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For my mom
To teach a child about life is good. 

To teach a child about Eternal life is better.
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So Send I You
MARGARET CLARKSON

So send I you to labor unrewarded,
To serve unpaid, unloved, unsought, unknown,
To bear rebuke, to suffer scorn and scoffing,
So send I you to toil for Me alone.

So send I you to bind the bruised and broken,
O’er wand’ring souls to work, to weep, to wake,
To bear the burdens of a world aweary-
So send I you to suffer for My sake.

So send I you to loneliness and longing,
With heart ahung’ring for the loved and known,
Forsaking home and kindred, friend and dear one-
So send I you to know My love alone.

So send I you to leave your life’s ambition,
To die to dear desire, self-will resign,
To labor long, and love where men revile you-
So send I you to lose your life in Mine.

So send I you to hearts made hard by hatred,
To eyes made blind because they will not see,
To spend, tho’ it be blood, to spend and spare not-
So send I you to taste of Calvary.

So send I you by grace made strong to triumph 
O’er hosts of hell, o’er darkness, death and sin,
My name to bear and in that name to conquer 
So send I you, My victory to win.

So send I you - to take to souls in bondage 
The Word of Truth that sets the captive free 
To break the bonds of sin, to loose death’s fetters 
So send I you, to bring the lost to Me.

So send I you My strength to know in weakness, 
My joy in grief, My perfect peace in pain,
To prove My pow’r, My grace, My promised presence
So send I you, eternal fruit to gain.
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So send I you to bear My cross with patience, 
And then one day with joy to lay it down,
To hear My voice, “Well done, My faithful servant 
Come share My throne, My kingdom and My crown!”

“As the Father hath sent Me, so send I you.”1

1 Margaret Clarkson (1915–2008) was a Canadian schoolteacher when she wrote this 
hymn in 1963. Lyrics from Propempo International, http://propempo.com/blogs/david/
story-behind-so-send-i-you-margaret-clarkson, 18 February 2014.
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INTRODUCTION

The book that you’re holding in your hand right now has been five 
years in the making. Which is shorter than the birth of many other 
books, but five years too long for me.

I never set out to write a book, and I definitely never thought I’d 
be an author. This started off as a selfish endeavor after a rather… 
tumultuous season in my life. I was told that in order to process 
what had happened, I had to ‘get it out’. Write, type, doodle, say it 
outloud, doesn’t matter, just get it out. “Getting it out will help you 
process”, they said.

So 5 years ago I started writing documenting, like a clerk in a court-
room, all the stuff that happened. I figured the faster I could get it all 
out, the sooner I could move on with my life. Well, documentations 
became journals and journals became reflections. From those reflec-
tions came life-changing insights and truths, about knowing God, 
loving God, and what it means to live out that relationship every sin-
gle day. Those truths, wrapped in my story, have become this book.

Stories are meant to be told, but God-glorifying stories are told to in-
spire and to bless.This particular story is about a friendship between 
two very different women, from very different places, who, for very 
different reasons, decide to move to a very different country. And in 
so doing, find themselves in the middle of nowhere northeast China.

Their friendship lives over email and their camaraderie grows from 
the struggles of living in the ‘Middle Kingdom’ as single, Chris-
tian, diaspora Asian women. Over time, this friendship becomes a 
God-centered sisterhood and the emails become a reminder that, 
amidst the chaos and the loneliness, someone out there truly ‘gets 
it’.

This story is about a search for identity, realizing that maybe we 
don’t know ourselves as well as we thought we did.

It’s about figuring out what it means to really belong, and then find-
ing it in the least likely of places.

It’s about direction, goals, and all the plans we have, the ones that 
come to be and the ones that don’t.

It’s about enduring through the tough stuff — the stuff that’s often 
suffered in silence — and trying to figure out how God fits into it all.
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It’s about the joy of witnessing first hand how amazingly rich and 
beautiful life can be when God is actively a part of it.

But there is a Bigger Story.

The bigger story is about the intention behind your uniqueness. God 
has a plan for your life, and it’s a good one. Enclosed in this very 
plan is the immeasurable value and potential that He sees in your 
uniquely created life. There is specific intention behind everything 
about you. Whether it’s things we were born with or things we worked 
for, everything about us has an intended purpose — a purpose much 
greater than being a line on your Facebook profile. A purpose that, if 
lived out, can change eternity. 

