我的故事 ~ 一个有创建性的研究课题
一个有创建性的研究课题

对于移民来说，身份的认同是一种深层的文化心理，一种心理归宿的诉求，也是移民
特定的人性的一部分。澳大利亚是华人重要的移民地，对移民的创业史、个人奋斗历
程、自我与社会相互的文化冲突与交融，以及人生成就感的研究，有助于对移民的特
定价值及身份的肯定，有助于华人移民对澳洲的发展与社会和谐进一歩做出贡献，也
有助于对澳大利亚的著名的国策一一多元文化政策积极的探讨。
口述史是二十世纪以来盛行的学朮方法，从人类学、社会学，到文化学、遗产学与文
学，广法应用。口述史做为一种以人为本的活态的历史记录，一种以个人记忆为研究
对象的人文科学，有着不可替代的史料价值与学术价值。
为此，西澳大学孔子学院采用口述史方式，通过澳洲华人移民身份的文化认同这一深
入的角度，从个人记忆的口述记录到集体记忆的整体研究，是一个十分有眼光、有创
建性的课题。我相信，它必将渐渐显露学术意义，也是一个很好的开端，我们将期待
着分享这一学术成果。

冯骥才
中国文联执行副主席
中华人民共和国国务院参事
2014年10月19日

My Story ~ Foreword
In 1997 Stephen Fitzgerald, Australia’s first Ambassador to
China, published a book titled “Is Australia an Asian
Country?” It is an intellectual book, alert to the strengths
and weaknesses of both Australia and China, but its
populist, questioning title was deliberately provocative. The
book includes discussion of “the history of our own society
in relation to China” (p16) and China is “something of a touchstone” to
Fitzgerald’s consideration of his own country. Australia’s knowledge of and
attitudes towards China become a way for Stephen Fitzgerald to chart
developments in Australians’ sense of their own identity. He is decidedly of the
view that the “Asian challenge for Australia is not economic or commercial” but
“intellectual, and the issues are political and cultural” (p4).
These comments are worth remembering: they have just as much relevance today,
and if the question in Fitzgerald’s title does not seem as startling as in 1997 it is
because Australians have heard the question many times, have become more Asia
and China aware and more knowledgeable about our neighbouring region. Not
the least of the reasons for this progress is the extent of Asian, including Chinese,
migration. Europeans who visit Australia nowadays are often struck by the extent
of an Asian presence – of Asian faces in the street, in schools and universities, of
Asian shops and restaurants, and of Asian participation in Australian industry.
The dominant group in this presence is ethnically Chinese, although it must be
stressed often from South-east Asia as well as mainland China.
Chinese migration to Australia actually has a long (by white Australian standards)
history. There have been claims of Chinese explorers coming to Australia
centuries ago but these remain controversial. What is sure is that in the last fifty
years of the nineteenth century more than 100,000 Chinese migrated to Australia,
mainly from Guangdong and Fujian provinces. They were driven from China by
the Taiping Rebellion and other political upheavals and by natural disasters, and
were drawn to Australia by the prospect of work (often as contract labourers with
poor conditions) and by gold. Many suffered enormous hardship and racial

vilification, many died and many left, but after gold petered out some set up small
businesses and market gardens in both towns and cities. At the time of founding
Australia as a nation in 1901 there were more ethnically Chinese people in the
country than of any other non-European group. However, the first legal activity of
the new Parliament was to enact the White Australia policy, so that the number of
Chinese diminished from 30,000 in 1901 to 12,000 in 1947. The number in
Western Australia, never very large, was less than 400.
All this has changed in recent years. The demographer James Jupp reports that
the “China-born population doubled between … 1986 and 1991, and by 1996 had
increased a further 40 per cent to 111,000 people.” (p219) This process has
continued, and many other Chinese have come to Australia to work or study
temporarily. These are the statistics which give the overall picture but they
provide little or no character of the lives that these people have chosen or were
forced to live. Behind every impersonal statistic is a living human being, a face, a
pair of hands and a beating heart, with a story to tell. This book provides a
scattering of those stories, transcribed and translated from interviews with the
emigrants. These are people who have come to Australia during the last thirty
years. Compared to earlier immigrants they are more diverse: they come from a
wider range of provinces and cities of China, they are more highly educated (and
many came initially for further education), and they have a greater variety of
experience both before they came and after they arrived. Nevertheless, they
share with their forebears numerous initial hardships and challenges, particularly
those of poverty and loneliness, both largely enforced by language difficulties.
The need to learn English is a recurrent theme in these stories, as is the
importance of community networks and contact with home.
Such projects as this one are characteristically agreed to by those who have
succeeded, but these interviewees are very open about the miseries they went
through, the language and cultural differences, the loss of dignity, the long hours
of often boring work and other hardships they had to endure in order to gain their
success. Pleasingly, they often report great kindness from locally born Australians
and none are aware of any racial discrimination. They also demonstrate a sense of
honesty and responsibility along with their determination to succeed. They remain
conscious of and loyal to both Australia and China; that itself I think is a sign of
their strength of character. We are lucky to have them in this country.
Emeritus Professor Dennis Haskell

