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The Girl
There was a girl sitting with her friends. She had inky black hair that reached her
belly. Her mouth put on a smile that didn’t quite reach her dark eyes. Lily had just
made some joke that wasn’t really funny but everyone laughed anyway, including
the girl. The girl was called Lindsey. Someone sat down next to her, “Hi guys,” said
Lotty in a cheerful voice. 
“Oh hi,” said Lily rather slowly. Lindsey didn’t say anything but did offer a tentative
smile towards Lotty. 
“We were just talking about me and Tayla’s hair appointment on Wednesday,”
informed Lily. 
“Oh cool,” responded Lotty, without much enthusiasm. 
"What about you Lotty?” asked Lily. 
“What about what?” responded Lotty looking confused. 
“What are you going to do to your hair? It seems like it's time for something a little
more… interesting.” Lotty’s face promptly turned a shade of scarlet red. In fact,
Lotty had quite pretty hair, it was very long, bouncy brown, and very shiny. 
“Oh, um, I actually wasn’t planning on doing anything to it,” responded Lotty. The
corner of Lily’s mouth curved up into a slight smirk.
“Ok, well we were just about to go and get some snacks before class, weren't we girls?
Do you want to come with us?” She said this while tossing her pile of coins from one
hand to another. 

This caused Lotty’s cheeks to turn pink again. “I actually just remembered I have to
go and do something before class starts,” said Lotty as she got up and walked quickly
away. Everyone at school knew that Lotty didn’t have a lot of money. 
“I’ll catch up with you guys in a minute, I just have to go to the bathroom,” said
Lindsey as they headed in the direction of the canteen. 
When she pushed open the bathroom door she saw Lotty standing at the sink
sobbing. Lotty looked up when Lindsey walked in and quickly tried to wipe away
the tears. Linsey turned her head, pretending not to notice. It felt kind of weird but
she didn’t know what else to do. 

Later that afternoon, in class they learned about bullying, and about by-standers.
Throughout the whole class all Linsey could think about was the incident earlier
that day. She couldn’t stop thinking about how it had been bullying and she was
pretty sure that she was a by-stander. When she got home from school she went
straight to her room. This strange sick feeling started to build up in her, knowing
that she had done something wrong made her want to throw up. She didn’t know
what to do, it was a very unpleasant and overwhelming feeling. She was very quiet
all through dinner and went to bed early. She felt a little better in the morning and
was determined to confront Lily. At lunch break Lindsey walked bravely over to the
group of giggling girls.
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The Girl
In her new mindset she realised how ridiculous they all looked, sitting there giggling
hysterically over things that weren't funny, poking fun at kids around the yard and
spreading all the local gossip. Lindsey walked right up and sat down.  
"Hi Lily,” started Lindsey. 
“Hi Lindsey, how was sitting with Boring Brunette Lotty this morning, ha, do you like
our new nickname for her?” Lily replied. 
Really? That’s so mean, and not even a good nickname, thought Lindsey to herself, but all
she said was, “Yeah, about that, I was going to say that I don’t think the way you’re
treating her is right, if I’m being quite frank, you’re being really rude to her and that’s
not ok.” 
Lily looked very taken aback and quite angry, turning bright red. But she quickly
regained her composure and said with a sickly sweet smile, “Oh Lindsey, you're
overreacting. We’re just joking around and you take it so seriously. Confronting us
like you’re actually one of us, not just that one girl who always followed us around and
we gave up trying to shake. You're so weird and awkward.” 
Lindsey gasped, she was shocked that Lily could so quickly be so mean. She could see
her vision start to blur and rapidly blinked her eyes. The last thing she wanted to do
was cry in front of them. 
“There’s no reason to bully her other than the fact you’re jealous of her and there's no
reason for the rest of us to sit around talking about things we don’t find interesting,”
countered Lindsey.  

