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			Author’s Note

			I have sort of composited characters, somewhat altered time lines, mudged the odd fact, basically changed all proper nouns that don’t belong to me and Vito, reimagined dialogue to the point of invention, and other-wise did my best to ensure the reader’s enjoyment and the impossibility of this document ever being admissible in court.

			But of course nobody portrayed in this book did anything illegal. Everybody portrayed in this book was, as much as one could be in the gray area of legally growing pot, compliant with all state and local laws, including, but not limited to, the Compassionate Care Act and California SB 420, in perpetuity and throughout the universe, amen.

			—Heather Donahue

			             SAN FRANCISCO, JULY 4, 2011
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			“I aimed to be a student not of longing but of light.”

			—Maggie Nelson, Bluets

			“Fail again. Fail better.”

			—Samuel Beckett, Worstward Ho

			“Where are the men?” the little prince asked, politely.

			The flower had once seen a caravan passing.

			“Men?” she echoed. “I think there are six or seven of them in existence. I saw them, several years ago. But one never knows where to find them. The wind blows them away. They have no roots and that makes their life very difficult.”

			—Antoine de Saint-Exupéry, The Little Prince
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		THE LEAP

		TODAY IS THE LAST DAY OF A SAME THAT WILL NEVER BE THE SAME AGAIN. At least that’s what I’m hoping.

		Today is leap day. I am moving. Or my stuff is, via some Ukrainians with excellent biceps. If there ever was a day that deserved a fat spank of carpe diem it’s this one. February 29—a day that won’t repeat for four more years. Thank God. I don’t think I could handle such leaps annually. But for now, for this minute, this moment, I’m smack dab in the middle of an empty apartment in the middle of the basin, the Hollywood flats. Not quite obscured by power lines and palms is the iconic Paramount water tower. The ocean lost in smog is technically to my right, though I can’t prove it. It’s not a clear day. A staunch wall of mountains is allegedly behind me. The air is a color most familiar to dentists.

		Today I am a city girl. I was also a city girl yesterday and the 12,478 days before that. Palm trees line the street formerly known as my street. They’re so stunning in their towering uniformity that they make you look up. I like anything that helps a person remember to look up. On windy days they sway like drunk sentinels. They bend but don’t break. When the wind dies down, they stand tall again. Good for them. That was the thing that sold me on the place, those neat tall guards lined up so straight and long they diminished to specks as the street dead-ended at the 101. I thought they beckoned, saying, Follow, follow, you’re on the path. I believe in the preternatural wisdom of trees, though I also shave my armpits.

		Tomorrow I will be a country girl, with chickens and a dog and a garden full of organic veggies (and medical marijuana). I have never been a country girl before, though I once went on a hayride as a child. Still, I have a very vivid picture of what it will be like: I will wear rubber boots and possibly overalls, and there may or may not be a piece of straw hanging out of my mouth when you least expect it. I will be small and serene among the cannabis and pines that blanket the hills of Nuggettown—they too will sway but sometimes they will break and I will find them more relatable. I will grow my own food (and pot), raise chickens (and pot), and maybe a dog (and pot).

		THE CITY OF ANGELS

		WHEN MY EX WACŁAW AND I MOVED HERE IN 1998, THIS APARTMENT WAS in an undesirable yet affordable location, gunshots be damned. It was also rent-controlled. It is now in a desirable yet unaffordable location, gunshots be damned. Wacław said, “I don’t know. I have a feeling like something bad happened here.” Two years later we found out the previous tenant had been robbed then stabbed after inviting a homeless guy up for a beer. I was told he died in the hospital, which was supposed to make it better. “There was blood everywhere,” the tenant who eventually told me said. “Everything in there needed to be replaced. Rugs, drywall—why’d you think it was so nice and big for so cheap?” I didn’t think. I was a twenty-four-year-old aspiring actress fresh from New York with not so much as a temp job in these parts, and it was close to the freeway. Last year my friend Mr. Kim, who ran the mini-mart on the corner and had a much-beloved Chihuahua named Pinky who sang his ringtone, was shot in the face about a hundred yards from where I was sitting on the red couch, which used to be next to where I’m standing right now before the aforementioned Ukrainians put it in a truck for twice the estimate they gave me on the phone. I cried and got ten percent off the one hundred percent increase. I didn’t cry on purpose to get the discount. I cried because it’s hard to let go of what you know even when it’s threadbare and moth-eaten and formerly bloodstained and generally very last century.