FINDING YOUR CALLING

The bigger story is about discovering how who we are, all that we’ve 
been given, and all that we’ve experienced can be properly stew-
arded for Kingdom purposes. Twentieth-century evangelist, Oswald 
Chambers puts it beautifully,

“The call of God can never be understood absolutely 
or explained externally; it is a call that can only be 
perceived and understood internally by our true in-
ner-nature…The things that happen do not happen 
by chance—they happen entirely by the decree of 
God. God is sovereignly working out His own pur-
poses. If we are in fellowship and oneness with God 
and recognize that He is taking us into His purposes, 
then we will no longer strive to find out what His 
purposes are. As we grow in the Christian life, it be-
comes simpler to us, because we are less inclined to 
say, “I wonder why God allowed this or that?” And we 
begin to see that the compelling purpose of God lies 
behind everything in life, and that God is divinely 
shaping us into oneness with that purpose.”2

It’s not about overanalyzing things, but about being in such close 
relationship with God that you’ll see Him at work in your life, in your 
surroundings; and be ready to respond. 

So some will be called to be pastors, some to be bankers, some to be 
stay-at-home parents, and some to be artists. We are all called to dif-

2 Oswald Chambers, “The Bewildering Call of God,” My Utmost for His Highest. 
http:utmost.org/the-bewildering-call-of-god/



xi

ferent things, each with value and significance, paired perfectly with 
our God-given gifts and skills. There is no hierarchy of callings. For 
some people, changing a toddler’s diaper can be scarier than bringing 
the Gospel to an African tribe! Finding your calling means recognizing 
that you’ve been placed specifically where you are to intentionally 
reach the people within your circle, people only you can reach.

THE IMPLICATIONS OF THE GOSPEL

The bigger story is about the Story. We may be able to describe every 
detail from Bethlehem to Calvary but do we fully grasp the magni-
tude and intensity of the Gospel? And if we do, are we brave enough 
and persevering enough to pursue a deeper understanding of who 
the person of Jesus really is? His definition of wealth, His brand of 
justice, His standard of love, His act of dying on the cross, and what 
it all means for humanity? Once we know all that, will we be bold 
enough to adopt those values and live them out? 

Meister Eckhart, a fifteenth-century mystic said, “There are plenty 
of Christians to follow the Lord halfway, but not the other half. They 
will give up possessions, friends, and honours, but it touches them 
too closely to disown themselves.”

The idea of a halfway Christian scares me. Not only does it mean that 
I am at risk of stopping short of all that being a child of God entails, 
but that in leading others to Him, I can never take anyone further 
than I myself have gone.

CHOOSING

The bigger story is about waking up every morning and choosing to 
walk with Jesus, even when it’s difficult, even when it’s uncertain, 
even when we’re afraid. It’s about choosing Christ in all circumstanc-
es, as He chose us.

The bigger story’s already been written, and it can be anyone’s, but 
the smaller story is up to each one of us — ours to write, ours to tell.

“No eye has seen, no ear has heard, 
and no mind has imagined 
what God has prepared 
for those who love him.” 

(1 CORINTHIANS 2:9)





C H A PT E R  O N E
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July 3, 
2007

From: Carla Soh <carla.j.soh@gmail.com>
To: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>, 

Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>
Subject: Introduction

July 3, 2007

Hi ladies,

Kei, meet Corrie. She’s an old friend I grew up with in 
Toronto who moved to China last year as a tentmaking 
missionary. I think she’s living in Dalian right now and 
doing all sorts of interesting things. 

Corrie, meet Keiko (she goes by Kei). I know her 
from my university days (same Christian fellowship in 
Boston). She’s originally from Japan and just moved to 
Shenyang on her own. I’m sure any tips you can share 
on surviving China will be helpful.

You two are the only people I know who are crazy 
enough to live in China, so I thought you should at 
least get to know each other! 

Miss you both!

Carla
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From: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>
To: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>
Subject: Re: Introduction 
July 5, 2007

Hi Kei!

Great to ‘meet’ you. How are you holding up? I mean 
that in the most sincere way possible. Moving to China 
on your own is no joke. I moved to Dalian 10 months 
ago and everytime I think I’ve gotten used to things, 
something changes. 

Anyway, there’re not as many foreigners in the 
northeast, let alone Christian ones, so if you have any 
questions just give me a shout. Happy to help any way 
I can. Welcome to China =) 

~Corrie

July 5, 
2007

From: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>
To: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>
Subject: Re: Introduction 
July 17, 2007

Hi Corrie, nice to meet you ^_^

I just arrived in Shenyang two weeks ago and am 
trying to get settled in. So far it’s just been a lot of 
house hunting. Luckily, I’ve found a place, but now it’s 
sorting out the little things. Took four days to even get 
the Internet up. I don’t speak the local language so 
all of this is exceptionally difficult. They’ve explained 
the water meter system to me twice but I still don’t 
understand what’s going on. 

I know we don’t really know each other but it’s been 
a rough two weeks (to say the least) so I’m just gonna 
say it — this place is messed up. I don’t know if 
Dalian is similar but it’s like a whole other world where 
nothing makes any sense. There’s no traffic etiquette, 
people stand REALLY close to you, and in general 
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people just push — in lines, on the street, just walking 
along, everywhere. I’m totally overwhelmed.

