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Editorial 

Dear Odyssey Readers, 

 

Last year we had to say goodbye to many of our editors 

and to our editor-in-chief, Ms. Wariboko. As a result, 

this year has been a strange one for our team. We’ve 

had to figure out how to do lots of things over again, 

and we’ve made plenty of mistakes made along the 

way. However, after plenty of trial and error, here we 

are! We managed to produce this year’s Winter Edition! 

The Odyssey has endured, in large part because we love 

this magazine, what we do, and who we are. 
Another big part of why you’re holding this is because 

of our new teacher producers, Ms. DeJong and Mr. 

Rice. They’ve been great at keeping us on track, helping 

us with submissions, and answering all our questions, 

so we owe a huge thank you to them. Thank you Ms. 

DeJong and Mr. Rice! You guys are awesome. 
Of course, this edition wouldn’t exist without the many 

submissions we received. Those of you who submitted, 

thank you for putting your work out there! It was be-

cause of your effort and creativity that we were able to 

produce this. We hope you like how it turned out! 

Here’s to the Odyssey, and to all of us. 

 
Sincerely, 

The Odyssey Staff.  



Artwork by Chantaveia Burnett 



Poetry 



Creative Drought 

Nothing, 
Emptiness, 
A blank canvas. 
 
My creativity runs like a river in a drought. 
I have no canvas to paint on; 
No notebook to write on; 
No inspiration to create. 
 
My canvas continues to stay white and blank. 
As I hold my brush, 
No paint bleeds on the canvas. 
 
The paint has run dry, 
And I have no idea when it will flow again. 

 
Nkechi Anunike 



Niziah Burnett 



What You’ve Been Doing 

I’ve been struggling in the dust for years, 
watching people die. For you.   
I came to this place so I could go to college. 
I’m still here for you. 
When I think about why I’m here, 
why somebody would ask me to come to such a place, 
I know it’s because of you. 
As I stagger through the smog and debris of an unfin-

ished conflict, 
looking around for what might kill me, tripping over my 

dead comrades, 
flinching at every sound of distant explosions, 
dropping flat to the ground when I see my enemy, 
I know that all this is for you.  I suffer with my brothers 

here in the dust, 
far from home, alone, knowing it is all for you. We do 

this because of you.   
But I don’t think of you.   
There are too many things going on to think about 

you.   
When I get hit by a piece of shrapnel, I’m not thinking 

of you. 

It’s only when I get sent home that I think of you.   
That I have time to think of you.   
That I feel safe in the knowledge that I kept you safe.  

When I get back, I look at you. At all of you.   
And that night the news of a school shooting hits the 



news. 

Then I learn about somebody that was shot while I was 

eating dinner. 
And I think. Have I really kept you safe? 
I wonder, how can anyone keep you safe from your-

self?   
For the first time, I question why I was there. 

 
Tiegan Paulson 



Jared’s Poem 

This may be 
 
the world’s 
 
most beautiful 
 
poem, but 
 
      alas 
 
I will 
 
never 
 
      know. 

 
Jared, 19 



Aaron 



developing definitions 

an adjective 

a word or phrase naming an attribute, added to or gram-

matically related to a noun to modify or describe it. 

incorrectly incorporated to interpret your idea of im-

portance. 

popularized to promote your proposition of pleasing 

personality. 

that’s so- you’re so- i’m so- 

...misused 

 

an infliction 

a nuisance, in dated terms. 

something you seek to secure, but i scout to slaughter. 

repetition rid of reason or rational result. 

palms pleading for peace and pause from poor predeter-

mined plans. 

3, 5, 15, 30, 50 

...ignorant 

 

a stereotype 

a widely held but fixed and oversimplified image or 

idea of a particular type of person or thing. 

straight strips seen as still too stylish. 

counted characters continuously courted. 

obsessions open to occupations or obsolete oddities. 

of course i am? of course you are 

...invalidating 



erin rose 



Childhood 

Boats crashing in the seas 

A house filled with fun and schemes 

Fall leaves changing on the trees 

This is my childhood, it’s in my dreams 

 

I still see them in front of me 

My happy grandparents filled with glee 

My toys, my snacks, a living room filled with fun 

Playing games with cousins, no one ever won 

 

We laugh, we tease, we hug, we read 

Family is all that we need 

Drawing pictures, watching movies 

Eating foods that were oh so chewy 

 

Maybe these memories could live again and thrive, 

If he was still alive. 

 

Maddie Nielsen 



Niziah Burnett 



Shades of Yellow 

Shades of yellow layered with a pained rain-stroke 
eye to Seattle and changed the name 
to make it completely 
soundless 
clear sky 
  

