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His vision was cloudy as he glanced at the other three men who were standing in the doorway. He felt the sweat running down his back. His breathing was shallow as he tried to adjust to the respiratory and the head-to-toe protective green suit he was wearing. They were all dressed in the same matter as they watched the man at the table adjusting the flame on the fire burner in front of him. He clutched and unclutched his fist with nervousness.

“How much longer, Ralph?” Ralph possessed the brains of their crew. He didn’t do anything without thinking it through. He glanced at the young man who’d asked the question. He replied with a shrug.

“Damnit, Click, let him do his job!” Another young man snapped standing beside Click.

The man standing to the right vision becoming bleary as he concentrated on the task at hand. He shook his head to get the sweat out of his eyes. There wasn’t so much money involved in what they were doing. It was an experiment to him. Something he wanted to see the outcome of. He snatched off his hood and respiratory mask and get the hell out of the room.

“Shut the fuck up!” Ralph shouted. The small room fell silent. “What I’m creating is an artist’s first. I’ve increased this monster with something no one has every heard of or done before, and it’s mine,” Ralph said with pride. “Artist aren’t born, they are created by their own hand and mind, my friends.”

“Fucking idiot,” Click whispered under his breath. No one said a word for the next fifteen minutes as Ralph continued working on his creation. Their investment.

Their silence was unbearable.

Five minutes later, Ralph turned off the flame that had been heating up a large eight inch by five-inch glass cooking plate. Ten minutes later, he turned off the flame. He let the ingredients cool as he walked to the door, and waved to the other young men to follow.

When everyone was out of the room, Ralph began removing the suit as he watched the other boys removing their suits.

“Goddamn it, Ralph!” Click snapped before his respiratory mask was entirely off. “Why do we have to wear these damn suits every time we go into the room to watch you make the stuff?”

The person who’d stood quiet as he looked from Ralph to Click through his fogged plastic shield, shook his head as he exhaled with relief while he placed his respiratory headgear under his arm and snapped his neck back and forth to get the kinks out of it.

A young man with complete white hair and a baby face that looked like he was no older than ten reached into his front jean pocket and pulled out a rolled up a cigar-looking object.

“I can smoke now, right, Ralph?” “Go ahead, Justin. You deserve a break after that ordeal.” A young black kid mumbled something under his breath as he stood by the door they’d just exited. Everyone ignored him. He tossed a lighter to the friend who’d removed the cigar-looking object. “This madness Ralph’s been taking us through for the past two months has rocked my damn nerves,” he remarked. Justin caught the lighter thrown his way and immediately lit his cigar-looking object with nervous gloved hands.  “This is bullshit, Ralph,” he said.

“I spent a lot of money on this ideal of yours, Ralph. A lot of money, my friend.”

All heads turned toward the young man who’d made the statement. The same young man who’d been staring at them through his fogged headgear.

“Before you get hot, Vincent, all of us put money in this venture,’ Click said, as he walked to a chair in the corner and sat down. “My question is what do we have to show for our investment?” All eyes fell on Ralph.

Smiling, Ralph shook his curly black hair. “Boys, I have revolutionized our future,” he began. “I’ve given you guys the possibility to change this from a poor man’s recreational drug into one day being our drug of comfort and ease when it comes to money. As for the money, I invested more money than all of you.” He looked at their faces. “And it’s been a great investment, dammit!” He clapped his hands. 

“Well, let’s see your creation,” Click demanded.

Ralph nodded. He went back into the room and returned minutes later holding the glass bottle. Extending it outward, he smiled. Vincent walked toward Ralph.

Click stood up and began walking toward him as well.

Justin and Lucas also found themselves walking toward Ralph. “Boys we’re about to change the world,” Ralph said, as he raised the bottle.

With all their attention glued to the contents. The boys began to show strange facial expressions.

The brilliance that was contained in the bottled was amazing.

The beauty of it was breathtaking to the five of them.

“Is it supposed to look that way?” Vincent asked as he leaned in a little closer. “Is it a diamond?” Click demanded. He, too, leaned forward a little to get a better view. “Why is it shining like that?”