Thanks for reaching out,
Kei

July 18, 
2007

From: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>
To: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>

Subject: Re: Introduction 
July 18, 2007

Hi Kei,

Congratulations on your Internet being set up! Most 
people have to wait a lot longer than that and it 
doesn’t even work the first time either, so it’s worth 
celebrating.

As for your candidness, it’s totally fine. China has 
a way of bringing people together. Dalian is pretty 
similar. I’m guessing most third-tier cities, especially 
in the same part of China, are more or less the same. 
Messy and crazy.

You know how people say there are certain things 
in life that you just can’t prepare for? Like going 
to university, or having a baby. I’d say moving to 
China is one of those things. When I first got here, 
I thought a brain transplant was the only way I was 
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going to survive. Nothing is as you think it is and 
the backwardsness of it all forces you to abandon 
sensibility and go on instinct. Oh, and your education 
likely won’t be of much help, but you’ll get creative 
real fast!

Last winter, I was taking the bus home from work. 
This was early days and I didn’t know the route well. 
Suddenly the bus stops in the middle of nowhere, the 
driver yells something I don’t understand, everyone 
gets off, and the bus drives away. Everyone else 
seemed to know where to go while I just stood there. 
I had no idea where I was. There were no lights, no 
other buses, no taxis, no one I could call. But then 
survival mode kicked in and I just picked a direction 
and started walking. It was freezing and creepy dark 
until I saw the sign for a big grocery store in the 
distance. It was like my Star of Bethlehem for my 
40-minute walk home. 

Oh, then recently, I was on the train and a lady was 
standing next to me. She was holding on to one of the 
poles with her arm at about face level. Next thing I 
know, she walks towards the door to get off, lets go of 
the pole, swings her arm, and slaps me right across 
the face. She didn’t even look back! But what can you 
do…crazy, right?! 

Anyway, I hope I’m not painting too depressing a 
picture here. It does get better. The second day is 
easier than the first, the second week easier than the 
first, the second month…and so on.

~Corrie
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Hi Corrie,

I hope this email thing is not a bother but being able 
to just ask you questions is a huge help. It’s clear that 
you get it and quite frankly I don’t have anyone else to 
talk to about this stuff. 

I’m starting work in a few days at Lokantec. Have you 
heard of them? They make cash register computers 
and printers. I had no idea who they were before I got 
the job but apparently they’re the biggest name for 
that kind of thing. 

Anyway, I thought I’d get familiar with the area and 
walk around the city a bit before work starts. It turns 
out everyone is obsessed with where you’re from. 
I mean, I get that once they know you’re not local 
they’re curious, but it’s less of nationality and more of 
ethnicity. They kept peppering me with questions and 
it got uncomfortable pretty quickly. You’d think that 
my not understanding what they’re saying would make 
them stop asking… but it doesn’t. It’s like they’re all 
super nosy.

Turns out being Japanese doesn’t help. Although I 
don’t understand their responses, I know from their 
tone that it’s not positive. I was born in Japan but 
grew up around Asia before going to university in the 
US. But none of that matters to them, because the 
second I say ‘Japanese’ they start talking to each other 
while I’m standing right there! I don’t know what they 
expect me to do…it’s not like I personally took part in 
the War.

Anyway, more strange things to follow I’m sure (O_O)

Kei

From: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>
To: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>

Subject: So weird 
July 19, 2007

July 19, 
2007
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From: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>
To: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>
Subject: Re: So weird 
July 20, 2007

July 19, 
2007

Hi Kei,

Don’t worry, my social life is not exactly vibrant so 
these emails are a nice addition =)

Good for you for braving it out there. If you can handle 
the unsolicited staring, walking around town is a great 
way to get familiar with your surroundings. Have you 
figured out your route to work?

Ya, I’ve heard of Lokantec. They’re huge, and really 
are everywhere. Lots of shopping malls in China use 
them.

I’ve definitely had to field my fair share of identity 
questions as well. If it makes you feel any better, at 
least being Japanese is a simple answer. I was born 
and raised in Canada, but my parents were originally 
from Hong Kong. Being Canadian Chinese isn’t a big 
deal nowadays but it took a while to get there. I grew 
up in a Cantonese home in the suburbs where my 
brother and I were the only Chinese kids for a long 
time. It wasn’t until I went to university that I figured 
out how to strike a balance between the two cultures 
and to make the most of each. And then I moved to 
China and realized that things weren’t as ‘figured out’ 
as I had thought.

