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Authors Note  

Everything you are about to read is based on all too real life experiences. These fables are part of the crazy decade-long journey of an average kid from Texas who learns of the mind bending capabilities of the world's most unrelenting substances. Choosing the path of uncertainty, and living life in the moment with the only goal being to have as much fun as possible, and making the most of every day. I am in absolutely no way promoting the use of any illegal drugs, or doing really dumb things with potentially life threatening consequences. This book is simply to entertain, teach, and expand the reader's mind on how they want to live life. However, I choose to condone my actions, as they have shaped many aspects of my life and understanding of my own existence, and I wouldn’t change anything that has happened. This book is not a confession, or a warning, it’s simply a story.  

To The Lads  

Thank you for always being there  

We’re All Legends  

And to Traffic, for  

Dear Mr.Fantasy  

That song slaps while high  
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1  

The year was 2011, when the thought of doing any form of drug entered my mind. I was an average 10 year old boy at the time, my only real life concern being if I can stay up long enough to watch Robot Chicken on Adult Swim. I had the same childlike wonder every person had before turning 13, when they start to realize that they’re no longer a foolish kid and are ready to explore “the bigger picture” of life (At least that’s what I thought when I was 13).

As I sat in my small room, in the house on the far right of Cloudcroft Court in Midland Texas, my older brother Dillan, and his friend, Rick walked in. Since the house was a three bedroom, with six residents living there, my parents shared a room, and my younger sister Olivia had her own room. Thus leaving the three boys, my younger brother Jett, Dillan, and myself, to share a single room. Only hell came with sharing a room, what usually happens when you put brothers together. This very room would be what plants the seeds of my future out of world experiences.  

“What up Jay.” My brother said entering the room. He was 12 years old at the time, rocking his normal attire of a Miami Heat jersey, basketball shorts, and black Jordans. Me and my brother were opposites in every way. I enjoyed comic books, rock and roll, pop culture, and video games. My brother on the other hand, enjoyed rap music, exercising, and constantly picking on me, as most older brothers do. His favorite thing in the world, even to this day, is the sport of basketball. Every single chance he got, he would go out and “shoot some hoops”, as he often said before leaving. This particular day was no different, as the jersey indicated that he had just gotten home from playing.  

“How’d your game go, did you lose?” I responded, trying to get away from the terrible smell of sweat and BO.  

“I always be winning that shit.” He said while putting his basketball into the closet. At 12 my brother cursed, which I didn’t. (I always thought that cursing was wrong, at least until I was 12, when I was in line for lunch and I told a girl to shut the fuck up because she was bullying the kid standing in line behind me. She did.)  

“Doubtful.” I thought to myself. I then looked over to Rick. Rick was always a strange person in my eyes, as he always seemed a little off. Nonetheless, we had many similar interests unlike I had with my brother. Our friendship revolved heavily around video games, because his collection of games was exceptionally larger than mine. Rick was white, had shaggy, dirty blond hair, and blue eyes. He wasn’t on the skinny side, but certainly wasn’t overweight either. Being 10 years old, Rick was the strongest person I knew. (Aside from my father, who basically survived from going to the gym and using protein supplements I’ll never understand) He was wearing a plain white shirt soaked in sweat, and basketball shorts similar to Dillan’s, except they didn’t go far past his knees, while Dillan’s shorts went a few inches past his.  

“What’s up man, you wanna play Destroy All Humans tonight?” I remember asking.  

“Yeah sure, we can actually head to my place right now if you want.”  

“Yeah absolutely.” I responded with joy, maybe a bit too much. I got up from my bed, and told my parents I was headed out. The good thing about hanging out with Rick was that his house was only one street over from mine, so it was quite easy. We asked Dillan if he wanted to come along, but he said he was just gonna chill at home for the rest of the night. As we entered his house, the smell of it hit me instantly. At 10 years old, I hadn’t yet understood what the smell was, or the long glass container that had water in the bottom of it. I never questioned about these things, I thought it would be disrespectful if I asked him why his house always smelled so funky, or what the strange glass art piece that I always saw placed right next to a lighter was. This night however, I wouldn’t have to ask.  