Anonymous 



Red 

Everything seemed so fine 

Laughter and late nights 

But nothing was ever alright 

 
You went and told your friends 

There she goes again 

That you couldn’t go out at night 

Without your phone by your side 

 
You said I only held you back 

I guess I failed at love 

Thought it took two for that 

 
But you are as innocent as can be 

No regrets besides being with me 

I’m sorry how I was 

But not for 

everything that was 

 
I tried to make it alright I’m the only bad guy 

You went and told your friends 

There she goes again 



Niziah Burnett 

Femme Lesbienne 



Break 

during my nervous breakdown i want 
to have a biographer present 
 
a book i found 
disconsolate poetry shelves 
disused 
yellowing 
 
disconsolate child 
overused 
blue-ing 
 
images of 
final thoughts 
of a schizophrenic 
fit in my mind better 
than 
population graphs 
(thanks percy) 
 
poetry has never 
been 
so broken 
up 
 
lines no longer fit in mind 
smooth, clean-cut 



everyt 

hing 

is 

broke 

n 

 

how do 

i 

fix 

this 

me 

everyone 

everything 

 

alexithymia 

i don’t 

have 

 

i have 

darkness 

but not 

dark 

 

i see the light from the far end 

 

so many people 

so many 

problems 

violations 

 
aches 
needing healing 
no time for 



my 
own 
 
i am 
dark 
too dark 
 
where is 
the 
light switch 
  

Audrey Carlson 



Deception 

Paint your sorrow across this canvas and watch it fade 

into those flames filled with delicate deception, 

once a reality.   

Watch your fragile body overflow with agony and begin 

to perish into memories that will soon be forgotten. 

Your conscious is nothing but a feeling of the past never 

to be re-lived in the present mind. 

Open your eyes and feel the weight of the world's pres-

ence rest upon your shoulders. 

You knew it was all lies, but you blindly followed in 

their footsteps, 

willingly. 

Chantaveia Burnett 



Now They Are In Control 

Your twisted regulations have Imprisoned the popula-

tion. 
Having us trapped in your endless regime, systematiz-

ing our minds so we'll never be able to think. 
You pour lies burrowed deep within "The Truth" into 

us. 
You mask reality with deception, 
and hide hatred close behind love and acceptance. 
So when I try to speak out so we can all be free, as the 

words fall from my mouth and into the ears of the de-

ceived, 
they are unable to comprehend them because they are 

unable to see. 
So they live a life, forever confined within their own 

minds, mindlessly unaware, following right into the 

footsteps of your organized plan. 
Yet for those who do awaken and realize your mistakes, 

you label them as rebels and then kill them with no 

trouble. 
Then you cover up your crimes with what you like to 

call "The Truth”. And no not The Truth, your "Truth". 
You know, those little fantasies and lies you pour into 

our minds so we'll never be able to realize. 
So it's funny, no really, when you say reality is what we 

make of it, yet, what's there to make when everything 

around me is all fake. 
Now you are in control, you were always in control. 



Chantaveia Burnett 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chantaveia Burnett 



Checkmate 

She watches him silently 
His elbows on his knees 
Waiting 
Waiting for him to make a move 
 
He lifts up a pawn 
Puts it back down 
He stares at the board 
His face a growing frown 
 
He picks up his knight 
And sets it 

down 
He’s made his move 
Time for her to take 

the crown 
 
She nabs the knight 
Her queen standing 

tall 
She has this game in the bag 
His defenses starting 

to fall 
 
He waits a few seconds 
Regretting his last 

play 



Then he sees a move 

Much to her 

dismay 

 

The queen is gone 

Her kingdom in 

disarray 

His other knight is still alive 

He’s come to save the 

day 

 

The knight advances 

Her king trembling in 

his shoes 

Her king’s 

as vulnerable as a baby 

Her loss she cannot 

refuse 

 

He looks at her 

The board a 

clean 

slate 

She shakes her head 

 

As he chants the word: 

“Checkmate.” 

  

Morgan Watson 



Garcia Girls Sestina 

We left the Dominican Republic to be safe in America, 
But I still miss home. 
In the new country, we had to learn English 
And keep our language, Spanish, 
To ourselves in the heart 
Of a child. 
 
When I was a child, 
I was walking from school to home 
And came across a man speaking in English 
I noticed that he was a man of greed in America, 
So I ran to my mother and told her what happened in 

Spanish. 
Telling the police what happened would have stopped 

my heart. 
 
My heart 
Was having trouble getting used to my second home. 
I knew that in America 
I would need to speak in English, 
But I was only a child. 
Now, I am losing my first language, Spanish. 
 
My tongue was custom-made for Spanish. 
Mami and Papi taught me as a child, 
In my first home, 
To keep my language in my tongue and heart. 



When I came to America, 
My tongue was taken by English. 
 
When I was learning English, 
I knew that as a child 
I could lose my Spanish. 
Even in America, 
I knew that in my heart 
I will return home. 
 
The Dominican Republic will always be home 
In my heart. 
As a child, 
It was my goal to continue speaking Spanish 
And learn English. 
It all changed thanks to living in America. 
 
More matter what, Spanish should always come before 

English. 
I came to America as a child, 
And my home is in my heart. 