“Lindsey's right,” agreed another girl, “We don't have fun and we end up feeling guilty
and taking the blame for your actions, Lily.” 
There was a murmur of agreement from the girls. Lily looked confused. You could
tell by her face that she didn’t quite know what to feel. It was distorted in a funny way,
her eyebrows were pointed downward but the corners of her mouth were also slowly
sliding down, as if she was torn between angry, guilty and sad. She looked like a child
that didn’t get her own way. Her shoulders slumped and she let out a long sigh, “I
know it was wrong and I’m sorry.” She got up and went over to apologise to Lotty.
After school, Lotty came over to sit with Lindsey. “I saw what you did earlier, standing
up for me. I’m sorry they treated you like that.” 
“No, I’m sorry they treated you like that. I’m sorry I treated you like that.” Lotty
smiled “It’s OK, and what Lily said about you wasn’t true you know. You aren’t weird
and awkward and you haven't been following them around,” said Lotty fiercely, and
Lindsey smiled, “Thanks.” 
After this incident, Lindsey and Lotty became better and better friends every day. You
know if there has to be rain for the plants to grow, sometimes there has to be a little
rain in our lives too.

By: Elodie Y7 The End
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Off A Beetle's Back
Anni lifted her face, relishing the late morning sun. These were the moments when

she felt she was one with the world. When she sat atop her plodding beetle's back, her

twig-like legs folded beneath her. She was caught up in the sound of the burbling

brook they approached and the whispering breeze teasing the undergrowth. The

trooping caravan around her was strung together by a song, each pixie atop a pack

beetle adding to the spritely travelling tunes wafting through the air. She felt the

dried mud beneath her fingernails and smelled the perfume of damp moss and soil,

mingling with the dry promise of summer on the wind. This was where she belonged.

She stood, her curled toes gripping the hard surface of the beetle’s back and strained

to look over the heads of the troop as her beetle splashed into the shallows. They

travelled onward to perform and entertain at the many festivals of the forests.
“Sit down, will you?!” a pointed voice behind her said, pulling her from her reverie,
“You really should be paying more attention, we’re exposed on this water, and you’re
too busy staring buggy-eyed at the same forest we’ve been travelling through for days
on end. One of these days, something is going to happen to you.” Saying the last bit
under her breath, betraying her care. Anni turned around dejectedly and glared at
Navy.

She supposed her prickly companion was right, which didn’t surprise her much since
the pragmatic pixie was right about most things. She mock saluted the dark haired
girl but stayed standing, tilting her head up to the wide blue sky. They may be
vulnerable in the open, but Anni enjoyed the sight of the sky too much to regret it.
“Don’t you ever wish you could go up there?” No answer “I’m going to become a
caravan scout, so I can ride on the back of a dragon fly and touch the clouds..”
“Dragonflies don’t fly that high.” Navy said, receiving another deathly glare.
How can she be so unfeeling!?
“Fine, I’ll become a bird then. Birds can touch the clouds…”
“A bird!” Navy interrupted.
“Yes…that’s what I said,” Anni said, concern tinting her voice.
“No! A bird!” Navy yelled, pointing wildly. Something slammed into Anni, and her
feet were lifted off the beetle shell. She felt a scaly grip around her waist. Navy yelled
a fearsome battle cry. The world was a rising and falling blur, and the wind rushed
past Anni’s face too fast for her to take a breath. Her eyes burned. She twisted
upwards and stared at her captor. Beady eyes, a sharp beak and inky black feathers

By: Aida Y11
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Off A Beetle's Back
A bird. The shaft of a staff flew up past Anni and the bird squawked, veering right
and flapping its wings wildly to gain control. Another staff flew towards them and
the bird was hit. It cried out. And its grip loosened. And then Anni was falling. She
hit the surface of the water with full force. She hadn’t had time to take breath
before she was submerged. Any air left in her lungs left in an explosion of bubbles
as she sank in the water. She was being pulled further down the brooke’s current.
The water’s undertow was faster, dragging her along. Her world was made of
white foam, muddy water and a burning in her chest.

A hand grabbed her arm. Anni was pulled upwards, out of the water. Coughing
and spluttering she was dragged up onto the blessedly warm back of a dragonfly.
The scout on it checked her over before the buzz of the dragonfly’s wings took
them to the pebbly shore. The caravan had split to either side of the water to find
cover but people were slowly starting to emerge again, regrouping and counting
heads. A dark blur sped towards Anni and the air was knocked from her lungs for
the second time that day.
“Great gliding tree frogs, Anni! This is what you get for not listening to me!
You..you could have died!” Navy blustered, grasping Anni in a bone crushing hug. 