About 2 hours after we arrived, Rick’s grandfather came home. Rick’s grandpa looked like a guy that probably had a Confederate flag hanging in his room, and sounded like a stereotypical redneck you’d see in South Park. He had a brown goatee, and a shaved head. He was, at least in physical appearance terms, a more Southern Walter White. Which is why Rick’s grandfather will be called Walter. Every time I saw him, he was sitting in his recliner in his living room, Bud Light in hand, with the strange glass art only feet from him. Sometimes when I was at Rick’s house, while in his room, I would hear coughing coming from the living room, and if you opened Rick’s door, the odd smell of the house would intensify.  

“Oh hey Jalen, how are you doin?” He asked  

“I’m doing alright sir, how about yourself?”  

“Well I’m alive, so I guess I’m doing fine.” He said, sitting down on his recliner.  

Then, something I never thought I’d ever see happened, Walter picked up the lighter, AND the strange glass art piece. Confused, I watched as he opened a bag, sniffed inside, and exhaled saying,  

“Ohhhh yeah, that’s life right there.” He then looked over at me and  Rick  

“You want a puff boy?” He asked Rick  

“Puff?” I thought, as I didn’t quite yet understand what he had meant.  

“Hell yeah.” Rick responded, sitting on the couch next to his grandfather. Walter pulled out what looked like grass that had just been mowed out of the bag, and into a piece of the glass art that was shaped similar to a bowl. They then both looked at me, seeing my visible confusion as to what was happening before me.  

“Your friend ain’t a snitch or nothin is he?” Walter asked him  

“Naw he ain’t no snitch, but are you alright with us doing this?” Rick asked me. I hesitated for a moment, thinking about what I was supposed to say in this scenario, then asked,  

“Alright with what exactly?”  

“Marijuana.” Walter replied.  

That word sounded familiar, my school had an assembly about things that are bad for you, drugs, alcohol, things like that, and I swear I heard that word there. Still, I asked  

“What’s marijuana?”  

“Weed.” Rick said. THAT’S when it finally clicked, I knew what weed was through movies and shows. They also mentioned weed several times at the school assembly, saying it was “the gateway drug.” They said that smoking weed was the start of the path to addiction, and a hard, sad life. But I knew Rick and his grandfather for a while, they seemed to have a nice, completely normal life. If that’s the case, why would the school say that it’s extremely bad, from my point of view it’s only a plant.  

“Well, school says it’s bad. But to me it looks like it’s perfectly fine, how could that possibly affect you?”  

They slowly glanced at one another, then started laughing. After a moment of laughter between the two, Rick asked,  

“Do you wanna find out?”

This is the first time I was ever offered any form of drug. This could be a life changing experience, I could finally see what all the fuss was about with this stuff. It had the potential to change my life forever, so I replied  

“No, I don’t wanna try it, but I don’t care if you do it.”

“Alright man, whatever you say.” With that, I watched Rick flick the lighter and put the flame into the bowl containing the weed, and saw the inside fill with smoke. Rick then pulled the bowl out of the glass piece, something I didn’t know was possible, then all the smoke was quickly sucked into Rick’s mouth. He put the bowl back inside, then put the piece down, exhaling a large amount of smoke. I then smelled fresh smoked weed for the first time.  

At that time, even though I was fine with the presence of marijuana, I  

wanted to stay innocent, and I told myself I would never smoke anything. I also never thought I’d be on the verge of death 7 years later, fun how life works huh?  

2  

Three years after my first ever encounter with drugs, my life continued as if nothing ever happened, although over time I always did wonder what exactly weed was supposed to do, and I finally had the chance to figure it out, just not in the way I was expecting.   

Now 13 years old, I did more research of marijuana. I usually came to the same results of just feeling lightheaded and being very hungry, a thing people called “the munchies.” After a long internal debate with myself over pros and cons of even trying marijuana, I decided that it was time to try it. But how? I was only a 7th grade boy, where would I get weed from? Feeling failure, I was about to drop the whole thing, until a miracle happened.  

It was 5th period on March 13th 2014, I was sitting in the PE meeting room with everyone in the class, including some good friends, Brody, Jay, Daniel, and Quinn. I had known Quinn, Jay, and Brody since grade school, and had only met Daniel that year through Brody, but he quickly proved to be a good friend. As we talked, the school's late bell had just rung, and as many students raced in the room... I smelled it. I 

sniffed around to find the source, when I saw a kid I knew named Jacob. It was very obvious that Jacob had clearly just come back from smoking weed. I was shocked, I couldn’t believe it. The very thing I was searching for had found me, in the form of my classmate. The coach walked in and took the roll, then took us to the school gymnasium.  