 
Nkechi Anunike 



Niziah Burnett 



We Are Change 

We live in a society where guns are too violent for kids 

to see in movies 
But not violent enough for their classrooms 
 
We live in a world where people say to be the change 

you want to see in the world 
Yet we are told we are still too young to do anything 
 
Too young to understand that children dying before 

their parents isn't normal 
Too young to know that our safety matters 
Too young to stand up for ourselves 
 
Children are doing what the adults should have done 

already 
 
We live in a society where the children are the ones who 

have to protect themselves 
 
We are told we are too self-involved 
But when we get involved we are told to just keep quiet 
Let the adults take over 
 
Yet the children are speaking up 
Leading marches for safer schools 
We are not sitting back anymore but rather sitting in 

 



We are the next generation 
We are the change 
 

Isabel Frye 

 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 

Kayla Peterson 



13 Years 

13 years and still. 
I never knew you 
Parts of me will forever be a mystery 
You will never see what I have become 
For you were replaced by another man 
Who had no control over his hands 
I should have grown in a home that supported me 
Not have chairs thrown at me 
Or my brother beaten right in front of me 
We'd get beaten if we tell 
So we go on living in a silent hell 
 
But that was long ago. 
I'm stronger than before 
Damn we put that man in jail 
 
I'm glad you didn’t stay. 
If you did 
I wouldn't be the woman 
That I am today 

 
Isabel Frye 



Listen 

Just close your eyes and see with your ears 
Hear the rain whispering a silent rhythm 
And the wind whistling an ancient tune 
 
Look at what you can't see 
Even when your eyes are wide open 
 
Just listen to the trees shouting their battle call 
Standing oh-so-mighty and tall 
 
Listen to the ache of the mountain 
From being stripped from the inside out 
So only its shell remains 
 
Listen as the wildflowers laugh 
Behaving like children 
Spreading their laughter to all 
 
Just listen 

 
Isabel Frye 



Niziah Burnett 



Pick Me Up 

My mom always picks up my sister before she picks up 

me 
She says it's because of the distance 
But she didn't mean in miles 
 
I can see in the way my mom arrives early 
To make sure my sister is never alone 
Yet everyday i stand for an hour 
Waiting on my own 
 
I can see in the way i am born first 
But i am always put last 
 
I can see in the way my mother looks at her 
Like a treasure one should behold 
 
It's because of the father 
She sees only in my sisters eyes 
The memories by her laugh 
Often lead her to cry 
 
Because of the distance 
My mom always picks up my sister before she picks up 

me 
 

Isabel Frye 



Voices 

A voice is a voice 
It can be small like a whisper 
Or loud like a Sunday choir 
 
It can be silent and spoken through a different form of 

expression 
 
A voice is so powerful if it wants to be heard 
 
It can bring down a nation 
So stop holding it back 
 
The silenced voices are the ones to watch out for 
They have so much power built up 
 
A voice is a voice big or small 
A voice is powerful or a soft melody 
A voice is a story 
So let yours be heard 

 
Isabel Frye 



Niziah Burnett 



Untitled 

When you find out what’s wrong 
You laugh in my 

face 
I can’t help the way I feel 
So you call me a 

disgrace. 
 

It’s just like 

sadness 
It’s just a little 

crying 
I put on a happy face 
So you can’t tell that I’m 

lying. 

 
  
It feels like emptiness 
Like I’m 

trapped in 

darkness 
I can’t tell left from right 

 
Can’t tell fake from real 

happiness. 
 

I want to 

break free of the chains 



Be myself once again 
But I can’t remember who she is 
She was 

taken over 

by my depression. 
 

You will feel 

like me 

one day 
You will feel 

as broken 
And when that day comes, 
Your thoughts will be left unspoken. 
  

Morgan Watson 



His Own 

with hair like an oriole he sings a tune 
with a laugh like a song he brightens a room 
and with a smile like the Spring he enters the scene 
 
a ray of sun does not shine bright enough 
the keys of a piano do not play sweet enough 
a brilliant screenplay does not show emotion enough 
to express how we feel for him 
 
he with his curious curls 
he with his stupendous smile 
he with his particular passion 
he amazes and inspires 
 
though we love all that he is 
sometimes he doubts 
he sits and wonders about the things we know are true 
 
but in the wake of this we lift him up 
to keep him safe is an utmost priority 
as many can say 
they would not be themselves without him 
 
he exemplifies love and light 
his love of love warms the hearts of others 
but not as much as it should warm 
His Own. 



Anonymous 
 

 

Niziah Burnett 



The flower is dying 

That girl who was a flower 

That girl who was so sweet 

That girl who the people don’t understand    

That girl who the people always judged 

That flower is growing 

 

The hate is in the world 

The world is full of dread 

Disguised like wits and charm 

The only certainty is human suffering 

And a lot of tears for you to drown in 

 

Her best friend? Maybe a knife 

It was important that it was sharp 
She cut and hurt herself 

To not die drowning 

The mental pain was stronger than the physical pain 

 

Every day taking medicine 

She was addicted 

If someone tried to stop her 

She screamed and cried 

That flower is dying 
Now she is dead, her last words were 
 
End 

 
 



Bruno De Morais Silva 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Kayla Peterson 



Memory 

My memories are soft and warm, 

old fragile photographs, 

creased and worn where I have unfolded them 

and put them away again. 

I always carry them with me, 

ready to revisit them when I need to, 

because they are all I have now, 

and will ever have again. 

I remember the way her eyes looked when she saw me, 

the sound of her voice and laugh, 

and the hats she would wear. 

She loved hats. 
It’s hard sometimes, 

realizing that the best things are finite, 

but nothing can ever take away what we had, 

and I will hold onto her forever. 
 

Ava Ford 
 
 



Excuses 

As I’m sitting in the back of my English class, 
Mr. Rice is asking me to write a poem, 
And, of course, I freak out and say: 
 
Forget it. 
Are you kidding me? 
This is so stupid; 
It’s too early for this. 
 