		For the last decade I’ve lived not only in Hollywood the neighborhood, I have also lived in Hollywood the industry/mythic land. I was an actress. I couldn’t do anything else. If I had something to fall back on, I would. I stopped thinking about all the other things I might be, because then I might have trouble keeping the faith. If I could just as well be a botanist, psychologist, lawyer, or trucker, then I might not pound the pavement with the requisite verve. And let’s face it, none of those options sounds as much fun as being an actress. I made the commitment and prepared the ritual sacrifice, which consisted mostly of headshots, résumés, and the absence of cheese.

		When a rough little indie film I did called The Blair Witch Project became a turn-of-the-century phenomenon, it briefly led me to believe that I would have a sustainable career, but it was more like a brushfire.

		THE GIRL FROM THE BLAIR WITCH PROJECT

		ONE VIVID NIGHT, I LEFT AN INTERVIEW AND THERE WAS A CROWD OF people waiting with stuff they wanted me to sign, mostly eight-by-tens of me looking happier. I signed for a few minutes, but it was after midnight and I just wanted to go home. The folks who were waiting didn’t like this. The publicist ushered me into her car. They followed. She was trying to lose them, but couldn’t. We drove past billboards with my face on them. This went on for about thirty minutes. We pulled over and tried to wait them out, see if they’d pass. They waited about a hundred yards behind us. We continued to circle; they continued to follow. After an hour, we found the West Hollywood sheriff’s station, and they gave us an escort.

		When I arrived at my apartment, Wacław was stoned on the couch, watching TV. He once worked at Successories, peddling pictures of bald eagles illustrating such go-getterisms as “Your attitude determines your altitude” from a kiosk in a New Jersey mall—but that was a long time ago. When we met, he was a square-jawed, Slavically accented director of photography. His primary occupation at this point, four years into our relationship, was stoner. He used pot to open himself up but never managed to bridge his own gap. I hated pot for letting him believe he was present. I loved it for the way it let him be touched.

		I turned the deadbolt and bawled. I bawled so hard I couldn’t breathe. That was when a commercial for the movie came on. I bawled harder and Wacław, glassy-eyed, said, “I knew this would ruin us,” but held me anyway, not hugging so much as tethering, the way a sandbag tethers a hot-air balloon.

		There’s this part toward the end of the movie where I’m hyperventilating with snot dripping out of my nose because my character thinks she’s going to die. It was part of the commercial. It echoed in the living room, and each stabbing inhale ricocheted around the apartment. The sobs on the TV matched exactly the sobs I choked live. My dream, it could be said, had come true.

		I am, to this day, often correctly mistaken for The Girl from The Blair Witch Project, who is also Heather Donahue, which is confusing. This began in 1999, with the release of the film. I never saw it in a theater after it played at the Sundance Film Festival. When it premiered at the Angelika in New York, I watched the line stretch around the block from across the street, because I was supposed to be dead. The premise of the movie is that it’s the found footage of three student filmmakers who died while they were shooting it. The main thrust of the marketing scheme was to convince people that we were really dead. It worked so well that my parents received sympathy cards.

		By the time that line snaked around the block in New York, the movie had already taken on a life of its own that had little to do with me. It wasn’t until ticket sales plateaued that the three of us, Michael Williams, Joshua Leonard, and I, were resurrected. At that point, there were a lot of people who didn’t believe we were really the actors from the movie. They thought it was the next level of hoax. Despite the fact that the three of us were trained actors who also improvised and shot the film, the marketing angle positioned us as three random kids who were dropped in the woods. It was hard to convince people, both professionally and randomly, otherwise. At no point did any of us think that supernatural forces were really out to get us. I was no more really afraid of the piles of rocks in Blair Witch than I was really awestruck at being inside a spaceship in Taken. We believed it into being. That’s what actors do. They disappear and reemerge through someone else’s words. That’s another reason why I quit. I wanted my story back.

		What really scared me about Blair Witch was what happened after. It’s a strange thing to be told you’re not really an actress when that’s what you spent your young adult life training for. It’s even stranger to be told that your name isn’t really yours anymore, that it’s somebody else’s intellectual property now. The most basic things that a person roots a self to—name and occupation—were gone. I wasn’t an actress. I wasn’t Heather Donahue. I was The Girl from The Blair Witch Project and I was supposed to be dead.

		I’m sure somewhere on the cover of this book will be the words The Blair Witch Project, and believe me, I will have tried to prevent that. There’s no me without it for any but the people I love. And even with them it takes a while.

		Still, it wasn’t until I did a movie called The Morgue and found myself sprawled on wet asphalt with apple juice dribbling from my mouth and rubber tubing draped suggestively across my face, having just simulated death by mock fellatio, that I had to think, Maybe this acting thing isn’t really working out. I was a Hollywood has-been. I wanted to begin again.