“Navy! I’m okay, really!” Anni wheezed, fighting for breath, “Wet, and weirdly
hungry, but fine!” Navy pulled back and scanned Anni from head to toe for
injuries with eyes narrowed, as if she were harbouring deadly mushrooms
somewhere on her person.
“Only you could be thinking of food at a time like this.” she groused.
Anni smiled innocently, batting her eyelashes and, as nonchalantly as possible,
reminded her friend of some chocolate covered cranberries Navy had stashed in
her saddle bag.
“How do you know about those?” Navy accused as she stalked back to their place
in the caravan. Anni looked back at the brook. That had been a close call, and she
was slightly more shaken than she let on. With a deep breath she consoled herself
with the thought that one day, today’s events would make a thrilling story to tell.
So she turned to followed Navy back to their beetles, where, she saw with delight,
some mouth watering cranberries had magically materialised.

By: Aida Y11
The End
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Wellbeing Week 2023

By: Tayla Y9

The Wellbeing Week for Open Access
College was an amazing success. It
was filled with lots of fun and
amazing activities!

Wellbeing Week ran from the 11th -
14th of April.  Throughout the week,
there were lots of activities for
everyone to enjoy! But one activity
that really stood out was the African
Drum Circle at the end of the week.
This event had students, teachers,
and parents getting involved! 

Other activities included tasting
Native Australian Foods, painting,
craft activities,  game designing with
AIE, and meeting Australian animals.  
There were also Wellbeing Week
sessions for parents which were full
of tips!

At the end of the week, there was a
barbecue, a band, an African drum
circle, an animal farm, face painting
and Balloon making for everyone to
enjoy! 

We would like to thank all the
amazing work of the Wellbeing team,
who organised the event and the
teachers, students and families that
were involved on the day. 

Images courtesy of An Tran, Open Access College



A Mango Shaped Space is an adventure novel by Wendy
Mass. It is an inspirational story about a thirteen-year-old
girl called Mia, and it is set in present-day Illinois.
Throughout the story, we meet Mia's little brother, big
sister, mum, dad, and friends. The book also follows Mia as
she grieves from the loss of her Grandfather.

Mia has a big secret. Sounds, letters and numbers are all
linked to colours and shapes in her mind. But nobody
except her seems to experience this. Mia thinks that if
people knew, they would think of her as a freak, so she
keeps it quiet. 

One day Mia is forced to expose her secret and finds out
that she has synesthesia. Throughout the story, Mia learns
to embrace her synesthesia and not care what others think.
We see Mia go through many hard things, but she shows
strength and learns to love herself and persevere even
when people don't understand her.

All in all, A Mango Shaped Space is a gripping book for all
ages, written for everyone to enjoy. It is a well-executed
and unique concept. It has a 4-star rating, and I would
absolutely recommend it. Definitely worth your time.
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Elodie Y8

Image Credit: A Mango Shaped Space Book Cover (2023) [image], Goodreads, accessed 4 July 2023.
https://www.goodreads.com/book/show/171020.A_Mango_Shaped_Space



What do you fear?

When I was younger, I dreamed about the monsters under my bed. I would switch the light off and leap
to my bed, hoping that no monsters were out to get me. I would hide under the blankets every time I
heard a noise. The curtains couldn’t be a tad open, nor could the cupboard door because if a monster
were to eat me tonight, I would die from a fit. I was not too fond of the dark and refused to go outside. I
couldn’t see off into the distance, so I chose not to go. 

I would lie in bed, wide awake from those silly little noises I couldn’t escape. But little did I know those
silly noises were coming from inside my head. When I was younger. I feared the dark of the monsters
under my bed, I feared those disgusting vegetables that magically appeared on my plate, and I feared
not fitting in.

And when I was younger, I was told it was ok to be afraid and that my fears were just inside my head.
But as I grew up, I believed that if you feared certain things, it was a sign of weakness. I still am afraid of
the dark. I wouldn’t say I like it. And if there is an option to stay in the light, I’ll take it. But does that mean
to some people that I am weak?