Am I hearing  you correctly? 
Who even knows how to write a poem nowadays? 
Why can’t we do something else? 
Can I do all of my homework instead? 
 
I can’t do this. 
I can’t walk across the room for a Chromebook. 
I can’t do it for homework because I have work. 
 
My counselor wants to see me, maybe now is a good 

time? 
I think I am getting sick, can I go to the nurse's office? 
I’m just a kid; this is cruelty, 
And, besides, this is not going to affect my grade that 

much, right? 
 
In that moment, 
My brain just shut down like a broken light bulb; 



My hands froze like they’ve been in a freezer for dec-

ades; 
My eyelashes were so heavy that my eyes were going to 

close. 
 
Look, can we work something out? 
I am pretty sure the whole class doesn’t want to do this 

either. 
I mean like come on. You’re not even listening to me. 

Well, I have to turn this in, 
I guess you can read a whole bunch of excuses I came 

up with. 
Hope you like it! 
 

Jimmy Theodore  



 

 

 

Niziah Burnett 



Leave 

The rose is bold, beautiful, and bright 
So elegant and peaceful all it sees is light 
Once in love she's so happy 
She thinks he may be the one she may marry 
Things take a turn who is that? 
The man she once knew is just a rat 
But she still tries, she loves him so much 
But he causes her pain and tells her to hush 
Saying he was off the bars 
Red paint over the scars 
Green paint over the bruises 
Her heart still burns but her body is in ashes 
The longer she stays, the more she hurts 
She knows that if she doesn't leave him it'll get way 

worse 
She learns self love, 
And puts herself above 
Now she can leave and 
She is now free 

 
Kalista Rose Martinez 



beauty reveals mystery 

Beauty reveals mystery 

The shallow river runs deep with misery 

The jungle continuously darkens 

The haze has fallen 

 

Harder and harder to see 

Vines tangle up the tree 

The monstrous tree 

The overcast vines 

Murky river winds  

 

around and around 

Knotted in the core 

 

Unclear of the intent 

Light breaks through 

the bird is cured 

Repent 

 

Unbroken is the boat in the river 

undead are its inhabitants 

Alive is the forest once again 

alive are the depths within 

 

Light is given credit 

Thought to be neat 

Bright red bow all tied up 



Package complete 

 

river still winds 

Light blinds 

Beauty reveals mystery  

reveals misery 

 

Bright red bow undone 

 

The tree left in the dust 

Forgotten long ago 

Twisting vines quickly grow 

 

Shoved in the undergrowth 

emerge  

 

Unable to overpower 

Vines shrink, small once again 

Light cures 

Beauty shines 

 

Flowers rise 

Near the center of it all 

Near the heart 

Trying to show 

Off their colors  

 

together so long 

so very hard to go 
 

Kieran Padgett 



 

 

 

 

Niziah Burnett 



The Explosion 

There’s a tiny ripple in the sea. 

 
The swell rolls, slowly, 

 
But the ripple, small as it is, 

 
Is undisturbed. 

 
 
If you were to examine it, 

 
You would see 
Marvelous structures within: 
Creating and destroying themselves, 

 
Faster than a blink. 

 
 
Filaments of motion, 

 
Intertwining and complex. 
One spins up and creates a tiny city, 
Then falls once again among the rest. 

 
 
The ripples flit across the sea, 
 



Appearing and disappearing. 
They go almost as fast as they come: 
Spinning out on the surface into nothing, 

 
Without evidence of their passing. 

 
 
*** 
 
We look up and see the sea: 

 
The ripples in it burning furiously. 

 
An exploding sky filled with incandescent swirls: 
That exist for only a breath. 
 
And around these burning ripples 
Are flecks of flying, spinning dust 
Being heated just so for a moment. 

 
Ephemeral standing waves are forming on their 

Tiny surfaces: 
Reading, writing, talking, living, before they 

Falter and cease to be. 
 
This is what we are, you see, 

 
These standing waves are us. 

 
In the microsecond before the explosion dissipates, 
Hurled on these flecks of dust. 



Will Brennom 

 

 

Niziah Burnett 



Artwork by Niziah Burnett  



Short 

Stories 



Newsworthy 

In a city called Duluth, on the shores of Lake Superior, 

there had been a constant outpouring of news for the 

past few weeks. Nearly two full skeletons had washed 

up on the shores of Canal Park in the middle of Novem-

ber. Most of the details hadn’t been released to the pub-

lic because the police were still investigating; however, 

the police had figured out that the victims had been 

murdered because their facial structures had collapsed, 

and there were a multitude of slashes on their bones 

from a knife or some other sharp instrument. Those 

were some of the first in a long series of mutilations, the 

cuts shy and tentative. The police suspected they were 

at least three years old. The shrouds of flowers the bod-

ies had been disposed of with had long since disinte-

grated. The bodies, two males, probably both white, had 

been dumped far up the St. Lewis River and had floated 

down to Duluth. They had been found by two teenagers 

smoking on the beach while their families wandered 

around Bentleyville. They had yet to be ID’d because 

their DNA wasn’t in the system. The cops had been 

reaching out to the public about missing persons and 

anyone who had just dropped off the charts. 
I, as well as the rest of the city, had been follow-

ing the story obsessively ever since the 
bodies first washed up. I sat at my desk looking at news 

articles about the murders, trying to find 
any detail I could possibly have missed about the story. 



