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Introduction
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What would you sacrifice to accomplish your dreams? What if those dreams involved changing the world at the risk of losing everything you love? Most people will never be given such an ultimatum. But for humanity to take its next step, individuals on this planet will always make, and have always made, those sacrifices.

I didn’t have any dreams for much of my life; nor did I have any idea what sacrifice truly meant when I hopped in the four-seater Bushmaster for a three-hour flight over the Amazon rainforest, then strapped in for another six-hour journey in a beat-up Jeep Wrangler. 

Our phones and other electronics had to be left behind, lest we be tracked. It was the first time I’d completely untethered myself from society for an extended period, and it was both terrifying and liberating. I suggest everyone try it at least once...if you still can. In the not-too-distant future it will become nearly impossible—against the law, in fact. 

My guide, Carlos, was also a good friend of mine. He didn’t know exactly where the Dream Tribe would be, and he’d warned me many times that we might not find them. He also told me that they might kill me on sight. Obviously, I went anyway.

I’d been asking for death for almost two decades of my life, and the Universe had never abided; I knew I wouldn’t get off that easily. Even after I had something to live for, the death wish lingered. More importantly, I needed adventure and risk—the only things that made me feel alive in my uninspired world.

After three nights of camping in the rainforest, I would’ve gladly taken death. It wasn’t just the stifling humidity and the constant anxiety from danger lurking around every bush; it was the mosquitoes. Until then, I hadn’t realized how pampered I’d been, thinking my life was so hard. I bathed in repellant, but the constant buzzing in my ear canals made it impossible to sleep. I didn’t know how much longer I could stay out there. 

The full moon was just a couple of days away, and Carlos said if we missed that, then we would have to wait another month. If I’d known what I was about to experience, I would’ve easily spent years living in such miserable conditions. But that’s the thing about the unknown—you never know where the line of tolerance should start or end. 

On the day of the full moon, even Carlos seemed to have given up. He told me that the trip was likely a failure, and we’d have to leave the next morning. He’d warned this might happen, but it didn’t prevent the sick feeling in my stomach from what this had cost me, including the fights with my wife. More importantly, I hungered for the unbelievable experience Carlos had described. 

Then, after a couple more hours of dejected walking, we heard a single bird call followed by a series of bird calls. Carlos stopped in his tracks and scanned the dense forest. I questioned him. He told me to be quiet. Usually such a polite and unassuming guy, he was now forceful and tense. His subconscious knew that I was most often killed in that moment—on other paths, in other dimensions—and that trauma reverberated into this life.

Bushes in the distance rustled, and three naked men with small bows and arrows emerged. They had reddish-brown skin and bowl-cut hairstyles, which I recognized from my studies. What truly stuck out were their wristwatches and walkie-talkies, even though I’d been told about this anomaly earlier.

They spoke harshly with Carlos, who was trying to appease them. They made gestures towards me while I tried to seem as non-threatening as possible by averting my eyes. After a minute of arguing, the men walked back the way they came, and Carlos gestured for me to follow them.

“What did they say?” I asked quietly.

“They wanted to know why I’d brought a white demon,” Carlos said. “I told them that you’re a friend and you’re trying to keep other white demons away.”

I didn’t know what to say to that. I often gave lectures on indigenous peoples being allowed to keep their land and continue with their cultures without interference—Carlos and I had had many conversations on the subject—but deep down I knew it was all pointless. 

There was no stopping capitalism or the progress of advanced societies. Indigenous peoples of the Americas hadn’t even developed written language at the time of European settlement—they never stood a chance. To those with the power to take, these people were simply wild animals that were in the way.

Carlos told me we were being taken to their shaman, and he would decide whether to kill me. I thought about whether I should turn around, but my legs kept moving forward; my mind apparently not giving me a choice in the matter.
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We walked for forty minutes through dense jungle. We weren’t allowed to clear a path with our machetes and the going was slow. The tribe’s guards often had to wait for me and got mad when I snapped branches or left obvious tracks. We eventually reached a small hidden camp protected by large trees. There were about thirty naked tribe members gathered and waiting for us, already warned of our arrival by the two-way radios. 

Babies were suckling on breasts and toddlers were clinging to the legs of adults. None were looking at Carlos, and all seemed fascinated, if not slightly frightened, by me. The warriors had seen white men before, while remaining hidden from a distance, but the regular tribe members certainly hadn’t. 

A man stomped confidently through the crowd as they parted for him. Older than most in attendance, he wore elaborate jewelry made of colorful stones and a headdress of bright feathers. The shaman came face to face with Carlos and spoke in an angry tone. 

As Carlos spoke back, the man looked me up and down, then grabbed my hand and studied my wristwatch. He spoke again to Carlos—he wanted my watch. I informed them that it was my father’s watch, but I'd brought many other watches to give to them, along with a large bag of batteries for the walkie-talkies.

I started to take my backpack off when the men of the tribe yelled and pointed their spears and notched arrows to their bows. I slowly lowered my bag to the ground and spoke soothingly. Life preservation suddenly became the most important thought to ever enter my mind, now that I was so close to the plant. I opened a compartment in my bag and took out a few inexpensive watches. But the shaman wanted my watch—how he could tell the difference between the $10 knockoffs was a bit baffling. Now I realize he was just testing me on what I was willing to sacrifice. 

Either way, I had a choice to make: what was the memento worth? Did I come all that way and spend a significant chunk of my savings to lose it all over a dead man’s watch? If I said no, were they just going to kill me anyway? Were they going to kill me even if I gave up the watch? Not really much of a choice so I handed it over.

Other tribesmen rushed forward and took watches from me. Apparently, the cheap watches Carlos always brought didn’t last long in the humid jungle—something he counted on to be needed and invited back. He hadn’t visited for over a year due to financial constraints, so the tribe was eager for more goodies. They became especially excited over the bag of batteries. 

Clearly, these people had experienced the benefits of knowing the exact time and not having to waste it with approximations. The benefits of the walkie-talkies in defending the tribe went without saying. 

A threat of violence was quickly replaced by jubilation. Women brought us food (snake, tarantula, and forest fruits), and Carlos laughed while conversation flowed smoothly. He mussed up a child’s hair and received a high-five from the boy, something that Carlos had obviously taught him. After the excitement had passed, and Carlos had eased everyone’s mind about this strange-looking visitor, it was time to start the ritual.
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During this life, I was known as Theodore Hansen. I had a doctorate in anthropology and worked as an assistant professor at a large university. Four months prior to that Jeep ride into the rainforest, I was in São Paulo, Brazil, for a conference exploring the impacts of Western society on indigenous peoples of North and South America. That’s where I’d met up with Carlos, an old friend I’d known in undergrad.

