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My Story ~ 20. A Special
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“Wherever I go, I would like to try my best to be a special

’;*13 —?‘"’? representative, hoping to do what a Chinese should do in
y

Australia in my own way.”

My hometown is Zhangjiagang, Suzhou. The legend tells the story that it was the
battlefield of Mongols during the Yuan dynasty and had been prosperous for a
period. After the downturn of the Yuan dynasty, many people stayed here
incognito, and some of them changed their surnames to “Miao”. So the Miao are
actually descendants of the Mongols, and even the Yan Zhi group of Genghis
Khan. When talking about my background, I always thought I was born to do
something significant, and the glorious history left by my ancestors should be
cherished and respected.

I came to Australia in 1993. The reason I came here can be summarized in the
phrase “Saving the country through twisted means”. In 1990, I graduated from a
university in Beijing, and then I went to the University of British Columbia in
Vancouver, Canada, studying for a master’s degree. At that time, applying for a
family visa to Canada had some problems, and even my wife was not able to visit
me. Feeling rather depressed, I angrily applied for skilled migration to Australia,
although I had preferred to stay in Canada. However, my application was
successful. My family also successfully applied for the migration in 1993. So it
was these circumstances that “accidentally” brought me to Australia—now it
seems as though I have been here fo a lifetime.

In fact, I was not familiar with Australia before coming here, all I knew about it
was the famous Sydney Opera House. I came here simply because Canada failed
me and I really felt banished from Canada. Even worse, my first impression of
Australia was not very amiable and nice.

Under the skilled migration scheme, you can come here and become a permanent
resident, but you need to indicate your future plans. For me, more study was the
first choice. I had got my master’s degree in Canada and I certainly did not want
to stop my studies. Luckily, at Macquarie University in Sydney, I met a former
school mate from the University of British Columbia in Vancouver. She had
already graduated and was the vice director of the Marine Academy of the
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Australian Commonwealth Scientific and Industrial Research Organization
(CSIRO). She said that she was doing a research project, a joint venture between
the Macquarie University and CSIRO. The project provided a generous
scholarship and she asked me to join her. I thought it was a professional project
and because I had both the help of my former school mate and financial support,
why not to have a try? So, I quickly agreed and began to do my doctorate at
Macquarie University.

I was doing the subject along with my mate, so when she moved the laboratory to
Canberra, I followed her there. In 1996, when I had almost completed my studies,
I heard by chance that a local weather bureau was recruiting forecasters. My
theoretical studies were all about the weather, so I applied for it without
hesitation, and finally I was successful.

From the end of 1996 until now, I have stayed with the weather bureau. From
application to job training, to preparing forecasts, I worked for five years at the
Canberra Weather Bureau. Presenting the weather forecast, I appeared
frequently on television and on the radio, which made me a sort of local celebrity.
More importantly, I am the only Chinese who has worked as a forecaster in the
Weather Bureau. Although forecasting is an ordinary job, there is still a lot of
pressure. Australia’s weather bureau is different from that in China. In addition to
the daily weather broadcast for the general public, our work concerns many other
aspects such as aerospace and national defense. We had a great responsibility. In
those five years, I experienced a lot of major weather events such as hail storms,
fog and ice storms, I even assisted the Australian Prime Minister. It was inevitable
that I made some wrong predictions, major and minor, and experienced ups and
downs. Now I am the project director of the National Weather Service of
Australia, and I know of the hardships I have experienced along the way.

Perhaps because I am in this position, I am bound to encounter a lot of things in
the international arena that cannot happen to ordinary people. Whenever it
occurs, I would have a doubt hovering in my mind: which side do I belong to?
How do I show my identity?

For example, I once went to participate in a maritime conference hosted by the
United Nations to discuss matters related to the tsunamis. This was a very formal
biennial meeting and countries from all around the world participated. As the
representatives of the Australian National Weather Service, my colleague and I



participated at the meeting with two other representatives from Australia
Geoscience Bureau. I was the only Chinese among them. The China Oceanic
Administration and the Hong Kong Observatory sent six representatives. The
seats for China and Australia were next to each other. Simply by looking at my
face, others probably thought I was a member of the Chinese delegation. Only
when looking at my name card did others realize that I was on the Australian side.
As a result, a strange and awkward scene emerged: a person of Chinese
appearance, me, sitting at the Australian side, consulting and negotiating with
China on behalf of Australia. At this meeting, New Zealand held the presidency,
China and Japan were the deputies, and therefore China’s status was very
important, while Australia was simply a member of the conference. However,
because of its geographical location, Australia presented a strong position on
behalf of the South Pacific. It wanted to be the control center for tsunami
warnings, which would be helpful to its political development. But in that case, it
will inevitably affect the interests of neighboring countries including China. On
such an international occasion, I suddenly discovered that your role and position
determines everything. No matter which side my heart is partial to, no matter
whether I can understand multilateral relations and conflicting interests, as long
as I stand behind the name card of Australia, I have to speak on behalf of
Australia. Sometimes I wonder whether I can remain neutral. But at that time, my
subconscious always reminded me that [ worked for the Australian government
and must speak for Australia. Maybe I felt frustrated, but I still had to make a
clear statement on behalf of Australia.

