherly intuition served her well; her little boy adored ballet.

Mother had also enrolled Pinky. Not a born dancer, she dropped out after two lessons, much to my mother’s chagrin. I thoroughly enjoyed dance classes, and continued until grade four in ballet. When I was the only boy pirouetting in an ocean of twenty girls, I hung up my ballet shoes for good, and I regret it to this day.

Dancing Queen

God bless Mummy Dearest Heart! K. L. loved to watch me dance. She was a proud mother when her young son danced, danced and danced some more. And dance I did! At home, I would practice plies, pas de chat, pas de deux, changement, battlement and much more.

After my regular school and homework, I'd switch on the gramophone, put in the black vinyl ballet record and away I would go! Sweet Mummy and Aunt Tai Yee would clap and
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cheer me on. The maids and servants stood on the sidelines smiling and swaying to the rhythm of the music.

It was a fun time until someone would hear Father's car drive up the driveway. Suddenly everything would stop. Maids and servants scrambled away as fast as their legs could carry them. Mummy and Tai Yee would switch off the gramophone and stash away the records while I made my great escape upstairs, untying my ballet shoes while disappearing into the study. I would sit at my desk pretending to do homework, in case Foong Senior walked in to inspect.

Daddy Poopy Doo-Doo!

There were a couple times when my team of staunch and enthralled supporters and I got caught red-handed. All hell broke loose! First, the maids and servants received a scolding for wasting time and not working at their never-ending domestic chores. Next, “Daddy Poopy Doo-Doo” would yell in a loud and condescending voice for Tai Yee to leave the living-turned-rehearsal room so he and Mother could have a “talk” about their “sissified” son.

There was a time when their 'talk' turned into fists of fury! The arguments turned into fights. Inquisitively, I would peer between the staircase railings, straining to hear and see what was happening below. Once, what I saw startled me. I never wanted to witness it again.

Mother was beating on Father's chest! She screamed obscenities at him while Tai Yee and our Filipino maid did their best to separate them. Our gardener, Ah Choi and Bakar, our Malay chauffeur, were both pulling Father away from K. L. The scene was wild, and too much for me as a 7-year-old to witness! I bolted into my bedroom, locked the door and cried in shock until the commotion below died down.

Yet, after my parent's disagreements, Mother continued to send me to ballet classes. Besides being the odd man out, the male “Lone Ranger” in ballet class, I was often teased by boys in my regular primary school. Other children called me “Sissy”
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or “Girly” or worse. They flung horrible names at me which were not nice to call anyone.

James, my older brother, would be a horse’s ass and call me those names when he wanted me to perform some task for him, after I refused. I did not have to deal with his insults for too long. Once James was out of the country, Mummy pampered me more than ever.

Swan Lake

In my third year at ballet school, the Australian Ballet Company performed in Kuala Lumpur. My sweet yet stern ballet teacher, Mrs. Mary Lee, wanted her students to experience a large-scale professional ballet performance. Since Mother was a patron of several Performing Arts organizations in Kuala Lumpur, she secured tickets.

The excitement on the day of the show was simply too much for my little heart to bear. It pounded and thumped in great expectation and anticipation! Although we were attending a matinee performance, to me it was like an opening night premiere. I had never experienced a live performance of Swan Lake and certainly had not experienced ballet on this scale. For this little aspiring 'ballerina' boy, it was an incredible experience!

As Bakar drove our car to the main entrance of Stadium Negara, we saw crowds of people trying to gain entrance. Mrs. K. L. Foong and her sissy boy son breezed through security into the open arms of other board members who were present to meet and greet guests in the stadium's foyer. Uniformed ushers guided us to our front row seats, just two rows from center stage. Mummy made a special request for these seats so I could have a perfect view of the dancers' movements, expressions and their body language.

As soon as the Swan Lake overture started, I sat mesmerized in my seat throughout the entire performance, even though I was dying to go to the boy's room to pee. I held it in because I didn't want to miss any part of this enchanting show. The gorgeous sets, the fabulous costumes, the beautiful
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orchestral music, the superb lighting and the perfect sound system took me into a fantasy world I didn't want to leave.

The male dancers’ performances were the best. They completely captured my imagination! I was engrossed in the world of ballet! When the curtains finally came down amidst a rain of red roses, bows were taken by the dancers. I sat in awe, clapping my tender palms till they were red and sore. I knew then and there, I wanted a career in ballet. Little did I realize then that life had a much different agenda for this little sissy boy.

Pretty In Pink

Before I leave this part of my story, I'm going to tell you a little secret of mine that I've kept hidden for years. Those in ballet know that male dancers wear black flat ballet slippers. Maybe we’ll wear cream or off-white, but hardly ever pink, unless it’s for a unique dance segment which calls for this pretty color.