Carlos Silva had a special interest in the indigenous cultures of Brazil because as a teenager his mother had left the jungle for urban life. She’d had a dream in which the ancestors told her to leave the tribe and join a different world. She’d always felt there was more to life than to be given to a man not of her choosing and relegated to an existence of servitude. 

So, at four months pregnant, she hiked for thirty days alone through the jungle and walked confidently into a small town. The Brazilian government gave her a new name, shelter, and language lessons. They also helped with the birth of Carlos. She got a job as a housekeeper and raised Carlos in the new world, while teaching him of the old. He worked hard in school, realizing that education was a way out of poverty, and was accepted into the ultra-competitive University of São Paulo.

One particular rainforest tribe was of special interest to Carlos because his mother not only taught him their people’s culture and language, but also told him stories that she wasn’t supposed to share. Stories of a magical plant that only her tribe had access to. He was skeptical of her fantastical tales, but it did spur him into getting a doctorate in anthropology with a focus on researching indigenous tribes of South America. He was given the opportunity to take part in a student exchange program at the University of British Columbia, and that’s where we were introduced.

I’d never met an indigenous person from the rainforest, and I was fascinated by his story. It wasn’t a condescending or pitying interest, and Carlos could tell that I genuinely respected him and his path to academia. Plus, I helped him with his English; not something I normally would’ve had the patience for. I was drawn to him, and it seemed natural to do whatever I could to improve our friendship. So far from home, he was appreciative of having a friend, and that gratitude never went away. Looking back, I suppose you could call this fate.

We became close friends and kept in touch for the ten years after Carlos left Canada. When I came to São Paulo for the conference, we spent the first night getting thoroughly shitfaced. At one point, he told me something he’d not told anyone in his entire life. He could’ve done incredible things with his career and made obscene amounts of money, but he’d kept this secret. 

He’d spent his university’s money with promises of an incredible discovery and always came back empty-handed—it actually ruined his career. Denied any more research grants, he was relegated to lecturing bored kids staring at their phones. 

He would never understand why his most sacred secret came out of his mouth that night with me, whispered into my ear over the loud music so our phones couldn’t record the conversation. In retrospect, none of it makes any sense, but I wouldn’t be here sharing my unbelievable story if he hadn’t.
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Once I’d heard Carlos’s story, I extended my stay for another week in order to convince him to take me to this tribe: “the Dream Tribe,” as he called them. He said it was impossible and he wouldn’t budge, no matter how much begging I did. 

I was never much for convincing or arguing because I never gave a shit about anything before, but I needed this. I gave my solemn word that I’d never tell another soul about his tribe, then launched into a heartfelt speech about my boredom, lack of motivation, and general ambivalence about being alive. Most importantly, I wanted more than anything to speak to my deceased parents, whom I’d lost at a young age. It struck a chord with him, and he gave in. Sometimes, I’ve wished he hadn’t. But after my healing journey, I’ve accepted what had to happen. 

I offered to sign a nondisclosure agreement and to pay for everything, something that caused a rare argument with my wife, Angela. Carlos said my word was enough. Four months later, we were trekking through the jungle.

He had previously convinced his university to pay for multiple trips to study his mother’s tribe which, at that point, was yet to make contact with the outside world, and he’d always gone alone. He’d convinced the grant committee to allow such undertakings because the tribe was his family and he spoke their language. If they didn’t pay for it, then he’d do it on his own, and they wouldn’t be able to take any credit for the discoveries from studying one of the last untouched tribes on the planet. They relented on the promise that he follow strict guidelines.

Carlos had actually found them relatively quickly thanks to the knowledge of his mother, who wanted him to meet his father and use the plant. His father had revealed himself on the third visit, but they were aliens to each other, and they had a subdued relationship.

She’d spent hundreds of hours in the forest with a young Carlos to teach him their ways, so he was comfortable living off the land for the few weeks of searching that it took. But he never told anyone what he’d found, besides his mother.

Carlos knew that the tribe would chase off or kill anyone who penetrated their perimeter, but he had a plan. It was a plan that violated every code of ethics he’d been taught, and also the promise he’d given to his university. He didn’t think this counted because it wasn’t some unknown tribe; it was his family. 

So, he disregarded the ethos of non-interference and brought a pair of walkie-talkies with him. When the tribe’s warriors inevitably chased him away without listening to a word he’d said in their language, he left one of the radios on the ground. When he was no longer being chased, he spoke into it. 

He spent two days talking into the transmitter until they eventually worked out how to talk back. They thought Carlos was a voice from the spirit world, even after he’d told them his story. They’d assumed spirits had taken his mother, and perhaps this man was there to guide them in a world that was becoming increasingly difficult to remain hidden. More importantly, the ancestors in the dream had foretold that a lost member would come back, and to accept him when he did. 

They welcomed Carlos as one of their own, and he returned to them every year; even after the University cut off his funding. He debated living with them permanently, but he’d become spoiled by the comforts of modern society; plus, he wouldn’t do that to his mother, who refused to ever go back because she feared being held against her will.

The Dream Tribe let him come and go, which went against their most sacred rule, because he brought them goodies from his world that they became dependent on. He also gave them maps showing safe places in the jungle for them to live, away from hostile forces that were quickly closing in on them with chainsaws and cattle. 

They always told him the general location where they would be for his next visit: a handful of areas where they were growing cassava. He’d come to them for almost eight years before he betrayed their trust.

I could have signed a nondisclosure agreement, and perhaps none of what was to take place would’ve happened. But Carlos considered me a friend, and a friend would never lie about something so serious as their word. Some would call Carlos naive, but you’d have to understand where thoughts and behaviors come from to understand why he did what he did—he didn’t really have a choice.
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Night had fallen. There was a full moon, and that’s when the tribe did their dream ritual.

I’d seen the plants, three of them, which were carried around in baskets made of leaves and vines. Each had an armed guard on them at all times. Holes had been dug in the forest floor, and two of those plants had been put in the ground. Carlos was told that these plants no longer existed anywhere in the world—to the tribe, the entire world was the rainforest. 

They carried these plants around for as far back as the stories went. Their ancestors had destroyed the entire species and only kept these three plants, which they protected with their lives—these people were the anointed guardians. Their entire existence revolved around keeping these plants alive while preventing anyone else from taking them.

The stories told of bloody battles fought over the plants, of entire tribes being lost to sleep sickness when they refused to do anything else but live in the dream world. It took a great amount of willpower to co-exist with this plant, and these people saw it as an honor to be the chosen ones—every one of them would give up their lives to protect it.