It turns out that in cities like Dalian, immigration is 
not a thoroughly understood concept, let alone its 
implications. I’ve tried to tell locals in my broken 
Chinese that I’m a Chinese person, just like them, 
only that I was born in Canada. But they don’t get 
it. They label me as a foreigner who happens to look 
very Chinese. When they finally come to accept that 
I am Chinese, they tell me how shameful it is to be a 
Chinese person who can’t speak or read the language 
(I speak Cantonese but that doesn’t count here in the 
north). 

July 20, 
2007
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There’s no winning. Reverse discrimination is just par 
for the course. It used to bother me a lot when I first 
got here. I felt like I had to set these people straight. I 
had to change the way they thought. But after a while, 
I realized you have to pick your battles, and this one 
just isn’t mine to fight. 

As for the Japanese thing, don’t take it personally.

Enjoy your last few days of freedom!

~Corrie

From: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>
To: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>

Subject: Re: So weird 
July 22, 2007

Hi Corrie, 

It seems like the only way to get through it is just walk 
away and ignore it. I’m glad you’re so settled with all 
this China stuff. I guess I have a long way to go before 
I adjust. 

By the way, how did you end up in China? Carla didn’t 
tell me anything. 

I studied international relations in university and 
there was a lot of talk about China being the next big 
thing. So I figured it would be a good place to get work 
experience as a fresh grad, even if it’s just working at 
a call centre. But now, being here and knowing what’s 
involved, I’m genuinely curious as to why people come 
here. I mean, there are a lot of other places in the 
world to choose from. Why China?

July 22, 
2007
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Tomorrow’s my first day of work; not really sure what to 
expect…

Kei

From: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>
To: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>
Subject: Re: So weird 
July 24, 2007

Hi Kei, 

I wouldn’t say I’m ‘settled’ with it, haha. But I’d say 
that I’ve found accepting things as they are to be the 
only way to deal with them. 

Ya, I get asked that a lot. I guess China really isn’t the 
first (or any) preferred choice for many.

China was where I always felt God had called me to. 
Growing up in a Christian family, missions was a big 
thing. For starters, I was named after Corrie Ten Boom, 
a Dutch Christian who helped keep Jews in hiding 
during WWII. And while other moms would say to their 
kids, ‘don’t waste food, there are starving children in 
China’, my mom would say, ‘pray for the children in 
China, they need to know Jesus’. 

July 24, 
2007
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When I was two, we visited Guangzhou, China, on 
a family vacation. We saw these kids playing in the 
streets, some older kids selling street snacks, and my 
mom asked them if she could take a photo of them 
with me. She wanted me to have a visual reminder of 
the children in China and faces to put prayers towards. 
And it wasn’t just about the children, but an entire 
nation that needed to know the love of Christ. 

Even though I grew up in Canada, I managed to stay 
very close to my Chinese roots. The more I learned 
about my heritage, and especially the more tragic 
years, I couldn’t help but feel a personal sadness. It 
wasn’t just history to me — these were the Chinese, a 
people I am a part of. It made me recognize just how 
blessed I was. What made me better or more deserving 
of a comfortable life than those living in garbage 
shacks or those who had to eat tree bark during the 
Cultural Revolution? Everything I had was a gift.

In 2002, I went on my first missions trip. A small 
team of us traveled to Hong Kong and China to run 
English camps for underprivileged primary school 
students. In our first week, I shared the Gospel with 
a young girl named Green. I’ll never forget it. We sat 
outside in the schoolyard and she asked me questions 
about faith and Jesus. It was the first time I had 
ever shared the Good News in Cantonese. Nothing 
spectacular happened but my heart was changed from 
that conversation. The rest of the trip was just further 
affirmation that there was something here in China.

By the time I flew home, I was in love with the 
Chinese people, my people. As a nation, I could see 
how far they had come, but I could also see how far 
they had to go. I started to think, ‘Hey! I’m Chinese 
and they need help, and furthermore, they need Jesus. 
If I don’t help them, I can’t expect anyone else to’. 
But how? When? What? I had no idea. 
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Then I had a university education to get to and all the 
while I kept wondering if this China thing was for real. 
As university was wrapping up, I decided that after 
graduation, I’d study Mandarin for 4 months in China 
and then see what God would have for me after that. It 
would be my version of ‘backpacking through Europe’. 
But God said, ‘go big or go home’ — perhaps not in 
those words exactly. 

I know myself. If I had a job lined up back in Canada, 
I would go into China half-hearted, knowing that after 
4 months, I’d come back and there’d be something 
waiting for me. If I really wanted to see this call 
through, I had to go in with complete abandon, no 
looking back, like it says in Luke 9:62 — “Anyone 
who puts a hand to the plow and then looks back is 
not fit for the Kingdom of God.”

