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Living in Australia 

When you were young have you ever wish to move to a different country and live there? For me, it was a yes. My dad, who is a professor of English language got his full scholarship to study P.H.D in Australia and he found out that a P.H.D student could bring his family to move along until he finished his studies. So my family of four all got to live in Australia for five years. My mom was also an English professor as a second language but she wasn’t in Australia for her study. My family consisted of my parents, my brother who was in tenth grade at the time and I was a chubby nine year old kid. 

Getting the paper work done for Australia wasn’t easy. I remember when we had to travel to two cities nine times a month just for the interviews and the approval that was needed. Doing the paper work wasn’t as hard for me because I had the privilege to skip school for another month and to me that was pretty awesome. My dad went over first for half a year then we joined him after. It was around August 2002 although I don’t remember the exact day I excited for our new house. We finally arrived in Adelaide, South Australia. We flew cross the Australian outback to get to Adelaide even though it was a dry country it was sure beautiful. There was hardly any cloud in the outback so I was able to see clearly what was under us, the color of red rock, yellow sand and the bright yellow and orange color of the sun coming down was truly an amazing view from the sky. Living in Australia was nothing like I expected back then. I was wishing for a big house, lots of toys, new clothes, new furniture but all we had was just an old apartment. Although it was an old apartment, it was home to me. The things we had in the old apartment was pretty standard although it was mostly old, in Vietnam we had things that were better than what we had at the time, so it was a cultural shock for mom, my brother and I but not this time for my dad. He was in Australia before for his master degree so he was well adapted to the environment unlike my mom, brother and I. My dad received a full scholarship from the University of South Australia. Even though my dad received the scholarship it wasn’t enough to support the whole family so my parents and my brother had to work extra to live comfortably. My family had to worked seven days a week on a farm that pretty much took us one hour to drive to. I was too young to work so I pretty much spent the day playing in the sun while my family was working. Working on the farm, they earned about eight dollars an hour each and they worked for ten hours so we got $240 every day. That in itself was enough to have an enjoyable life in Australia but my parents wanted to save for our higher education in University. After a year of working on the farm we made some decent money to get a car and moved to a new apartment. My family started to work for a Chinese man where we basically helped out in the kitchen. My dad and I always picked mom up at 1 a.m. in the morning everyday after she got out of work and it took about thirty minutes to drive there.
My first year at school was super hard. I was new and entered my fourth grades at Gilles Street primary school for international students. I didn’t know a word of English; I could still remember the experience when my friend at the time was swearing the “F” word and I didn’t know what it was so I copied it and said it to my teacher. She knew it wasn’t my fault but she nicely showed me that’s not an appropriate word to say. Later on I tried hard to learn English, one year passed by and I can pretty much talk normally with a little bit of Australian accent too. Later on I moved to a local school, Taylorsville primary school where I spent my next two and a half years there with the local students, at this time my English was much better and I could speak fluently. I didn’t have a lot of friends back then because it was still a different culture to me and it seemed like everyone was too cool for me. There was also a time when I didn’t want to talk to anyone because my older brother moved back to Vietnam to apply for another University in the United States. He was my best friend and I started to feel alone so it was really hard to get through. My dad knew something wasn’t right so he quit his work and spent more time with me. We went biking, playing tennis; drawing and eventually I got over it and started my social life again. Attending high school I can still remember the fear of getting beat up by older and much bigger students. The thing that was the most difficult for me to do was get to class on time because I was small so I was unable to move as quick as the other students. 
Spending time with my family in Australia had to be the most memorable time of my life. We had many struggle being a poor family but we always had each other. We loved to go to the mall every Friday night, then catching the bus home with a hot mushroom pizza (the pizza was called the dangerous mushroom pizza) to be honest it was the best pizza on Earth for us because we worked hard to pay for our food and having the family eating together is always something that will last for us in our hearts forever. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Life in Australia was hard; we had shed sour tears, cold nights and our sweaty times of working and studying to become a better person. But it was the best memories I have of us, and now my parents are in Vietnam working, my brother and I are in the U.S studying and working. Life is much better for us now, we have our new house, new furniture, new clothes, new car, a government high paying job, and the money to spend on education. It would be wishful thinking but sometimes I wish to trade all this and that one day where I was with my family in Australia like we used to back then. 