The fact that Carlos had ever convinced the tribe to allow him, a foreigner (albeit having their blood in his veins), to partake in this sacred event was somewhat odd. Shiny watches and walkie-talkies aside, this was as serious as life or death to these people. It could have been the lure of technology, that addictive pull to an easier and more convenient life, or it could have been the messages from the dream world—it was likely a bit of both. 

During the ritual, a group of twelve men, women, and teenagers lay on a crudely constructed platform of bamboo. Their heads were all touching and their feet fanned out in a circle. The shaman carefully stepped in between them and put a small section of a leaf in their mouths. Within a few seconds, the user fell asleep and couldn’t be woken up for another seven and half hours (give or take thirty minutes). That same process happened to three different groups, with dozens of unseen men standing guard throughout a large perimeter. The guards would rotate out every month. 

Apparently, in the past, other tribes would wait for this moment to attack and try to get the plant for themselves. So, 24/7 guard duty was part of their responsibilities. An attack hadn’t happened in this tribe’s lifetime, or for many generations past that, but they remained vigilant nonetheless.

After everyone who was supposed to take the plant had taken it, the shaman brought two leaves over to me and Carlos. I was close to having a panic attack, which hadn’t happened since I was a teenager, and I had to use the techniques I’d learned to calm myself down. 

I imagined my mother and father hugging in the kitchen. It was the only image I could still conjure of them. My heart didn’t slow down, but I knew I’d passed the worst of it. As the shaman put the piece of plant in my mouth, Carlos told me I would never be the same.

I’d taken multiple drugs in my life, and every time I tried a new one, it was a nervous feeling. But being out in the middle of nowhere, far from any doctors or ambulances, took it to another level.

I chewed the leaf—it was very bitter. Didn’t that usually mean it shouldn’t be eaten? Within a couple of seconds, I could feel sleep coming and I couldn’t open my eyes if I’d tried. How was that possible with my heart racing?

I let the drug take over, trusting my friend that I’d wake up...that I’d never be the same. I fell asleep and this path was solidified. 

A path that broke me...and broke the world.

​
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Chapter 1
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Does anybody actually enjoy hearing about someone else’s dreams? Probably not many. Luckily for you, this isn’t a story about dreams. Dreams don’t mean anything in real life. This is a story about what happened after I woke up. It’s a story I need to share, and I hope you get something out of it. 

There was one immediate side effect to taking this plant: it made the user groggy the next day. There was no headache, no nausea, and no damage to any organs—it just produced brain fog for a few hours.

When I woke up, it took a minute to get my bearings. I was back in the forest. Where? Why? Coming out of it was incredibly disorienting, from something that felt completely real to what was actually real. But there was a difference, and once I was fully awake, I knew what it was. It was like I was seeing the other world through a haze. 

But forget about the vivid dream; what about that feeling? The immense pleasure I felt while half sleeping left my body quickly upon waking, and I would’ve done anything to get it back. I’m not ashamed to admit that I’d lived many of my years in a hedonistic escape through drugs and alcohol. Yet this plant was the most dangerous thing that could’ve been introduced into my life.

I jumped out of my hammock and went to where Carlos slept. I waved a hand over his face, and a nearby guard, who was beside the solo potted plant, yelled at me while making a shooing motion with his hand. Carlos slowly opened his eyes.

“See, still alive,” he said.

“Alive?!” I exclaimed with wild eyes. “I’ve never felt this alive!”

We both laughed with childish giddiness. Carlos was finally able to share this experience with someone from his world other than his mother. How she was able to just give up the plant is still astounding to me.

“You enjoyed it then?” he asked.

“Enjoyed it? It was...” 

I didn’t know how to finish the sentence as I smiled and closed my eyes, remembering it all so clearly.

“Yes, I know. Impossible. Magical,” he said. 

“It came and went so fast. Was it real or just a dream?”

“I sometimes wonder if there’s a difference.” 

“I spoke to my mom, like, a real conversation. I remember every word. She said it was necessary that they leave me, and they knew I could handle it. You can’t imagine what it means to me to see her again. I didn’t know how badly I needed that.”

I laughed, and tears of relief came down my face, which I quickly wiped away. Carlos smiled and nodded, but he didn’t completely understand what had happened to me. He didn’t have the same blocks or emotional injuries in his energy flow that I had. That I didn’t even know I had.

It was like a large mudbank had finally broken apart and the river was flowing freely. I had no idea how powerfully that river would eventually flow inside of me; all I knew was that my energy felt different. Until then I’d never known what feeling truly alive felt like.

“After the dream,” I continued, “the intense pleasure! My nerves are tingling just thinking about it! Carlos, the whole world needs to experience this!”

He quickly sat up and got out of his hammock.

“I told you before we came out here that this was for you and you alone,” he said threateningly. His eyes became something dangerous, which I’d never seen from him before. 

“Why should they be the only ones to have it?” I said. 

“Because they say it destroys worlds!” he hissed.

The guard with the plant watched us closely, and we lowered our voices. I imagine Carlos would’ve had me killed right then if he’d known what was going to happen. 

“That’s a tad hyperbolic,” I shot back. “If anything, this would help the world!”

“You gave me your word, and that should be all that matters.” 

“You’re right. I’m sorry,” I said after realizing this was a pointless argument.

“You’re not going to be able to keep this secret, are you? I was so stupid. We must leave.”

“No, it’s fine; I’m just a little excited. I’ll keep my promise to you—I won’t tell anyone about the Dream Tribe.”

I’d always been very clear about my promise to Carlos: I wouldn’t tell anyone about the tribe. I didn’t actually do this consciously, yet I never said that I wouldn’t tell anyone about the plant. I prided myself on never lying to my peers; since they had no power over me and I never cared what they thought, there was never a reason to. But I did often knowingly twist words to bend the truth without actually lying. In this instance, it just came naturally. 

Perhaps it was the fact that English was Carlos’s third language, or perhaps it was the fact that he’d been destined to share this plant with me, but he never caught on to my deception until it was far too late.

He nodded solemnly, then panic broke out where the other tribe members had been sleeping. Everyone who was awake rushed over to the commotion, including Carlos. I was left standing with the guard by the potted plant. A tribe member stepped away from the group and called to the guard, who ran over to them with grave concern.

I didn’t want to get in their way, so I stayed where I was. I saw the potted plant that he’d left unguarded. A thought came so suddenly and violently in my mind that my limbs moved without any command from my brain. Before I knew what I was doing, I was beside the plant. I quickly took my knife out from its sheath at my waist and bent down. No time to see if anyone was watching; I’d either get away with it or I’d be dead. 

I cut a small leaf and stem from the top of the plant; it was more like a vine than a stem. The entire plant was plain-looking—like a hundred other plants and trees out there. It actually looked like the money tree we had at home, but with one thick vine as the stem. 