This coach was my favorite because he let the class do whatever the hell we wanted and sat in the office there. (He would also bring donuts sometimes, pretty cool yo) On this occasion instead of playing knockout with my friends in the class, I followed Jacob to the middle of the gym, close to the wall. I remember he said something along the lines of  

“Aren’t you Dillan’s little brother?”  

Oh my God, the zooted bastard knew my brother, but more importantly, what did he know about me?  

“Yes, that's me, Jalen.”  

We shook hands and then he sat against the wall, and I did the same. “So what’s up, you came to me for a reason.”  

“Uh yeah, do you uh... you know? Puff puff.. And stuff?” I felt very hot, I was probably on the verge of sweating. I was really diving into the deep end, little did I know it was actually the kiddie pool at the waterpark. But that will come at a later time.  

“If you're asking if I smoke pot, yes I do.”  

Pot?? Who the fuck calls it pot, that dosen’t make sense at all, I thought to myself, thinking about things I didn’t yet understand.  

“Do you think I could.. I don’t know, take part in it?” I asked. There was a long silence, and I was trying my best to not show the ultimate fear I felt. But he felt it. Was this some kind of mind trick potheads acquire? Is that why it’s illegal?  

Jacob then grew a smile and started snickering, as I nervously laughed with him, not certain of where this was going. I glanced over to my friends, all seeming to have a good time, while I just caught myself into what I thought was surely a shit-storm. Then, he spoke  

“Well, I don’t have weed right now, but I do have something that’s basically the same.”  

What the fuck.There’s other shit that’s basically weed? How does that work? How many forms of this stuff are out there? These were the things going through my head at that time, how foolish I was, very foolish indeed.  

“Really, what is it?” I asked  

“Synthetic weed, perfectly mimics the effects of regular weed. It’s called K-2.”  

K-2. that’s a strange name for it, it’s not really a name at all, nonetheless, his explanation was good enough for me.  

“Tell you what, meet me at the flagpole after school, we can walk to my house, and you can smoke.”  

A miracle! A gift from the heavens! The pieces were all coming together. But on a much larger scale, only a very small portion of the puzzle was complete.  

“Alright deal, I’ll meet you there.”  

We fist-bumped in agreement, and I walked back over to my friends, who had just finished a game of knockout, were now sitting on the bleachers laughing about something Brody had commented on.  

“There you are, where the hell have you been?” Brody asked.  

In 2014, Brody was one of the kids that looked like they went straight home everyday, cleaned their room, made their bed, and watched cable on a TV with parental lock. Upon actually meeting Brody, and having a conversation, you realize this guy may be significantly more interesting than you could ever be. He was a ginger with a certain wit to him. He always had something to say, regardless of what was going on. In a good way though.  

“Oh just handling some business with Jacob over there.” I said as I pointed over to the boy, still sitting against the wall.  

“Business? What kind of business?”  

“Business that you guys probably wouldn’t understand.” I said with little reluctance. I didn’t want the boys to know about my planned escapades, because at the time I thought that they’d report me to the coach immediately, not wanting their friend to go down slippery slopes.  

“Well, how is ‘business’?” Brody asked, making quotation marks with his hands .  

I looked at the basketball on the floor below them, and picked it up, looking back at them with what I hoped was a smug look on my face, and remarked,  

“Business is good.”  

After the class had ended and we all went our separate ways, I continued to think about the artificial weed Jacob had told me I’d be smoking, debating with myself whether or not it would even be worth it. I shook away these thoughts thinking it was just pre show jitters, because this would be an act that would change my life forever.  

4:05, the time on the clock I had been waiting for, a few hours seeming like a millennium. I made quick work of leaving my final class, getting all my belongings from my locker, heading out to the flagpole. I was surprised to find that Jacob was already out there, waiting on me. I quickly assumed that he probably skipped class, by the lack of school supplies and no backpack in sight. I walked cautiously over to him, making sure nobody was looking. To my relief, all the other unsuspecting teachers and students passed us by, giving no thought into this odd pair up of young boys. As I approached him, he saw me, nodded, and started walking when I got to his position.  

