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PATCH NOTES: CANNABIS

The Plant That Didn’t Ask For Any of This

By Matt Dalby

Copyright © 2026 Matt Dalby

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, copied, stored, or transmitted in any form without permission from the author.

Brief quotations may be used for reviews, discussion, or commentary.

This is a work of creative non-fiction and philosophical observation.

It explores humanity’s relationship with cannabis, history, perception, change, and culture through humour and storytelling.

This book is not medical advice.

It is not legal advice.

It is not an instruction manual.

It is simply a plant’s slightly confused report on the most complicated species on Earth.

Sometimes the most interesting thing we study...

is ourselves.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


The Plant That Didn’t Ask For Any of This

For millions of years, the plant had one job.

Grow.

That was it.

No ambitions. No deadlines. No comparing itself to other plants. No wondering if it should have achieved more by now.

The plant simply existed.

Sunlight arrived. Rain arrived. Seasons changed. Life continued.

A perfectly reasonable arrangement.

Then humans appeared.

This is usually the moment in Earth’s history where things become more complicated.

Because humans have a unique ability. We can look at almost anything in the universe and ask one very dangerous question.

“What else could this become?”

That question is responsible for almost everything we have ever created.

A wolf became a family dog. A cave became a home. A spark became electricity. Sand became computer chips. Thoughts became books. Sounds became music.

A tiny idea inside one person’s imagination can eventually change millions of lives.

It is humanity’s greatest feature.

It is also occasionally our biggest bug.

Because humans struggle with one very simple concept.

Leaving things alone.

Eventually, we discovered cannabis.

The plant was probably expecting normal plant treatment.

Sunlight.

Water.

Maybe occasionally being eaten by something.

Regular plant problems.

Instead, it accidentally became one of the most discussed plants in human history.

Which must have been confusing.

Because from the plant’s perspective, nothing actually changed.

It did not wake up one morning and decide:

“I think today I will become controversial.”

It did not gather nearby plants together for an emergency meeting.

It did not announce:

“Important update. Cannabis 2.0. Now featuring arguments.”

It just kept growing.

Humans handled the rest.

We studied it. Named it. Used it. Feared it. Celebrated it. Banned it. Defended it.

Then, because we are humans, we added the final boss.

Paperwork.

The plant:

“I have concerns about this species.”

A reasonable observation.

Because underneath all the arguments was something much simpler.

People.

Humans were never really just chasing a plant.

They were chasing things humans have searched for since the beginning.

Relief. Peace. A different perspective.

A quiet moment inside a very loud mind.

Because intelligence came with a side effect nobody warned us about.

A deer does not stand in a field worrying it wasted its twenties.

A cat does not sit on a windowsill replaying an awkward moment from fifteen years ago.

A dog does not compare itself to more successful dogs online.

Humans do.

We received imagination.

One of nature’s greatest features.

Then immediately used it to imagine everything that could possibly go wrong.

Feature installed.

Bug discovered.

So humans searched for buttons.

Ways to adjust the experience of being alive.

Everyone has their own.

Some people run until their thoughts become quiet. Some people lift weights. Some people create art. Some people disappear into books. Some people write those books.

Some people need coffee every morning before activating human mode.

Humans have always searched for ways to adjust the settings.

Cannabis was simply one of those settings.

Not the only one.

Not the whole story.

Just one very old chapter in the very strange instruction manual of humanity.

But then humans did what humans always do.

We updated it.

Because discovering something is apparently only the beginning.

A normal species finds something useful and stops.

Humans find something useful and say:

“That’s interesting.”

Historically, “that’s interesting” is usually the sentence that appears immediately before things get completely out of control.

The original discovery was simple.

“This plant does something.”

Thousands of years later:

“This carefully cultivated version has specific characteristics, detailed information, and looks like someone sprinkled sugar over an alien Christmas tree.”

Progress.

Probably.

The plant:

“I was literally just standing here.”

Unfortunately, standing near humans is risky.

Because eventually we ask questions.

Can we make it stronger?

Yes.

Can we study every tiny detail?

Yes.

Can we create new versions?

Yes.

Can we make it purple?

Apparently yes.

Can we put it inside tiny cartridges of golden liquid that look like they power spaceships?

Obviously.

We are humans.

Of course we can.

But every human update eventually returns to the same question.

Just because we can change something...

Should we?

And when we change it, what exactly are we trying to improve?

The thing we found?

Or ourselves?

Because after thousands of years of debate, cannabis remained surprisingly calm.

It never argued.

It never defended itself.

It never asked humanity to choose a side.

It just grew.

Humans were the ones who kept changing the story.

One generation saw danger.

Another saw rebellion.

Another saw medicine.

Another saw business.

Another saw possibility.

Same plant.

Different human lens.

And maybe that is the most interesting part.

The strangest thing about humans is that every time we investigate something else, we accidentally reveal ourselves.

Our fears.

Our hopes.

Our contradictions.

Our endless desire to make tomorrow slightly better than yesterday.