		THE GREAT PURGE

		AFTER I REALIZED I WASN’T GOING TO BE AN ACTRESS ANYMORE, I VISITED, as a Californian might, my Ayurvedic doctor. Dr. Iqbal suggested, “When the body is hungry, eat. When the body is tired, sleep.” Which seems pretty basic, but who has that kind of time? He also prescribed herbs and some Rumi, a Sufi poet who wrote, among other things, “Die before you die.” I took this to mean something like, “Empty your cup so that it may be filled with something more delicious, like an Arnold Palmer, or a root beer float.” So I set about emptying my cup. I didn’t want to be The Girl from The Blair Witch Project anymore, but I couldn’t tell where the root of that was so I just pulled hard and deep. I called it The Great Purge.

		I gave away what I could. I gave the flannel shirt I wore in the movie to a homeless guy on Gower. He left it behind the fence in the parking lot of the now abandoned mini-mart where Mr. Kim died, so I passed it every day and tracked how it faded in the sun. Only on the first day was I tempted to scale the fence and take it back, maybe sell it on eBay, but I wasn’t calling this The Partial Purge.

		I drove out to the desert—Joshua Tree. I hadn’t eaten anything for twenty-one days. I was there to shed. To shed a skin whole, to shed a story like a snake. My scalp was itchy and my sagging sweatpants sang a stained refrain from the day’s munch of miles. Lucy, the ten-year-old four-wheel-drive I bought new from signing autographs, was full of plastic bags stuffed with my last ten years. I had nothing left to lose. Not even ten pounds. I lifted the grill on the fire pit and it sang like a locker door, rusty bones, a maw. I stacked the logs in a perfect Girl Scoutian teepee, filled the empty pit with the first load of résumés, headshots, lingerie, lint, until it was full full full of shit shit shit. Like a constipated belly. Or me.

		White buds swelled on the yuccas. We were all so close to blooming.

		I sat in a ten-dollar captain’s chair from Target with my feet up, smoking the remains of a joint from a previous relationship, drinking the sole beer I brought. It was like one of those Corona commercials, except instead of white sand there was ash. It took a while to get the blaze glowing, but when it did, I was treated to chartreuse, fuschia, aquamarine—bright with the toxic rainbow of my incinerating trash, I was a speck—no—a spark. Photos burn pretty. Ditto lingerie.

		My past in embers fluttered up like fireflies, danced around my head. I looked up to the half full moon and everything and no one and said out loud: “Bring it.”

		LADY GODIVA AND THE TIT WHISKER

		ASIDE FROM THE BURNING OF MY SHIT AND THE GENERAL URGE TOWARD change and the lack of career prospects and the utter lack of interest in going to law school like a normal hyperverbal d-bag, there is a man involved, as there often is when a woman relocates. I met Judah three months after The Great Purge.

		Like everything, we began in warm water.

		I said, “Bring it,” so he did.

		Like any devout Californian with an urge to transcend, I went to a silent meditation retreat. For most of it, I heard in my head Neil Young’s “Rockin’ in the Free World,” and on entering the lunchroom, the sitcomesque catchphrase “Stop hatin’, start tatin’!” by which I meant instead of hating, one should meditate, which was followed, in my head, by everyone in the lunchroom doing the wave, which amused me to no end. That’s the kind of thing silence does to me. On the last day, everyone found their tongues again and warm popcorn was served in silver bowls. Fingers brushed and bloomed among the kernels. For some of us, language was wobbly. For others, it came in gusts. I was the former. He was the latter.

		He was not the man I noticed in the meditation hall, the one who sat in radiant stillness. He was the fidgety guy to the left. Now he’s Judah, a sleepy, blond Barney Rubble/skateboy hybrid with a sprinkle of permafreckles across his nose configured like Orion’s Belt. He didn’t wait to ask before sitting beside me.

		“Where are you from?” I asked.

		“Little place called Nuggettown.”

		Ding.

		“Seriously?”

		“You know it?”

		I did. The first time I went to Nuggettown was with Wacław. After driving through hilly, heady swaths of pine and cedar, we happened upon the bitty burg. As soon as we stepped into the old school Western shoot-’em-up charms of Main Street, I proclaimed with absolute solidity: “I am going to live here.” It was on my itinerary for this trip, after the retreat, because I wanted to go back and see if I’d have that same feeling again. “I thought about going there on my way down south.”

		“On your way down south?” A grin bubbled through his earnestness.

		“LA.” I stayed stoic. Zen, even.

		“Random,” Judah said. His eyes were the color and texture of this pair of leather pants I once had and always felt good in.

		“Yeah, but it kind of makes sense.” Which is the kind of thing you can say after a meditation retreat, when the whole wide world really does seem to make sense for a minute.