Although I had several pairs of black ballet slippers which I wore in dancing class, I pestered Mother to purchase a couple of soft pink and peach slippers, because they were so beautiful, so wonderfully pretty to look at. These I kept for my rehearsals and practices at home. I also insisted Mother buy a pair of “point-toe slippers” because I wanted to dance on my toes like the beautiful female ballerinas.

[image: ]After I hung up my black ballet slippers, I kept the pink pair I loved the most and used for practice. Now they sit in a box at the top of my shoe closet. When I want to re-live my ballet memories, I bring out these beloved pink friends to cherish and hold. Beautiful memories of my ballet years flit back to action reminding this “older, but wiser” ballerina that he is still dancing his dance for the world, and will be doing so for a long time to come before his final, fabulous Swan Song.
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Chapter Seven
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This Boy Just Loves to have Fun!
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A Wedding

Summers came. Autumns went. Winters departed and Spring was in the air! What better time of year to have a wedding celebration than the merry month of May! Cousin Yun Wah's marriage to her long time beau, Foo Kor, was scheduled. Wedding planning had begun immediately after their announcement was made in November. When Yun Wah asked if I would be her Page Boy at the wedding, I was absolutely delighted and honored to participate! I quickly agreed. I began the process of finding the right outfit to match the two Flower Girls, Pinky and Ah Fong.

For six months I fussed over what I should wear as a Page Boy. Tai Yee said she would make me an outfit. Mother said, “No! We should go shopping to find something nice.”

The one and only department store in Kuala Lumpur was Robinson, named after the British owner who created the establishment. We searched high and low but could not find anything suitable. Mummy wanted me to wear a white shirt with black dress pants. I wanted to be in all white. I must have been thinking it was my virgin wedding debut! Since we could not reach a compromise and the clothing selection was terribly limited, Mother had Bakar drove us to Singapore to continue our clothing search.

Singapore has always been considered by Malayans to be a more vibrant city than Kuala Lumpur. The chances of finding something suitable on this cosmopolitan island seemed more viable to Mrs. K. L. Foong. Off we went to pack for our journey across the Straits of Johore Bahru, to Singapore.
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I had never been to Singapore. It was an exciting proposition for a boy of seven. I must have packed clothes for a week instead of for two days, because mother left two-thirds of what I loaded into my suitcase out! We departed at the crack of dawn so we could arrive at our hotel at the latest by 6:00 p.m., that evening.

On our way out of the city, we passed tin mines and numerous rubber and palm oil plantations. It was definitely an educational trip, as I had never seen real rubber or palm trees before. Bakar, born and raised on a rubber plantation kampong before venturing to work in the city, was a perfect tour guide.

As he drove, he taught me everything there was to know about rubber and palm oil production. Explaining in Malay or Bahasa Malayu, he gave me an explanation of the production of rubber. From tree planting, collecting the sap right through to the processing of the sap into all kinds of rubberized products (such as car tires and rubber bands) Bakar seemed to know it all.

Malaya, now Malaysia, is one of the largest producers and exporters of rubber and palm oil in the world. I didn’t know before Bakar’s wonderful tour. Although I was taught a little in school on this subject, it could not be compared to this field trip where I could witness it with my own thirsty eyes. Throughout the journey, I had my head out the window like a dog enjoying the wind blowing on its face. I was absorbing the Malayan country scenery as we drove past plantation after plantation. We also saw a number of tin mines, while mother napped.

In Malacca City we stopped for lunch. We ate authentic Nonya food, which was spicily delicious and suited my taste buds splendidly. As we proceeded towards Johore Bahru, we passed padi (rice) fields, which I'd never seen, either. Driving across the Johore Bahru causeway, we finally arrived on the island of Singapore.
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You'll never guess where mother booked us: the famous Singapore Raffles Hotel! Wow! What a fabulous Christmas treat!

Raffles Hotel

Bakar drove to the front entrance of The Raffles Hotel. Before our car came to a complete stop, two bellboys in pristine starched white uniforms with tiny matching pillbox hats on their heads saluted our arrival. The Indian turbaned Bell Captain in a black, white, and red uniform came to Mother's side of the passenger door to open it for her. He extended his white-gloved hand to assist Madam out of the car. He greeted Mrs. Foong by her married name and led us through the grand glass doors into the foyer.

I didn't understand how the Bell Captain could possibly know Mother's name. Then, it dawned on me that Mother had stayed at Raffles when she was in Singapore eight years ago while waiting to board the Queen Mary.

Management made a point to remember those who had stayed at their luxury establishment throughout the years. That's how the “Ah Char” Indian Bell Captain knew Mother's name. By now, the two young bell boys were standing at attention, waiting for Bakar to open the trunk for them to collect our luggage. I held onto Mother's hand the entire time.