The Westerly Centre
The University of Western Australia
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我的故事 ~ 序
1997年，澳大利亚首位驻华大使斯蒂芬·菲茨杰拉德出版了一
本书，题为《澳大利亚是一个亚洲国家吗?》。这本书很有见解，
对澳大利亚和中国各自的优势与劣势非常清醒,但是它的民粹主
义,以及质疑性的标题构成了一种有意的挑衅。这本书讨论
了“我们社会的历史与中国”(P16)，并从自己国家的角度，认为
中国对澳大利亚来说是“某种试金石”。根植于澳大利亚人自
己的认同感，斯蒂芬将澳大利亚关于中国的知识，及其对中国的态度，作为其跟踪澳
大利亚发展的方式。他显然认为,“亚洲对澳大利亚的挑战不是经济上的，也不是商业
上的”,而是“知识上的,产生的问题都是政治和文化上的”(p4)。
这些评论值得我们记住:它们在今天也有很大的借鉴意义,如果说菲茨杰拉德在书名里的
疑问看起来没有1997年时那么惊人，原因就在于澳大利亚人已经很多次听到过这个问
题,已经更多地意识到亚洲和中国，并且更多地了解了他们的邻近地区。这种变化很重
要的原因是亚洲人（包括中国人和其他移民）范围的扩大。现在欧洲人访问澳大利p平
时，常常会被无处不在的亚洲人面孔吓住——大街上、中小学里、大学里、亚洲商店
和餐馆里，甚至澳大利亚的产业中都有亚洲人。这些人中，主要的群体是华人,尽管除
了中国大陆，也不能忽视东南亚人的存在。
根据白色澳大利亚人标准，中国人迁移到澳大利亚的历史其实很悠久。一直有种观点
认为，几百年前就有中国的探险家来到澳大利亚，虽然这些观点仍有争议，但是可以
肯定的是,19世纪50年代，主要来自广东、福建的100，000多中国人迁移到了澳大利亚。
他们为太平天国起义和其他政治动荡及自然灾害所逼，逃离中国,又被工作的希望(通常
是做合同条件较差的工人)和黄金吸引到澳大利亚。他们很多人遭受了巨大的苦难和种