So on September 1, 2006, I boarded a plane to Dalian 
with no backup plan. I didn’t know what to expect but 
I knew that I was following through on something real. 
It was scary but I can say with absolute certainty that 
moving to China was the easiest decision I’ve ever 
made. It’s not that the act of doing it was easy, but 
that I knew that it was right by Him; it was what I was 
supposed to do.

Of course then I get here and, instead of studying 
Mandarin, I get hired by SGI, a huge tech company 
with an office in Dalian (which, who knew, is the 
Silicon Valley of China) and I’ve been working here 
ever since, learning Mandarin as I go. It’s not the job 
of my dreams, but it’s given me access to the people 
I want to reach. I’ve been trying (with my limited 
language) to build relationships, teach English, and do 
random things around town. It’s all really messy, but 
I know, without a doubt, that I am exactly where I’m 
supposed to be.

~Corrie
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From: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>
To: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>

Subject: Re: So weird 
July 25, 2007

Wow, Corrie,

It’s really cool how you’re able to see all the different 
steps God was leading you through. I guess it’s a lot 
easier when you know your calling early on and then 
the path is simple and clear. 

I’m still trying to figure all that out for myself. I know 
what I’m interested in but I don’t have that certainty 
yet, where you wake up and know exactly what you’re 
meant to do. I know for sure this job at Lokantec isn’t 
what I want to be doing. I’m working in a call centre 
that fields calls from in-store users in Japan and that 
is definitely not related to my field. But it got me into 
China, so we’ll see. 

Speaking of work, my first day was so much weirder 
than everything else I’ve experienced so far. I think 
there’s culture shock, and there’s corporate culture 
shock. My colleagues don’t talk to me, my boss barely 
acknowledged I was there. Apparently, if I need 
stationery, I have to get it pre-approved by my boss, 
then collect at the stationery booth, which is only open 
for two hours, two days a week. All of that for even 
just a pen.

When I first got here, I started making a list of crazy 
experiences to share with my friends back in the US 
but I’ve lost track and given up — there’s too much to 
write down! And it’s only been three weeks (-_-;)

Kei

July 25, 
2007
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Hi Kei,

Sorry to hear about your first day but it sounds a lot 
like how mine was. People here pretty much keep to 
themselves when it comes to work, especially when 
working with foreigners. I think most of them are too 
shy to use their limited English, or they don’t see the 
need to socialize. Are there any other Japanese people 
or English speakers in the office?

I get what you mean about not being interested in 
your job. I’m designing web applications (not that 
I’m qualified to do so), so I hear you. But hopefully 
through your time in China, you’ll be able to hear from 
God about where He wants you to be.

As for knowing my calling early, I guess it did help, 
but there was definitely still a struggle. Early on, I 
resisted. I had my own ideas of what I wanted to do. 
Like Jonah, I thought I knew better. But over time, 
I started to see my past experiences, talents, and 
relationships all pointing in the same direction. 

After I felt called to China, I was still tested. I 
expected to jump in right away but God sent me to 
university and, for four years, I questioned the call. I 
wondered if maybe it was just an emotional high or a 
pie-in-the-sky idea. It’s easy to jump into something 
when it’s fresh and new, but how willing are you to 
do it after the buzz has been sufficiently killed? Still 
excited?

Then, after I decided to go, there was still more 
testing. Lots of people asked, “Why?” and “Why 
now?”. Essentially, their message was, “Go later 
because you would have done all the other important 
things in life, and this sounds like what most 55-year-
olds do as a second career.” 

From: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>
To: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>
Subject: Re: So weird 
July 27, 2007

July 27, 
2007
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But that didn’t feel right. I loved the local people and 
going in at the entry level would be the best way to 
connect with them. I would be one of them. As my 
mom said, “Go now, so that you can say you gave the 
best years of your life to what God called you to.”

~Corrie

From: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>
To: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>

Subject: Re: So weird 
July 29, 2007

It’s nice that your parents are supportive. My parents 
thought I was insane to want to come here. There was 
a lot of fighting and things got really bad at one point. 
I don’t have the same overwhelming passion in coming 
here, whether for China or for missions. But I did pray 
about it and had peace in making the decision. My 
parents aren’t Christians, so that made it even harder 
to convince them that this was a good idea. 

Kei

July 29, 
2007
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Hi Kei,

Ya, I do appreciate my family being Christian. It 
definitely helped give my journey roots. Sometimes, 
though, I think there’s greater clarity in knowing God 
later in life. In our youth, we are stubborn and refuse 
to see what God places right in front of us. 

~Corrie

From: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>
To: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>
Subject: Re: So weird 
July 31, 2007

From: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>
To: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>
Subject: How to deal? 
August 3, 2007

Hey Corrie, 

It’s been a month since I arrived in China. In some 
ways I feel like I’ve been here forever, with so much 
craziness every day.

