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      There’s something raw, something untamed, about the words we write when we’re young. We haven’t learned the rules yet, or maybe we just don’t care. We write from a place that’s unfiltered, without the weight of life’s lessons pressing down on every sentence. The Originals is a collection of stories I wrote during my high school years—moments captured in time before the world told me what was possible and what wasn’t.

      These stories are unedited, untouched by the revisions I’d now be tempted to make. They are flawed, and that’s exactly why they matter. They show a version of me—of all of us, perhaps—when life was simpler but emotions felt larger, and every idea seemed worth exploring.

      As you dive into these pages, know that you’re stepping into the mind of a teenager who was discovering his voice. Some pieces may make you laugh, others might feel awkward or even naive, but I hope all of them offer a glimpse into the passion and creativity that drove me then—and still does today.

      I present to you The Originals, a collection of stories from a younger me, unpolished but authentic.
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            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      1985 - Washington State

      Clutching the framed photograph, I knew it wouldn’t let me forget. A love with depth unlike I’ve ever experienced before. I still can’t find the words worthy enough that bring the feeling alive. I don’t think I’m supposed to. Love is so wordless. A tear dripped from my chin and splattered against the frame's glass; it slid down the surface and into the spacing between the wood and glass—seemingly seeping into his skin. His soft, tan skin. All wrapped up in a bow of a macchiato aroma. I still smell him. It is intoxicating—something my soul often gets lost in. If I could see my own eyes, the glazed surface was not that of my tears but the pinot noir. The number of glasses forgotten. The point is that I thought I had almost forgotten how to see. It was more of a projection. A film of some kind replaying the flags of bright red. The signs were practically foreign. The lessons I learned were far too late. The depression came all too fast. Then, at long last, I was beginning to see myself again. Not that I wanted to, in any case. The emotional pain I’ve endured has been enough for a lifetime. It destroyed my life. I am happy HE came back into my life because of it. Oliver. My best friend. He truly brought my inner self to the forefront, and my true self was freed for the first time. I had always spent so much effort putting forth a facade to keep who I was at bay. It all happened just over five years ago now. I have nothing but hatred for it. Some things never let you go.

      

      My therapist wrote some notes on his pad of paper. Then, while smiling softly, he asked me, Can you take me through the events of May 18th, 1980? It could help you further break down your feelings, Nate. Can you do that for me? Looking out of the only window in Dr. Kent’s office, I take a deep breath.
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            SESSION ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Moments Later

      I’m going to start a couple of days prior—May 16th. I cleared my throat. We hadn’t seen each other in almost two years. I get that people get busy with life. I completely understand that. Hell, Oliver was an ER physician and worked extremely long hours. He had been married for over three years to a woman named Tabitha. She was a very kind but shy woman—the opposite of Oliver. Once his college days had ended, the dawn of a focused era came for him. The drunken nights at frat parties and (almost) endless flings had ceased. Tabitha brought out something I hadn’t seen from him in years. I had brought that out of him once. It was…I-I’ll talk about that a bit later. The point is that his life did not allow much time to catch up with old friends. That comes across as a little selfish, but I missed my friend. I will not apologize for that.

      Dr. Kent questioned, Do you need to apologize for that? I stared at him for a few moments and shook my head. I did, however. Very much so. I continued. Anyway, that morning, I was repeating the same thoughts I am now. Sitting on the couch in my apartment, I grabbed the receiver from my telephone on the end table and called Oliver. I have reached out a couple of times over the past two months but am still waiting for his call. It rang three times, and to my surprise, Oliver answered. He seemed out of breath and frustrated but responded to the telephone call. I told him it was me and asked how he was doing. He chuckled and said it was good to hear from me. After dealing with a car accident patient and an older woman with Alzheimer’s, he was finally on his lunch. I proceeded to ask him if he was free this weekend. If so, we could go camping at Seaquest State Park. Eric went quiet for a few seconds but soon responded with a simple “Sure.” He said he would tell Tabitha on Friday morning and that she might not like it, but it’s okay. He ended the call by confirming his presence and that it would be a great time.

      How did that make you feel? Dr. Kent asked. I smiled and replied Ecstatic. I was thrilled. I did have a slight fear, however. Dr. Kent shifted in his seat and wrote some more on his pad. He pushed his wire-framed glasses up on his nose. What fear would that be, Nate? he asked. I was getting nervous. This was the first time I had mentioned this. I told him There was something I had never told Eric. I wiped the sweat that had just formed on my forehead. Dr. Kent just looked at me, waiting for an answer.

      I conceded and explained. It started in high school when our families came out to Seaquest the last summer before we entered our senior year. We were on the lake by the old dock a couple of days into it. The sun was setting, the forest was quiet, and it was just Eric and me. He was staring at the sun going down. It illuminated his face and gave me a feeling I had never felt before. I fell in love with Eric at that moment. I was terrified of the emotion. What would it do to our friendship? Before I could think anything else, he turned and looked at me. The fear evaporated. It was gone in a second. He smiled at me, and I was instantly filled with contentment. Joy. Passion. After that day, the rest of the summer went as usual, and I never mentioned what I felt to Eric. We started to drift away a bit friendship-wise. Not as much as we have been these days, however. Anyway. The feeling I felt for him never left. Not my love for him. It just sat alone in my heart.

      With a heavy sigh and a peek at his watch, Dr. Kent put his paper pad on the side table beside his grey-green armchair. He smiled at me, saying, Nate. I greatly appreciate our conversation today. It was a pleasure to see you again, and while I have to stop our session today, I look forward to continuing next Tuesday at the same time. This is a perfect place for us to stop, giving me time to review my notes. Shall we? He stood up and extended his hand. I wiped the tears, returned the smile, and shook his hand. I responded, Thank you for your time, Dr. Kent. Sounds good.
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            SESSION TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      One Week Later

      After my session with Dr. Kent, I went home an emotional mess. I poured myself a glass of wine and stood in the kitchen, leaning against the wall. I closed my eyes and let the warmth from each sip silence the memories. I was beginning to think that this therapy idea was something I was not ready for. I returned to the wine bottle for another glass when I suddenly felt dizzy. I stumbled but quickly caught myself. I set the wine glass on the countertop. I sat down on the floor against the lower cabinets. I breathed in and out softly to myself. Although I still have memories of the incident, this was new. I hadn’t ever had flashbacks or even nightmares. That sudden dizziness had to be a sign of what was coming. Not that it was necessarily harmful, but something powerful. I had felt it in my heart.

      I have been sitting on my couch for the last few hours thinking about last Tuesday. Finally, I get up, grab my car keys, and head to my session. I had an hour to get to my therapy session. On the way there, I tried mentally preparing myself for what would come.

      I sat in the waiting room for roughly twenty minutes when Dr. Kent came out and invited me into his office. I sat across from him, and he sat in the same spot as last Tuesday, in that slightly beat-up, grey-green armchair. It reminded me of
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