族诽谤,很多人死去,很多人离开,但是在黄金热逐渐消失后，有些人在城镇建起了小型企
业和蔬菜农场。1901年正值澳大利亚建国的时候，当时华人的人数比来自欧洲以外的
其他任何群体都多。然而,新议会的第一个法律行动就是要颁布白澳政策,这样华人的的
数量就从1901年的30，000人锐减到1947年的12,000人。而在华人人数历来都不多的澳大
利亚西部,只剩下不到400人。
然而这一切在近年来全都改变了。据人口统计学家詹姆斯贾普报道,“…1986年和1991
年之间生于中国的移民人口增加了一倍,到1996年又进一步增加了40%,达到111，000
人。”(p219)现在这个过程仍在继续,又有很多中国人来到了澳大利亚来临时工作或学习。
然而，这些统计数据只给了我们一个笼统的面貌,至于数字背后的生命，或出于主动选
择或出于被迫接受，却很少被提及。每个客观统计数据的背后都是一个活生生的人,都
有一张脸,一双手和一个跳动的心脏,他们都有自己的故事要讲。
这本书就讲了这样一些故事,通过采访移民，抄录，然后翻译出来。他们都是过去的三
十年里来到澳大利亚的。和早期的移民相比，他们更具多样化：或者来自中国更多的
省份和城市，或者受过高等教育(很多人来的最初目的就是为了深造)，或者在来之前和
来之后，他们都有着更为丰富的经历。然而，和先行者一样，起初他们都遇到了很多
艰难和挑战,特别是来自贫困和孤独的磨难,而这两者都主要源于语言上的障碍。所以在
这些故事里，学习英语的需要成了一个反复出现的主题,就像社区网络和家庭联系一样
地重要。
类似本次项目的研究，特别受到那些已经成功的移民肯定，然而这些受访者对他们所
经历的苦难都很坦率，无论是语言和文化上的差异、自尊的丧失、长时间的枯燥工作，
以及其他所有为了成功必须忍受的折磨。
令人高兴的是,他们经常诉说的是土著澳大利亚人的慷慨盛情,而没有意识到任何种族歧
视。除了成功的决心，他们还展示了自己的诚实和责任感。无论是对于中国还是澳大
利亚，他们都保持着忠诚之心；而这本身，我认为正彰显了他们的个性力量。我们为
他们在这个国家而感到荣幸。
丹尼斯·哈斯克尔教授
Westerly中心
西澳大利亚大学
注释:
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桥大学出版社, 2001年。
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My Story ~ Foreword ~ Chinese in
Australia, 1980 –
There are many features in this book that
offer a distinctive contribution to our
knowledge and understanding of Chinese
in Australia from the 1980s, a time
coinciding with the opening up of China to
increased business and personal travel
experiences. Historically there have been different waves of Chinese, from the
early period of indentured labour and gold-seekers, to the contemporary period
where there is a more varied mix of commerce, small businesses, investment,
educational, and travel.
This book focuses on the period from 1980. There are many pivotal and distinctive
features in this study, which focuses on the personal stories of selected Chinese
people, predominantly in Western Australia.
The interviews of men and women reveal poignant details of their personal
feelings and experiences. They have varied backgrounds, some entered on 457
visas, most have, or sought education, professional employment or business
opportunities.
Importantly, many reveal a glimpse into their personal life in China, or other
countries, prior to arriving in Australia. These details provide the backdrop to
exposed mixed feelings of cultural loss in Australia. We learn about the difficulties
of language, of unfamiliarity of employment and the workplace, not only on their
arrival, but as a continuing theme.

Cultural differences and the difficulty of adaptation are revealed sensitively.
There is courage in the openness to talk with feeling, and often humour, of
Australian habits, and although they appreciate the orderliness and opportunities
in Australia, most expressed a preference to continue Chinese eating, family and
cultural habits. Central to this sensitive discussion is the discussion of ‘home’ of
loyalty; of sense of place; of country. The strength of this book is the honesty and
sensitive approach to these difficult questions of identity, culture, family and
‘home’.
Dr Jan Ryan
Honorary Professor
Edith Cowan University

我的故事 ~ 序 ~ 二十世纪八十年代的澳
洲华人
二十世纪八十年代，伴随着中国的对外开放，
商业活动和个人游历活动日益频繁。历史上，
从早期契约式劳工和淘金者到当代形式多样
的商业贸易、小生意、投资、教育和旅游等，
一波又一波的华人赴澳。本书的许多故事为
我们了解这个时代背景下来澳的华人作出了
独特贡献。
本书聚焦于二十世纪八十年代。书中有很多重要而独特的描述，讲述了华人，尤其是
西澳华人的个人奋斗历程。
对人物进行的访谈，生动、细致地再现了他们辛酸的个人情感和奋斗经历。他们有着
不同的背景，一些人持457签证入境，大多数人拥有或者寻求教育、专业工作或者经商
的机遇。
尤为重要的是书中很多故事对这些华人来澳之前在中国或其他国家的生活经历做了简
要回顾。这些细节为主人公由于文化缺失而显现的悲喜杂糅的复杂的心情提供了背景。