The pollution is getting bad, really bad. And the food, 
everything kind of just… tastes the same — super 
salty and super oily. I’ve tried buying my own food 
but I don’t even know what things are and what I can 
or should buy. I know I’m spoiled because in Japan 
things are really well packaged and tidy, and in the US 
it’s all organized. Plus in both places I can read the 
labels but I’m at a loss here.

As if that’s not enough, the people are just rude, 
aggressive, and impatient. I came in trying to be 
accepting and understanding. After all, I am a guest in 

August 3, 
2007
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THEIR country. But this is just… I don’t know what to 
do. The novelty, if there really was any, has definitely 
worn off.

Kei

From: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>
To: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>

Subject: Re: How to deal? 
August 6, 2007

Congratulations! One month in China is a big deal. You 
should be proud of yourself, really.

I think the pollution problem is worse in your city than 
in mine. We’re three sides ocean so it’s super windy 
(enough to spin cars in the winter), but it does keep 
the air a bit cleaner. If it gets really bad and you get 
a scratchy throat or headaches, try wearing a SARS 
mask.

As for food, I know restaurants can serve some 
horrendous things, but you’ve got to eat. It’s easy 
enough to fall sick — you don’t need to further 
weaken your immune system by not eating. There’s 
a lot of weird stuff out there but there’s also some 
normal stuff. You just have to look for it. 

I think they just opened a Wal-Mart in Shenyang, 
right? Bigger grocery chains have a better variety of 

August 6, 
2007
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international goods. There are likely some smaller 
international grocery stores as well but the prices will 
make your eyes bleed. (US$15 for a box of cereal? No 
thank you.) So, to be practical, I go to the big chain 
stores and I grab produce that I’m familiar with. Then 
I go home and I make a huge batch of fried rice or 
noodles with all the ingredients and then freeze it all 
for that week’s lunches. At least that’s a few meals 
less of unhealthy eating out (though I must confess I 
have taken a very strong liking to the local food =p).

The fact is that you’re not home, so to keep sane, you 
have to create “home-ness” for yourself. The little 
things can make a big difference. 

It’s more than the physical stuff, though. I’ve learned 
that it’s outlook as well. When I first got here, I was 22, 
naïve, bright-eyed, and hopelessly in love with China. It 
took very little time for reality to give me a swift kick in 
the butt.

So maybe you didn’t come here with the same 
intentions, but the sooner you can wrap your head 
around the way things REALLY work, as opposed to 
the way you want them to, you’ll find it a lot easier to 
deal with. You don’t have to agree with their way, but 
understanding it can make a big difference. 

I feel like the modern culture in China (which is 
drastically different than what it’s historically known 
to be) doesn’t have a concept of grace or mercy. That 
is why people cut in lines, people are pushed and 
elbowed without regard (men or women), and everyone 
just yells. That, and the fact that there’s over a billion 
people here. It’s everyone for himself or herself and 
everything is fought for, I suppose. If you can see this 
society as one void of these values, it’ll be (slightly) 
easier to understand the daily insanity. 
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One of the greatest points of stress is when we can’t 
reconcile what we know with what’s happening around 
us, so hopefully this helps ease the tension a bit. 
Hang in there, you’re doing great.

~Corrie 
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From: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>
To: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>
Subject: 8 
August 9, 2007

From: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>
To: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>
Subject: Re: 8 
August 15, 2007

Hey Corrie,

I’ve been sick for the past week and a bit. I’ve been 
trying to make it go away on my own but nothing 
seems to work. People have suggested I go to the 
hospital because apparently there’s no clinic here, and 
every degree of illness sends you to the hospital, but 
I’ve been trying to avoid it. I can’t even bear a trip to 
the grocery store… I don’t want to know what China 
hospitals look like >.< 

I had it coming. I’ve been working late for the past two 
weeks and haven’t been getting enough rest. I come 
home super late, eat bread, and then crash, wake up, 
and do it all over again. Augh, I really hope this passes 
soon. 

Kei

8. That is the number of men who elbowed me on 
the bus today. At least I know it’s not because I’m a 
woman. China does not gender discriminate when it 
comes to elbowing.

How are things?

~Corrie

August 15, 
2007
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From: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>
To: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>

Subject: Re: 8 
August 17, 2007

Hey Kei, 

How bad is it? Cold and flu? Or worse? Ya, hospitals 
usually mean having ‘the drip’ (medication through 
IV) so if you can self-medicate, that would be a more 
comfortable choice. But if it gets really bad, you 
should go. Don’t over-suffer! 

For what it’s worth, it happens to all of us, and I 
mean this only in the most encouraging way. The first 
couple weeks is like vacation mode, but then things 
start to settle in, you start working late, and as you 
say, you’re not eating as well, sleeping as much, etc. 
Not to mention the smog and standards of cleanliness 
are just… well…. Your body is in shock. Sometimes I 
throw up for no reason, then go to sleep and feel fine 
enough for work the next day. Totally random.