You may ask me, was there one minute or even a fraction of time when I wanted
to sit with the Chinese delegation?

Of course, yes.

But even if I walked over and talked about the weather or chatted with the
Chinese delegation in Chinese, I still consciously or unconsciously controlled my
own mind not to be too familiar or intimate with them, because I knew that maybe
I have to cross thousands of miles to reach just a position.

On another visit to Bali to do the preparatory work related to a tsunami
conference, I felt my dilemma again. Indonesia invited Australia to visit their
tsunami control center and I went there as the official representative of Australia.
When they received us, they were stunned, all four representatives had Asian



faces, and visually, our faces were similar to theirs, but we represented different
countries. They joked that the previous visiting Australians did not look like us, so
this meeting today was really special. We soon found that our similar skin color
did not reduce the seriousness of the meeting. Instead, they paid more attention
to the meeting with a warm reception and rigorous discussion, and our hosts were
very hospitable. Maybe they soon found that this group of black hair and yellow
skin people were Chinese, but they discovered that we were not speaking for
China. When you show your position, they will respect and admire you more
because you are special. In their eyes, skin color is not the most important thing,
the position you take and the official side you represent is the focus of attention.
At this kind of international moments, I try to minimize my personal emotions and
restrain my personal feelings, so that I can know more clearly what I should do.

Of course, it’s not to say that as a Chinese, I must act against the Australian
position. In fact, many times when I participated in various activities and
meetings on behalf of Australia, I felt very proud, because it showed that I not
only had a responsible position in Australia, reflecting my own values, but also
brought honor to the Chinese people.

When it comes to “home”, I have to admit that my home is Australia. I have my
family, my job, my circle of life, and everything is so real and alive. But this is my
“little” home. When it comes to China, it is the “big” home, my “root”, the land I
belong to and the hometown of all my Chinese descendants. No matter where I
live, my heart is closely bound up with China. For me, both sides should not be in
conflict, because I cannot give up and abandon either side. So wherever I go, I
would like to try my best to be a special representative, hoping to do what a
Chinese should do in Australia but do it in my own way.
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“Attitude and environment are like a double-edged sword, it
can kill a person but it can also create a new life. I thank
myself for the firmness and persistence in those early
years...”

I was born in Anhui Province and graduated from university in China. I taught at
the university after completing my master’s degree. My husband came to
Australia for further study. To be with my husband, I came to Australia in
November 1995.

It seemed to me like a fairy tale when [ first arrived here: everything was so short
and small; there were only a few high-rise buildings in the city area, the traffic
light pillars were made from short wooden piles, which looked so cute and
interesting. Australia has a beautiful environment, clean air and bright sunshine -
that was my first impression of Australia.

Later on things became more difficult. The first problem was the language. My
major back home was Russian; I had no English foundation at all, so it was
difficult for me even to go shopping. I did not watch TV at home because I
couldn’t understand anything, let alone chat with my neighbors. After a while, I
decided to learn English, not only for the basic life needs, but also to lay a
foundation for future work. So I began an English course in 1996, it was the
beginning of a new life.

The second problem was work; it was very difficult for me to find a job at first. No
jobs were suitable for me to do due to my limited skills and language ability. I
needed work for an income; I have done all sorts of work. I worked in Chinese
restaurants as a waitress, washing dishes from noon till nine o’clock in the
evening, 7 days a week, there were times when I stood at the sink washing so
many dishes, and I felt just like a robot. It was not easy for me as I had never
done that type of work before; I was very slow at the beginning. What's worse, I
often broke dishes while washing them, and I had to pay for them by a deduction
from my already very low wages. In the end, I had very little money left to take
home.
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My boss got to know that I was living a very hard life with a family to raise, he
was kind to me and didn’t make me pay for the first few bowls that I broke.
However, I kept on breaking dishes while washing them and my boss lost his
patience and temper. Once he even shouted at me angrily: “You are so stupid, you
don’t even know how to wash dishes! Go home if you can’t do simple work like
this!” I was embarrassed, feeling tired and sad, tears running down my face. I
dried my tears with the greasy sleeves and continued washing the endless dishes.
Soon I improved a lot, both in quantity and quality. I could continue washing
dishes for seven hours and didn’t break any dishes for weeks. I have worked in
numerous restaurants, Italian or Chinese, nearly every restaurant in Chinatown. I
also worked as a household cleaner, even if [ didn’t know how to keep my own
house tidy and clean. I survived those hard days with my firmness and
persistence.

The main reason I came to Australia was to reunite with my husband, but after
only a short period of time, we separated due to a marriage with no love
foundation and our different personalities. That was an important life experience
for me, coping with a failed marriage, makes you appreciate the second marriage
more.

I met my present husband at the language school in 1996; we were in the same
English class. He came from Iraq. He was a trained army bodyguard in Iraq, very
tall and strong. He survived the Iragi war luckily by crossing the border with his
mother’s help and escaped to Saudi Arabia. After he was captured by the US
army, he stayed in a refugee camp for five years. In the camp he mixed with
political refugees from other Arabic regions and other countries. He told me that
he learned a lot from many people in the camp, including politicians, film
directors and actors, etc. who told him stories and lent him books to read. He felt
as if he was studying at a comprehensive university and even forgot that he was
actually living in a refugee camp. He then came to Australia having been granted
political asylum.