我们由此能够体会他们语言学习的困境，对求职和工作环境的疏离感和陌生感。这种
感受不仅产生在他们来澳之初，而且一直困扰着他们。
本书敏锐地反映了文化差异和文化顺应困难。经常带着一种澳式的幽默，主人公勇敢
而坦诚地谈起自己的情感经历。虽然他们欣赏澳大利亚的秩序和机遇，大多数人还是
表达了对中国饮食、家庭和文化习惯的偏好。书中探讨的核心是对“家园”的忠诚，
地域和国家意识。诚实、细致入微地探讨认同、文化、家庭和“家园”等敏感的话题
是本书的一个亮点和难能可贵之处。
简·瑞安博士
伊迪斯科文大学教授

My Story ~ 1. Sometimes, Flowers
Bloom Even More Beautifully In A
Foreign Soil
“I am not a professional builder, but it was like a mouse
under the Buddhist scripture which became an elf by
listening to holy words all the time…”

I came to this new and unknown land. During the past decades, my world has
been enriched, my English has improved, my hard work turned into money in my
pocket. My initial uneasiness gradually gave way to a kind of heartfelt
appreciation of this place. That I quit my job in China and came here, starting
from scratch was really a very difficult process, a mixture of joy and sadness,
excitement and difficulties.
I was born in 1963. My hometown is Gantao, a town administered by Fuqing city,
a county-level city of Fujian province. I did not live in the city. I was a rural child
from a rural household. The countryside I am talking about is the place where

people relied wholly on their land to support them. Some say:”those living on a
mountain live off the mountain, those living near the sea live off the sea.”
Unfortunately, we were not near the mountain nor the sea, so we have nothing to
rely on but a few acres of poor land. Common crops in my hometown were sweet
potato, rice, peanuts and vegetables that were all we could grow on our land. I
have five very clever brothers. My eldest brother, second brother and third
brother attended elementary school, but only my eldest brother graduated, my
second and third brothers did not even finish elementary school due to my
father’s death. My fourth and fifth brother did not receive any education at all.
However, my brothers supported me in college, which made me the only collegeeducated member of our family. I passed the entrance examination in 1984 and
was enrolled at the Fujian College of Business. In my hometown, only one out of a
hundred applicants was admitted. I graduated from college in 1987; we were the
first class from the Business College who majored in management of commercial
enterprises. At our school, we were a group of ambitious youngsters who came
from all over the country.
I was assigned to a government organization after graduation, the General Office
of Fujian Province. My position was highly related to economy. I was a young man
walking out from a rural area and was very clear about my own position. I
couldn’t make any mistakes in the financial situation of my life, even if I was
tempted to do so. At that time a lot of people from Fuqing went abroad. They
were earning 400 Australian dollars a week – more than 2,000RMB. The exchange
rate of the Australian dollar compared to the RMB was 6.5 yuan, so people in
Australia could earn more than 2,000 RMB a week.
At that time my salary was only 125 yuan a month, that is, 500 yuan a year. The
money they earned in one week was equal to two years’ salary. Because of this,
my wife and I planned to go abroad. First, we could learn some English; second,
we could enrich our experience; and third, we could make a fortune there and
come back to China for a better job.
At that time, many people chose Japan over Australia, because it was easier to
make more money in Japan than in Australia; however later we found that
Australia was much better. You had to work very hard in Japan. Some people even
had two or three part-time jobs a day. My original plan was that I would work in
Japan after graduation, so I could help my mother to live a better life and to pay
back my brothers for their years of support. But my decision met with strong
disagreement from my family. They were worried that I might lose my job in