Lucas stared at the object with bewilderment. “We spent our money on this shit?” He glanced up at Ralph. “I worked extra shifts at the tire shop to see the conclusion of this? This is not right, Ralph.” He took a step back. He pulled hard on the cigar-looking object that seconds later he’d taken from Justin, and, inhaled deeply, as he passed it back to Justin. “This is what our money paid for?”

Taking the cigar-looking object out of his mouth, Justin shook his head. “I agree with Lucas, Ralph. Why is it shining like a damn diamond? It’s looks like something in a jewelry store!”

Ralph was smiling as his friends looked at his creation in astonishment and confusion. What did they know about science? How could they understand the mind of a genius? How could they grasp his concept or vision for the future? 

“Men, let me introduce you to Crystalline Methamphetamine Tyriamine,” Ralph said. “I thought we were making Meth?” Justin asked. “That’s what we started out to make,” Ralph began. He looked down at his creation. “But I added something different, and I did it from the corner of my mind. You see, regular Methamphetamine is extremely potent and addictive and deteriorative to the mind and body. The Tyriamine that I added has given it this bright, diamond looking appearance and diluted the addition process that is so common with Methamphetamine. Tyriamine is not even on the Periodic Table. I made it from sheer will and insight. And, it increases the person’s high hundred times! Not only will we be able to make money, but it will also take away that stigma of Meth being so dangerous and addictive.”

“But why is it so damn bright and shiny?” Click asked.

“It doesn’t look real,” Justin added. “I invested my money in this piece of crap!”

“It’s more than real. And it’s not crap. It’s my creation at its finest point,” Ralph said with pride, as if the drug was his child. “This baby will take us places!” “What is Tyriamine?” Vincent asked.

Ralph sighed, as if he were speaking to children who were ten of eleven years old. Considering that they were all ranging in the ages of twenty, nineteen, and the youngest, Vincent, was seventeen, they’d be more openminded, he thought. He always felt like he was dealing with younger individuals than himself. Ralph needed them as much as they needed him. Each one had their own specialty that combined them all into a close net friendship. Anyway, not too many boys his age would let him hangout with them because his mind was much more advance than theirs. Most boys, he would come to find out later, Ralph was a geek who enjoyed chemical labs, History Channel, and Sci-fi movies. 

“Tyriamine is a psychotic, neurological, and hallucinating drug that has not been created. I made it six years ago in the school lab while assisting Mr. Hage after school. He thought I was being polite while lending a hand. Instead, I had access to tools and other unmentionable things at my proposal to create it. I killed a lot of mice creating this but two years after beginning my research, it paid off. The brilliance of the C.M.T. is due to the Tyriamine. Our product will not be compared to anything. It’s mine! Ours.”

“Well, not wanting to cut into your moment of glory, Ralph, what do we do with it?” Lucas interjected. “Justin, why do you always by banana blunts, man? “Can’t we mix up the flavors sometimes? Put in some cherry or grape flavors when smoking?”

“When you buy it, you can get any flavor you want. I like banana. Wait. They have grape flavor?” Justin asked. 

“And, my question is, how do we know it works?” Click asked, as he took a step back and stared at Ralph. “This is Cispo, California.” “Mice are dead, Click,” Ralph said. “We have a product but don’t know if a human being will tell us how it works on them after digesting it.”

At that moment, all heads turned in the direction of Lucas.

Lucas took the cigar-looking object from Justin. He walked toward the window several feet away smoking eagerly and humming an unknown tune. 

Justin tugged on Click’s sleeve as he watched Lucas walk away.

Click began shaking his head from left to right. Refusing to acknowledge Justin.

Vincent looked at all of them, and then nodded to Click.

Click crossed his arms across his chest defiantly, refusing to take the bait while still shaking his head back and forth with a refusal to take their bait. 

Lucas, felt a tingling sensation behind his neck as he smoked the blunt. He turned around to see everyone staring at him.

Justin waved at him and smiled.

“What kind of shit are you guys trying to pull?” Lucas demanded as he licked his banana flavored lips.

“Uh, we need you on this one, Lucas,” Vincent commented.

“Not a big one, mind you, but a small involvement that we know you can do,” Clicked chimed in.

“Hey, man, you know us,” Justin said. “What?” Lucas demanded as he blew on the tip of the red hot blunt to keep it lit.