His spoken English was much better than mine, he was younger and knew no
English before coming here, like a piece of blank paper he learned fast. I was
older and I often mixed English with Russian which was my first foreign language.
But my reading and writing were better than his, so we could help each other and
complement each other’s shortcomings. Our knowledge systems and way of
thinking seemed to be quite different, probably caused by his self-taught methods



while in the refugee camp whereas I was educated in a formal education system
in China. We got married in 2005. It was more for the sake of status, my husband
wanted to have both of our names on the property certificate. Actually it didn’t
matter to me, I never took the paper work of a marriage as the most important
part of a relationship. As a matter of fact, I prefer to be more independent and I
need my own space. However, I always feel grateful to my husband who played
the key role in the turning point of my Australian life. Why? Without him, I could
not have achieved all the successes of today - a lawyer, a councilor, a mother and
wife.

I remember, we were pretty poor when we started to live together. I had just
completed my English course and wanted to go to a university for further study. I
was always interested in politics, so I was planning to study law, a course called
“Australian government”. There were two choices for me at that time, the law
course, which was a three year full time course; or a secretarial course which was
only six months course. If I chose to be a secretary, I could go to work after six
months and earn money for our family. But my interest was law, it was a future
goal for me. I was in a difficult situation but I didn’t want to ask my husband for
his opinion. My husband didn’t wait for me to ask but said to me: “I know you are
interested in law, I think you should make your decision to pursue the law course.
Go for it, don’t worry about our current situation. Home is here as long as I'm
here. You have my full support”. With his caring and loving words, I made up my
mind and enrolled in the law course in the Curtin University. From then on, my
husband became a carer, taking over all the household chores, while letting me
concentrate on my study. The course was hard at the beginning; I couldn’t
understand what the professors were saying in the lectures. But, with my
determination and hardwork I passed all five exams. I became pregnant after the
first semester; we had our first son in the second semester. I returned to study
only two weeks after giving birth to my baby. My husband played the key role at
that time, he looked after the baby while I was studying, even though he also had
to work to raise money to support our family. So he should share more than half
of my achievements. Without him, or if he had considered money as a priority, I
would probably had chosen the secretarial course. It would have been much
easier for the financial situation for our family, but I could never have achieved
what I have today. I thank my husband for his loving care and his sense of
responsibility, his sacrifice and contribution to our marriage. We have never
depended on the government’s welfare benefits but relied on each other’s



support. But talking about cultural differences and understanding, we still have a
lot of problems every now and then.

We have been together for over 19 years now, we have two lovely sons, we love
each other, but we have not integrated with each other’s culture, life style and
customs. As a leading member of the Australian Women’s Association, I have been
planning to hold a forum with “Cross Marriages” as the topic. From my own
experience, I would like to tell people, in particular, those Chinese women who
plan to go for a cross-cultural marriage, you need to be fully prepared before
making the decision, including physically, mentally and culturally. Each nation
has its culture, and traditions. There are conflicts in the society, but more obvious
are the family dynamics. I'm straight forward in my approach to things, I always
say what I think whereas my husband is more like many Australian men, who love
women to say nice and sweet things to them, a quality I lack. The other issue is
customs and family tradition, his family is so different from our Chinese family,
they think a family should share everything, no need to ask before taking things
from each other, yours is mine and mine is yours. I understand this to be a
cultural difference. I remember, once his younger sister came to Australia for a
holiday and stayed in our house, she took all my handbags to her room without
asking me. When I asked my husband about it, he treated it very lightly and told
me that family should share everything and there were no secrets between family
members. Financially, I am the bread winner for our family; I spend as much as I
want, sometimes my husband is not so happy about that. I also think [ am more
open minded than my husband. Yet I don’t think this is a cultural difference, it is
more personality and part of me. We put our money together but he doesn’t know
how much we have because most of the money has been earned by me. However,
he doesn’t like my casual way of spending money. He says even if I am the main
income earner, I should consider the whole family. I remember one year there
was a policy that the Australian government would subsidize half the cost if you
bought a car for business usage. So I bought a BMW without discussing the
purchase with my husband because I knew he would disagree. We fight
sometimes but we care for each other just like other husbands and wives. Maybe
it is more difficult for cross marriage couples as there are more issues between
them, just like in our marriage.

My husband is now studying law at TAFE as he is also interested in law and
politics. But he will never take it on as a career. He just wants to know more and



see if he can help me with my work. As a professional woman, I know there must
be some side effects on the family. The husband complains that the wife spends
little time at home, cares less for the children but more for her job, etc. But in a
cross marriage, there will be other problems. After being in a cross marriage for
so many years, I suggest that if a woman wants to get married, she should try to
find a man from her own country first, or at least find a man with the same
language.

Next we talk about immigration. To me it is important for every immigrant,
including myself, that we should cherish the opportunity that the host country has
provided for us, even if we are facing many challenges all the time. You must
think independently and don’t give up or have doubts about yourself. I always
treasure the opportunities that Australia has provided for me. If you can live your
life and choose your way according to your own will, no one can stop you from
doing the right thing. The real obstacles come from within. Be strong and have
faith in yourself, you will achieve your goal. That is my experience since
immigrating to Australia. To me, attitude and environment are like a double-
edged sword, it can kill a person but it can also create a new life. I thank myself
for the firmness and persistence in those years.