China, which in their opinion way too high a price to pay.
Later, when I was walking past my junior high school on my way to my mother’s
house I accidentally came across my former schoolmate who was a teacher at a
local school. I told him about my dilemma. He was totally against my decision to
go to Japan. I said;”Why?” He said that we fought for so long just to get this hardwon iron rice bowl, how could you give it away. Japan was for the rebels, the
illiterate, people who are not able to finish their education, people with no future
promise. Their families had no choice but to send them to Japan. We should not
“dance with the wolves”, and you should not hang out with these people. I
thought his words made sense, so I gave up my plan to go to Japan.
In 1989, I applied for a visa to Australia. My family was not sure about this
decision. My brothers still did not agree, but my mother said that it was my life
and the final decision was up to me. Even though my mother did not receive any
education, she was very open-minded. She said that she believed her son had
ambition; he would not make mistakes and would be successful. In the end, I
promised her that I would come back in two years, three years at most. Finally,
my family agreed that I should go to Australia. I came here with my wife and it
cost us seventy-six thousand Hong Kong dollars.
The money was borrowed from my brothers and my mother. In my hometown,
youngsters admitted to college were all outstanding and trust-worthy; also, my
brothers and sisters, everyone in my family had a very good reputation in the
neighborhood. We would do everything possible to pay off our debts. Our agent
lent me twenty thousand Hong Kong dollars. He said my wife and I were welleducated, he trusted us. Actually, my wife had received even more education than
I. She graduated from the department of oceanography at Xiamen University, one
of the key universities in China. With twenty thousand Hong Kong dollars from
the agent and fifty-six thousand dollars borrowed from others, altogether we
borrowed seventy-six thousand Hong Kong dollars. At work, my superior gave me
a green light. At that time, for cadres who went abroad, the maximum time limit
for retaining one’s position without pay was one year. Due to the relatively small
number of young people with college degress, my director said: “Lin, you should
come back. We really need talented people like you, and I will keep your position
for three years.” Actually, three years gave me more scope to do things. And the
policy of temporary leave with my position held for me gave us an opportunity and
also a way out. Without this, I would have never gone abroad. Besides, my wife’s
English was pretty good, and my wife’s classmate was in Australia. So as long as

one of us could find a job, we would not go hungry. We could support each other.
The messages from overseas were all positive, nothing negative. I thought that
even elementary school dropouts could earn money, why would I be afraid of
going to Australia? Plus, the rush of going abroad cancelled all other possible
options; the only idea in our mind was to do it. The migration agent also acted
with a sense of urgency, so we thought Australia might be a very good choice.
Only after we arrived in Australia did we realize the tons of difficulties we had to
face.
When I arrived in Australia, I looked around; it was like a super countryside.
Because we had so many worries and uncertainties on our minds, we didn’t feel in
the mood to enjoy the beautiful environment and the blue sky above. We worried
about our loved ones at home. The first step is always the hardest, because you
have nothing. Can we be successful here? Can we find a job? Can we make
money? And can we pay off the debt? We worried about our job and the road
ahead so much that we really didn’t have the heart to enjoy our first impression of
Sydney or Melbourne. We did not have the time to think about it. At that time,
confusion was a stronger emotion than the joy of setting foot in a new land. I
actually should have studied English for six months, but my wife went to class in
order to maintain the visa, and I went to work. I only went to the school once, and
then I dropped out. I was refunded the living expenses for one month and left.
There was a Chinese person, the descendant of early immigrants, who spoke
Chinese at the school. He rented a house to us. We had blankets, but there wasn’t
a bed, zo we slept on the floor. The rental houses were all in very bad condition.
The windows could not be shut tight; the wooden house was next to the highway
with cars driving past like shooting bullets. In China, all the doors and windows
are tightly closed, but here the doors could be opened just by kicking them, we
were scared. Later, I rented a house including one living room and two bedrooms
which we shared with another fellow-townsman.
We did not eat much, because we had only enough money for four weeks, and we
did not know when we would find a job. Looking around the supermarket, all the
commodities were priced in Australian dollars. Rice, soy sauce and sugar. We
could not afford anything else. There was no Chinese shop at that time, let alone
preserved vegetables. When we did not have dishes, we would soak the rice with
sugar. The crushed dried pork and shrimp brought from China had to be saved.
We drank cheap soft drinks like lemonade, one dollar for a bottle. After the bottle
was empty, we boiled water, and poured it into the bottle. Carrying a backpack,

