
This	is	my	story,	a	part	of	my	life	which	shaped	me	and	heavily	influenced	my	path	of	life.	My	
experience	in	Australia	was	undoubtedly	one	of	the	most	important	and	intense	periods	of	my	
life	and	I	now	consider	it	as	a	part	of	a	process	that	has	brought	me	where	I	am	today.	
	
	

2006	
	

Sydney	
In	January	2006	I	decided	to	leave	Italy	for	Australia.	I	had	been	working	in	different	holiday	
villages	for	years	and	I	felt	the	urge	to	find	some	time	for	myself.	For	some	reason	I	couldn’t	
imagine	my	life	in	Italy,	I	just	didn’t	fit	in	there.	It	was	boring,	crowded,	too	cold	and	grey	in	
the	 winter,	 and	 people	 were	 always	 complaining	 and	 never	 satisfied.	 I	 had	 heard	 that	
Australia	wasn’t	much	populated	and	that	finding	a	job	such	as	fruit	picking	was	very	easy.	I	
though	 “That’s	 exactly	 what	 I	 need,	 a	 job	 outdoor	 with	 no	 need	 to	 interact	 with	 other	
people!!!”.	So	I	booked	my	flight	and	off	I	went.	I	didn’t	know	what	to	expect,	for	me	it	was	all	a	
big	exciting	adventure	on	the	other	side	of	the	world!	I	still	remember	the	evening	I	arrived	in	
Sydney,	 I	had	left	the	cold	Italian	winter	to	find	the	warm	Australian	summer.	 It	was	 late	 in	
the	evening	when	I	landed	and	the	first	thing	I	noticed	was	the	lush	vegetation	and	the	humid	
warm	air.	I	remember	feeling	so	confused.	
	
I	 spent	 the	 first	 few	weeks	 in	a	studio	 in	Kings	Cross.	 I	went	 from	hostel	 to	hostel	 to	check	
notice	 boards	 in	 order	 to	 find	 a	 place	 to	 stay	 and	 I	 finally	moved	 into	 a	 beautiful	 house	 in	
Bondi.	 I	 shared	 the	 house	 with	 other	 travellers	 like	 me,	 from	 different	 parts	 of	 the	
world…Spain,	Canada,	France,	UK,	Ireland.	It	was	a	melting-pot	of	young	people,	not	sure	what	
they	were	in	Australia	for,	but	certain	that	it	was	the	right	place	to	be!	

	
I	soon	started	to	look	for	a	job,	with	no	idea	of	what	I	could	actually	do.	Little	by	little	I	found	
out	 that	 there	was	a	good	chance	 for	me	 to	be	employed	 in	kindergartens.	And	 that’s	what	
happened.	I	worked	3-4	days	a	week	and	spent	my	free	time	exploring	Sydney,	such	a	vibrant	
and	diverse	city!	What	I	loved	about	Sydney	was	the	contrast	between	civilisation	and	nature.	
One	minute	you	could	be	in	the	middle	of	the	noisy	and	crowded	city,	one	hour	later	you	could	
be	walking	along	the	cliffs,	admiring	the	wide	and	wild	ocean.	



	
	



	
	



	
	



	

	
	



	

	
	



	

	



	
Brisbane	to	Cape	Tribulation	–	East	coast	
When	winter	came	and	 I	couldn’t	bear	 the	cool	 temperatures	any	 longer	 (houses	 in	Sydney	
have	no	heating	 system,	 something	 that	 leaves	us	Europeans	puzzled),	 I	 flew	 to	Brisbane.	 I	
had	planned	to	travel	up	the	East	Coast	by	bus	and	reach	Cairns	and	then	fly	back	to	Sydney.	
The	 first	 stop	of	my	 journey	was	Noosa,	on	 the	Sunshine	Coast.	Here	are	 the	northernmost	
beaches	 where	 surfers	 can	 find	 waves.	 Approximately	 from	 that	 point	 upwards	 the	 ocean	
becomes	calm	because	of	the	Great	Barrier	Reef.		
	