Now I'm a lawyer with many other social roles. I am a city councilor and have
been in charge of marketing, finance and international relations since 2012. I own
a law firm and run an immigration news paper. I am the vice-president of
Australian Immigrant Association and the president of Western Australian
Immigrant Association. I not only have to care for the interests of our members,
but also have to organise training programs. I need to communicate with the
Immigration Department and State Government to resolve community and other
problems. I have to attend many meetings and take full charge of many issues; I
travel in and out of the state many times a year. I understand that people trust me

and it is my responsibility to do the right things. Since the 8" March, 2013, I have
held the position of the president of the National Women’s Association of

Australia. We hold an activity on the 8" March every year, focusing on women'’s
issues. For the next activity, we will arrange for those women who are financially
independent to help those women who are not independent but wish to be
successful and achieve their own independence. In the coming four to five years, I
hope that we can assist women to achieve higher political and social status in
Australia. I also hope I can be a representative for all the Chinese women in



Australia to achieve our common goals.

People ask me how I have integrated into the Australian society. Well, it’s hard to
explain clearly using only a few sentences. But the most important point is that
you just have to make your decision, to do the job with your heart, like my own
experience, from washing dishes to studying law at the university, to running my
own business; to working in the government, to be responsible for myself, for my
family and for society. Be yourself and do the right thing, and in the meantime,
don’t forget that you also represent your own country- the country you came
from. As long as you work hard and are willing to use your intelligence and share
your wisdom with others, you can get along with any one you meet. I find
Australia is a good place to live; it is much easier to deal with Australian people,
who live in a simple and direct environment while we Chinese have the habit to
compete with each other for success. In terms of social relationships, you will find
that you gain respect if you respect other people. Only sincere and open
communications can develop into a long term relationship. Yet China has her
many great traditions, one tradition is we Chinese always show gratitude and
never forget those who have helped us while many foreigners probably do not
consider it to be so important, or maybe they do not show their gratitude in an
obvious way. For example, Australian people are very happy and easily accept a
dinner invitation but they don’t usually reciprocate like the Chinese people do.
Australian people might think that we find that acceptable but I still think it’s
polite and good manners to repay with a dinner. If you are nice to a Chinese
person, he or she will be nicer to you with a higher level of respect. Chinese
people value mutual respect while not every foreigner knows that is the case. So I
think we should carry our good traditions forward and help more people within
our capability and to the best of our ability. Although not everyone will help you in
return, they will look on you as a friend and remember you in their hearts, a good
relationship will grow and last for a long time.

I have been living in Australia for over 19 years now. I have a happy family with
my husband and our two children. I consider Australia to be my home. But with
my parents and sisters back in China, I still treasure China as my home too. So I
have two homes. As for cultural identity, I think I'm still Chinese in my blood and
I'm Australian from the perspective of law. I will modestly accept Australian
culture and try to absorb the excellent features of Australian life.

As a Chinese immigrant, I think the greatest advantage is that we can learn from



our two cultures to improve ourselves and achieve perfection.

Joono ~21. 0000 -=—000000
HRERERERE

“gubbobuobboobbuguobooboobooobd
I T 6 6 OO ”

uobggoboboguobooboobuogbuoubooboobuoobooonad
DooooogoobooDisinouooaooo

oo oooaoaand
0000000000000 000000000000000000000000
odggooouooobbbbboooggd

obooobobobobioobboobbobbooboobboobbobbiboobd
uobogobgoboobooboobogobgobooboobboobd
Jobbogobbooobbooobu,goobuooboboobobuooood
ooubobobodgubooboooooobooooegguoonogooon
uobggbboguobooboobuoobuooubgobooboobbooond
Jobgbobooubooboobuoobououbooboobuooboooona
obogbbgogobooboobboobboobooboobboobboobd
Jodouopouoobuooobbboooobbuoooobbuoooobbuoao
obooobobobobioobboobbobbooboobboobbobbiboobd
uobogobgoboobooboobogobgobooboobboobd
Joboggbbooubooboobuoobounoobgoboobuoboooonoa
oo gbobgogobiodobtboobboobo” gobooboobboobboobd
uobggbboguobooboobuoobuooubgobooboobbooond


https://rozenbergquarterly.com/%e6%88%91%e7%9a%84%e6%95%85%e4%ba%8b-21-%e8%84%b1%e8%83%8e%e6%8d%a2%e9%aa%a8-%e6%96%b0%e5%ae%b6%e5%ba%ad%e3%80%81%e6%96%b0%e8%a7%86%e9%87%8e%e4%b8%8e%e6%96%b0%e4%ba%8b%e4%b8%9a/
https://rozenbergquarterly.com/%e6%88%91%e7%9a%84%e6%95%85%e4%ba%8b-21-%e8%84%b1%e8%83%8e%e6%8d%a2%e9%aa%a8-%e6%96%b0%e5%ae%b6%e5%ba%ad%e3%80%81%e6%96%b0%e8%a7%86%e9%87%8e%e4%b8%8e%e6%96%b0%e4%ba%8b%e4%b8%9a/
http://rozenbergquarterly.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/02/austrchina.jpg

obogbobobobiooboobbobobooboobiboobboobboobd
uobggbbguobooboobuoobuouobooboobuoobboond
Jobodgbbooubooboobuoobuoubooboobuobobooona
obogbobgogbobioobtoobboobboobooboobboobboobd
uobgdgbobguobooboobuoogbuoobgoboobuobbooonbd
obooooboobioobboobbobbooboobboobboobbioobd
U000 ooooogoooagaand
Jobggbobooobooboobuoobuoobooboobuoobbooond
ogoooooobbbbbbibooooooooobbbibood