I quickly walked away and carefully put the prize in my cargo pants pocket. When I got enough distance from the plant, I turned back to the commotion. Nobody was watching me, and I exhaled in relief. Wails of anguish arose from the group as Carlos rushed back.

“Somebody didn’t wake up. It was one of their elders.”

“What? I thought you said this was safe?”

“They say this has never happened, but there are stories from before,” he said quietly as he looked on, worried.

The guard who’d rushed to the crowd came back, yelling and pointing at me. My stomach instantly went into my throat: someone saw me and they were going to kill me. The shaman arrived, and Carlos spoke in a calming voice. 

The guard was furious; he kept pointing at me as he yelled. The shaman spoke as he gestured into the forest.

“His father didn’t wake up,” Carlos said. “He says you are a curse. The ancestors also told the shaman to never allow you to return. We must leave now.”

I didn’t argue and we both quickly packed up our bags. All the while, the tribe quarreled loudly among themselves. Talk about a buzzkill.

“They’re debating whether to sacrifice you to appease the ancestors,” Carlos told me.

I replied meekly, “Tell them...please don’t.”

After Carlos spoke, they quieted down.

“That worked?” I asked, pleasantly surprised.

“I told them if they kill you, the forest will be full of white demons, and they will hunt them all down and take the dream plant from them.”

The tribesmen gripped their spears and bows. I tried not to look at them as I zipped up my bag and got the hell out of there, careful not to damage the stolen miracle in my pocket. 

I kept telling myself that I was justified in taking it since the shaman had taken my father’s watch. I hadn’t known pettiness was one of my fatal flaws...just add it to the list.
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It only took a few hours of bushwhacking to get to a game trail that led us out of the thick forest. When Carlos wasn’t looking, I filled my backup water bottle with dirt from the forest floor—I figured the plant would have the best chance of rooting in the soil it was accustomed to. 

For the entire hike, I vacillated between thoughts of getting an arrow in my back and the next steps for getting this cutting to take root as quickly as possible.

It just so happens that I had decent knowledge about cloning plants. I’d grown marijuana in university, and like everything I did, I didn’t go into it blindly. I’d spent months learning about horticulture before sprouting my first seed, which would suit me well. You might call this is a coincidence, but I now know better than to use that word.

The cutting needed to stay moist, so when we stopped at a creek, I inconspicuously soaked a spare shirt in the water. Then I wrapped the plant in it. 

During the walk, we talked nonstop about what we’d just experienced and what Carlos had experienced before. Usually, he didn’t know who he was speaking to in the dream, and sometimes they would just stare at him without saying anything—it could be a little creepy. That part only lasted for what felt like ten or twenty minutes, then everything turned to blackness and the full-body pleasure started.

I thought that Carlos had seriously downplayed the feeling of ecstasy that came after the dream. But for him, the pleasure was secondary to the dream experience, even if it was sometimes weird. But, yeah, he admitted that it was an incredible feeling—it was probably what heroin felt like. 

It created intense physical rapture and peace of mind that the sleeper experienced for what felt like a couple of hours. It wasn’t like being awake, nor was it like sleeping—it was a meeting of the two and created a Zen state that few humans could ever achieve in the waking world. 

I recognized how addicting it could potentially be and thought about whether it would be wise to give it to the world. Either way, I had to share it with Angela. This thought made it easy to hide any latent guilt in my mind during that time with Carlos—I was just going to share it with my wife and then probably destroy it. Maybe. I’d first see what she thought and put the decision on her shoulders; the gentleman’s way. 

By the time I made it back to my hotel in São Paulo, it’d been over thirty hours. I’d given a heartfelt goodbye to Carlos, thanked him dearly, and promised again that I wouldn’t tell anyone about the Dream Tribe. I was supposed to fly home, but that was no longer in the cards.

I didn’t know if thirty hours was too long, the leaf and stem were certainly sad and wilted, but there was nothing to be done about it, so I just focused on the next step. I put the dirt from my water bottle in a plastic cup, cut some holes in the bottom, positioned the cutting in the soil, and watered it. I set it on the windowsill and sat down on the bed. 

I stared at the little leaf for an hour—my mind going a million miles a minute, which had never happened before. I didn’t yet realize that the plant had woken something up in my being. 

A mixture of terror and excitement overwhelmed me. If it died, then I would never be able to live a content life knowing what I was missing; that created the terror. I would have to go back to the tribe, even if it meant my death. 

On the other hand, if the plant survived, then I had a major logistical and moral challenge of what to do with it. I didn’t want to get too ahead of myself; just get this thing rooted and growing first. I got on my laptop and did what I knew how to do: research.

It wasn’t too long into it when I realized that plants like this, which lived under the rainforest’s canopy, didn’t like direct sunlight. I got mad at myself; I should’ve known that. I was always hard on myself, and everyone else, for little mental gaffs. I expected everything to just go perfectly right from the get-go, and when it didn’t, I became agitated. I guess I didn’t want to deal with any hardship or stress, feeling I’d already had enough in my lifetime. But when you complain that you’ve had enough, life will kick you in the teeth a few more times to teach you what you can actually handle. 

I immediately moved the plant to a shady area of the room. I also turned off the air conditioner—it was going to be an uncomfortable couple of weeks, hopefully. The heat had already been killing me, coming from such a cool climate, but I would’ve lived in an actual oven to make this happen. I’d know if the cutting took root within a few weeks.

I took a taxi to a nursery and bought some rooting solution. I got back to my hotel and added it to the soil. I felt like I’d done everything I could. It was just a waiting game now—a form of torture I didn’t know could exist, especially with this new energy flooding into my brain. I needed to take my mind off it, so I called my family.
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I met Angela in grad school. She was completing her master’s degree in education. We had a research class together and slowly but surely developed a friendship after doing a group project. Some drinks with other classmates turned into a sleepover, which turned into sleeping over every night. It had never been the fireworks going off, love-at-first-sight type of relationship (which was a good thing since that sort of energy is unsustainable), and it evolved into something incredibly powerful and satisfying. 

Whenever I imagined life without my amazing wife, I would feel an attack starting, so I tried not to do that. I used to get panic attacks regularly after my parents died, and it threatened to happen in adulthood whenever I would think about losing those I loved, which were a very select group of individuals.

I would never be called a romantic, but Angela could live with that—she was nothing if not pragmatic, and she knew one had to make compromises in a relationship. After a few years of living together, it was clear we made a good partnership, and I nonchalantly asked her to marry me during dinner one weekday night. I do regret not doing that properly, and she would often make fun of me in front of others about it, but hey, nobody’s perfect. Our wedding was a small affair with a handful of friends and Angela’s parents—she was also a single child. 

