

Title: Oscar’s Odyssey
Stage 1: Call to Adventure  
Everyday, at Ithaca high school, teachers were always yelling at the student's like lions that roar at their prey. The teachers were always yelling due to them catching the students doing wrong things such as drinking, doing drugs, or having sex. They would catch the students talking about their plans and even buying the drugs or alcohol for one another. Several of the students wanted to change but some didn’t and wanted to continue behaving poorly: drinking, doing drugs, and having sex. Oscar (a freshman) is one of the several students who felt a need to change. He never told his peers about his feelings because he was scared of what they would think.
Stage 2: Refusal of the Call 
Ithaca High School had a half day so nobody was home. Oscar then walked over to his friends house to buy alcohol since he forgot to sneak it to school. Once Oscar got to his house he quickly chugged the bottle down before his parents arrived. After chugging it down he had to go throw the empty bottle in a random neighbor’s garbage can so there would be no evidence. Instantly, he started to feel sick throughout his whole body: he felt really weak, dizzy, and felt as he had to throw up. He ran home wobbly to reach the bathroom because he felt like throwing up. He then got home and wobbled slowly towards the bathroom. All of a sudden he felt himself falling but couldn’t react in time to save himself. BOOM!, Oscar fell and hit his head painfully on the ground and his eyes slowly started to shut like a mother after the struggle of putting her children to sleep. He was knocked out, spralling this limbs across the floor. 
Stage 3: Supernatural Aid
In the meantime, Odysseus, the legendary King of Ithaca, was watching this boy, Oscar, his great great great great great grandson. You see, Odysseus was a ghost; he had been dead for over five or six thousand years. He felt he had some wisdom to share to Oscar. So, he came to the boy, longing to help him, just as a father longs to see his son be more brave, more daring than himself. Oscar, still sleeping soundly, had no idea that on his stairs, at that very moment, was his ancient ancestor, coming to save his skin!
“Get up! The sun is shining and Scylla won’t wait much longer. You must face her to make the path to Ithaca successful!” boomed Odysseus.
“What? Hmm… wa, who... is... it?”
“It is I, King Odysseus, your forefather, come to set your path in the right direction.”
“Path? Hunh? Hmmm… wait.. WHAT?!? WHO ARE YOU?!?”
“I told you. Must I repeat myself? It is your forefather, on your mother’s side, Odysseus, come to bear gifts of wisdom.”
“Look, dude, I’ve never heard of you and don’t know why you think I’m,  like, your long lost grandson, but shoot, if you wanna tell me something, tell away. I really don’t care. You gotta leave RIGHT when you’re done, though. My parents are coming home soon.”
“Very well, Oscar. I will tell you everything I came to say. I see that you are rethinking your life. Well, I was in the same boat, but a little too late; I never got to turn around and take back all my wasted years. You, on the other hand, have so much life to live! My warning is, don’t live it just for you! I strived to do everything in my power to gain all that I lustfully desired. But what did it leave me with? Nothing! A chasing of the wind! Emptiness. So, Oscar, get out of this trap before 
its too late! Be selfless, loving, care for others, put others before yourself. Be wise, Oscar, wise!”

And with that, Odysseus was gone. He said his share and went on his way, leaving behind a very shocked and jumbled up Oscar. But Oscar, being the intelligent boy that he was, knew that Odysseus was right, whether he was an illusion or not. Something in his life needed to change: the drugs, the alcohol, the sex, they were all slowly destroying him.
Stage 4: Crossing the Threshold 

Oscar had already made commitments to attend another party that night so, even though he knew that there would be terrible temptations there, he went. While walking to the house, though, he thought about everything his supposed “great-something-or-other grandfather” said to him, and made up his mind to resist the drugs, alcohol, and sex.

“Only talking with people, Oscar, only talking.”
Stage 5: Road of Trials 
Oscar felt a bit light-headed first walking into the smoke-filled house.

“Dude you gotta’ come over here and try some of this!”
 The air was thick, surrounding him as if  he would be instantly engulfed into the smoke, like a helpless dear being swallowed by a monster, never to be seen again. He could see the ghostly figures of other people at the party pass by him, and then vanish. He became overwhelmed by the beer breath the everyone had. It was a terrible place to be, for Oscar. Oscar looked at the sight in front of him and envisioned what he was like before his experience with Odysseus. He knew inside of himself that be could overcome the temptations and still have a good time at the party. Oscar was frantically startled when he was surrounded by friends and others from the party, greeting him, and had no time to think.
Stage 6: Women as the Temptress 
Oscar looked all around him at the kids standing there, smoking and drinking alcohol. They all walked up to Oscar asking him if he wanted a puff of smoke or a drink.Oscar would reach out, fighting himself not to grab the cigarette out of their hand. It was almost as if half of his body was taken over and was uncontrollable for him.
“I won’t to it!” Oscar yelled to himself.
 Oscar pulled back from the temptations, sweating and shaken. The scent of their breath was unbearable for Oscar, making him want to gag up his last meal. He started to become overwhelmed and uncomfortable with all of the people crowding around him.
“Be wise Oscar, be wise.” 
He remembers what Odysseus had told him before he came to the party. Oscar repeated that quote to himself over and over in his head; more and more people gathered around Oscar offering him drinks and cigarettes. Panicking, Oscar ran frantically towards the men’s bathroom.
Stage 7: Ultimate Boon 
Stepping into the bathroom was like jumping into a clean cool pool on a stifling summer day: refreshing. The smoke hadn’t reached the back end of the house yet (where the bathroom was located) and so the air was clear and Oscar could finally think about what to do. Sitting down on the smooth, shining tile, Oscar ran through all of the previous events in his head. “Why am I still here?” he thought. He sat there a few more minutes, when he heard something… like… crying? Yes; definitely crying. It was coming from behind the shower curtain.
Stage 8: Freedom to Live 
 He slowly opened the shower curtain, shaking unstoppably, not knowing who was crying  behind the curtain. All of a sudden, he finds his friend Eric curled up into a ball, bright red faced, tears dripping down his face. He gives him a hand and talks to him briefly on what’s wrong, finding out that they're both going through the same problems. Oscar felt bad that Eric is having to go through the same problem as him and even more guilty for having this mess happen in the first place. Oscar smiles at Eric and says, “Come on, lets get out of here and get some ice cream!” *Sniff* “That sounds like a plan!” Eric replied, after wiping his face. Off they went, leaving the bathroom, and walked through the party promptly. They shut the door behind them as if closing out that part of their lives entirely. Both get a feeling of rejoicement and confidence that neither of them has ever felt before. 

Little did they know, their old buddy Hayden was watching in the close by alley way, cigarette in hand. 

“Hmm. I’m kinda sick of this too.”