Jobggbobooobooboobuoobuoobooboobuoobbooond
0000000000000 000000000000000000000000
uobggbbguobooboobuoobuouobooboobuoobboond
oo oooagand
obogbobgogbobioobtoobboobboobooboobboobboobd
uobgdgbobguobooboobuoogbuoobgoboobuobbooonbd
obooooboobioobboobbobbooboobboobboobbioobd
oboobgieetduogobdoboobgobgoboonooboboud
Jobggbobooobooboobuoobuoobooboobuoobbooond
obogbobobobiooboobbobobooboobiboobboobboobd
uobggbbguobooboobuoobuouobooboobuoobboond
oo oooagand
obogbobgogbobioobtoobboobboobooboobboobboobd
oo oooaaand
oDz bugouobobouggobobooooobobooooooobon
obogbbgobooboobboobboouobgobooboobboonbd
Jobggbobooobooboobuoobuoobooboobuoobbooond
obogbobobobiooboobbobobooboobiboobboobboobd
uobggbbguobooboobuoobuouobooboobuoobboond
Jobodgbbooubooboobuoobuoubooboobuobobooona
OO0O0OCurtinD 000000 O0OO0ODODODOODODOOOOD0OODODOobOODODbOOO
U ogdgo” gubooboobuogbuoobgoboobuoobbooond
obooooboobioobboobbobbooboobboobboobbioobd
obogbbgobooboobboobboouobgobooboobboonbd
Jobggbobooobooboobuoobuoobooboobuoobbooond
obogbobobobiooboobbobobooboobiboobboobboobd
Juobggbbogoboobgob* gbugubgoboobuoobboonbd



obooobgooboobboobbooboboobooboobboobboo® O
uobogd* bgubooboobuoobouogubgobooboobboonbd
Jobodgbbooubooboobuoobuoubooboobuobobooona
obogbobgobooboobboobbogooa” gobooboobboobd
oo oooaaand
obooooboobioobboobbobbooboobboobboobbioobd
Jiddddggoooo3oooooooobobb2bbbboooooodgd
Jobggbobooobooboobuoobuoobooboobuoobbooond
obogbobobobiooboobbobobooboobiboobboobboobd
uobggbbguobooboobuoobuouobooboobuoobboond
Jobodgbbooubooboobuoobuoubooboobuobobooona
0000000000 ooooooooooooand
uobgdgbobguobooboobuoogbuoobgoboobuobbooonbd
obooooboobioobboobbobbooboobboobboobbioobd
googdgdo

Doogdoobboogimsoogouoobooouboboooobboooogon
obogbbgobooboobboobboouobgobooboobboonbd
Jobggbobooobooboobuoobuoobooboobuoobbooond
obogbobobobiooboobbobobooboobiboobboobboobd
uobggbbguobooboobuoobuouobooboobuoobboond
Jobodgbbooubooboobuoobuoubooboobuobobooona
obogbobgogbobioobtoobboobboobooboobboobboobd
uobgdgbobguobooboobuoogbuoobgoboobuobbooonbd
o0 obobboooobbbooobbiobooobbbooobbbiooobbod
obogbbgobooboobboobboouobgobooboobboonbd
Jobggbobooobooboobuoobuoobooboobuoobbooond
obogbobobobiooboobbobobooboobiboobboobboobd
oooooobobobobbbbbobbooo0000000000UTEFO OO oo
Jobodgbbooubooboobuoobuoubooboobuobobooona
obogbobgogbobioobtoobboobboobooboobboobboobd
uobgdgbobguobooboobuoogbuoobgoboobuobbooonbd
obooooboobioobboobbobbooboobboobboobbioobd
obogbbgobooboobboobboouobgobooboobboonbd
Jobggbobooobooboobuoobuoobooboobuoobbooond
ooooooooobobbbbion



obogbobobobiooboobbobobooboobiboobboobboobd
uobggbbguobooboobuoobuouobooboobuoobboond
oo oooagand
obogbobgogbobioobtoobboobboobooboobboobboobd
uobgdgbobguobooboobuoogbuoobgoboobuobbooonbd
obooooboobioobboobbobbooboobboobboobbioobd
U000 ooooogoooagaand
Jogdooouooobbbbooogoooooon