My husband knocked on the door and I 
quickly closed out of the tab. 

“Honey,” he called. “Can I come in?” 
“If you want to,” I replied. He opened the door 

and walked in. He was tall and relatively 
attractive, with dark hair, brown eyes, a lean build, and 

an ever-worried expression. 
“What?” I snapped. 
“Whoa, I just want to be with you. I married you 

for a reason,” he replied bitterly. 
“What’s up with you lately? You’ve been distant. 

I’m worried.” He frowned. 
“Nothing’s wrong with me. I’m wonderful,” I 

scoffed. 
“No, you’re different. Your moods are all over the 

place. Are you pregnant?” He frowned. 
“What? No! God, no.” I shook my head. “I’ve 

just been stressed. I’ve been in this damn 
house too long. I need to get out.” I stood up and 

brushed past him on my way out the door. 
“Baby.” He caught my wrist. My stomach 

pitched. “Talk to me. Tell me what’s wrong.” I 
just rolled my eyes and pulled away. 

“I’ll be back eventually,” I grumbled. I pulled on 

my shoes and coat before I stormed out 
the door. A dusting of snow fell on my shoulders as I 

walked, scintillating in the harsh orange 
glow of the streetlights. 

I found my way to a nearby bar that I liked and 

slid onto one of the bar stools. 
“Hey Alana, how are you? Can I get you any-

thing?” Nina, the bartender and an old friend 
of mine, asked. 



“I’m fine. My husband and I had a spat and I’m 

just cooling off,” I replied. “And I’ll take 
a glass of red wine.” 

“Oh, that’s rough. What happened?” She frowned 

as she poured the glass. 
“I don’t know,” I sighed. “He’s vexed about 

something, but I can’t tell what.” 
“Have you talked to him about it?” she suggested. 
“No. I’m too irritated right now. If he says one 

more word to me, I might strangle him.” I 
laughed. 

“Yikes,” Nina said. “What did he do?” 
“He was being invasive towards my privacy,” I 

shrugged. 
“That’s all? I figured he cheated on you or some-

thing,” Nina frowned. “Listen, I gotta 
help other people, but I assume you’ll be here.” 

“Of course I will be,” I smiled. 
I rested my elbows against the bar and thought 

about all my problems as I drank. My husband, who 

loved me, who I didn’t love back, my alcoholism, the 

ever-deepening fissure between my husband and I, and 

an overwhelming urge to derail from this normal, boring 

life I have. 
A tall, dark-haired man leaned against the bar 

next to me. 
“Hey, haven’t seen you around here before,” he 

smirked. I smiled back. 
He would be perfect. 
“Really? I come here all the time,” I smiled again. 
“Funny how that works out,” he said. “I’m Hen-

ry.” 
“Alana.” I held my hand out for him to shake.  



When his warm hand touched my cold, 
clammy one, a dark yearning resurfaced from some-

where deep inside my soul, or lack thereof. 
“What are you drinking? I’ll buy you something,” 

he offered. 
“Vodka soda,” I replied. My lips curled into a de-

testable smile when he turned away from 
me. My hand curled around the taser in my pocket. 

Henry and I flirted for nearly another hour, ac-

companied by my subliminal suggestions 
for him to take me home. Finally, he complied. 

“Do you want to get out of here? We can go back 

to my place,” he suggested. 
“What assurance do I have that you won’t kill 

me?” I laughed lightly. He wrinkled his eyebrows. 
“No, I wouldn’t. I-I-” he stammered. 
“Kidding, I’m sure you won’t hurt me,” I smiled. 

I ran my hand along the plastic of the 
taser. I stood up and put my coat on. He followed suit. 

We walked outside and he slipped his arm 
around my waist. I had to resist the urge to throw up. He 

only lived a few blocks away so we 
walked in the budding snowstorm. He unlocked the door 

with fingers trembling from the cold. 
We stepped into the warmth of his house. 

“Do you want something to drink? Coffee? I have 

some apple cider that I could warm up 
and mix with something stronger,” he said. 

“No, I’m…” I paused, searching for a word that 

wouldn’t implicate what I was going to do. 

“Satisfactory,” I decided. 
“Do you want to sit down?” He gestured to the 

couches and chairs in his living room. 



“Oh, can I take your coat?” He reached his hand 

out and I physically recoiled. 
“No,” I snarled. 
“Whoa, sorry,” he held his hands up. A few sec-

onds passed before I remembered the 
correct response. 

“Oh, no, I’m sorry. That was uncalled for,” I said. 

“Actually, may I have a glass of water?” 
“Oh, yeah, for sure,” He turned away and walked 

into what I assume was the kitchen. I 
followed him. My footfalls were nearly silent. He only 

became aware of my presence when I jabbed the taser 

into his side. He yelped. I smiled as he sank to the floor 

in a pile of writhing flesh. Maybe the cops will find this 

one. 
 