I had no family to invite. Both of my parents, on one of their yearly trips, had died on a bus while touring Nicaragua. The bus had fallen off a cliff while traversing a mountain road; there were no survivors. 

I was twelve years old and went to live with my grandmother, who let me get away with murder because she was afraid of my emotional fragility, what with the panic attacks and all. Plus, I was always near the top of my class, which awarded me a lot of freedom. I was a teenage loner, never depending on anyone, never letting myself get too close to anyone; you know, that old trope.

My grandma passed right after I met Angela. I had no contact with any other family members. It’s hard to say if my disconnect with the world started after my parents’ death, or if it had always been there—likely a combination of the two, as tends to happen with any nature/nurture debate. A debate that’s missing a key element: the soul.

Angela was a high school history teacher, and she loved it. I could never understand her passion for something so...ordinary. I’d never found a passion, or real joy, for anything. I’d chosen a path in anthropology on a whim, and I thought about doing something different every single day. 

My parents had life insurance, which had a stipulation that half of the $500,000 would only be paid out incrementally while I was in post-secondary school. I got the other $250,000 upon turning eighteen, which I used to buy a house in Vancouver (at my grandmother’s insistence), which would multiply in value over the coming years thanks to the Chinese gobbling up real estate in British Columbia. If she hadn’t kept on my case about that, that money would’ve likely all gone up my nose, or into my liver. I wish I would’ve shown her more appreciation when she was around. 

That house would become a well-known party place, and I often had complete strangers over at 5 a.m. doing coke on the coffee table. I never really developed any close friendships (Carlos was likely my best friend, and I saw him once in ten years), and I pretty much only experienced unfulfilling one-night-stands with women. Those strangers used me and my house the same way I used them to distract thoughts away from real life.

Both of my parents valued education, and if they weren’t around to guide me in that direction, then they could do it from beyond the grave with that inheritance clause. So, I had to pick something to study. Why not anthropology? It was interesting enough; more importantly, it was the easiest course I took in first year. I only showed up for the exams and still somehow got top marks. I really just wanted easy.

In high school, I did what I felt was the bare minimum and was always in the top 5% of my class, but I got no satisfaction or drive from any of it. I knew I could have excelled at many different sports or academic paths, but after a short time of doing anything, I got bored. 

I was going through the motions, waiting for something to inspire me, but it never did. I felt hollow, and I filled that void with partying. I experimented with drugs, nothing too hard but certainly pushing the line, and I drank—something I did for way too long. It was the only time I truly let loose with people, including Angela. 

When I was intoxicated, I often told peers how my connection to this world was always hanging by a thread; I was ready to go at any time, and death seemed like a blessing. I thought I was so profound and deep while fucked up and philosophizing. I realize now that I was just a downer, and it was no wonder people didn’t form lasting friendships with me. 

I wouldn’t necessarily call it depression; if I had to label it, the closest I could describe it would be apathy. What was the point of it all? To do some boring job for forty years, have a family, buy a house, retire, and then wait for death while in constant pain? It felt like I’d already lived that life a hundred times, and none of it appealed to me; yet it was clear I was living it. 

Angela knew about my inner thoughts—my general malaise regarding life. I shared more with her than any human alive, and vice versa. She knew I would never judge her or look down on her for anything she could possibly say, or do, and we were just ourselves, always. That sort of comfort and ease can’t be overvalued in a relationship. 

She found joy, albeit subdued, in many simple things and didn’t understand what I was going through—but she still had compassion for me. She accepted me. She loved me and couldn’t imagine life without me. God, I don’t know what I ever did to deserve her. 

I was never visibly unhappy, so she didn’t actually think I would take my own life, and I wouldn’t. I was never truly suicidal; I was simply disconnected and uninterested.

We both agreed that having a child would increase our enjoyment of life and it didn’t take much effort for it to happen. We welcomed baby Jessica to the world in our third year of marriage, when we were both in our late twenties; Jessica was three when I found the plant. 

I would sometimes ponder on how there’d always been something holding me to this life. As a child, I had my parents, and then my grandmother. When I’d lost them all, Angela had shown up. If there had ever been thoughts of leaving this world, they were always squashed immediately because I couldn’t do that to the people who loved me. I guess I wasn’t a complete piece of shit.

After Jessica was born, there was no more pondering about my motivation to live. I experienced actual joy when I was with her. I experienced an unconditional love I didn’t know existed. She was my life. 
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A smile came to my face when I made the video call to my wife, something that always happened in anticipation of seeing Jessica. When Angela answered, she could see something was different.

“Well, you certainly look happy; that makes one of us,” she deadpanned. She loved her passive aggressiveness.

I smiled but didn’t say anything—let her get it out of her system.

“I was beginning to think you were going to live in the rainforest,” she continued.

“It crossed my mind, but the snakes give too much tongue,” I said, my smile expanding.

She couldn’t help but smile as well, anger never lasting long with her. 

“Did you find what you were looking for?”

“We did.” I just sat there, holding back excitement, and didn’t say anything more.

“And?”

“I don’t know how to tell you what happened. I mean, something happened. It was...beyond description.”

“Okay, well, you can try, can’t you? You have to give me something here, Theo.”

“I’d rather you experience it for yourself.”

“Cool, come home and show me.”

“No, you have to come here.”

“To Brazil? Are you nuts?”

“We both know the answer to that. But I might’ve become even crazier.”

“What the hell happened to you?” she asked again.

“Come here and see for yourself!”

“What about Jessica?”

“Leave her with your parents. Nothing might happen. I’ll know more in a few weeks.”

“What’s going to happen in a few weeks?”

“I can’t say yet, but I have to stay in Brazil.”

I wasn’t asking and I’m sure that made her rage; not that I’d ever be able to tell. Jesus, I was such a clueless jackass.

“Let’s get this straight. You spend thousands from our savings without an explanation, disappear off the face of the earth, making me wonder if you’re alive every night while I stay awake in bed, and then tell me nothing except you’ll be in Brazil for another few weeks?”

This was about as confrontational as she’d get. 

“Yeah, I’ll know more then,” I said. “If it all works out, it’ll be worth it. You have to trust me.”

“Don’t you have lectures?” she said. “You know, your job that you just took ten days off from? Not to mention leaving your wife with a toddler and her own full-time job?”

“I might quit, we’ll see.”

“Theo, what the fuck is going on?”

“Ange, God, I discovered something! I mean, I didn’t discover it, but I found something. It might not work. It still might die...probably die. I could be on my way home in a few days. But if it works...my God. It’s incredible, Ange!”

I was more excited and animated than she’d ever seen me. I’m sure part of her was relieved to finally witness it, but the larger part was petrified.

“Just tell me what it is,” she begged.

“If I talk about it now, I feel like it’ll disappear. Like a dream.”