Oh, take note of the water you drink, by the way. The 
first 6 months I was here, I had an upset stomach. 
Then someone suggested I stop drinking from the 
water cooler at work and switch to bottled water. And 
that solved it! The theory is that the water from the 
replaceable tank is clean but the dispenser itself has 
likely never been cleaned. So there’s residue, build-
up, mold, bacteria and all sorts of gross stuff on the 
inside. Who woulda thunk, right?

Also, do the double wash. Before using your dishes/
utensils from the cupboard, rewash them. It’s summer 
and, when it’s hot outside, cockroaches and the like 
come in to enjoy cooler spaces. It’s incredibly tedious 
to double wash, but when you think of what could (and 
does) lurk around, it’s well worth the extra scrub. 

Public service announcements aside, I’m really sorry 
that you’re sick. Getting sick alone sucks, especially in 
this environment. I get it. Do take care. Praying for a 
speedy recovery.

~Corrie

August 17, 
2007
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Hey Corrie, 

I’ve finally started to feel better over the last couple 
of days. Thanks for the tips. I never really thought 
about the water thing before and now I’m curiously 
suspicious of what could be growing in the water 
cooler at work.

Before I got sick, I found an international church 
in town and I’ve gone once. It wasn’t bad… I didn’t 
really meet anyone, but I only went once. Hopefully 
when I fully recover I’ll go again. 

And as it turns out, while I was sick, no one was able 
to help cover my work because everyone is overworked 
(I’m guessing this is typical China). Things really piled 
up, even though I was only away for a few days. So, 
now that I’m back it all feels like a scene from that 
movie Office Space. Have you ever seen that movie? 

Hope your week is going better than mine.

Kei

From: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>
To: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>
Subject: Re: 8 
August 22, 2007

August 22, 
2007
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From: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>
To: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>

Subject: Re: 8 
August 27, 2007

Office Space? Yes!

Today is definitely a case of the Mondays. -_-

But glad to hear you’re feeling better and even greater 
news that you’ve found a church. Hopefully you’ll be 
able to visit again and start connecting with people. 
For those of us here alone, close friends are difficult 
to find. But even if they won’t ever be close friends, 
it helps to know a few people around the city. I mean, 
just to be safe. You never know when you’ll need to 
call on someone for help (practical and Chinese of me, 
I know =p).

International churches are helpful because services 
are in English and you meet fellow foreigners. But 
I love attending local services, even though I don’t 
understand it all. You should try it, even if just once. 
The experience is very different and I think you’ll find 
it encouraging to see how the message of Christ is 
spreading across China. Here in Dalian, the elderly will 
line up outside the church two to three hours before 
the service to get a seat. The hymn singing “warm up” 
is 45 minutes before the service begins then actual 
singing time is another 30 minutes. It’s incredible.

Not sure if your international group sings praise songs 
in Mandarin. I hope it does, and I hope they give you 
pinyin (phonetics) cos that’s the only way I can get 
by. There’s something about being in China and being 
able to worship freely that touches the soul, knowing 
that many in China still cannot. In an almost prophetic 
way, it’s proclaiming that one day, all of China will 
have the freedom to worship in their local language. 

But all that to say that I really hope you find a good, 
fitting church community. China is hard and having 
Christian brothers and sisters around is a game 
changer. In many ways, I’m still looking for that 
myself. I mean, sure we have each other, but people to 
physically hang out with would be nice as well. =)

August 27, 
2007



24

In other news, next week (Sept 1) I will have been 
here for a whole year. How crazy is that?

~Corrie 

From: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>
To: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>
Subject: Congratulations!
September 1, 2007

Hey Corrie!

Congratulations on being in China for one year! I can’t 
wrap my head around that amount of time but you 
should definitely be proud of yourself. How does it 
feel?

Kei

September 1, 
2007
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Thanks!

To be honest, I’m pretty shocked that I’ve made it this 
far. On one hand, it’s felt like forever, but then I meet 
people who have been here for five years (or fifteen 
years!) and I think, “Wow, I’m just a baby!”

The past year has been tough. I love being here and 
have no regrets, but there’s no sugarcoating the first 
year. I remember the first words of Rick Warren’s 
Purpose Driven Life: “It’s not about you.” This year 
was really a reminder of just how not about me it is. 
Being here has taken me completely out of my comfort 
zone, where all of my abilities, even to do the simplest 
things, have been stripped away and there really is 
nowhere to turn but to God for sustaining strength 
— to wake up every morning and soldier on. In those 
moments I can see so clearly just how “not about me” 
all of this is.