we began to hunt for a job, door to door. As a newcomer to the country, the
English we learned at school was definitely not enough.
The English we learned was written English, but what we needed here was
spoken English. If you spoke in a formal way, they could not understand you, my
accent and bad pronunciation made it worse.
The biggest difficulty was to find a job which also required experience. But we did
not have any experience. We went to a BP gas station and a McDonald for a job.
As one Minnan saying goes: “win through struggle”. If you don’t look, you
certainly won’t find a job. While hunting for a job, many people combined
together, because it was very embarrassing. Also, we didn’t want to get lost.
Usually five, seven or even a dozen people were looking for the jobs together. If
we could not understand the English, we would leave a name and phone number
and leave and we made sure to remember the street and house number. It was
very funny that we hardly had left and another group would go in. aving been
bothered by job seekers, bosses would simply put up a sign saying “NO JOBS”,
which was later replaced by Chinese characters.
One thing that made us confused is that Australians would not say “NO JOBS”
directly, but “Oh! MAYBE” out of politeness, so we would interpret it as a chance,
and wrote it down in our notebook. I remember once that I wrote eight MAYBEs
in my notebook, and my wife also wrote a few MAYBEs. We looked for work
separately in the morning, but after we came back at 10 o.clock, there were 15 or
16 MAYBEs written in our notebooks, but none of them turned out to be a real
possibility. We were so disappointed and upset that we cried.
By now we realized that it was very hard to find a job. One day, I came back after
looking for work; one of my colleagues called from China and asked how I was
going. At that time, some people lied to their families that they had found a job. It
was just the salary that was not very satisfactory, but they would find better job
later. But this was my friend and he wanted to come here, so I told him you
should not come, it was very hard to find a job, because of the small population of
Australia, the limited amount of factories, the fact that too many people had
flooded into Australia all at once and the fact that we had no special skills to offer
an employer.
My wife worked very hard, first she found a job in a Vietnamese shop, cutting
threads and ironing clothes 230 dollars for 50 hours a week. It was not much, but
better than nothing.

I thought that because I could not find a job in the vicinity, I would look further
afield, no matter how far away it was. I bought a train ticket, I did not dare sit
down and just stood by the door, so I could see the factories from the windows.
The train went a long way until there was a single railway line. I suddenly realized
that the train must have taken me into the mountains and I could not go back.
There was no phone at home, I was worried, I quickly got off the train and headed
towards the nearby factories and asked for a job going door to door. I was
walking on a slope when I fell down a large hole about 1.5 meters deep.
The boss of the factory happened to see the incident. He was very concerned and
came out immediately to help me. He asked me if everything was OK. I was
young, so I said that I was all right. What are you doing here, he continued. I said
I was looking for a job. He was sympathetic towards me. There was a Cantonese
working in his factory, he thought Chinese people worked hard and were very
smart, too. He liked Chinese people very much. He took me into the office, and
said to the lady at the reception: this person is looking for a job, he just had an
accident over there, when can he start to work? The lady asked me: When can you
start working here? I said: Anytime. She said: today is Monday. You can come
Wednesday. I did not even ask about my salary, nor did I ask what my job was. I
ran to the train station, I was so excited!
I loved this job, and my boss was great. The working hours were from 6:00 to
17:30, and the dinner break was half an hour. We worked 11 hours a day: 8 hours
of normal working time and 3 hours of overtime. The overtime pay was AU$7.8,
which was 1.5 times of each average working hour. On pay day, I was the first in
line, I was given an envelope, the Australians opened the envelope the moment
they got it, but I was too shy to open. I was afraid that my boss might be unhappy
with that, so I quickly went to a place where nobody could see me.
I clearly remember that I had worked for two days, Wednesday and Thursday, and
the salary was paid on Friday. I opened the envelope: 187.5 dollars. I was thrilled.
It was more than one thousand yuan for just two days, which was equal to oneyear salary back in China. I secretly told myself I would definitely make a fortune
if I kept working here. That night I went home and told my wife about the salary.
She was very happy too. I told her that my boss never monitored us, but I never
slacked off. I would sweep the floor whenever I had spare time and then take out
the trash.
Factory work began at six o’clock, and I would be there early, I always arrived
before the other workers. Then I would take out of my lunch box, half for