My exuberant laugh was a bit much for her. Outright laughter was uncommon between us.

“Theo, you’re scaring me, really.”

“Don’t be scared, please. One way or another, everything will be fine. It either grows or it doesn’t. But if it grows, then...never mind; no sense in talking hypotheticals.” 

“If what grows? Did you find a dinosaur egg!?”

“I’ve said too much. I’m getting ahead of myself, and I’m trying my best not to do that. Just trust me, okay? Can you just trust me on this?”

“Three weeks?”

“At most,” I promised. 

“Do I have a choice?”

“You could divorce me,” I half joked.

“Send me the address and the papers will be there tomorrow.”

I laughed heartily and she furrowed her eyebrows in worry. How many wives would tolerate this? Coincidence? No such thing.

“What are you on? I want some.”

“You’ll try it. I mean, hopefully. God, this is so exciting!”

“Okay,” she said, her exasperation showing.

“Is Jessica there?”

“She finally went down for her afternoon nap, and I’m not waking her. I’m going to leave you alone with her for a month and see how you like it. I’ve still got thirty papers to read.” 

“If all goes to plan,” I said, “you’ll never have to read another shitty history paper again. No, never mind, forget I said that. Jesus, Theo, stop it!”

I hit my head as I scolded myself. She shook her head, bewildered. 

“Maybe you should have a nap too?”

“Good luck, that’s never happening!” 

I laughed until tears came to my eyes and then finally clued in to how worried she was.

“Ange, I’m okay, really. The best I’ve ever been. It’s all a little overwhelming right now, and it could all come crashing down. I don’t want to get too high.”

“I think you’re already plenty high.”

“Not right now. I’ll talk to you tomorrow when Jessica’s awake, okay?”

“Okay.”

“I love you so much. You have no idea how much.” 

“Umm, okay, I love you too.”

“Don’t worry,” I said, flashing my wide smile again.

“Easy for you to say.”
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I spent the next two weeks staring at the cutting. I’d often forget to eat and then force myself even when I wasn’t hungry. I lost ten pounds over that short period, yet there was an energy filling me that satiated my appetite. My mind was going a million miles an hour with possibilities and ideas and plans of what to do. I never had much of an imagination, but since taking the plant, I was having vivid visions of all sorts of things; mostly of becoming insanely wealthy. 

I became convinced that I could share my energy with the plant and make it grow. I’d heard about manifesting from kooky New Agers, and now I believed I could do it too. I spent a few hours researching how to manifest, and then I refused to leave the plant—it needed my energy and my thoughts. I was actually able to fully concentrate on just that, instead of my mind going on a new tangent every other second. I could see the plant’s roots connecting to me and growing into the planet.

I stared at the plant for so long that I could swear I saw it growing. But the hundreds of measurements I did proved that wasn’t true. I talked to it, sang to it, told it I loved it...and I meant it. 

And then, on the twenty-first day of doing nothing else but staring at the cutting, it happened: it grew a millimeter and had taken root. I wasn’t surprised by that point. I’d become so convinced I could make it grow that I would’ve only been surprised if it didn’t. Now, the real trick: don’t overwater it, and don’t fuss over it too much. Just let it grow.

I called Angela to let her know I’d be staying in Brazil indefinitely. That didn’t go over well. Fortunately, I’d planned on how to have the conversation. I was better prepared this time around and kept my hyper-manic energy in check. 

I told her about my entire experience, and I could tell she was intrigued, but quitting my job was on another level of crazy and irresponsible. I explained that I couldn’t bring the plant there because of importation laws and the danger of it dying, or being discovered. I said that in five weeks, when it was a full moon, she could come down and try it herself. She wondered out loud if it was going to turn her insane too.

On the one hand, everything I was saying and doing should’ve made her call the authorities to get me into a care facility. But I’d been nothing but logical and responsible my entire life. Even when I would go on benders for multiple days in my party years, I always took care of everything that needed doing. I’d built myself some cred. 

There was one word she used to describe me, and it was dependable. My one word to describe Angela was easygoing. She rarely ruffled feathers and prided herself on happily going with the flow. Needless to say, I usually got my way.

Regardless of her placating nature, she felt she had to give me the benefit of the doubt here. Plus, my excitement for her trying this mysterious plant was enough to quell her skepticism. We’d done a number of recreational drugs together so that part didn’t scare her. But the fact that we had a small child to worry about certainly did.

A few weeks went by, and I grew the plant to a foot tall with half a dozen branches and over twenty leaves. I decided to give it a name: Morpheus, after the Greek god of dreams. The Matrix was one of my favorite movies, so the name fit on multiple levels. I had to transfer Morpheus from the cup to an actual pot, and my hands were shaking so violently I almost dropped it. 

Once Morpheus had enough leaves to spare, I figured I better test it out before Angela came. I took a small leaf, lay in bed, and ate it. Nothing happened. I felt sick to my stomach with worry—I’d already quit my job, certain that this would work. Already given in to the temptation of selling it to the world, of the unlimited possibilities that would afford us. 

Then I remembered that it only worked on a full moon, and I calmed down. As we’d planned, Angela’s arrival would be timed exactly for that night.
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Angela left Jessica with her parents and took time off from work. Well, she actually called in sick. They wouldn’t have approved an impromptu trip to Brazil in the middle of the school year—this wasn’t some lackadaisical university. 

I met her at the airport and hugged her so hard it almost made her cry in fear. But then she saw my face when I pulled away, and it was the type of real emotion she’d been wanting from me for our entire relationship. I was truly excited and grateful to see her. My eyes were bright and shining, not dull and lifeless. She later told me that a rush of energy went through her body just being close to me. It didn’t surprise me. I felt like I had the power of a thousand suns coursing through my veins; it’d been like that since awakening in the forest.

We got back to the hotel and she saw Morpheus. She didn’t find it weird that I named it; I named lots of stupid things. The weird part was that it looked like any inconspicuous plant you might see in a tropical rainforest. But she was done doubting and questioning—there was only one thing left to do. 

The full moon was that night, something I’d said was necessary. I sure hoped it was, anyway. Our savings account had taken a major hit, not to mention my marriage might be on the line. The thing about people who keep everything in is, once they let it out, they really let it out...as in divorce.

She lay down on the bed and I was probably more nervous before giving it to her than I was when I was about to take it the first time. I could tell she was holding a lot back, as she often did. She was scared, rightfully so. But she trusted me, rightfully so. I carefully cut a small leaf from the plant and handled it like a newborn. I put it in her mouth.

“See you in seven and a half hours,” I said confidently.

She lay there for almost a full minute—nothing happened. I could see the rage building up inside of her, the dormant volcano about to finally burst. I almost threw up. I paced around the room, holding my hair, describing what was supposed to happen. Mount Angela erupted. 

