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editor’s note

Hey IHers!

It’s the start of a new semester AND lockdown 2.0 for fellow 
Victorians!!! WOW HOW FUN.
It’s really not, but I can’t help but feel that it’ll be over before we 
know it, maybe even sooner! I know it’s hard, but we can get through 
this! Together!
In the meantime, maybe this edition of Globe can be of some comfort 
to you! I hope you enjoy this incredible issue, put together with the 
works of an incredible team of writers, chasers, proofreaders and 
editors. I’m honoured to be able to work with a remarkable team of 
amazingly brilliant, funny and creative IHers. So please, read and 
treasure the incredible work of your fellow IHers in this issue of 
Globe. A lot of hard work from many beautiful people has been put 
into this magazine for you guys to enjoy!

[P.S. flip to the next page for a cute surprise, from yours truly. 
Remember that you are not alone. We’re all in this together. You are 
very much loved.]

Love always,
Aanya xxx





P/VP Report









Binging with Babish V

- Vaibhav Sinha









University Staff Face Pay 
Cuts and Job Losses

- By Isabelle Huntoro

The Australian unemployment rate has jumped, depending on the source, to

6.2%-11.7%. In the next six months, it has been estimated that 21,000

University jobs will be lost. The leadership of the NTEU has, without warning,

negotiated the acceptance of various pay cuts of up to 15%, ostensibly to

prevent the loss of 12,000 jobs.

Years upon years of cuts to university funding have resulted in an entrenched 

reliance on private funding and international student tuition fees. Over 40% of 

all revenue in the higher education sector comes from international student 

tuition fees. International student tuition has also increased by over 50% over 

the past decade. The loss of revenue from international student fees is 

expected to reach $25-40 billion in the next three years. In addition to all this, 

the government has refused to include universities in its economic support 

package of $320 billion. All of this has given vice-chancellors with all necessary 

pretence to negotiate in favour of said pay cuts.

It is widely alleged that the agreement between the NTEU’s leadership and 

University management was done without the knowledge of its general 

membership. This move has sparked outrage among the union’s Zoom 

meetings. It appears that despite momentum increasing within the labour 

union and branch meetings overwhelmingly voting against giving concessions, 

there is no sign of this approach changing.

https://www.abc.net.au/news/2020-05-14/unemployment-jobs-abs-april-recession/12247154


Self-Care: 
A poem and a little tip for 

the cold
- By Maria Callista

Tip of the week: It is getting chilly and it is forecasted to 
be a winter with colder winter days than average for 
Victoria... If you want to increase your ability to 
withstand these upcoming cold temperatures and 
decrease your chances of getting sick, download the 
Wim Hof Method app and try out the ‘free guided 
breathing bubble’. Basically, you will be guided through 
a 30 second breathing exercise which will make you feel 
really good, and if practiced enough the Wim Hof 
technique can offer benefits like increased immunity, 
decreased stress and increased resilience to the cold! 
(once or twice a day should be enough)



A Love-Hate Relationship

Dear Self Care,

It’s a love-hate relationship we share

I see posts of you everywhere...

And I am inundated with what seems

Like endless evidence of your efficacy.

However there is an obstacle in the way

What can I say...

That obstacle is me.

I find it hard to take care of myself,

When my attention is needed everywhere else.

And it’s hard, and I wish I wasn’t stuck in this loop.

But a little everyday is all I need of you

5 minutes, that is enough

To slow down

And take care of oneself in a world

Where exhaustion is romanticised.

So today, taker a deep breathe,

Hug yourself, phone a friend

Whatever makes you feel better

That is self care









HOMESEECK
- By Cherie Yuan

I kinda miss being able to travel

I think things are evening out now, but I think for many of us, home’s still a bit 
of time away. Poetically, that’s alright. You know. Make new homes, bake some 

banana bread, all that good stuff. But I’m going to take the chance to wax 
poetic about all the street food I miss.