Society perpetuates the idea that being afraid and fearing for your life isn’t ok. And that as we get older,
we must be braver. Together I know that we can shift the gears and allow humanity to realise that being
afraid, and having fears, is healthy; it’s a part of human nature. So, tell me, what do you fear? Is it dark?
Or even those monsters? Do you fear needles? Do you fear heights?

Growing up, we tend to believe others' opinions more than our own. We seek validation to feel good
about ourselves, but could this be a side effect of fear? Fear of not fitting in? I recently surveyed a large
group of people aged 15-60. I asked about their worries when they were younger and now. I wondered if
they grew out of these fears or still fear them whenever they face them. The survey responses may or
may not surprise you…

I asked the fundamental question, what did you fear when you were younger? I received a lot of answers
replying with the dark and heights. But digging deeper, I received responses from people fearing death
and being alone. I then researched the top 3 fears with the list containing death, loneliness and public
speaking; what a coincidence, right?
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Amity, Year 11
In May this year, Amity entered the Rostrum Public Speaking Competition and delivered her eight-minute
speech to an audience of students, teachers, and judges. Amity did a wonderful job in her presentation!

Congratulations, Amity, for competing!
Speech topic: Shifting Gears

Content warning: how people experience fear, effects of fear

Rostrum Public Speaking Competition



I then asked how this fear has impacted their lives. Receiving all kinds of answers, and these were the
most impactful answers. I quote, “I would face this fear and have a panic attack”, “I have had to use
medication to numb the pain of fear”, “School has created a lot of pressure which can cause me to be
trapped in a constant, incessant feeling of worthlessness”, and “It stops me from taking risks and moving
forward”.

This led me to my next lot of research. I recently listened to a TED talk by Karen Thompson Walker, an
author; she stated that how we look at fear is how it either knocks us down or builds us up even further.
She stated that fear has a lot in common with storytelling. Storytelling has characters, and with fear, we
are the characters.

Ms Thompson Walker noted that to connect positively with our fears, we must shift the gears and think
critically about them; we must study our fears to prepare ourselves for the future as Ms Thompson
Walker stated, fears are an insight into our future experiences and what may come to life.

As we grow older and older, our neurological system is slowly descending the old fears we once had and
bringing to life new fears. The brain is leaving old visions behind. From what we used to fear as children,
being ghosts or monsters has turned into death, rejection, uncertainty, and vulnerability. As Ms
Thompson Walker stated, how do we know which fears to focus on and which to let go of?

As Ms Thompson Walker mentioned, our fears are unintentional stories; our instinct is to run, hide, or
fight. These are the answers I also received in my survey. Relating towards the comparison of
storytelling and fears, stories make us think of the future and what will happen to specific characters;
with fear, we think about how our fear will impact the people around us and us.

For example, one of my most recent fears of fires makes me reflect on my family, friends and pets,
knowing of the possible destruction that can occur if we don’t think ahead.

In the last 12 months, what is one big thing you have been afraid of? Was it getting your license? Was it
a fear of getting sick? Have you been worried that you are falling behind, maybe at school or home, at a
sports club or work?

As my research continued on the impact fear can have on us all, I stopped past a conversation between
Brene Brown and Oprah; they stated that we all fear, and it’s a matter of understanding what fear is
before we begin to experience it properly. Brene Brown spoke about how fear has changed us all and
how the peer pressure behind facing our fears can be worse than the fear itself.
For some time, Brene had asked herself the same question every day, what am I supposed to be afraid
of, and who can I blame? Do we blame other people? Do we blame economic issues, social issues, or
environmental issues? Or do we blame ourselves? Dr Brown stated that we have all become tired of
being afraid. She inferred that to shift the gears; people must begin to educate themselves and
understand that fear does not always present itself in visible ways. Have you ever heard of the fight,
flight or freeze response?
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When you are afraid, do you freeze or run? Do you feel like you can’t move? Or does your adrenaline
start pumping, and you gear yourself up for a fight? Where these two responses are sometimes typical,
there is a third: avoidance. Where I usually experience fight or flight, I can remember using avoidance in
a situation where the stake didn’t feel as high.

When I was roughly 12, I was at my friend's house. Her bubcha came over for a visit. And I can just
remember my fear because I was afraid of her hugging me. During the entire visit that she was over, she
saw me not once, as I chose to avoid instead of confronting my fear.