The lobby was opulent and superbly decorated. An enormous floral bouquet sat atop the lobby's large teak wood table. Glass skylight panels lit the hotel's interior with a golden glow giving one the feeling of entering a holy sanctuary or a grand Cathedral. I had to strain my neck to look skywards at the many floors lining the sides of the lobby foyer.

White marble flooring stretched for miles. It was covered, in places, by large Persian rugs in hues of deep orange, red, serpentine blue, aquamarine, and saffron yellow gathered together in paisley motifs. Dark brown wooden pillars and beams shimmered when light from antique chandeliers reflected on their polished surfaces.
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I wasn't aware that Mr. “Ah Char” Bell Captain was standing next to me, smiling his welcoming toothy grin. He led Mother, me and my Teddy Bear towards the double wrought iron gated elevator doors. I was speechless, starring at Mr. “Ah Char” with eyes wide open.

The uniformed elevator boy closed the gates, and we ascended to our room. Our spacious room, a suite with high ceilings, a bedroom, and sitting room, reminded me of our house.

The two bellboys soon brought in our luggage and Mum tipped them four ringgit each, which was a lot of money in those days. I shared the huge, teak four-poster bed with Mummy. The bed sheets were the most luxurious I'd slept on in my young years. Totally comfortable and snug, I didn't want to get out of bed the next morning. I wanted to lie in luxury for hours.

Mother, on the other hand, had plans for us. After an exquisite breakfast at the open air Inner Courtyard Restaurant, we headed to town - SHOPPING! Yes, one of my favorite things to do is shop till I drop. And that's what we did on December 23rd.

Shopping

Shopping in Singapore was one of my favorite experiences. There were plenty of venues and choice selections. Our first stop was Orchard Road. Orchard Road then was quite different from what it is today. At that time, the majority of shops were housed in traditional Chinese style buildings owned largely by local shopkeepers. Even the department stores on the same street were locally owned and operated.

We walked, we shopped, we lunched, and then we walked and shopped again, until we finally agreed on a pair of long, off-white colored pants for me to wear at Yun Wah's wedding. Convincing Mother to make the purchase wasn't difficult. After all, she knew her son had an unusual taste in
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clothing choices. And this pair of trousers could certainly be considered unusual.

After much bargaining with the shopkeeper, she bought the off-white pants with appliqued cartoon characters on the knees. I liked the appliques because they were characters from Mother Goose, and they were so cute to look at. Our special task accomplished, it was time to have real fun eating local delicacies and visiting places of interest. That day was the best day in Singapore so far!

High Tea at Tiffin

I have to confess the most memorable moment of my Singapore trip was having High Tea at Tiffin in Raffles. The following day, after our wonderful shopping bonanza, Christmas Eve was upon us. Raffles was decorated like a fanciful fairyland. Christmas trees lit every floor. Decorated with hundreds of tiny twinkling lights, the trees were hung with pretty toy ornaments sparkling on pine branches in twinkling kingdoms.

K. L. told me early in the day that there was a surprise in store. At 4:00 p.m., we headed down to Tiffin. Through the large wooden doors, I entered Tiffin's Magic Kingdom! At the front of this huge dining room sat an enormous Christmas tree, every inch covered with delicate pinks, reds and white faerie ornaments. It was the most enchanting Christmas tree I could have ever imagined!

Beneath the tree were boxes of colorful presents wrapped and tied in an array of patterned ribbons and iridescent strings. Toys of various shapes and sizes sat next to these enchanted gifts. Jolliest of all was Good ole' Santa, siting high on his golden brocade chair having photos taken with children of all ages.

A string quartet played Christmas tunes and carols by the tree. Every table was covered with pink, red and white tablecloths sprinkled with glittering fairy dust around the table's floral centerpiece. Sweet scented candles flicked in little
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glass containers, illuminating the room like dancing faerie circles in the depth of a winter wonderland. The antique chandeliers were draped with swirls of white, pink and silver heart shaped tinsel. Oh my God! A true-to-life Magical Wonderland for Mummy and me to enjoy and have fun! How fabulous!

Enjoying every moment wrapped in the confines of Tiffin's Magic Kingdom, I had completely forgotten about High Tea until finger sandwiches arrived on tiered silver trays. Strawberries and cream came in tiny glass bowls with shaved chocolate sprinkled on top of cream caramel. Jam and scones were delivered on silver platters. Cupcakes, chocolate cakes, lemon meringue pies, and custard tarts arrived at the tables. Towards the end of the festivities, raffle tickets were drawn. When the announcer called my name to receive a golden fluffy teddy bear, I was
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