Sophie Morrill 



wink, blush, and fizz 

wink 
 
the skinny, brown-haired boy sat lightly on his porch. 

his thin legs were neatly crossed at his ankles as he sat 

on the worn out deck chair. his face and body were cool 

in the shadow of his home, but his toes snuck out into 

the sun, bathing in the sickly sweet warmth. the teen’s 

eyes were focused on the gentle movement of his fa-

ther’s sprinkler, swishing back and forth in front of him. 

when the sun caught the water just right, the liquid glit-

tered for a split second—a moment in time that fasci-

nated the boy. the water was soaking the lawn, drown-

ing it, but the boy couldn’t bear to turn it off. he felt the 

happiest he had in days. the boy stood slowly, pushing 

his face into the sun. he closed his eyes and took a deep, 

relieved breath at the feeling of the rays on his skin. he 

opened his eyes to see the light dancing on the water 

once again. a smile spread across his freckled face, and 

he took a step closer to the water. his bare feet 

squelched in the puddled grass, flooding his ankles with 

startlingly cold liquid. he shivered, but continued to-

ward the sprinkler. he stuck out his hand, carefully, war-

ily. as the tips of his fingers brushed the water, the boy 

heard his sister calling from the house. it was time for 

dinner. he shouted back to her in response, and turned 

back to the water once more, and smiled. the water 

shifted again, the fading sunlight winking a final time.  



the boy turned back to his house, padding his way up to 

the door. he left wet footprints on the concrete.  

 

blush 
 
a knobby-kneed girl dwells in the quiet darkness of her 

room. she can barely make out the edge of her desk a 

few feet from the end of her bed. she lies on her back, 

her red hair splayed around her head like a copper halo. 

it frames the sharp bones in her cheeks. her big toe 

pokes out from her old socks, and her skin skims against 

the scratchy surface of her comforter. her eyes are 

closed, but her mind wanders. she thinks of the next day. 

what will she have for breakfast in the morning? she 

thinks of the blonde-haired boy she sits behind in band 

and her skin flushes. she doesn’t know why she’s blush-

ing in the solitude of her own empty room, but she 

knows that she is now uncomfortably warm under her 

covers. restlessly, she thrusts her bare, thin leg out from 

under her blanket. she pictures herself as a fickle flamin-

go, curling one leg up and out while the other remains 

grounded. though she’s now cooler, the fizzing in her 

stomach remains and she shakes her head. she feels sil-

ly, but she can’t stop the smile creeping up on her pale 

face. she rolls over and shuts her eyes again, settling in 

for sleep. 

 
 

fizz 
 
the passenger seat of his car was more comfortable than 

the backseat. the blonde reclined in the comfortable leg 

room the front provided, absentmindedly draping  



her arm out the window and letting the wind play with 

her fingers. the soft sounds of the fizzy radio mingled 

with the sounds of the car. it was an old song, the kind 

of song that sounds familiar but can’t be placed. the kind 

of song that brought you nostalgia for a memory you 

haven’t experienced yet. the girl glanced behind her, 

where her best friends sat piled up in the backseat, all 

asleep, breathing softly. she smiled to herself and faced 

the front once more. the thick summer breeze crept into 

the car, bringing with it the smell of lakes, grilling, and 

risks aching to be taken. though they had left the beach a 

good two hours ago, she still felt some rough sand stuck 

to the bottom of her feet where they sat on the dash-

board. she felt the wind pull a bit of her hair out the win-

dow, as if summer itself was calling her. she let her head 

roll sideways, her gaze falling on the dark-haired boy 

driving next to her. his bright eyes were trained on the 

road and his fingers tapped the rhythm of the song on 

the wheel. from where she sat, the girl could see some-

thing stuck in his curly hair, a leaf or something else that 

had gotten caught there at the lake. without thinking, she 

reached up and removed the invader from the boy’s ra-

ven hair. it was the petal of a flower. the boy’s head 

snapped to face her, a little surprised at the unexpected 

touch. the girl’s face flushed, and she giggled nervously 

and looked down. her cheeks burned. she quietly flicked 

the petal out the window and stared as it quivered for a 

moment and then was sucked back by the wind. the girl 

began to think, and her head spun. was that weird? does 

he hate me? she felt the nerves slowly creeping up in her 

throat. just as she resolved to never move again, she felt 

a soft tap on her fingers. she looked down to her left 

hand, where the boy’s right hand was currently bumping 



into her pointer finger. slowly, gently, she entwined her 

fingers with his. she glanced up to his face, but he simp-

ly had his eyes back on the road. a big grin was spread-

ing slowly across his cheeks. the girl matched his ex-

pression and leaned back into her seat. the song ended, 

but her hand remained soundly with his. suddenly, sum-

mer became something she could feel, and it was cal-

lused and gentle. 
 

Anonymous 



 

 

 

Niziah Burnett 



Imagery 

I woke up due to the bright golden lights that were lin-

gering behind the window blinds. The temperature was 

becoming bitterly cold, yet somehow I managed to stay 

warm, even though it was feeling more and more selfish 

outside. Being warm is so weird because there are mul-

tiple meanings to it. When I’m warm, I feel wholesome, 

I feel alive, I feel more outgoing, and I feel protected. 

Being warm in my book of definitions is not the tem-

perature, but the way I’m feeling 
 
I’m consumed by wanderlust. I’m saturated with fear. 