“We need a human subject to test it,” Ralph said. Lucas eyes widened in disbelief as he turned toward all of them.

“I guess we need you,” Vincent remarked nonchalantly.

Lucas mouth dropped nearly to his chin. 

“A little,” Ralph continued and shrugged.

Lucas began shaking his head. “You fucking lab rats!” he hissed with anger. “I only smoke blunts! Period! What kind of friends are you bastards?” “We’re still friends why would you ask that?” Vincent asked.

“What friends would have their friend smoke something like that?” Lucas asked, as he hurriedly pulled hard on the blunt, inhaling quickly while looking at their faces and shaking his head with a sour expression. “You guys ought to be shot!” 

“Huh? No, Lucas! We’re not asking you to smoke it. We need you to find someone else to smoke it,” Click quickly explained. Lucas calmed down and relaxed as he realized where they were going with their stares and comments. “Okay, so...what do you want me to do?” he asked.

“You have...you know...friends who are into...you know...drugs,” Ralph said. “Most of my damn friends are yours friends and, that isn’t much!” Lucas snapped. “What the hell? If my friends are druggies, so are yours. You Idiots!” 

Justin’s eyebrows arched in confusion. “Hey, that’s right,” he said. He walked toward Lucas and stood beside him. “Puff and pass, friend.” He reached out his left hand toward Lucas.

Lucas shook his head as he refused to pass the blunt. His anger intensifying which each passing second.

“Come on, I’m on your side,” Justin said, as he opened and closed his left hand in front of Lucas’ face. Shrugging, Lucas passed the blunt to Justin. “Well, now what?” Ralph asked.

“We can’t go around asking people in our neighborhood to try our new created drug and tell us how they feel about the drug we supplied,” Vincent said.

“We need a human subject in a quick way,” Ralph suggested.

“So, being that I am the only black kid on the block I am the one who should know about the druggies and other street negative things going around in our small world? Well, that would be true...to appoint if I didn’t live four doors down from you, Vincent, or a half a mile away from you, Ralph. And, you, Click, are just as much ghetto as I am in some form or another I suppose. Your mother is half black and half Chinese. The only one we might think is pure of blood, if you want to call it that way might be Ralph, but his parents has been totally opposite of him. As to where he got his brains, it’s a mystery to everyone here.”

“Alright, what are we going to do?” Justin asked between coughs as he exhaled smoke through his mouth and nose simultaneously after smoking on the blunt. A second later, he began blowing rings of circles.

“We can find some guinea pigs at the Dump,” Vincent commented, and shrugged.

Light bulbs appeared in all their heads at that suggestion.

The highway underpass in San Diego, California has a human trafficking population that has never been properly counted in the states Census. Some people believe that over one thousand men, women and children passed under it each month. There were canvas tents, large cardboard boxes that had been converted into homes, camping gear tents and, wooden homes made of plywood, as well as other makeshifts objects that had become their homes.

Ralph, Click, Lucas, Vincent and Justin were sitting in Ralph’s banged up lime green 2010 Plymouth. It had over two hundred and ten thousand miles on the speedometer, but it got them to the places they needed. There had been times when it overheated but other than that, it moved.

“Now what?” Justin asked as he stared out into the mass of people in front of them.

“How do we pick one?” Lucas asked. “And if either one of you say a black person, I will beat someone’s ass today.” 

“Well, it’s a Saturday afternoon,” Vincent began. “There shouldn’t be a problem with picking someone out of this crowd...except a black person of course. I don’t want to see one black person taking it.” He glanced at Lucas and smiled.

“Black. Red. White. Green. Who gives a damn, as long as we get someone to smoke this C.M.T. crap, and get their opinion is all that matters.” 

“C.M.T? Is that the name we’re calling it now?” Vincent asked.

“Why can’t we call it R.B.K?” Ralph asked.

“R.B.K?” What’s that acronym?” Lucas asked.

“Ralph Benjamin Klingenstein,” Ralph answered with his head high and proud. “Your name, Ralph?” Click sighed with distaste. “If it goes global one day, how would it look you’re being the creator of this C.M.T. shit? It wouldn’t look good for you, man.” “You’re right,” Ralph said. “Some of the greatest minds have been undone by their arrogance. C.M.T. it is then.” “Fuck the names. Who is going across the way to get a guinea pig?” Vincent asked with finality.