But amidst the chaos, stress, frustration, and 
loneliness, God has been so faithful, throwing me 
golden moments that remind me He’s at work and in 
every detail. Moments in a broken Chinese-English 
conversation where you’re able to laugh about the 
same thing. Moments on a walk home — looking up at 
the city and feeling this overwhelming assurance that 
this is home, and where I’m supposed to be. Those 
moments fuel sanity.

~Corrie

From: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>
To: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>

Subject: Re: Congratulations!
September 4, 2007

September 4, 
2007
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Hi Corrie, 

Sorry, it’s been a while since I’ve written. Work is 
getting really bad. There really are no boundaries 
when it comes to the workplace. In our weekly team 
meetings it’s clear that everyone is overworked and yet 
they continue to pile it on, and make you feel bad if 
you (justifiably) complain that there’s too much work. 
They put unspoken pressure on you to find “creative” 
ways to manage the workload, passive aggressively, of 
course. Everyone basically lives in fear.

Although I’m not super chatty with my colleagues, 
we do talk, and they’re burning out too. We’re all 
in the same boat — getting home at 11pm or later, 
feeding ourselves with whatever sustenance is in the 
fridge, crashing, and then repeating it the next day. 
We’re turning into zombies. I think for them it’s worse 
because they’re afraid to quit since they might not find 
another job. They don’t speak English well and don’t 
have anything else to make them more marketable. It’s 
a sad situation, and they’re kind of stuck.

I’m definitely looking for something else, though. 
Praying for an out. 

Kei

From: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>
To: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>
Subject: Re: Congratulations!
September 16, 2007

September 16, 
2007
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From: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>
To: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>

Subject: Re: Congratulations!
September 18, 2007

Hey Kei,

I hear you on the job front. I’m actually looking 
as well. I think Dalian and SGI were good starting 
points, to see if China was really for me. Now that 
I know I definitely want to be in China, I think I’m 
ready to start using my business degree, hopefully 
in marketing. I’m definitely not meant to design web 
applications for life.

So yes, will pray for both of us on our job hunts. Any 
plans for the October holiday?

~Corrie

From: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>
To: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>

Subject: Re: Congratulations!
September 22, 2007

October holiday… You mean apart from working the 
Saturday before so that we can get the actual day-off 
on a weekday? It’s got to be THE most bizarre public 
holiday system I’ve ever heard of. 

But ya, likely not much, just staying in and vegging. 
It’s too expensive to travel during public holidays. My 
colleagues say it’s too short a holiday to go all the way 
back to their hometowns so they’re just gonna sleep. 
Given our recent work schedule, I don’t blame them. 
They also say sleeping is a way to save money. As sad 
as that is, I really can’t argue with that as they pay us 
peanuts. (-_-)

What are you gonna be up to?

Kei

September 22, 
2007
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It might not be such a bad idea to get some much-
needed rest. Working 12-hour days on a daily basis is 
certainly not sustainable. Or you could use the holiday 
time to look for a new job. It sounds like that’s the 
only time you’d have to do it anyway =p 

After much deliberation, I’ve decided to try my hand 
at the advertising industry. I feel like if I say it out 
loud I’ll be more committed to the decision. Truth be 
told, I don’t completely know the ins and outs of the 
field but if I have to choose between a marketing job 
and an ad agency job, I’d rather be where the ideas 
are made than where they’re used. Unfortunately, 
it’s very much a referral business in terms of getting 
in. Even fresh grads usually go back to where they 
interned. So given that I don’t have an “in”, the odds 
are really against me. 

I’ve been Googling ad agencies in Asia. The October 
holiday is gonna be spent emailing my resume out to 
whichever unfortunate soul has their address on the 
company website. 

We’ll see what happens.

~Corrie

From: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>
To: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>
Subject: Re: Congratulations!
September 26, 2007

September 26, 
2007
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From: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>
To: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>

Subject: Home
October 1, 2007

Do you ever miss home?

From: Corrie Lee <corrie.yk.lee@gmail.com>
To: Keiko Suzuki <keikosuzuki72@yahoo.com>

Subject: Re: Home
October 3, 2007

I do and I don’t. It’s one of those things that comes 
and goes.

I’ve been back to Toronto once since moving to 
China. That was four months ago, for my graduation 
ceremony. I think Toronto was more or less the same 
but I had experienced a lot in the nine months I was 
in Dalian and I knew I’d changed. So when I looked at 
Toronto, it wasn’t home anymore. And maybe it hadn’t 
been home for a long time. I lived in three cities 
before the age of seven, then grew up in a small town, 
before moving to another city for university. Then I did 
internships during university and had to move to three 
different towns for those. So the concept of ‘home’ 
has been fluid for quite a while. I suppose there’s 
nothing really to miss. 

But what I do miss is being with people who know me. 

October 3, 
2007