I	 officially	 switched	my	mind	 into	 “traveller	 mode”	 when	 I	 arrived	 in	 Rainbow	 Beach	 and	
realised	that	 from	that	moment	on	 it	would	have	 just	been	me	and	my	 journey,	me	and	the	
amazing	nature	surrounding	me!	
	



	



	
In	 Hervey	 Bay	 I	met	 a	 group	 of	 young	 people	who	were	 going	 to	 rent	 a	 4WD	 and	 explore	
Fraser	Island.	I	decided	to	join	them.	Finally	I	was	in	the	wild,	sleeping	in	swags	on	the	beach	
and	cooking	on	a	 campfire!	 I	 saw	my	 first	dingo	 in	Fraser	 Island,	but	 I	had	 to	wait	 to	be	 in	
Town	1770	to	meet	the	“locals”,	the	kangaroos!	
	

	 	



	
	

	



	
In	Airlie	Beach	I	booked	a	tour	on	a	sailing	boat	and	set	off	for	another	adventure	to	explore	
the	Whitsundays,	a	paradise	on	earth	.	I	knew	already	that	they	were	one	of	the	most	beautiful	
places	 in	 the	world,	 but	when	 I	 saw	 them	 I	 couldn’t	 believe	my	 eyes.	 Those	 pristine	white	
sandy	beaches	left	me	absolutely	speechless!	
	



	
	



	
I	soon	realised	that	I	was	running	out	of	money.	That	part	of	the	coast	is	full	of	places	where	
you	can	stop	for	some	fruit	picking	and	I	decided	to	stop	in	Bowen.	The	hostel	where	I	stayed	
found	a	job	for	me	and	in	no	time	I	was	employed	in	a	farm	picking	tomatoes,	aubergines,	and	
capsicums.	 I	 was	 paid	 a	 few	 dollars	 for	 each	 bucket	 I	 filled.	 It	 was	 so	 tiring!	 One	 of	 the	
moments	 I	 remember	best	about	 that	period	 is	being	driven	to	work	on	a	bus	one	morning	
while	listening	to	an	Italian	radio	station.	They	had	been	broadcasting	the	final	match	of	the	
World	Cup,	 Italy	against	France,	and	Italy	had	won	the	World	Cup.	 I	was	feeling	so	happy!	 I	
missed	my	 country	 that	 day	 and	 I	 kept	 picturing	 all	 the	 people	 in	 Italy	 celebrating	 in	 the	
streets…I	so	much	wanted	to	be	there	but	instead	I	had	a	whole	day	with	tomatoes	ahead	of	
me!	A	few	days	later	I	was	employed	in	a	shed	where	I	had	to	strip	and	pack	corns.	It	was	such	
a	boring	job,	all	day	standing	doing	the	same	things	over	and	over	in	a	noisy	shed!	I	resisted	
for	a	couple	of	months	as	I	knew	I	needed	money	if	I	wanted	to	keep	travelling.		
	



	
By	 late	 August	 I	 was	 back	 on	 the	 road.	 From	 Bowen	 I	 travelled	 to	 Cairns	 and	 visited	 the	
Daintree	 forest,	 a	 spectacular	 rain	 forest	with	 lush	 vegetation…and	 crocodiles!	 I	went	 on	 a	
tour	on	a	boat,	I	enjoyed	it	but	I	must	admit	that	I	didn’t	feel	at	ease	until	I	was	back	on	the	
mainland.	
	

	
	



	
	
I	 then	 decided	 to	 push	 myself	 further	 up	 and	 reached	 Port	 Douglas	 and	 finally	 Cape	
Tribulation.	 It	was	 getting	wilder	 and	wilder	 and	 I	 loved	 it!	 The	 beaches	were	 just	mine,	 I	
couldn’t	ask	for	more.	I	was	feeling	so	connected	with	the	nature	surrounding	me!	
	