breakfast and half for lunch. I brought water, because the factory did not have
water. 9:00 am was tea time. Because my English was not good, so when others
were chatting and drinking coffee during the 15-minute tea break, I pretended to
smoke. We did not have a common language and we had cultural differences. I
was afraid to be asked questions, because my broken English made me feel
inferior. I would stand behind the factory or pretend to smoke and look around
the factory. When the time was up and all the workers came out, I went back
inside. I would eat the other half of my food at noon without heating it in
microwave oven. In fact, it was not that the others intended to harm me, but I felt
depressed in such an environment.
But in order to keep this job, I worked very hard. One day, my cousin called and
said that it was easier to find a job in Melbourne than in Sydney. One of my
relatives worked in a marble factory in Sydney. The work in the marble factory
was very tiresome and dirty, but the wages were quite high, I couldn’t find similar
work in Sydney. Later, I went to Melbourne, for about two weeks looking for
work. One day, I took the bus to a remote area, according to my experience, there
should be opportunities here. I sat on the bus and spotted a factory over two
kilometres away. I thought this place must have been the place where few people
come, so I got off the bus. But there were no roads; it was farmland with wire
mesh fences. Luckily, the fence was not very high, so I climbed over the barbed
wire and my jeans were badly torn. When I arrived at the factory, I was so
excited, because a piece of marble stood at the door. Was this the marble factory I
had been looking for? I went directly in, the boss was called Allen, he came out
and asked “Where do you live?” I told him. Then he said “Good! Good!” There was
a Malaysian working there. He was very smart, but very lazy. The boss told me
“This job is very hard can you do it?” I said: “I can, absolutely no problem”. He
said if I could do the work, he would fire the Malaysian. I was so excited that I did
not even ask him my salary. He asked when I could start, I said anytime. He gave
me one day to prepare.
The day was May 1, 1990, a day to remember.
A few days late, I realized that I needed a bicycle. But I didn’t not want to buy a
new one, so I borrowed a small one from a classmate. It was definitely quicker to
ride to work, so I could set out later than usual. I was also worried about losing
the bike, so I put it inside the factory. One day, I was caught by the police,
because the small bike had no light and I did not wear a helmet. The policeman
asked “What’s wrong with you?” I said: “I do not ride this bike to wok every day. I

just borrowed it because I am late for the traini and my sister doen’t need it
today”. The police officer said he would fine me if he saw me again. I was very
apologetic, and said I know, I know. When I came back home and told my wife, my
wife said: “I will buy you a helmet”. She went to the Sunday market, and bought
an old motorcycle helmet for 5 dollars.
We did not have time to worry about looking good. The only thing that mattered
at that time was to save money. Work hard, make more money and spend little.
The burden on our shoulders wouldn’t be relieved until we paid off our debt. The
pressure of debt will follow you all the time until you pay it back. Seventy-six
thousand Hong Kong dollars plus interest, the air tickets and marriage banquet
expenses in China. It took quite a long time to pay off this money. I eventually had
to return the bike to my classmate, but I still had the helmet. My wife bought me
a bike. It cost 60 dollars with only one front brake.
For six months I rode this worn-out bike and wore my shabby helmet. My wages
were relatively high, 500 dollars per week, so I bought a new bike with both front
and rear brake. The helmet was replaced by a CKK’s red hat. I told my wife that
we should have taken a picture of that old helmet.
The Australians stopped working when it was time to go home, and came back the
next day. But I thought differently. I would finish my work before I left, otherwise
the materials would be wasted. On 20th of that month, my boss told me he was
very happy. “I will give you a reward of 3000”. It was quite a lot of money at that
time, and I was thrilled. On 23rd, the boss hosted a BBQ and gave me another
3,000 dollars plus my holiday pay. A couple of days later, he fired two other
workers. I did all the work by myself. It was harder, but it was worthwhile.
Back then, if I did not do a good job during the day, I would call my boss and tell
him when I got home. The granite would crack in direct sunshine, so I told him
that granite should be covered with cloth to avoid over-exposure to the sun. After
that, he treated me as one with him. He told me everything.
Later, he asked me to repair the factory. I talked with workers working there. I
found that the business was really good, so I started my own business in 1995.
In 1992, I bought a house in Fuzhou, which cost me thirty-eight thousand dollars,
that is, approximately 300,000 yuan. I really wanted to go back to China in 1992,
because my visa would soon expire. I bought a house and I still had the apartment
back in China. So I did have some properties. Later, one of my teachers said that
it was like a city: people out of the city want to enter, and people inside the city