“To warn you, my house is a little far. We have to cross Midland Drive to get to my apartment.”  

Midland Drive was probably the most crowded road in the city aside from the Loop, a long winding road around the entire city. This was actually a good thing, because my house was a 10 minute walk from Midland Drive. The only downside though, would be that after I was done smoking, I would have to cross Midland Drive again. Not knowing the strength of bootleg devil’s lettuce, I assumed it wouldn’t be an issue. The walk took approximately 45 minutes, if I had to guess, to reach Midland Drive. I remember checking the time, it read 4:52. This was good news for Jacob, because it meant he’d avoid crossing the street with the five o'clock traffic. However, this was bad news for me, because I’d have to cross the traffic when it was bad. But I was an adventurous young boy, a trait that will always stick with me. We crossed the street with ease, then walked through the apartment complex, reaching the back. His apartment was on the bottom floor, easily accessible, something I was thankful for.  

While we were walking to the apartment that I assumed was his, I remember he told me about something I thought was interesting.  

“Yeah man there’s all kinds of wild drugs out there, my cousin took this one, man he said it was wild, he was seeing a tiny goblin creature running around chasing him, no matter how fast or how far he went it was always like six feet behind him.” He recounted to me  

“What the heck that’s nuts, what happened to him, what did he do?”  

“He said the only way he got it to stop was by sitting perfectly in front of a door so it couldn’t get through, because if he went too far it would just go through the door, just straight through it.”  

“Oh man that is wild, what kind of stuff does that?” I asked curiously and cautiously  

“Acid.”  

“ACID?! How does that work, wouldn’t you like, die?” I was quickly derailed from the concept of this drug, it sounded awful  

He had a laugh about this before saying,  

“No, not like ACTUAL acid, it’s like a gel dissolves on your mouth.”  

I imagined a green putty-like substance similar to spicy mexican candy or a weird looking Airhead. It looked strange in my head, the acid itself and the effects it had. Hearing out loud what it does makes it sound even worse. As we finally approached the door I decided I wouldn’t be asking more about this drug, and had quickly forgotten about it after. He opened the door, and I walked in behind him. His apartment had a strange smell to it, wasn’t good, wasn’t bad, simply strange. His mother was there as well, and the moment she saw the two of us, she knew what we were up to.  

“You’d better wait outside.” Jacob whispered to me.  

“Yep.” I responded, exiting the apartment immediately. I heard the mother and son squabbling for a moment before Jacob came back outside with something wrapped in aluminum foil.  

“We’re gonna have to do this quick.” He said, unwrapping the aluminum foil, revealing what I now knew was a joint. He handed it to me.  

“I think you know what to do now.” He told me, giving me the lighter. I took it and put the joint in my mouth.  

I lit up the joint and took a puff, and I could feel the smoke flowing behind my lips, but that was it. Wasn’t I supposed to feel something extraordinary? I knew the stories, legends, they were all lies. I exhaled the smoke at once.  

“I don’t feel anything.” I said, ready to give the joint back to him and be on my way. Jacob shook his head, wanting me to try again.  

“You didn’t inhale it man, it’s gotta get in your lungs.”  

Jesus there’s no end to this is there? Nonetheless, I put the joint in my mouth and tried again. This time, after I felt the smoke in my mouth, I took another sharp, long inhale without the joint in my mouth, and then.  

IT HIT ME! The world was now spinning, my body suddenly had tingling sensations I had never felt before. My body felt unpleasant, but at the same time I welcomed this feeling. At this point, I was coughing profusely, no doubt making much noise. Jacob quickly took the joint away from me, and wrapped it up in the foil. He then headed straight for his apartment.  

“Alright man I’ll see you later, good luck.” With that, the door shut, and I was alone.  

At this particular moment, my wacked out mind processed a crucial piece of information. I had to walk home. I looked over at Midland Drive, which was now flooded with cars going both directions at what looked to me like racecar speed. I stumbled over to the street sidewalk with caution, trying my best not to fall over. The visuals I had can only be described as if you had just gotten off a rollercoaster that spun in circles while at the same time zig-zagged in all directions. I didn’t think anything of these feelings, or the unbridled terror the street imposed, I only had two things on my mind at that moment. What was I going to eat for dinner? And would I ever be normal again.  