After she cursed and yelled at me for lying to her and causing her so much stress, she became scared when I started crying and collapsed on the floor. I knew she wanted to get down there and hug me, but she was still too angry for that. She did say something of note, though.

“Okay, let’s work this out. It’s not the end of the world. You’ve dug us a hole, but we can fix this. If not, you’ll be the one whoring yourself out on Hastings Street, not me.”

I instantly stopped crying. I looked up at her with red eyes and smiled.

“That’s it! That’s what we have to do!”

“Whore you out?” she asked incredulously. “Hate to break it to you, pal, but you’re not that special in the sack.”

Her mean sense of humor was back, so I knew she’d forgive me. More importantly, I knew what the problem was. I jumped up off the floor and ran to Morpheus.

“No, we have to dig a hole!”
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It had all of a sudden been so obvious to me. Stupid, stupid, Theo! How did I not remember that? The tribe had put two plants in the ground and from those they had taken the leaves. The potted plant wasn’t touched. It must need to be in the ground to have any effect. 

I had to admit that it sounded ridiculous while I was explaining it to Angela. I didn’t fully believe it, if I’m being honest, but I wasn’t going to quit without trying.

We were in the heart of the city, so I rented a car, which wasn’t easy to do at midnight, and we drove for two hours until I felt we were secluded enough. We parked on the side of a dirt road, and I used a stainless-steel spoon I’d taken from the hotel to dig a hole. All the while, my poor wife fearfully wondered if she’d be raising a child on her own while the father drooled on himself in a padded room. She later loved to needle me with that one, in her passive-aggressive way of telling me how worried I’d made her.

I got Morpheus into the ground and waited half an hour, just in case. I stayed away from Angela and the car during that time. I then cut off a small leaf and nervously brought it to her. The time was almost 3 a.m., and Angela was passing out in the front seat. 

I opened the door, covered in dirt and dried sweat, and told her to lay in the back. She shook her head in annoyance but had to comply before we could move on to the next step in getting me help. She ate the leaf, and right before she fell asleep, she whispered, “You’re lucky.”

In the beginning, I checked her vitals every ten minutes. Then I started to relax; not really relax, but relieved that it had worked. Relieved that I wasn’t crazy. 

I took another leaf off Morpheus to try the next night, and then thought about putting the plant back in its pot. But what if it severed the connection when out of the ground? What kind of crazy thought was that? I figured I’d better wait until after she woke up to put it in the pot, just to be safe.

I observed her for most of her trip. What did it look like while someone was on this? She looked asleep. Her eyes weren’t moving like they would be in REM sleep, which was curious to me. Then again, the dream part only lasted a short time; maybe her eyes would move during that. There were a lot of studies and things we’d have to do before releasing this to the world. 

What if Angela didn’t feel the same way I did? What if she had a terrible experience and wanted nothing to do with it? Would I divorce her if she forbid me from going forward? 

I told myself to stop with the what-ifs. Take each moment as it comes and go from there. Overthinking the future and weighing out all possibilities before they happened had always been a curse for me. Or was it a blessing?

I was eventually able to fall asleep, but set an alarm for when she should wake up. I ended up not needing the alarm as the heat woke me up much earlier, and I had to periodically get the air conditioning going. She woke up right on cue with the same mental fog I’d felt. She focused on me, and I could tell the wheels were starting to turn.

“Good morning. How was it?”

She stared at me, thoughts processing, brain sluggish.

“What the fuck just happened?” she asked while putting her hands to her forehead.

“Was it not good?” I asked, paralyzed with worry.

All of my plans and hopes were hanging on this moment. And then she smiled. And then she laughed. I joined her. The laughter built until it was borderline maniacal. I knew I had her on board.

“We’re going to be so fucking rich!” I yelled at the top of my lungs. 

​
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Chapter 2
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The thing about taking on something incredibly difficult is that each new step tends to be harder than the last. The challenge, then the subsequent success from the previous obstacle, prepares you for the next seemingly impossible task. 

This is how life works when you leave your comfort zone and go after your dreams. You’re continually heated in a forge and doused in water until you become an unbreakable spear slicing through adversities. That is the path Angela and I were about to take. 

If I’d known where this seemingly innocent plant would lead us, then I would’ve destroyed it immediately. That’s why I wasn’t shown that path. Everything coming from my supercharged imagination was all positive. 

However, when all was said and done, there could be no denying that it had to happen the way it did, tragedies included. That’s the way life works—you can’t tell the purpose of horrible events until the story is finished being told. Some refer to it as God’s plan. We didn’t believe in God, we believed we were forging our own path; no such thing as fate.

We had some decisions to make once we agreed to move forward. We could go to an investor and get the funding for research, testing, and growing facilities, but neither of us wanted to share this discovery. The challenge and excitement of doing this on our own, from nothing, was intoxicating. To own it all and have no one else tell us what to do—that was the freedom we’d been craving, as everyone craves, our entire lives. 

Would Angela miss teaching? Probably not. She was only telling herself she loved her job because any other thought wasn’t beneficial to her mental health. A job’s a job, and it was as satisfactory as any. A lot of good moments were mixed in with the bad, like anything in life. It was overall fulfilling, but if she didn’t need the money, would she still do it? Not a chance in hell.

So, we talked for many hours after her waking and came up with a plan. We’d sell the house, which was almost paid off, and we’d go all-in on this venture. The house had tripled in value since purchase and was now worth $2 million. We could only hope it would be enough.

I’d already told my school that I wouldn’t be coming back, and now Angela did the same. She felt bad for her students...oh well, get used to disappointment, kids. After her parents agreed to look after Jessica, she began her search for long-term accommodations while I researched the legality behind launching an unknown plant into the world. 

I was glad to learn that I could simply call it an herbal supplement to help with sleeping, and it didn’t need to pass any FDA inspections to be sold in America. Seems like that shouldn’t be true, but it was. Some countries had different laws, but America was going to be our target market. There were a ton of Americans and they had money. Plus, whatever became popular in America spread throughout the world.

Should we run lengthy research studies and have thousands of participants? We could, as we both had research experience, and it would probably only take a couple of years to get sufficient data. But why? The Dream Tribe had already been doing it for centuries, maybe millennia, and if they were still doing it, then it had to be safe, right? 

I’d eventually told Angela about the tribe, despite my promise to Carlos. She was my wife; it didn’t count. And I’d sworn her to secrecy as well—everyone knew she kept better secrets than me.

A faint memory of someone not waking up crept into my mind, but I quickly wrote it off as an elderly man simply dying in his sleep. Even if the plant did cause it, the tribe said it had never happened to them before. Every drug has a risk of danger. Alcohol and tobacco were legal, and they killed millions of people every year. We would attach strict usage warnings, and people would have to sign a waiver.