	
	



	
	
Alice	Springs	to	Darwin	
According	to	my	plans	I	was	to	reach	Cairns	and	then	fly	back	to	Sydney,	but	eventually	things	
didn’t	go	this	way.	I	loved	moving	from	one	place	to	another,	meeting	new	people	from	every	
part	of	the	world,	hearing	their	stories	and	their	experiences!	I	booked	a	flight	to	Alice	Springs	
and	visited	Kata	Tjuta,	Watarrka,	and	Uluru,	 three	different	Aboriginal	places.	 I	 could	 feel	a	
shift	in	the	energy	of	those	places,	there	was	someting	special,	something	sacred.	I	remember	
sleeping	in	tents	at	night	and	feeling	as	if	I	was	invading	a	land	that	wasn’t	mine,	that	had	been	
inhabited	by	Aboriginals	for	centuries	and	still	had	a	very	strong	connection	with	them.	These	
places	 definitely	 have	 a	 magical	 presence	 that	 captures	 the	 true	 essence	 of	 the	 Australian	
Outback.	
	

	



	

	
	



	
	



	
Straight	roads,	red	dirt,	bushes,	and	no	one	around	to	be	seen.	This	was	the	journey	from	Alice	
Springs	to	Darwin.	I	stopped	at	Devil’s	Marbles	(another	sacred	place,	part	of	the	Aboriginal	
Dreamtime	stories)	and	Mataranka,	where	we	had	a	dip	in	its	lovely	warm	springs!	
	

	
	



	
When	I	arrived	in	Darwin	it	was	September,	the	end	of	the	dry	season.	It	was	still	a	good	time	
of	the	year	to	explore	the	national	parks	of	the	Top	End,	Lichtfield	National	Park	and	Kakadu	
National	 Park	with	 their	 stunning	waterfalls	 and	waterholes.	 I	must	 admit	 I	 wasn’t	 feeling	
comfortable	swimming	in	there,	but	I	kept	repeating	to	myself:	“Come	on,	 it’s	the	end	of	the	
dry	 season	 and	 probably	 hundreds	 of	 tourists	 have	 already	 swum	 in	 here.	 If	 there	 was	 a	
crocodile,	it	would	have	surely	eaten	one	of	them,	it	can’t	possibly	be	waiting	for	me,	right?”.	
This	was	my	motivation!	
	

	



	

	
	
West	Coast	
In	 Darwin	 I	 realised	 I	 just	 couldn’t	 stop	 travelling	 and	 opted	 for	 the	 big	 lap	 of	 Australia.	 I	
celebrated	 my	 28th	 birthday	 on	 the	 bus	 while	 travelling	 towards	 Kununurra	 at	 night.	 I	
remember	being	woken	up	from	time	to	time	by	a	big	bang,	which	meant	that	a	kangaroo	had	
been	hit…it	was	like	being	in	a	video	game,	“hit	the	kangaroo!”.		
	
From	Kununurra	 I	 travelled	down	 the	West	Coast	 and	 stopped	 at	 80	mile	beach.	The	West	
Coast	 is	much	wilder	 that	 the	East	coast,	not	a	 lot	of	 tourists	around	and	not	a	 lot	of	 towns	
along	the	coast.	
	

	
	



	
Karijkini	National	Park	was	undoubtedly	one	of	 the	highlights	of	Western	Australia	with	 its	
waterfalls,	its	waterholes,	its	canyons,	and	its	red	rocks.	Again,	I	could	feel	the	power	of	this	
land,	being	inhabited	by	Aboriginals	for	centuries.	While	hiking	I	could	just	hear	the	sound	of	
water	and	the	birds	singing…their	concerts	are	something	that	cannot	go	unnoticed	when	you	
are	in	Australia!	
	

	
	



	
Snorkelling	to	see	manta	rays	and	turtles	in	Coral	Bay	was	magic.	The	beaches	there	are	wild	
and	you	can	ride	a	quad	for	kilometres	without	bumping	into	any	sort	of	civilization.	It	makes	
you	feel	like	you	are	the	only	human	beings	left	on	earth!	