obogbbgobooboobboobboouobgobooboobboonbd
Jobggbobooobooboobuoobuoobooboobuoobbooond
Dod212000gguboodguooboouooobooooobooooon
odubboobbbodoobbugouobboooobb booobobod
bbb buobuobUdea2o13g
obogbobgogbobioobtoobboobboobooboobboobboobd
uobgdgbobguobooboobuoogbuoobgoboobuobbooonbd
obooooboobioobboobbobbooboobboobboobbioobd
obogbbgobooboobboobboouobgobooboobboonbd
Jobggbobooobooboobuoobuoobooboobuoobbooond
o003 ougooonooobooogoooon
obgdobgobosgsgubooobuoboabgobooboooooogg
Jobodgbbooubooboobuoobuoubooboobuobobooona
obogbobgogbobioobtoobboobboobooboobboobboobd
oo oooaaand
obooooboobioobboobbobbooboobboobboobbioobd
obogbbgobooboobboobboouobgobooboobboonbd
Jobggbobooobooboobuoobuoobooboobuoobbooond
obogbobobobiooboobbobobooboobiboobboobboobd
uobggbbguobooboobuoobuouobooboobuoobboond
Jobodgbbooubooboobuoobuoubooboobuobobooona
obogbobgogbobioobtoobboobboobooboobboobboobd
uobgdgbobguobooboobuoogbuoobgoboobuobbooonbd
obooooboobioobboobbobbooboobboobboobbioobd
obogbbgobooboobboobboouobgobooboobboonbd
Jobggbobooobooboobuoobuoobooboobuoobbooond
obogbobobobiooboobbobobooboobiboobboobboobd
oduboboodobobbodooobugod oboooobbboooobbod



obogbobobobiooboobbobobooboobiboobboobboobd
uobggbbguobooboobuoobuouobooboobuoobboond
Jobodgbbooubooboobuoobuoubooboobuobobooona
obogbobgogbobioobtoobboobboobooboobboobboobd
uobgdgbobguobooboobuoogbuoobgoboobuobbooonbd
obooooboobioobboobbobbooboobboobboobbioobd
obogbbgobooboobboobboouobgobooboobboonbd
Jobggbobooobooboobuoobuoobooboobuoobbooond
oooooooooon

obgobgobooooobuoboobuoboobuoobuoonooa
obogbobobobiooboobbobobooboobiboobboobboobd
uobggbbguobooboobuoobuouobooboobuoobboond
Jobodgbbooubooboobuoobuoubooboobuobobooona
ooggoooooon

Jobodgbbooubooboobuoobuoubooboobuobobooona
0000000000 ooooooooooooand
uobgdgbobguobooboobuoogbuoobgoboobuobbooonbd
00O

My Story ~ 22. Only By Creating
Your Own World Can You Create A
Real Life

“While everyone who chooses to go abroad possesses his
own dream, one thing is for certain - a brighter future.”

wib

Though having lived in Perth for almost 30 years, life back in China is still clear in
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my head. After the opening-up policy was introduced in the 1980s, many people
were desperate to go abroad to pursue their dreams, thinking that only in this
way could they realize their person goal and create their own happy life. Well, I
was the opposite. There were two reasons: on the one hand, my mom was quite
conservative and strongly opposed this view. She didn’t want her daughter to be
away. On the other hand, I majored in traditional Chinese medical science and
franking speaking, I didn’t know what I could do in foreign lands.

My husband majored in science and engineering and taught in a college. People
were crazy about going abroad when we fell in love. However, my mom didn’t
agree with our relationship. In her mind, once the couple live separate lives, there
is a big possibility that one or either of them will change. Well, the son-in-law of
her friend went abroad and this young couple was quite close in the first two
years. The phone calls were expensive, dozens of dollars per minute while the
total salary was only 50 dollars. The husband would call his wife, but the
frequency of calls gradually became less and less and finally totally disappeared.
The wife had to raise their child all alone in China and it turned out to be that she
had no one to divorce with as her husband was nowhere to be found. Well, she
finally had to go to the court and explained that her husband was missing, finally
the divorce was granted. This left a deep impression on my parents, So my mom
insisted that if he must go abroad, we couldn’t get married until he returned back.
As a result, we dropped this idea and got married, we no longer thought about
going abroad.

After opening up, people began to focus more on schooling and qualifications. My
husband was doing a good job at college and was promoted to the position of
deputy director, he was considered to be an outstanding young talent. He has got
a master’s degree and his major was not available at his college, it was impossible
to pursue further study. He really wanted to go higher, but without a degree,
everything was a daydream. It was at that time that he got an opportunity to
study with a government sponsorship. In 1987, he went to University of
Melbourne to be a visiting scholar for one and a half years. Later, he wrote me a
letter and discussed with me about his idea of applying for a scholarship and
doing PhD, this meant I would have to wait for him for another four years. During
that period, he couldn’t come back and government policy then didn’t allow
visiting either. It was too hard for me and I just couldn’t agree, so he came back.

Our daughter was born after he returned home; we lived our life just like other



common couple. However, he got another chance of studying for a PhD and
sponsorship was available due to his position of deputy director and his excellent
English. Registration was quite urgent so he made his decision without consulting
me. Given my daughter was too young and needed to be cared for, my night shift
at hospital, plus my poor health, would definitely put me into a difficult situation
without him being around. So he turned down the study opportunity. One year
later, another opportunity arose and his supervisor asked about his willingness to
apply again. I told him not to give up because many young people had got PhD
and if he missed this opportunity; his development would be held back. What’s
more, I could accompany him with a scholarship. So this time, he made up his
mind and we really expected a good development in China afterwards. His
scholarship to Australia Sponsoring Third World Countries, actually required that
he must go back to work in China after completing his study. So after six years of
his staying abroad, in 1993 I went to visit him with my four-year-old daughter.