Xi’an, Shaanxi, is the noodle capital of China, if not, you know, the world. The 
wheat capital, enriched by heavy use of cumin, chilli, and vinegar, built upon 
the backbone of unleavened bread and nourishing starch. Our food is heavy 

on the spice and deep, savoury flavours. We’ve got a whole like labyrinth 
street notorious for really fucking good food called the Muslim Quarter. But if 

you want the best of the best, you gotta head into the lil cultural district, on the 
second ring road, and its surrounding patches of malls, gardens and a lot of 

highschoolers trying to kill you on bikes.



Behold: noodles of every variety and proclivity. My personal favourite’s always 
been spinach noodles: thick wheat noodles enriched with crushed spinach and 
buried in heaps of garlic, a la youpomian, (the easiest noodle recipe you ever 
did see, by the way! All you need is garlic, a bit of chilli, some sizzling hot oil, 

and a splash of vinegar. All else is accoutrement) or a heaping ladleful of 
scrambled eggs mixed into saucy tomato and melt-in-your-mouth chunks of 

taters and carrots.



I’ll put this out there: I’m fucking homesick. And something about a 
brightly-lit pomo bar, signless if not for a big capital “HALAL” on the sliding 
doors, just hits different. I’d like you to imagine this: you’re perched on the 
end of a slightly sticky white bench, wrapped in about seven puffer jackets 

and scarves, using your chopsticks as drumsticks on the table edge as 
about fifteen of your family and closest family friends bustle around you. 
There’re a couple twelve year olds in matching red puffers huffing big, 

fuck-off box vapes at the front of house, and the air is thick with the smell 
of freshly stewed lamb, anise, cumin, chilli. Smoke. A woman in a hijab 

and a red puffer brings you a bowl twice the size of your face from which 
intensely fragrant steam wafts, and a small basket of mo, or charcoal-

griddled flatbread.

This is yangroupomo, a lamb flatbread stew. You spend about half an hour 
chatting shit and painstakingly ripping your bread into tiny pieces, 

(seriously, tiny: you get multiple consecutive barks of, smaller smaller 
smaller from at least three of your uncles if you try to send it back early to 
save your aching fingertips) and then the same woman takes your bowl 
away while you sip on hot red tea from plastic cups and snap pictures of 
your cousins drinking from mugs of hot Coca Cola to send to your mates 

in the sunny southern hemisphere.



About fifteen minutes later, you get your prize: the same bowl, filled to the 
brim with a clear, piquant broth with strong notes of anise, cumin, 

cinnamon, and lashings of lamb fat, shreds of tender braised lamb, and 
tangles of slippery rice noodles that you truly have to fully dunk your head 

into the bowl to appreciate. Comfort food at its finest, topped by a handful of 
fresh coriander and thick with the fruits of your labour: your tiny pieces of 
ripped bread are simmered and stewed into the fragrant broth, some soft, 
slippery, and bursting with soup; some retaining enough bite for the bread 

crusts to scrape the roof of your mouth as you gulp them down.

Scattered haphazardly around the table are flimsy metal plates heaped with 
deep-fried bean curd, julienned Chinese celery and sprouts drenched in 

peppery chilli oil, moist tea eggs and slices of lamb tendon still dripping with 
the master stock they were poached in, plus small bowls of garlicky peanuts 

and gently salted lotus root, the latter a cooling palate cleanser for the 
strong, spicy, meaty flavours.

China gets pretty cold come winter, but in that moment, surrounded by the 
network of all the people you’ve ever loved and all the people they’ve loved, 
all jammed into a bare-bones canteen, gulping down soup and smoke and 

banter, you are red-cheeked and laughing and effervescent.

Dessert is a deeply floral Haomao dart and a plastic bag of strips of jellied 
hawthorn, quivering slightly once unearthed from the classic inner puffer 
jacket pocket, and dusted unevenly with sugar. A treat from an uncle of 

someone or other who just came back from Beijing. If you’re lucky, one of 
the aunts saved you a zaomo, a soft, fluffy, pale pink bun with a single 

candied date embedded into the top, from a bakery (read: three-wheeled 
stall with a steamer tied to it) at the morning markets.



