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Growing up in Melbourne, cultural diversity cannot just be heard about, it's obvious in everyday life. You can hear it in the variety of languages spoken on the streets and see it in the shops. However, the moment I actually realised what global connection meant wasn't at a cultural festival or something of that nature; it was when I was at a wooden table at school over a plastic packet of latiao.
It was lunchtime and my friend—having moved from China many years before—passed me a red pack of spicy wheat flour sticks. With a look that clearly meant 'this is too spicy for you', she offered me one and expected me to take a bite, choke on the chilli oil, and then grab water. And to be honest, when I looked at the intensely red snack, I felt a bit reluctant.
I instead took a bite and was immediately and surprisingly struck by how good the Sichuan pepper and spice were. What began as a joke soon became a regular occurrence. Soon, our lunch group of friends started exchanging snacks every week.
That packet of latiao opened up more than just my spice tolerance. When we were eating the snacks together, the conversations moved on from ordinary yap about school to various stories about where my friends came from and the traditions their families had preserved. As a result of listening to these stories, I started to see my own hometown differently and came to the realisation that being a local in Melbourne does not mean sticking to one single culture but rather involves being part of a cosmopolitan society built up by all those who call Melbourne home.
The simple snack that I was given as a dare has become a symbol showing that curiosity removes barriers much more quickly than caution does. My way of seeing the world is not based on borders but instead on the friends who are seated beside me and the snacks that are passed around the table.