I studied traditional Chinese medical science in Shandong University of
Traditional Chinese Medicine. After graduation, I was required to work at the
Chinese Medicine Hospital of Jinan, Shandong, as an acupuncturist. I was the first
person with a formal five-year education in college after the Cultural Revolution
in our department, so I received high praise both from our hospital and our
department.

The main reason I refused to go abroad was because of my interest in the position
of physician-in-charge. Promotion at that time was quite difficult due to
qualification and seniority. It took me about two years from application, approval
at various levels, official documents from Health Bureau to final certification.
Also, I had been working there for ten years, thus I didn’'t want to give up, and I
would feel desperate at the thought of not coming back. My husband thought the
same. Well, visiting and sightseeing could be carried out after my promotion. It
would be just a matter of time.

My promotion certificate soon came and I hurried to Australia with my daughter.
The memory of my first day in Australia still lingers in my mind. [ had never been
abroad, never flown, neither could I speak English. I learnt English during my
college years but I never got the chance of using the language. So the first flight
was a big problem. There was no direct flight from China to Perth and we had to
transfer in Singapore. I didn’t know English so I couldn’t read the signs and didn’t
know where to go. A friend of my husband came back to Beijing for a meeting and



he accompanied me to Australia.

What I have perceived from TV is that foreign countries are full of high buildings,
neon lights and are prosperous, much more prosperous than Beijing. However,
the more I walked, the more desolate I became. All I saw was primeval forest and
wasted grass land; also there were huge lakes and lots of mosquitoes. Anyway, it
looked like a desert with no people around which was totally different from what I
had imagined. Even a Chinese village is better than here. Our car finally pulled up
before a house which was rented by my husband and his classmates.

After all these years’ living, I actually think that the air here is clean and weather
is fine, while the biggest advantage is the small population and the pace of life
here which is more relaxed. Interpersonal relationships in China are much more
complicated, especially for those who were born into an intellectual family like
mine which had few chances to see the world. My father was a professor at
Shandong Normal University, so I had always been around that area since
kindergarten. What I experienced in Australia was much simpler. Relationships in
China are always complex and hard to handle, including relationships among
workmates. I'm now independent and work three days a week. Basically I do
acupuncture at home but I also go to a friend’s clinic about two days a week.

It has been 30 years since I came to Australia. I remember, there were hard days
to go through, or in other words, I was quite puzzled at that time. There was a
great income gap in the first several years after I came here and we had to live on
the scholarship. Frankly speaking, his scholarship was quite high compared to
other students but we still encountered great pressure. Apart from renting, we
had to pay high living expenses. People in China always thought those staying
abroad earn big money, so we saved money to save face and gave our relatives
presents when we went back to visit them. Another pressure came from the
language. I didn’'t know how to say hello to neighbors, actually I didn’'t know what
they were talking about, and all I could do was smile. I couldn’t read labels either
so I didn’t know the ingredients, let alone know how to communicate with doctors
in hospital. I needed my husband to handle my daughter’s schooling and banking
too. I suddenly felt like a fool. But in order to solve our economic problem, I had
to work in a factory, which meant a bigger drop in status. From a doctor-in-
charge at a hospital to a worker, I felt awful and aggrieved. I had sacrificed
myself for my husband. My mom thought so too. What'’s worse, I didn’t dare to tell
anyone about my factory work. I was depressed and didn’'t know when my life



would improve.

I felt I had an equal position when we were both in China because we both had
our own income and salary. So I never had to ask him for his permission and just
bought whatever I wanted. However, here in Australia, if we went to a
supermarket and I wanted to buy a certain product, he would tell me that maybe
it would be on sale the next week, so we should just wait and see. I had to put it
back on the shelf, which made me awful. I had no income and had to buy
everything with his money. I had no confidence and felt of little value.

I decided to learn English so I could find myself a job. Since I wanted to live here
in the long run, English is definitely a must. After three years’ hard work at an
English Training Centre, my English was better and I could communicate with
others without difficulty. I experienced no problems in hospital or in store and I
didn’t feel isolated any more. Now I can utilize my major, I find myself again.

As life is getting better, we started to consider settling down here for the long
term. My husband went on to study postdoc after graduation. As for my daughter,
since she is already nine years old, it would be hard for her to fit into the
environment in China with a different education system. I once tried to teach her
Chinese and math and forced her to study using the text books, exercises and test
papers which were sent to us by my mom in China. However, I didn’t have enough
time to supervise due to the factory work. I was just too tired to care for her
study, so this plan was finally dropped.

I had never done any manual work in China and the experience of working in a
shrimp factory is really unforgettable, a process I found difficult to accept. The
main job was to pack shrimps. My English was very poor at that time and a friend
introduced me this job. So I thought I must grasp the opportunity because it paid
10 dollars per hour, much higher than the previous work in an Italian restaurant
which paid only five dollars an hour. I was quite satisfied and decided to work
hard in case I lost my job. I was like a dumb person because I didn’t know
English. My manager taught me, I watched him and did as he did. I could not
understand his English but worked hard. Finally I surprisingly was recognised as
a monthly model worker and was awarded a kilo of shrimp and a bottle of brandy.
[ put the picture of me receiving the award in the workshop to inspire others to
learn from me. Although there’s a big smile on the face when I received this
award, I felt awful deep in the heart. I didn’t know how to express myself, should I



be happy or sad? Isn’t it an honorable thing to receive this award? But I thought
of my daughter, and decided I would just work harder.

