
My grandma and Uncle Bing-Choi  

I was pre-programmed to understand Chinese food…. 
 
 

In the New Year, Pauline went back to Hong Kong to attend her cousin’s wedding and visit her 

Grandmother's farm.  As a child she used to spend her summer holidays there, surrounded by 

the animals and crops.  She fondly recalls running around the farm barefooted and has now 

come back to get a better understanding of her heritage and in particular, her love of food…. 

 

My Grandmother was a farmer in China, and my 

Grandfather an architect, strange combination, but 

they were happily married until my grandma left us 

and gone to a better place. In 1960 during the 

Cultural Revolution, they, like thousands of other 

literate people, fled to Hong Kong to seek refuge.  

With the small amount of possession’s they had, 

they were able to buy a small holding in an 

undeveloped area called Pebble Bay in New 

Territories, Hong Kong.  Here they were able to 

build up a small holding as well as building a street 

cafe selling produce direct from the farm.  In my 

much biased memory, grandma’s cafe served the 

best lemon iced tea and scrambled egg sandwich I’ve 

ever tasted, can’t beat the taste of fresh fertilized 

eggs!  

 

My brother Kit, cousin PenPen and I would spend the whole summer there, helping out in the 

café, more like getting in the way.  Piglets, swans, geese, chicken, dogs would stroll around 

and look out for any crumbs on the floor.  By the way, geese are nasty! Stay away from them!  

I also recall swinging on the old rubber tyre hanging 

from the tree that our granddad made for us and 

how I would scowl at any visitors that dared 

swinging on it. 

 

As the town name suggests the farm was situated on 

the sea front of Pebbles Bay.  As well as the farm 

and the cafe, the house backs on to a jetty in to the 

bay.  Being a natural harbour, the sea was naturally 

calm and made a great place to go out in the 

sampan.  I remember many of times when we row 



out on our dingy little sampan and see my mum jumping up and down and screaming at the 

edge of the jetty to call us back.  Why? Well….Many times, the tie was out and we forgotten 

to lowered the ladder before jumping down and have no means to climb back up!  Once, my 

brother Kit and I smuggled a piglet aboard and decided to take it out for a ride, unfortunately, 

the piglet was more nervous than we thought and decided to have a little accident in the 

sampan....  by the time we got back, my grandma had found out what we had done and from 

that moment, the importance of livestock as food was installed into us, big time! 

 
 
 

In 1984, due to the development of this area, compulsory purchase forced our family to given 

up our priceless and precious home at Pebble 

Bay and took away years of happy memories.  

We found another piece of land in Yeun-Long.  

Unfortunately, the tranquillity of the coast had 

to be replaced by lush greenery.  This farm 

was a labour of love as my Granddad designed 

and built the house himself. I remember hiding 

one particular treasure in the concrete 

foundation, my cousin's Barbie doll! You see, I 

have always been a Sindy girl.  

 
 
 

My Grandparents tended the farm until my 

Grandma’s passing.  Unfortunately, there is no livestock on the farm anymore due to the 

Government banning all livestock farming on Hong Kong.  However, my family still tend a 

small amount of crops to this day, in the memory of our 

beloved Grandma.  

 

i remember whenever there was a festival or celebration, 

basically, any excuse, our big family would get together at my 

Grandma’s house and have a feast, and for a day, forget city 

life. First, my Granddad and Uncle Bing-Choi would choose the 

animal for the feast, chicken, roast pig, geese, duck, pigeon and 

Malayan porcupine! I know it’s cruel….but was only a child!  

My grandma, head of the family, would inspect the animal; 

checking the animal up and down, sniffing the bottom, 

checking the eyes to see if they are good to eat, and all the 

Our small veg garden and our no so scary scarecrow! 

Pauline stealing food again! 



Uncle Bing-Choi’s soy roast chicken! My childhood 

favourite, he made them especially for me! 

Balcony of our house with Hong leaves vine, 

we use them to line Dim Sum basket.  To the 

left is a Chinese Guava fruit tree, to the right is 

a Lychee tree! 

adults with have a big debate about it.  Then, moving on the vegetables, another family 

debate what the best vegetables to go with the meat, would it be Pak-Choi, Choi-Sam, Chinese 

Broccoli, hollow-leaf or hairy pumpkins?  

Everyone mucked in, the dads would kill 

the animal, the mums would pluck the 

feathers and prepare the meal, we children 

would get the vegetables ready, while 

crying out how hungry we were and when 

would it be ready.  It may sound cruel, 

killing, cooking and eating an animal where 

the day or two before we had been looking 

after it.  But this made us appreciate the 

food that was being prepared and what we 

were about to eat.  At dusk, the food will 

finally be ready, granddad would bring his 

snake wine or mouse wine out for 

everyone to try, and we feast till late.  

 

This appreciation of food has served my family well.  The basics my Grandma installed into her 

children and grandchildren have stood us all well.  My uncle Bing-Choi, is a famous and well 

respected chef in Hong Kong who is now 

the executive chef for a large hotel 

chain in China. One of his best protege's 

was my father.  However, where my 

uncle was the gentle giant, my father 

was China's answer to Gordon Ramsay.  

My father probably gets this from his 

time working for his family’s sea haulage 

firm.  But as this trade was dying in the 

late 1970s and he started learning from 

my Uncle. In the late 70’s, Uncle 

Bing-Choi was famous in the catering 

world as the owner and head chef of 

Sun-Sun-Kei restaurant, known for its 

quality rustic Hong Kong home cook food with no MSG!  As my Father had the sea in his blood 

he had a flare with seafood, where my Uncle, being brought up on the farm, used my 

Grandma’s experience and expertise for food in his cooking.  

 



When we lived in the city, we would go to my Uncle's restaurant and try new and interesting, 
sometime bazaar food that both my Father and Uncle would invent. I can still remember a dish 
of steamed eel with blackbean sauce.  It was a whole eel, snake round with the head poking 
up! Frighten the life out of me, yet it tasted so good.  So you see, I eat anything, deep fried 
locust? Bring it on!  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
So this is where not only my love, but appreciation, of food started, it’s in my family’s blood.  
From seeing the work and effort my Grandma would put in to growing and rearing the food, to 
the skill and dedicated time and effort my Father and Uncle would put in to preparing every 
dish, has been passed on to me and in everything I do in my life and at my restaurant.   
 
 
 
 
 

Meet some of my mum’s family 

Uncle Ming, jewellery 

maker, all his piece are 

inspire by nature  

Mum  

Cousin PenPen 

whom I grown up 

with  

Cousin “Pig boy” 

that’s his nick name 

since toddler! 

Uncle Ping-Choi, best 

Chinese chef alive!  

Granddad who built this 

house behind us  

Auntie San, married to 

my uncle Choi, nicest 

auntie in the world who 

also has the coolest 

house in Hong Kong 



 

In the next instalment, Pauline will talk about her Auntie San's family and their 
incredible family home by the sea at Tai-O and how this influenced her food 
from young age.   
 

 