I’m engulfed in my thoughts. It’s a very bright place, 

but at the same time, it’s dark. A thick black smoke 

stalks it. Inhaling it burns your insides and it’s almost 

deadly. This dark place surrounds the good, fighting for 

the independence of my thoughts. The bright lights are 

always on and never turn off. The bright lights are auda-

cious; they are willing to take bold risks. The bright 

lights are valiant; they are determined. The bright lights 

are spirited and filled with good energy. These bright 

lights protect me. 

 

It’s a short walk on a path through the forest. The vi-

brant and luscious green follows everywhere, filled with 

life. The fresh sea salt that is evaporated into the air 

gives off a pleasant, calming aroma. The sweet, some-

what musky smell emits from the sand, taking me back  



to a time filled with soft memories and the bittersweet 

smell of coffee that diffuses into the air, spreading 

across the kitchen. The bittersweet smell of the coffee 

still circulates through the kitchen, but also makes its 

way into my nest. The sunlight beams through my taupe

-colored curtains, making its way to bounce from wall to 

wall. The sunlight shines on my sunset painting. The 

sunlight makes it a bright orange, almost like it's on fire, 

ready to engulf the rest of my room into its flames. The 

carpets have a mushy, soft feeling resembling multiple 

pieces of macaroni. The fluffy soft sky-blue comforter 

that consumes most of my bed is spread unevenly. A 

tapestry with multiple colors hangs on my wall. It is a 

purplish-blue color and on the inside has a yellow out-

line of a circle, and the deeper the circle gets, the more 

the story changes. 
 
It's a new day today and it's a new sky. Looking through 

the window, I witness the bright, cheerful, carefree sky 

become murky and dismissive. To some, this version of 

the sky is unwelcoming, but for me, it's delightful. I en-

joy how the small drops of water drizzle from the gray 

cotton-looking clouds in the sky and accumulate into 

growing numbers. 
 

Aisha Said 



Across the Bridge 

The cool sky darkened as I packed my things. My par-

ents could not afford to have a child like me anymore. 

Standing up to me, taking care of me, and covering for 

me was too much for their small hearts. I left the house 

without turning back. I heaved as I walked for 20 

minutes because my things weighed more than 30 kilo-

grams. I decided to take a break near a bus stop shelter 

to relax my shoulders. Suddenly, I remembered that I 

didn’t have a phone to check for a bus schedule, nor a 

phone to call my distant family for help. My parents 

must have taken my phone when I was packing my 

things so they would not have to continue to pay the 

bill. 
 
The bus was near the block, so I searched my backpack 

to look for money for fare, but I could not find any. Ac-

tually, my wallet was not in my things at all. My parents 

must have decided to take my phone and money. I could 

tell that they did not love me, but I never knew that they 

hated me. I needed to find a place where I could store 

my things. I looked around the block for a storage unit, 

but there were only houses nearby. I went to the end of 

the street and saw a house that seemed abandoned. The 

windows were shattered, and the house needed a coat of 

paint. The only problem was that it was on the other 

side of the bridge. 



I had heard stories about this bridge. Everyone thought 

it was a taboo to say, hear, or think about the name of 

the bridge. The name had been long forgotten ever since 

the taboo had spread. Even though I did not believe in 

taboos, I was scared of attempting to step on the bridge. 

Some said a spirit guarded the bridge so that humans 

could not enter a forbidden world, or that it was the dev-

il tempting humans into going to the underworld of the 

dead. I thought these stories were myths people made to 

not allow anyone to get to the abandoned house. 

 

As stupid as it was, I dared to walked across the bridge 

with all of my things. I never looked back as the bridge 

began to fall. I was falling in slow motion as my memo-

ries of life flashed before my eyes. All of them reminded 

me how my parents never loved me, but I accomplished 

self love through it all. I laid on the floor with blood on 

the concrete. I closed my eyes to enter the forbidden 

world.   

 

Nkechi Anunike 



 

 

 

Niziah Burnett 



Camping Under The Stars 

We went camping on my birthday since I enjoy the out-

doors we thought 
it would be nice to get away from the stress of our al-

tered lives after 
graduation and living on our own for the first time. We 

wanted to relax and enjoy the beautiful outdoors and 

with the glossy leaves subtly changing we'd be seeing 

the beautiful autumn 

colors, sprayed across the hills disappearing before the 

clouds created an image of trees stretching out for miles 

away. I couldn't help but take pictures of the beautiful 

scenery. 
  
We spent about a week at this beautiful destination eat-

ing s'mores among 

the glowing fires he built, typically going fishing by a 

flowing river… Even though he and I rarely captured 

anything it was nice to spend this 
sensitive time with each other alone with nothing but 

the sound of the trees being carefully washed by the 

gentle 

wind and the distinctive sounds of graceful birds sing-

ing merrily through the blue sky… And the sound of us 

singing foolish songs to ourselves over 
the fires at night, we laid on a blanket spread across the 

ground observing the stars and talking endlessly 

with smiles on our faces. 



We walked to the nice bridge almost everyday with 

bread in our hands leaning 

eagerly over it to carefully follow the active fish faintly 

through the sparkling water throwing in the small pieces 

of bread to the ducks that would 
appear from nowhere, quacking and the birds swimming 

round and round. Other precious times we would just 

watch the ducks in the water, it was so relaxing, I sin-

cerely loved being over here with him and we typically 

had such fun with the dying campfires 
and singing songs late at night under the vast dark blue 

sky with all the stars listening to us laugh. After 

we got home from our amazing trip I couldn’t wait for 

our next adventure into the outdoors... 
 