	



	

	
When	I	stopped	in	Kalbarri	I	happened	to	read	something	extremely	appealing	on	the	notice	
board	of	the	hostel	where	I	stayed.	A	ranch	was	looking	for	experienced	riders	who	could	look	
after	 the	 horses	 and	 take	 visitors	 out	 for	 a	 ride.	 I	 just	 couldn’t	 resist!	 I	 rang	 them	 and	 the	
following	 day	 I	was	 there,	 ready	 for	 a	 new	 experience.	 I	 stayed	 in	 Kalbarri	 for	 a	 couple	 of	
months,	it	was	just	me,	the	horses,	and	the	nature.	I	couldn’t	ask	for	more,	I	could	have	lived	
my	whole	life	like	that!	
	

	



	

	
Unfortunately	 nothing	 can	 last	 forever	 and,	 after	 litres	 and	 litres	 of	 teardrops,	 I	 finally	 left	
Kalbarri,	heading	South.	On	my	way	to	Perth	I	stopped	at	a	beautiful	beach	which	wasn’t	made	
of	sand	but	shells!	And	I	also	stopped	at	the	Pinnacles,	some	strange	rock	formations.	

	



	
I	 reached	 Perth	 in	 November	 and	 travelled	 further	 South	 along	 the	 coast.	 Margaret	 River,	
Augusta,	Albany,	all	great	spots.	But	it’s	in	Esperance	that	I	thought	:	“My	God,	Australia	never	
finishes	 to	 surprise	 me!”.	 The	 crystal-clear	 water	 of	 those	 strikingly	 white,	 squeaky	 sandy	
beaches	was	better	than	a	swimming	pool!	

	
	



	
Brisbane	to	Sydney	–	East	Coast	
I	 then	flew	back	to	Brisbane	and	travelled	back	down	to	Sydney	on	a	van.	 I	stopped	at	Gold	
Coast,	 then	 in	Byron	Bay	where	 I	saw	dolphins	 for	 the	 fist	 time!	 It	was	all	about	waking	up	
every	morning,	 getting	off	 the	van	and	enjoying	 the	view	of	 those	 spectacular	wild	pristine	
beaches.	 Nelson	 Bay	 with	 its	 sand	 dunes	 was	 the	 last	 stop	 before	 reaching	 Sydney.	 I	
remember	staying	at	a	hostel	and	at	night	 there	would	be	such	a	busy	coming	and	going	of	
koalas!	So	cute!	

	



Great	Ocean	Road	
But	there	was	still	another	place	in	my	list	that	I	wanted	to	explore.	The	Great	Ocean	Road!	I	
couldn’t	possibly	 fly	back	 to	 Italy	without	 ticking	 it	off!	 I	 travelled	along	 the	coast	 for	a	 few	
days,	enjoying	the	ocean	and	the	wonderful	sceneries	that	it	offered.	
	

	
Finally	 it	 was	 time	 to	 head	 back	 to	 Italy	 but	 my	 heart	 was	 broken.	 I	 didn’t	 want	 to	 leave	
Australia,	and	I	was	determined	to	find	a	way	to	go	back!	
	
	

2008	
Byron	Bay	
Fortunately	 I	managed	 to	 get	 a	 second	working	 holiday	 visa	 and	 in	 January	 2008	 I	was	 in	
Australia	again.	This	time	I	didn’t	want	to	travel	as	much	and	decided	to	settle	in	Byron	Bay,	
the	pearl	of	the	East	Coast.	I	had	missed	the	ocean	and	its	waves,	those	peaceful	long	walks	on	
the	 beach,	 the	 squeaky	 sand,	 and	 the	 kookabarra	 laugh!	 On	 my	 first	 day	 there	 I	 was	
overwhelmed	by	emotions!	I	found	a	room	in	a	share	house	and	soon	after	a	job	as	a	cleaner.	I	
would		work	in	the	morning,	and	go	to	the	beach	in	the	afternoon.	I	liked	spending	time	with	
myself	and	just	chilling	out.	I	also	loved	going	to	concerts	and	gigs	at	the	Beach	Hotel	or	the	
Railway.	This	is	something	I	will	always	admire	about	Australians,	their	social	life	is	always	so	
rich	and	entertaining!	
	