Before we can experience fear in a positive light, we must understand the emotion to the full extent and
understand that fear doesn’t always manifest as being afraid of an object or event; a person can fear
anything that can be imagined.

As one of the last questions from my survey, I asked if the group I surveyed believed we experience fear
every day. If I asked you this question right now… what would you say? We experience fear daily,
whether through the dark, food, allergies, addiction and so on; fear is a healthy part of human nature,
and fear can save us from the soon-to-be future.
As Dr Brown stated at the end of her interview, “We are all afraid. We just have to get the point where
we understand it doesn’t mean we can’t get the point where we aren’t brave”.

So how can we learn to overcome our fears, and can we ever stop feeling fear? The simple answer is
we never stop worrying as it is a way for our nervous system to stay alert for us, so would we want to?
We can, however, learn to shift gears and manage our fears by managing our emotions.

Did you know that, on average, humans encounter 400 different emotions daily, and most of the
emotions we experience daily are connected with fear in some way or another? Our stress, anxiety,
sadness, anger, and frustration often show in the way of fear. Therefore by learning to manage our
everyday stressors and emotions, we can slowly shift gears to manage our level of fear.

Reflecting on my own fears a decade ago, I no longer respond in the same fight, flight or freeze patterns
I once did as I developed the ability to regulate my emotions and reasoning skills. By harnessing this
reasoning, I can overcome moments of minimal fear and listen to my body’s response when the fear
grows larger.

Ms Thomspon Walker perfectly stated in her TED talk, "Our fears are an amazing gift of the imagination,
a kind of everyday clear avoidance. A way of glimpsing of what might be the future when there's still time
to influence how that future could play out”. As we learn to shift the gears on our own fears, we too can
look at them as a looking glass into the future thanks to our imaginations as a gift not to be feared.
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This is a watercolour painting of a
poppy, done on Anzac Day.

Poppy
Watercolour on paper

Elodie, Year 8 
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Artwork by Gray 
(Year 11) 

Girl in Kimono (2023) 
Digital

2480 x 3508 pixels



Mushroom Girl (2023)
Digital

1920 x 2715 pixels

Needy Looking Up (2023)
Digital

2048 x 2048 pixels
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Guitarist Jamie Boyington (2023)
Mediums used: charcoal, lead pencil

The Light After The Dark Artwork (2022)
Mediums used: lead pencil, coloured pencil






Eye Of A Goddess (2022)
Mediums used: texter




Vintage Tattoo Girl (2023)
Mediums used: lead pencil, digital

vintage effect



Artwork by Bri, Year 11 
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Stage 2 Photography
Photos by Jasmine and Aria












































Jasmine, Year 12

Task details: Students were asked to take a photoshoot that captured essential image
capture techniques such as camera angles, depth of field, using the rule of thirds and

creating focal points. 
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Jasmine, Year 12 Jasmine, Year 12

Aria, Year 12 Aria, Year 12
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Aria, Year 12






Check out the school website for exciting events and latest news:
https://www.openaccess.edu.au/events






August 

Student Free Day  -  August 7th
Senior Years Come in Day  -  August 17th 

Career Expo  -  August 17th 





September 
School Closure Day  -  September 8th

Term 3 Ends  -  September 29th 





October 
Public Holiday  -  October 2nd
Term 4 Begins  -  October 16th 
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Events
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Get ready to unleash your creativity and dive into the world of drama with
the new Drama Club launching in Term 3 and Term 4!

The club will cover a wide range of topics designed to enhance various
aspects of performance. From improvisation and physicality to monologues,
comedy, and even musical theatre. Each session promises to be a dynamic
and interactive experience, allowing students to hone their acting skills
while having a blast.

Who: Students in years 7-12
When: Every Wednesday at lunchtime 1:00PM-1:30PM
Where: Online, participants will be sent a WebEx link to the session

If you’re interested, contact Ruby Easthope-Swan at:
ruby.easthopeswan650@schools.sa.edu.au

mailto:ruby.easthopeswan650@schools.sa.edu.au
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Teacher Team
These are the teachers who organised, supervised and encouraged the students in the making

of this digital newspaper.
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