After thousands of years studying, modifying, controlling, banning, legalising, and improving the plant, maybe we finally discovered the truth.

Cannabis was never the experiment.

Humanity was.

End of Chapter One
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The Paperwork Update

The plant had survived a lot.

Millions of years of evolution.

Changing climates.

Different environments.

Animals trying to eat it.

Nature had tested cannabis in almost every possible way.

Then humans invented something nature could never have prepared it for.

Paperwork.

The plant had survived storms. It had survived droughts. It had survived insects.

But there was no evolutionary defence against a person holding a clipboard.

This was an entirely new threat.

The plant:

“I am starting to miss the insects.”

A fair reaction.

Because humans do not just live in reality.

We organise it.

We name things.

We categorise things.

We create systems to explain the world around us.

Most of the time, this is one of our greatest abilities.

Without labels, civilisation does not work.

A bottle without a label becomes a guessing game.

A road without signs becomes chaos.

A world without systems becomes almost impossible to navigate.

Humans need organisation.

Although, to be fair, sometimes it does look suspiciously like we are making it up as we go along.

Because the strange thing about systems is this:

The thing usually existed first.

The system arrived afterwards.

Nature created.

Humans labelled.

Cannabis discovered this better than most.

For thousands of years, it remained the same plant.

Meanwhile humanity kept changing the description.

Traditional.

Dangerous.

Rebellious.

Illegal.

Medical.

Business.

Same plant.

Different patch notes.

The plant:

“I am starting to think this conversation is not actually about me.”

And strangely, it might have been right.

Because one of the most fascinating things about humans is how quickly meaning can change.

Something can exist one way for years.

Then one day the story receives an update.

Same reality.

Different context.

Different label.

Different reaction.

The plant did not transform.

It did not put on glasses and become respectable.

It did not wake up one morning and announce:

“I have decided to become professional now.”

It simply received one of the most powerful upgrades humans can give anything.

Permission.

And permission changes how humans see the world.

Because we are not just responding to objects.

We are responding to everything we have learned about them.

Everything we have heard.

Everything we have experienced.

Everything we believe.

Human brain update required.

Installing new perspective.

Please wait.

Estimated time remaining:

Unknown.

Because changing rules is easy.

Changing feelings is harder.

And that was never just about cannabis.

That was about being human.

We have always updated our understanding of the world.

Things once considered impossible became normal.

Things once considered normal became strange.

Every generation inherits a version of reality.

Then slowly edits it.

Usually while the previous generation complains about the update.

Because apparently even civilisation has terms and conditions nobody reads.

Cannabis became another example of something humans have always done.

We take reality.

Then we add stories.

Sometimes those stories help us.

Sometimes they protect us.

Sometimes they limit us.

And sometimes they become so powerful that we forget they are stories.

Different people looked at the exact same plant and saw completely different things.

Some saw danger.

Some saw relief.

Some saw questions.

Some saw answers.

Same plant.

Different human experience.

The plant:

“So just to confirm... I stayed exactly the same?”

“Yes.”

“And humans changed the entire meaning around me?”

“Yes.”

“Interesting species.”

And it was right.

Because the plant never changed teams.

It never joined a debate.

It never understood why everyone was arguing.

It was far too busy doing what plants do.

Growing.

After millions of years surviving everything nature could create, cannabis finally met the most complicated force on Earth.

Not storms.

Not predators.

Not disease.

Human interpretation.

Because nature creates things.

Humans create meanings.

And sometimes those meanings become so powerful that changing the label feels like changing reality itself.

But underneath all the updates...

Underneath all the systems...

Underneath all the paperwork...

The reality was always there.

Quietly waiting.

Just like the plant.

End of Chapter Two
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The Human Update

Humans are very good at updating technology.

Phones update.

Computers update.

Apps update.

Sometimes they update when nobody asked them to.

Usually five minutes before you actually need to use them.

A very thoughtful feature.

Obviously.

But the most difficult thing humans ever have to update is not a device.

It is themselves.

Because changing information is simple.

Changing a belief is complicated.

A phone does not complain when you install new software.

It does not say:

“Actually, I preferred who I was before.”

It does not ignore the notification for six months because the old version feels comfortable.

It just updates.

Humans are different.

Humans carry history.

Experiences.

Memories.

Lessons.

Thousands of little stories collected throughout their lives.

And sometimes reality appears with new information and quietly says:

“Update available.”

The human response is usually:

“Can I remind myself later?”

Which is understandable.

Nobody enjoys discovering the world is more complicated than they thought.

Simple stories are comfortable.

Good and bad.

Right and wrong.

Safe and dangerous.

Nice organised folders.

Human brains love folders.

The problem is reality has never been particularly interested in staying inside them.

Very inconsiderate.

Cannabis became one of those complicated folders.

For a long time, many people grew up with a very simple message.

Cannabis belonged in one place.

One category.

One story.

Then slowly something strange happened.

The conversation changed.

Scientists studied.

Doctors discussed.

Laws shifted.

Opinions moved.

The plant did exactly what it had been doing the entire time.
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