Furthermore, if we allowed study participants to take part and then leave to tell others, it would become more and more difficult to keep the plant secure. This brought me to another quandary: how to patent it? 

Turns out you could patent plants, but only if you’ve genetically changed the plant in some way, or discovered it on cultivated land. It wasn’t possible to patent a wild plant. I couldn’t show the proof needed for a patent unless I gave up the Dream Tribe. So, anybody could get their hands on this “herbal supplement” and sell it themselves. Security was going to be of the utmost importance. 

We decided we would rent a small piece of land and build a little greenhouse with a shaded cover to mimic the forest environment. We would invest in security cameras, motion lights, and a fortified entry into the nursery—but we also didn’t want to cause too much interest in a simple greenhouse, lest it draw attention and make someone want to see what was inside.

The ideas were coming to us quickly, her mind having been opened up as well, and we kept talking over each other. The excitement and anticipation were too much at times; the energy and the ideas needed out. We needed to start a checklist and begin getting things done ASAP. 

Number one was obtaining a business visa in Brazil—I was put in charge of that. It was fortunate that Canada and Brazil had a tax treaty, so we would only need to pay income tax in one country. 

Number two was selling the house—Angela was assigned that duty. Even if we were going to lose a bit, speed was the key; we only had about $40,000 to our name, including credit cards, and that would go quickly. We also needed to get more credit while we still could.

Number three was keeping the plant alive. It really didn’t require much maintenance: leave it in indirect sunlight and give it water once a week. 

And then there was number four on the list: Jessica.
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The conversation with Angela’s parents went about as well as one would expect; they thought their daughter had lost her mind. But what could they do? Make us crazy kids come home and beg for our jobs back? We were adults who wanted to do something different with our lives; who were they to tell us we couldn’t? Plus, they’d already done the whole “live for retirement thing,” and they couldn’t tell us that was the way to go.

Bill and Mary booked a flight and would arrive with Jessica in a couple of weeks. Angela and I discussed the pros and cons of letting her parents be guinea pigs and decided if we were going to release it to the world, then we had to be willing to give it to our family. But not Jessica. Never children. But what age? Teenagers were doing it with the Dream Tribe, so eighteen would surely be safe.

I met Bill and Mary at the airport. They couldn’t believe how happy I looked—I was usually a pretty subdued guy. I picked up Jessica, hugged her tight and was dancing around and giggling with her. Whatever I’d taken, they wanted some. My wife was certainly a chip off the old block of these two.

Angela had rented a nice little property outside the city with a greenhouse, for which we shaded the roof and installed a security system. By the time Bill and Mary arrived, I had twenty different clones growing from Morpheus—they were just about ready to be transferred to larger growing pots.

Bill and I got along well, especially when we were drinking and watching hockey—go Canucks. He was a no-nonsense truck driver looking forward to retirement. 

But it was Mary whom I always felt closer to, and I saw her as my adopted mom. She was a nurse also nearing retirement and only took the odd shift here and there. They loved taking care of Jessica, and besides the junk food they often fed her, it worked out perfectly for all involved. She was their only grandchild, after all. 

After some catching up, and detailed discussions about the legality and safety of it all, Bill and Mary were ready to try the plant. I’d eaten the leaf I’d taken from Morpheus during Angela’s first trip, but it hadn’t worked. I discovered that cut leaves became benign quickly, even if the plant was in the ground.

We also learned that the plant from which the leaf had been taken needed to be in the ground during the entire duration of the trip. The crazy thought I’d had while Angela was on it that first night had turned out to be true. It was a jolting and highly unpleasant experience to be woken up like that. We were dumbfounded. 

We also learned a couple other things once we got Morpheus planted in the ground of our new home, such as the plant still worked when it wasn’t a full moon. The experience was different but still undoubtedly mind-altering; more importantly, still incredibly pleasurable. 

Perhaps the most shocking thing we learned was that the mother plant needed to be alive and in the ground for a clone to take root. I wondered if the Dream Tribe had put that mother plant in the ground for that entire time until Morpheus took root. There was no way to know then. But I now know that my link with Morpheus, connecting with it in my mind, with my soul, created the ground that it needed to take root. 

On the next full moon, after tucking Jessica into bed, we gave Bill and Mary their leaves. Angela took it as well because she didn’t enjoy the nervousness from watching her parents sleep. Plus, she hoped she’d be able to see them in her dream. It didn’t work like that; dead people only. I wasn’t allowed to take it because someone needed to not be in a coma in case Jessica woke up, or the house started on fire. My yearning for it, and jealousy of them being on it while I tossed and turned, should’ve been a major red flag about the dangers of this thing. 

Her parents woke up and got just as excited as us. Mary didn’t think we’d be able to sell this for very long before governments stepped in, since it was clearly some sort of hallucinogenic opioid, but it was worth a shot. She saw people being prescribed a lot worse drugs at her hospital every day. 

They stayed for a couple of weeks and then flew back home. There were discussions of them coming back with their two Yorkshire terriers, but those plans were put on the back burner; everyone agreed we should wait to see how it would all play out.

So, Jessica stayed in Brazil with us. She often played in the greenhouse while we worked, and that was the case until she trampled a plant, which made me explode, which made Angela explode at me. That was apparently her trigger point, which we had never experienced before. 

There was potentially a lot of money in just one of those plants, and we needed to grow them quickly. The financial stress, the gamble we were taking, was exacting a huge toll on me. It was no excuse, though. Jessica cried as Angela scooped her up and I felt horrible—we got an English-speaking nanny for her after that. The woman signed an NDA and we told her we were doing government research on a medicinal plant. Miraculously, the trampled plant suffered no ill effects. They turned out to be incredibly hardy things that you had to put effort into killing.

Within three months, the greenhouse was full of about sixty healthy plants. They were slow growers when in the ground, and they tended to max out in size at about a foot and a half tall. And they never produced any flowers or seeds, so how did they reproduce? Where the hell did a plant like this even come from?

The more important discovery was that the clones didn’t lose efficacy—the sixtieth plant did the exact same thing as Morpheus. Morpheus wasn’t technically alive anymore, since it had been picked clean of all stems and leaves; sentimentality had no room in this venture. So, I created another Morpheus that wouldn’t be used for cloning. It was my homage to the mother of them all. 

We’d been eating the leaves of different plants every night—we were the test subjects so it was okay to do it that much. Besides the usual grogginess for the first couple of hours after waking, there didn’t seem to be any ill effects. Although, the not being able to wake thing caused anxiety. So, we had to hire another nanny in case Jessica woke up in the middle of the night. 
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