After standing on the sidewalk for what felt like eons, I looked both ways across the street, far too quickly to actually see if anybody was actually driving towards me, and took fast steps to the middle section of the road. The moment I stepped foot onto the road, all the noises around me intensified. I heard every car within a 5 mile radius, and for a Wednesday evening, it sounded like rush hour in New York City. While in the middle lane of traffic, I hazily remember waving my arms around in all directions, speaking to the drivers like I was some sort of crossing guard.   

“Acting natural.” I told myself.  

Within a moment, I saw an opening, and I bolted to the other side of the street, hearing car horns I hoped were part of my imagination. I turned around, and saw the apartments I had just come from. I checked the time, and saw 5:37. This meant it took me about 45  

minutes to smoke, and make it all the way across the street. I looked 

up from my phone and back at the apartments.  

“Whoa.” Was the only response I found fitting for what I had just gone through. What followed was a short, frustrating journey home that felt longer than crossing the street. After I finally got home, my older brother and my father were talking in the dining room. I walked circles around the table while talking at auctioneer speed, avoiding eye contact with both of them. My excuse for being home later than usual was that I went with a friend to his house after school, we talked about Star Wars, and I ran back home. If I had said this today, I’d be in the slammer for sure, but back then I was just an innocent kid, no one thought twice about what I said. With that, I walked into my room, and immediately fell onto my bed, sleeping through the rest of the night. While this experience was my first within the narcotics world, K-2 wasn’t technically marijuana. I wanted to try the real deal, to know what the hype was all about. I just didn’t think it would happen as soon as it did.  
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It was the day after I tried K-2, March 14th. Once again it was PE, and I was with my friends on the bleachers like the day before. Today we decided to just sit in the bleachers and talk, and I had one hell of a story to tell. I told them every detail of my experience, except for the fact that Jacob literally abandoned me. If they found out, they may confront him about it, and if they did, my expedition of weed could come to a quick halt. I didn’t think anything of him leaving me. I asked him for a favor, he helped me out, and he went on with his life. It was simply business.  

"So what happened after that?" Jay asked.  

Jay was, well, he was big. And I'm not just talking weight, he was tall, damn tall. He was an asshole, pretty much all time, but he was funny as hell, so it balanced out.   

"I fell onto my bed and passed out, woke up, took a shower, and went to school."  

"Damn dude, you could have died."  

"I could've, but I didn't, so don't even worry about it."  

There was a small silence, but an understanding among us.  

"So, would you ever do it again?" Brody asked  

"The K-2? Probably not, I did a bit more research on it, that shit can easily kill you."  

"Oh fuck, you think maybe that information wasn't a little bit important?"  

"I mean, probably, but it was fun for the time being and I'm not doing it again. I wanna smoke weed actually though, it has less chance of killing you, and it's stronger."  

"Well, good luck finding any of that, because I wouldn't rely on Jacob anymore." Jay said.  

With that, the bell rang, and as we started walking out Brody stopped me.  

“Hey man, you serious about wanting to smoke weed?” He asked me.  

“Well of course, I thought I was pretty clear. Probably won’t find any anytime soon though, seems hard to come by.”  

“I have some.”  

The world felt like it slowed, the only things moving were me and Brody. I’ve been searching for so long, and the answer was sitting right next to me all along, staring me in the face.  

“What.” It was the only word I could stutter out, I was in shock.  

“After school I’ll meet you at your locker, then we’ll talk more.” After saying this, he walked away  

I couldn't wrap my head around it, I'd known Brody for a few years at that point, and never once did we discuss marijuana. Either he's been toying with my desperate mind, or he's secretly a pothead, both options being probable. I couldn't even focus in class for the remainder of the day, I was too starstruck to think, and before I knew it, I was in front of my locker after the final bell. I waited, and waited, and waited for what seemed like the longest four minutes of my life, until I saw him. He walked over to my locker, patted my back, and started walking. I followed in silence, mesmerized.  

"You're wondering how I know where to find pot." He said as we exited the school.  

"Well of course, it's been so long, how have we never talked about this?"  

"Well here's the thing Jalen, you don't want a whole lot of people knowing you do anything illegal. It makes you look shady, and that makes you look bad."  