If you’re really lucky, she takes you all out for tanghulu to flex on the other 
salary-earners, and you crack your teeth on towers of candied hawthorn, 

dates, and grapes, trying to melt the caramel enough so that you can get it 
from the nooks and crannies between each fruit and into your mouth without 
dripping it all over your scarf. Then its karaoke with beer and plates of crisp 

yellow watermelon, plastic cups of tofu pudding drizzled in brown sugar syrup 
from the uni student canteen, and fistfuls of milky white rabbit candies for the 
kids-- and, by the way, until you get to about thirty, you definitely still count as 

a kid. Just saying.

In the morning, you’ll head to the local mom-and-pop Muslim eatery around 
the corner and get either a heaping pile of hand-pulled noodles in lamb broth, 
the meat stewed and stuffed into plush, lotus-shaped buns on the side, or, my 

personal favourite:



A warm, slightly 
sweet bowl of soy 
milk into which you 
can dip fried crullers 
and honeyed, deep-

fried rice balls as 
soon as the pop can 
rescue them from the 

fryer.

Maybe you’ll hit the wet markets, or 
the mall, where bowls of maize 
dumplings in sour broth and rice 
pudding, and a couple honey-

soaked popsicles of saffron-yellow 
rice flour and candied jujubes run 

you about $4AUD, max.



But for now you sit on the steps of 
the nearest cigarette shop and peel 

persimmons for your younger 
cousins who can’t stand the chalky 
skin dusted with bloom, licking your 

fingers between each fruit, re-
learning the sticky art of it. When 

you’re done, each one looks like a 
fiery flower, glowing slightly in the 
cold winter evening, iridescent and 
brilliantly vibrant in the streetlights.

Edgy or not, every time I sit down with a little bit of soup or some noodles, I 
think a little more of home. And that’s the power of it! But like also feeling 
homesick every time I make some Indomie is really a weird experience.



Uncut Gems:

A very very very good movie 
(no spoilers)

By Rosie Forrest





MEMES and JOKES
By Farhan Islam



AND NOW, IT’S TIME FOR SOME PURE GOLD GLASS ACTION…

Two Arts students walk down a desolate city thoroughfare, chatting idly away, when 
they come across a sign that says, ‘HIGH IQ IVF CLINIC – 50M NORTH.’ It gets them 
thinking…

Person 1: Oh, would you look at that! Finally – an opportunity to give some charity!

Person 2: Charity? What exactly are you gonna donate… oh.

P1: Yeah, that’s right, Imma big boy now.

P2: Okaaaay, but I mean, you know what we’re studying, right?

P1: Yeah. And?

P2: Uhhhhh, never mind, all good, heh heh (she laughed awkwardly). But be careful: 
you’ve gotta be 140 or over to do it, otherwise it’s an actual crime, they might lock ya 
up for a bit.

P1: Yeah, and I’m only 19, so back off!

Wow. That says it all, doesn’t it?

P2: Alright man, your funeral. But if you get caught, it’ll definitely go on your 
spermanent record.

P1: Don’t worry mate, I’m an Arts student, I know how to get the creative juices 
flowing!

P2: Errr, sounds more like a sticky situation to me, if I’m being honest.

P1: What’s my name?

Awkward silence.

P1: WHAT IS MY NAME!!!???

P2: Baytion. (she said meekly)

P1: That’s right, and when it comes to things like this, I am a master, you hear me?! 
MASTER BAYTION!!! So don’t you come along with your pushy-downy attitude and tell 
me what I can and can’t do, savvy?

P2: Alright, I think I’m gonna go…

And that was all she wrote.



101 Comedy Corner









@laura.jayne73 
“Mind if I slither in”