“Why can’t we all go? It should be all of us,” Lucas commented.

Simultaneously the car doors opened, and they all piled out.

“Stick together boys. We might be confronted by some aggressive people down here,” Justin said, as he walked closer to Lucas. “Keep your eyes open, and your sneakers tied tight.”

“I brought my B.B. gun with me,” Vincent said. He reached under his small jacket toward his waist. He was glad it was a cool late evening so the jacket could hide it. “If someone gets closer than we want them to, I’m pulling it out and shooting.”

“With a fucking B.B. gun? Real damn manly, Vincent. You better hope they don’t have a bigger gun that shoots those real bullets!” Click snapped. “You think we should separate?” Justin asked.

“No!” Everyone said in unison. 

Lucas took the lead. He hurried in front of everyone. “The only black kid in this bunch and I have to lead. I’m tired of being taken advantage of because of my special skin. Let’s get this shit over with.” Click and Vincent were in lockstep as they walked behind Lucas. “I don’t like this,” Vincent said. “Well, if we don’t get someone to sample it, then how will we know how good it is?” Click asked. “We sure as hell are not going to smoke something Ralph created in a lab.”

“Neither am I,” Justin said. “Let’s try and make sure it’s someone who’s lived a full life.”

“Man, Vincent, you are a true conscious person.”

“Fuck it, I just don’t want to get caught with your tumbleweeds,” he said,

Ralph ran forward stopping all of them. “We can’t change our minds now,” Vincent said, as he held up the palm of his hand in front of Ralph. 

“No, I am not talking about stopping as to what we’re about to do, I’m talking about how are we getting home. Gas is nearly empty in the car,” Ralph informed them.

“What the fuck! What kind of drug dealers are we if we can’t get gas in a car?” Justin snapped. “I have four dollars,” Lucas said, as he reached into his jeans pocket.

“I got three dollars,” Vincent added. “Plus, my five dollars,” Click quickly offered. “Alright, I have eight dollars that’s supposed to be my lunch money for the next two days,” Lucas slowly admitted. 

“Okay, we ought to make it back with what we have,” Ralph said.

“We’re a ragged ass, bum, drug crew,” Lucas began, as he took the lead. “No money. No direction. And no goddamn gas! I need to hang out with people of my kind, because you white boys don’t do shit right.” “Let’s go,” Vincent encouraged by following Lucas.

The five of them began heading toward the Dump. It was obvious to anyone watching them that they weren’t in a hurry to get to their destination. They were sluggish, and dragging their feet. Ten minutes into their walk deeper into The Deep, they huddled together in a circle. No one said anything as they felt eyes penetrating their skins. They were nervous.

“I think I see a candidate,” Ralph said. Everyone followed his eye direction. “Which one?” Click asked.

“It’s not that grey haired old lady,” Justin said. “She looks like she’s near her death bed already.”

“Is it that guy wearing that colorful poncho and the two different shoes?” Vincent asked. “No, it’s the guy living in the cardboard box near the portable potty?” Lucas commented.

“Nope, it’s the two guys fighting each other near that burnt out car in the right corner?” Click said. “No, it’s that guy over there cooking the sausage over the flame,” Ralph said. “Why him?” Lucas asked.

“The question should be: is that a sausage he’s eating or a dead animal?” Lucas asked.

“Let’s go,” Ralph said, as he began walking toward the man cooking the sausage over the open flame. “That better not be a goddamn rat he’s cooking!” Justin snapped, as he began shaking his head. “This shit is getting out of hand now!”

“Who’s going to approach him?” Vincent asked.

Click sighed. “I guess I will,” he said.

As they neared the man cooking, the man face looked up with surprise as they approached him. His meal, nearly cook, made him stand up with it in a protective gesture toward them off if they tried to take his food.

“Hey, how’re you doing, pal?” Ralph asked as he stopped everyone several feet from the man. “My name is...” he glanced at Click. Clicked moved his lips. “Uh...my name is Richard. You want to get high?” 
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