Actually I was desperate and wanted to go back to China at that time and wanted
my daughter to attend a local school to improve her Chinese level which was
becoming poorer and poorer. Every time before her Chinese lesson, there would
be a fight, shouting and crying or even beating, and my daughter would cry to
me:” Mother, it’s too hard.” I felt sorry for her and would think to myself: what am
I doing? I'm like a demon forcing her to learn, so I gradually gave up. I thought of
going back to China, but at once my husband’s career and my daughter came into
my mind, [ would forget it. She was nine at that time and if we went back, she
would be upset to enter the first grade again and I was afraid she would be
unable to recover from such a setback. So we started to consider settling down
here. I was willing to give up my dream of becoming a professor for the future of
my husband and child.

Many people are like me. They don’t focus completely on themselves but consider
the family or other reasons. It’s been over 30 years and am I a Chinese or an
Australian? As [ have got Australian passport, I'm theoretically Australian but I
just feel like a half, after all I lived in China for the first 33 years. I was born there
and grew up there. I went abroad at the age of 32 and have lived in Australia for
over 30 years. Seeing life as a whole, I will live better here and probably will end
my life here.

I felt I was Chinese when I first came here and even when I got the passport.
Perhaps it is because the longer we live, the deeper relationships we develop.
Wherever you go, people can tell you are Chinese and I feel that as well. What's
more, China is my motherland and I have lots of memories there. My family and
friends are there with my roots. I'm Chinese forever.

[ remember at the 2000 Sydney Olympic Games an Australian athlete won a gold
medal, I felt like an Australian and was proud of him. But when a Chinese athlete
won a medal, I felt like a Chinese and cried for him. Such emotions are complex,
shall I keep my left hand or my right hand?

Festivals always remind people of their roots. I will think of Chinese National Day
when it’s Australia Day holiday and want to go back to China. The time when the
Australian flag flies and the national song is sung, everyone joins in. Frankly



speaking, I still can’t sing it but I feel I am with them and possess that kind of
surging in heart. There’s proud and recognition too. Although we have settled
here and going back to China is like a holiday, we still perceive it as our home and
Australia in turn feels like a holiday. My mom’s passing away took my Chinese
home away. Maybe this has to do with personal emotions like many other people.
From then on, my homesick changed to Perth and being in China like a holiday.
There’s no sense of home.

There’s still a gap living with the mainstream and you can’t fit in completely,
though my husband teaches in college. People in the upper class have this kind of
feeling too, they are not recognized as mainstream. In my mind, as my work is in
Chinese medicine, people are more willing to accept Chinese medicine than
before but I still can’t feel it. There are a lot of Australians in my clinic and half of
my patients are Australian. I have no trouble communicating with them but still
can’t fit in. There were several times when I was in my car and heard someone
open his car window and shout at me: “go back to your home!” Well, I haven’t
heard such rude words in the past ten years. I believe many foreign immigrants
might also have come across such a situation. Maybe it’s because the society has
changed and people are more tolerate and accept foreign things, including
Chinese medicine. But I have not truly integrated in the local culture and I know
many people are not talking from their heart.

In my mind, those Australian, especially those who have received high education,
know they should not come up with racial abuse. But by their actions when they
are handling issues you can see, there’s a little prejudice in their hearts. During
conversation with others, I find many people have the same feeling. In other
words, it’s hard to get close to Australians, even your friends. Probably it’s
affected by life style and evaluation which has an affect on your attitude and
thoughts. Though I have an Australian passport, I'm still Chinese in heart.

In cultural recognition, the next generation is closer to Australia. According to our
Chinese tradition, young people will live and eat at home and feel that is what
should be. My daughter has grown up and she moved out when she found a job
which made me feel puzzled and worried as a mother. In the Chinese tradition,
she should live with us and we can save money for her to buy car and house, but
in her mind, either in core values or life style, there’s a big difference and she
prefers to do what Australian people do. She is quite independent since a kid and
thinks it is shame to ask her parents for money. We actually have never taught



her this. She is our only daughter and everything except what we use will belong
to her. But in her mind, these things are ours and she will never take them for
granted. So she moved out once she found a job.

There’s an old saying:”fallen leaves return to the roots”. Old friends and
classmates ask whether we will return to China after retirement. Well, actually I
won't. Each place has its own ways of supporting the elderly. I will continue my
Chinese medicine career here till life ends. It’s better that as a Chinese medicine
doctor, you can continue to work as long as you are healthy. You can understand
the emptiness of being old and will not lose your value as a human being if you
continue to be active. Probably the working days will be reduced, two or three
days a week. But I will continue until there’s no choice, not for money, but just for
something I have to do and feel as though I am still a useful member of the
community. I love my husband and child, share happiness and sorrows with them
because it was I who brought them here.