Shady, what's that supposed to mean? A question for another time, there's already too much going on to worry about that.  

About 15 minutes into the walk, right after passing Jack In the Box, we took a right leading to Bush Elementary, the usual way we walk home. The street towards Bush Elementary had many tall bushes on the sidewalk leading to the school. Out of nowhere, Brody quickly grabbed me and dragged me into the bushes. At the time I didn't think he was gonna mug me or anything like that, he was my friend, so I just let it happen. After we were both behind cover, he opened a small zipped pouch in his backpack, and pulled out a joint.  

"Holy shit, you just took that to school?" I was shocked, I mean what absolute madman would risk everything by taking something like that into school? Brody, that's who.  

"Hey man, you never know when you need to relax." He said, flicking the lighter and igniting a flame. He took a hit from the joint and passed it to me. This was finally it, after 3 years of wondering and a test drive with K-2, it was time for me to try the real deal. I put the joint to my lips, and took a nice, not-too-long inhale.  

The feeling I got with that first puff of weed will forever be indescribable. I felt like I had just ran a whole marathon, my entire body was buzzing. As I exhaled, I let out a few coughs, and handed Brody the joint. Not wanting us to get baked out in the open like this, he started putting the joint back in his backpack. As he was doing this, something happened that made my heart sink. A police car slowly drove by us, and though it only took them a few moments to pass, every stoner understands when I say it felt like an eternity. Both me and Brody stopped what we were doing and watched wide-eyed as they passed. Once they did, we quickly got out of the bushes.  

"Holy shit dude, talk about a close call." Brody said, then secured the joint, and we both started walking. The walk home from there consisted of absolute nonstop laughter and nonsense being spoken quite loudly. We went to his house and played Halo until I passed out onto his bed, which only took about 20 minutes. I had finally experienced a real high, and it felt great. I discovered then that I enjoyed marijuana, and I didn't know how to proceed in life with this information. But Brody knew where to get some, I was sure of that much.  
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About a month had passed since the deed had been done, and although I had finally smoked for the first time, I hadn't seen much of the green goods since I had smoked with Brody. Curious on when or if we were ever going to smoke again, I asked him if I could go over to his house to hangout for a while. He accepted and I went over.   His house was only a few streets away from mine, so I walked there in less than 10 minutes. It was one of those apartment homes that had two floors, bedrooms upstairs, and living room/ kitchen downstairs (with a small backyard) . He had told me to just walk in the house so I didn't have to wait for him to answer the door.  

Upon arrival, I discovered that his family was nowhere to be found.  

"Odd." I thought to myself, wondering where they could all possibly be.  

Brody's room was located upstairs, so I made the trek up the stairs and into his room. When I walked in I saw him playing Halo, nothing out of the ordinary going on. I've learned that humans have this ability, perhaps an imprint of evolution, a sixth sense if you will, when a person has their back turned, they can feel the presence of someone once they enter the room with them. It is often in your most private moments, while one is alone with only thoughts to comfort them, you just know, you feel it.  

But Brody didn't feel my presence, he just continued playing. I thought this to be impossible, I had to open and close the door, as well as walk upstairs. So there's no way he didn't know I was there, it didn't make sense. I walked over to him and tapped him on the shoulder. He jumped slightly and looked over to me.  

"Oh fuck dude, I didn't hear you come in." He said, then continued playing  

"How? I'm pretty sure the door and stairs were quite audible."  

"Oh, well I am a little stoned right now, I was in the zone here." He told me, motioning to the TV.  

I had to sit on this for a moment or two before responding.  

"You're stoned right now?"  

He nodded his head  

"How?"  

I was so confused, I didn't smell any weed walking inside or in his room.  

"I went on a walk earlier and lit up a joint, it was pretty easy since the family is out of town, just had to keep an eye out you know?"  

That explains why there's nobody around, a pretty good time to catch a buzz. I thought about asking him for some weed, but ultimately decided against it. I didn’t want him to feel like I was using him to get high, smoking his weed.  

"Yo so I have a question." He said while pausing the game.  

"What is it?"  

"If the opportunity ever presented itself, would you try cocaine?"  