want to leave.
My family and I talked about it many times. Finally, I told my wife that we should
prepare for the worst. We already had one house, a shelter protecting us from
rain and storm. In case, things did not work out here, I could sell vegetables or be
a tricyclist for a living at Fuzhou.
So, in 1995, I bought a piece of land near the city center, 146 square meters. I
know nothing about building a house. I knew what were windows and doors, but I
had absolutely no idea of what is skirting, baseboard and things like that, in early
1980s, there were no such things in China.
I hired a builder to build the house. But while looking for the builder, I thought
about the price: the cheaper price, the better, but they were all far away. I took
the bus to see the display houses in the rural area. The prices were really good,
about three thousand or four thousand. I went to see the houses door to door.
I am not a professional builder, but it was like a rat under the Buddhist scripture,
it became an elf by listening to holy words all the time. Soon, I got to know what
is skirting and the baseboard. At that time, I felt I absorbed ideas very quickly. I
took the brochure of one house, and the next day I went to another house and
made a comparison. So after three months, I really knew something about
building houses. I was very confident as if I were an expert. In 1995, I hired a
builder to build a house for me. It was a three-storey house, 270 square meters. I
drew the blueprints myself. It worked pretty well but it didn’t look so good on the
outside.
Chinese people like red bricks. Later, a Vietnamese neighbor heard that I had
bought the land, and then he bought the second block. He learned building
techniques from me. He said that he would do whatever I did. My friend also
bought a block of land and told me he wanted to build in the same way. As a
result, there were three red brick buildings in the street.
We felt good. The Vietnamese on another street said that I could change the
external appearance for 3000-4000 dollars. But I wondered why I should replace
it. As a matter of fact, it didn’t match up with the rest of the houses in this street.
An old Singaporean immigrant told me, “Jack, don’t worry, this will not be your
last house, and you will build a lot of houses”.
In 1997, I asked the agent to evaluate the price of my house. The evaluated price
was 350,000 dollars. 110,000 dollars was spent on building the house, 90,000
dollars on buying the land. Altogether it cost me two hundred thousand dollars. I
could make a lot of money by selling the house, so sold the house in which my
family and I had been living for a year. This house was sold by auction for 365

thousand dollars; I made more than 140 thousand dollars out of it.
Later one of my friends said that Bodwen district was pretty good, so I bought a
block of land of 1,000 square meters in early 1998. I could build three houses on
the block so I employed an architect to design three houses for me. Since I did not
have experience, there were lots of things to be done before approval. As this
went on, land prices in the area increased, and finally I decided to build two
houses.
As for the 1050-square-meter land on the corner, I left 615 square meters in front
and 435 square meters behind the house, and applied for a large townhouse.
After the construction was done, I sold them by auction for 830,000 dollars. I
made a fortune by selling the land and the previous house.
At this time, I was still working at the factory. I went to a construction site to
make sure that everyone arrived in the morning, and then drove to work. One day
I told my boss I can tell what the workers were doing by the way they handled the
tools. Good or not good? The boss told me: from now on, you are responsible for
these workers. He announced to everybody, “Please listen to Jack”. After that,
everyone called me boss.
Then I spent 500 thousand dollars to build another house. I drew a draft plan and
then gave it to the architect. Since I did not have a license, I hired an ownerbuilder. My knowledge was insufficient to build a house at first, but I could learn.
I asked them why this and why that, and they would explain it to me. I had an
open mind and everything was absorbed. The house was built after a year. Before
completion, a man from Shenyang wanted to buy it. I sold him the house to him
for 1.54 million dollars even before it was finished. I made 1 million dollars. That
was in 2002.
Since then, I have built a lot of houses, for myself and for others. I did not have a
license, so I hired others to be the owner-builder, and I was responsible for
management. I paid 40 to 50 thousand dollars for each house. In 2007, I took the
builders test. Now, among builders in the Chinese community, I was one of the
top 3, many people in the building business know about me. Now, it is a sense of
achievement that supports me to keep doing what I do. Why do customers choose
me over others in this business? It is an acknowledgement of my personality. We
should be honest and never take advantage of others’ trust and use it to make a
profit.
Time flies. 20 years has past. I was a student studying business, but now I am in

engineering. You might think that I would have become an official in China, you
would never think I would build houses in the southern hemisphere. From a green
horn to a senior builder, I must say it is Australia’s social culture and traditional
Chinese wisdom which gave me with wisdom and drive for the better life that I
have achieved.
Along the way, I felt more satisfaction than regret. Unfortunately, I am far from
my family, my mother is over 90 years old, and I stay at her side. If one day my
mother is gone, I will be very sad. To compensate for my absence I make an
international call to her every day, this contact makes her very happy.
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