Niziah Burnett 
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Literary 

Non-Fiction 



This Generation 

Every day, the messages come in. One by one, 

then two by two, then four by eight by sixteen until they 

are burned into the back of my eyelids. The first thing I 

see after I wake, the last thing I see before I sleep. 

Texts, news, notifications, lighting up my screen, filling 

my heart, hurting my brain. 
“This generation is so stressed out.” 
How can we not be, when the news of violence, 

war, and manipulating politicians is delivered straight to 

our hands? 
“This generation is always on their phones.” 
The phone is just a messenger that distracts from 

the real cause. 
“This generation is sheltered.” 
“This generation doesn’t know hard work.” 
“This generation complains too much.” 
This generation is voiceless, no matter how loud 

we speak. This generation is trying to navigate a broken 

world other generations left behind. This generation is 

getting an education, earning money, and trying to bring 

us change, and if that’s not enough to make our minds 

cave in… 
Another US school shooting. 
Another Syrian city bombed. 
Another black man killed. 
Another woman assaulted. 
And another young, brilliant mind 



overwhelmed by problems we refuse to solve. 

 

Jkb 



Recipe for Jollof Rice 

Hello Friends, here is the recipe for Jollof rice. You can 

customize it to suit your taste. Making the stew that 

goes with it is optional. Thanks for being patient; time 

was not on my side, besides I had never written a recipe 

before. This is a dish I grew up making occasionally, 

because it is normally made on festive occasions. 
I hope you enjoy making it.   

1. Two cups of rice 

2.    1 large onion (2 small) 

3.    2 tomatoes 

4.    Sweet peppers 

5.    1 tablespoon tomato puree 

6.    1 pepper (optional) 

7.    ½ cup of vegetable oil 

8.    Spices 

 ½ teaspoon white pepper 

 ½ teaspoon black pepper 

 1 teaspoon curry 

(Remove or add spices to taste or preference.) 

 

Blend gravy ingredients: onions, tomatoes, sweet pep-

pers, & pepper. 
Put in a pot, add two cups of water, and cover. 
Bring to boil; add oil, seasonings and salt to taste. Al-

low to boil on medium heat for 3 - 5 minutes. 
Wash the rice and add to boiling ingredients. 
Turn heat to low, cover pot and make airtight. Rice will 



simmer until fully cooked - no seeds. 
 
Stew 

Beef and or chicken 

 

Gravy 

1.  Onions 

2.  Sweet peppers 

3. 3 large tomatoes 

4. 1 - 2 tablespoon of tomato puree 

5. Vegetable oil 

6. Spices of choice 

 
Season beef and or chicken parts with season salt, garlic 

etc. 
Chop gravy ingredients 
Heat oil, and fry chicken. Remove chicken add beef. 

Cover on low heat, check frequently to see if it is frying. 

When cooked it will start to fry. Add chopped gravy, salt 

and seasonings of choice. 
Allow to simmer for 20 minutes. 

 

Anonymous 



 

 

 

 

Niziah Burnett 
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Editorial Staff 

Ava Ford * Senior * Third Year 

 
Ava tried her best to lead the Odyssey this year, but 

she’s way better at being a mom  to her many books… 

and fictional characters. 

 

Ruth Telleria * Senior * Second Year 

 
Ruth loves music and spending time with family and 

friends. 

 

Samantha Sirchai * Senior * First Year 

 
Samantha loves hanging out with friends, creative writ-

ing, listening to music (especially Dua Lipa and Ariana 

Grande), and wants to go to Brasil this summer to visit 

her “twin sister”  

 

Maizy Steen * Junior * Third Year 

 
Maizy spent all her time thinking about  this smiley face 

and not writing her bio. She is not sorry about it. ˙ ͜ʟ˙  
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Editorial Staff 

 

Veronika Nasiadka * Junior * Second Year 

 
Veronika Nasjdhfjk was told to write a bio. She procras-

tinated so now she's stuck with this.  

 

Nkechi Anunike * Junior * Second Year 
 

Nkechi has been a part of the Odyssey Literary Maga-

zine Staff for a year and a half. Unfortunately, she will 

not be at Washburn to help with the Spring Edition. I 

will say "farewell" and "good luck." She is sure that the 

Literary Magazine can survive without her.   

 

Isabel Kleckner * Sophomore * Second Year 

 
( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°) 

 

Erin Thill * Sophomore * Second Year 

 
Erin is a very responsible student who is always on time 

for her fourth hour class, so don’t believe what Mr. 

Pronley says. 
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Editorial Staff 

Mr. Rice * Advisor/Wizard * First Year 

 
Mr. Rice is here.  He likes words. He thinks that there 

should be more dragons in life. When he grows up he 

wants to be cool like Mr. Pemberton. Gandalf rules. 

 

Ms. DeJong * Advisor/Horseradish Connois-

seur * First Year 

 
Ms. DeJong missed her first calling as a left tackle for 

the Miami Dolphins.  Once she realized that Americans 

meant football instead of football, she said, “Oh.” When 

she grows up she hopes to be an advisor for a literary 

magazine. 
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