	

	
The	only	but	huge	problem	I	had	in	Byron	Bay	were	visitors	at	night.	They	all	wanted	to	come	
and	say	“Hello!”	but	they	weren’t	actually	welcome	at	all.	I	remember	coming	back	home	after	
a	night	out	and	checking	all	 the	walls	of	 the	house,	 terrified	of	 finding…huntsman	spiders!	 I	
know	in	Australia	they	are	almost	treated	as	pets,	but	for	me	they	were	a	nightmare.	
Whale	season	arrived	and	everyday	I	would	walk	to	the	lighthouse	to	enjoy	their	shows,	the	
best	shows	I	had	ever	seen!	It	was	nice	to	see	them	playing	in	the	water,	I	sometimes	wished	I	
was	a	whale,	they	had	no	idea	of	how	crazy	life	on	the	mainland	could	be!	
	
Kimberley,	August	to	October	2008	
In	August,	when	winter	was	too	cold	for	me,	I	decided	to	leave	Byron	Bay	and	find	a	warmer	
place	 to	 stay	 so	 I	moved	 to	 the	 Kimberley,	 in	Western	 Australia.	 I	 ended	 up	working	 at	 El	
Questro	Station,	initially	washing	dishes	at	the	Steakhouse,	then	riding	horses.	The	gorges	and	
the	waterfalls	were	 amazing,	 some	 of	 them	 could	 only	 be	 reached	 by	 helicopter!	 I	 used	 to	
sleep	in	a	tent	and	it	was	the	best	way	to	feel	deeply	connected	with	the	wild	and	powerful	
Aboriginal	land.	



	

	
	

	
	



	
	

	
	

	
	
	



	
Before	going	back	to	Byron	Bay,	I	also	visited	another	outback	station,	Digger’s	Rest.	During	
my	stay	 there,	 I	had	 the	chance	 to	go	mustering!	They	had	 just	 finished	 to	 shoot	 the	movie	
“Australia”,	so	when	I	saw	the	movie	a	few	months	later	I	was	so	excited	to	see	those	places	
again!	
	

	
	

	
	
I	left	Australia	in	January	2009,	already	working	out	a	way	to	move	to	Australia	permanently.	
	



2011-2012	
	

In	 August	 2011	 I	 flew	 back	 to	 Sydney	 as	 a	 tourist,	 determined	 to	 find	 a	way	 to	 stay	 there	
forever.	I	enrolled	in	a	course	to	become	a	teacher	in	Darwin.	I	didn’t	want	to	live	in	a	big	city	
and	I	thought	that	Darwin	could	be	the	right	place	for	me,	wild	and	not	too	big	or	noisy.	The	
university	 course	 started	 in	 February	 2012	 and	 I	 therefore	 had	 a	 few	 months	 to	 spend	
somewhere	before	moving	to	Darwin.	 I	decided	to	 find	a	 job	with	horses	and	ended	up	in	a	
ranch	 in	 Yass.	 I	 loved	 it	 there,	 it	 was	 so	 quiet	 and	 all	 I	 had	 to	 do	was	 looking	 after	 those	
gorgeous	horses!	
	

	
	

	