Cocaine. The word struck me like an arrow on fire pierced my heart. Coke was something I knew not to be meddled with. Compared to marijuana, cocaine was a giant when it came to danger. I knew that it was used to amp up a person, but I preferred the chill effects of marijuana, if I wanted to get amped I'd just drink a Mountain Dew.  

"Why do you ask?"  

"Just wondering."  

"I suppose it'd be worth a try, to see what all the noise is about."  

"Then let's make a pact right now, if we ever wanna try to do coke, we have to do it together."  

I debated on an answer for the question, as I didn't want to try cocaine anytime soon. However, I figured that if I was going to dive deeper, I might as well do it with a friend.  

"You know what? I'm down, if an opportunity ever comes let's try it."  

He nodded in response and we fist bumped in agreement. A promise I never thought we'd ever see to the end. Brody then walked over to his drawer, and pulled out a box. He opened it and pulled out half a joint.  

"You wanna smoke the rest of this?" He asked, extending the joint. Now we were talking.  

I took the joint and thanked him for his kindness. I walked through the backyard and into the alley, going a little far down the alley so the smell wouldn't be traced back to Brody's house. The first puff of a well made joint will always be one of the most comforting feelings a person could know. When I finished the joint, I put it out and disposed of it in the dumpster, then walked back to Brody's house, afterwards we played random Xbox games like Castle Crashers and Vault Your Friends for hours and I returned home. I think about that night often, how such a small promise can make a friendship stronger, and actually keeping true to such a promise is a feeling that is indescribable.  

5  

After the promise for the future, things were calm, we continued being friends, smoking cigarettes and the occasional joint. But by the summer of 2016, as I was getting ready to enter my first year of high school, I knew it was finally time to expand into the weed culture on my own. I didn't know how to approach this obstacle, so I asked Brody where I could find someone with the product I was looking for.  He responded by giving me the information for my first ever dealer, Mac Miller. I say this because he had an uncanny resemblance to the artist, it was as if that's who it truly was.   

So On July 17th 2016, I bought weed for the first time.  

It started out as any other summer day during that time. I had just moved houses and now had my very own room, and it came with it's perks. My parents allowed me to stay in a room that was in the backyard, not connected to the house. This was because the previous owners used it as a home theater, equipped with blackout curtains, a surround sound system, a two piece sectional couch, and an A/C unit. It was truly awesome. This was also the perfect spot to do not so legal things in, since I would be secluded.  

I had decided I didn't want to be alone on this endeavor, as I'd never bought drugs before. So I called upon Daniel to join me for the night. 

He agreed with little argument, and before I knew it he was at my house and in my new room.  

"Hey man gotta say nice setup, this is pretty awesome." He said to me after getting settled in.  

"Yeah it's pretty cool, about time I have a space to myself."  This was an overstatement, as I had never had my own personal room before.  

However before we could get too comfortable, I realized I had to drop the bomb on him before it was too late  

“So listen, about the deal tonight.” I started hesitantly  

“Yeeees?” Daniel responded sarcastically, turning to face me from the other end of the couch he was sitting at  

“Yeah, I’ve never actually met the guy.”  

“WHAT!” He responded half angry, half surprised. In all honesty I knew that  he was justified in his feelings, I had told him I knew the dealer from school, as per my connection to him. That was why it was mostly easy for him to come.  

“Relax, relax man. Everything is gonna be fine, it’s Brody’s guy, he’s dealt with him before it’s cool.”  

In retrospect I may have been too optimistic about the whole thing. I hadn’t even talked to the guy yet myself, but if Brody had, what was there to worry about?  

“No, NOT COOL, does he even know you’ll have someone with you, who even is this guy?!” Daniel asked, getting more anxious by the second.  

“I..”  We waited as the phone rang for Brody to pick up, awkwardness slightly filling the room. I knew Daniel would be a little on edge, but I didn’t think his reaction would be this bad. Although I knew Brody would clear it up, until it went to voicemail.  

Daniel spoke first  

“Dude, what if he doesn't answer we’ll be screwed.”  

“Calm down, he’s probably-” I was cut off by the sound of my phone ringing, and Daniel answered immediately, putting it on speaker.  

“Hello?” I asked the electric box  

“Heyy Jalen what’s up buddy?” Brody’s voice responded. In the background I could hear music and a few faint voices, I figured he was at an outing of some sort.  
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