	
When	I	moved	to	Darwin	 in	February	2012	 it	was	such	a	big	shock.	 I	hadn’t	considered	the	
wet	season	with	its	high	temperatures	and	extremely	high	levels	of	humidity.	The	university	
course	was	so	intense	and	so	demanding,	it	was	probably	the	most	stressful	period	of	my	life.	
Studying	 in	 a	 language	 that	wasn’t	mine,	 too	 little	 time	 for	myself	 and	no	 friends	or	 family	
who	 could	 give	me	 some	 support.	 My	 teacher	 training	 course	 was	 also	 tough,	 very	 tough,	
having	 to	 deal	 with	 children	 coming	 from	 a	 low	 socio-economical	 background,	 sometimes	
neglected	 by	 parents,	 sometimes	 difficult	 to	 handle.	 I	 felt	 so	 lonely	 and	 so	 worried,	 but	 I	
wanted	 to	 complete	my	 studies	 at	 all	 costs.	When	 the	 build-up	 arrived	 (the	 season	 which	
precedes	 the	 wet	 season),	 things	 got	 to	 its	 worst.	 But	 it	 was	 October,	 I	 only	 had	 to	 resist	
another	 couple	 of	 months	 and	 then	 I	 would	 be	 back	 in	 Italy	 eating	 tortellini,	 lasagne,	 and	
panettone!	This	thought	nourished	me	and	kept	me	going	until	I	managed	to	get	my	Graduate	
Diploma	in	Teaching	and	Learning.		
	

	
	



	
Besides	my	family	and	my	friends,	I	also	missed	eating	healthy	good	fattening	Italian	food.	In	
Darwin	it	was	always	summer,	so	my	diet	was	maily	based	on	fruits	and	vegetables.	But	some	
days	I	would	miss	pasta,	pizza,	gnocchi,	tiramisù	so	bad!		
	
When	I	went	back	to	Italy	I	 felt	relieved	to	see	all	those	familiar	faces	and	I	couldn’t	wait	to	
stuff	myself	with	 delicious	 Italian	 food!	However,	 I	was	 also	 feeling	 so	 confused	 and	 lost.	 I	
didn’t	know	what	I	wanted	anymore.	 I	had	always	been	so	determined	and	ambitious,	what	
was	going	on?	I	spent	the	following	three	years	in	Italy	working	as	an	English	teacher,	but	I	
wasn’t	 fullfilled.	 My	 thoughts	 were	 still	 taking	me	 somewhere	 in	 Australia.	 I	 applied	 for	 a	
Skilled	Visa,	sure	that	one	day	I	would	be	back	there.	However,	something	had	changed	and	I	
was	now	able	to	appreciate	my	country	more	and	see	it	with	different	eyes.	I	had	always	run	
away	from	it,	not	able	to	grasp	its	endless	beauty	and	its	charm.	But	I	finally	knew	that	what	it	
offered	me	couldn’t	be	found	anywhere	else	in	the	world!	History,	culture,	good	food,	passion,	
art,	traditions,	customs…	
	

	
2016	
	

In	2016	I	was	granted	a	Skilled	Visa	and	in	September	I	flew	to	Brisbane,	where	I	looked	for	a	
job	as	a	 teacher	of	 Italian.	 I	 somehow	wanted	 to	express	 the	 love	 I	had	 for	my	country	and	
communicate	 it	 to	others.	 I	 taught	 for	 a	while	 in	 a	private	boarding	 school	 in	Toowomba.	 I	
enjoyed	 seeing	 how	 an	 Australian	 boarding	 school	 was	 structured	 and	 how	 it	 worked.	
However,	that	wasn’t	what	I	really	wanted	to	do	in	my	life.	More	than	ever	before,	I	felt	deeply	
rooted	 in	 my	 Italian	 origins.	 I	 was	 proud	 of	 them	 and	 I	 wanted	 to	 make	 Australians	
understand	what	my	country	represented	for	me	and	share	my	passion	for	“il	Bel	Paese”	with	
them.	But	I	soon	realised	that	there	was	only	one	way	to	do	it:	you	have	to	go	to	Italy	and	live	
it,	breathe	it,	experience	it,	taste	it,	admire	it,	smell	it,	feel	it,	hear	it!		
	



	
	

	
When	I	moved	to	the	Sunshine	Coast	before	flying	back	to	Italy,	I	started	to	think	of	a	project	
that	could	somehow	link	my	love	for	both	countries,	Italy	and	Australia.	A	project	that	could	
make	them	closer,	that	could	bring	into	Australia	a	little	bit	of	Italy	and	viceversa.	
	
Ozitaly	is	the	end	of	this	story	and	the	beginning	of	another	one!	