		“What do you do there?” I asked him.

		“I grow pot.”

		Ding.

		“Are you supposed to just tell people like that?”

		“I don’t usually, but at the moment I feel safe.”

		This I feel safe was a liquid and contagious thing. We passed it around through each other’s eyes and that we’re-the-only-two-people-in-the-room thing happened and I meant it when I said, “I feel safe too.”

		“I’m going to a hot spring this afternoon,” he said. “You want to come?”

		Ding-ding-ding.

		When I arrived at the parking lot, after scrubbing toilets, one of the more humbling ways to be of service at the retreat, he was already there, sharing pictures on his phone with a woman who had a scar on her brow. He looked up at me, then quickly down. “She’s beautiful,” the woman said, and my shoulders climbed a little. “How old is she?”

		“Eighteen months,” he said. “So are you going to meet me at the springs?” he asked her, and I thought I’d made a terrible mistake. I approached and she said, “Probably not,” and got into her Prius.

		“Sorry that took so long. You ready?” He slid his phone and its pictures into his pocket.

		“Yes.” An understatement.

		When we arrived at the hot springs, I dipped into a pinkish layer of awkward on discovering that it was clothing-optional. I dipped into a pinker layer of awkward when in the undressing room I discovered a tit whisker under my left nipple. I tried to yank the hair with my fingernails. It curled like the ribbon on a birthday gift, or a pube. I needed tweezers, pronto. I slipped out to my car.

		Owner’s manual, insurance, registration, seven pens, minty floss, toothbrushing gum (a boldfaced lie), a yo-yo with a bract of heather blossoms entombed in resin, my Triple A card, assorted Band-Aids in filthy wrappers, a corkscrew, but no tweezers. Crouched between the car doors, I examined the hair once again. I once again tugged at it with pinched-together fingernails. It straightened and recurled. After three days of openness, I clenched—an actual physical reaction, the way an eyeball constricts in too-bright light. Over a hair.

		When asked what he thought, Buga, my Russian tortoise riding shotgun in his Tupperware habitat (he’s an excellent meditator, if something of a shit machine) gave his usual reply. Something about the answer being in stillness, which despite the meditation I still struggled to understand. I kissed him on the shell.

		Emerging from the undressing room clad only in tortilla chips and tit whisker, I ascended the stairs to the meditation pool with as much grace as I could muster. My head hair cascaded around my shoulders in what I hoped was a distracting way. I liked to think my highlights were gleaming. Ping. Ting. Emphatic fling.

		I caught him immediately among the bobbing heads. Fermata, bird’seye, corona; I held. He watched me in a way that got absorbed and multiplied by my whole body before it circulated back out through every pore. I’d never felt so beautiful. I stood straight and strong and descended into the pool, each step equanimously considered. I was not the me I knew as I glided through the warm water toward him; I was more like a preview of someone I might become, or Lady Godiva.

		We stood side by side, backs against the wall of the pool, heads resting on the edge, tracing the trajectories of dragonflies. I glanced around at the crowd in the pool. The place was oozing off the edges of the patchouli continuum. A sign explicitly forbade sexual activity, and couples all around us pressed toward the boundaries of each other and that edict. Silence was required, so the fugue of sighs and other intimate murmurs blended with the sound of water flowing in. There were two men floating women in their arms. The women were serene, hearts and breasts offered to the sky, a blend of baby and queen. “May I float you?” Judah asked.

		This would put the tit whisker directly in his line of vision.

		“Yes.” And I said it again: “Yes.” He pressed one hand to the small of my back and the other behind my shoulders and my body rose through the water, and I don’t remember a time ever in my life when I have felt so completely at ease and at home in myself or so completely in love with a stranger, or so complete in every way at all. I heard Nina Simone’s version of “He’s Got the Whole World in His Hands,” hands so sure and gentle as they led me toward the holes where the water gushed up from so deep under and inside the earth, so warm and steady, and he moved me so that this whooshed up and in between my legs, breath deep and easy as he pulled me close and spun me in a slow circle and I didn’t want this to ever, ever end, and it wasn’t until I thought this that it did.

		He returned me to the wall and let me sink back to vertical. I kissed him on each eye, then his forehead, a tender little triangle of gratitude. He did it back. He opened his arms to me and steered me in so that my left side leaned into his: “Heart to heart,” he said. “I think you’re my Father’s Day present.” And we held each other like that for a long time, breathing together. I whispered in his ear, a Sanskrit word repeated as a mantra at the retreat…anicca…anicca…

		It means everything changes.

		SPROUT

		HE INVITED ME TO HIS HOUSE, BUT I HAD TO DECLINE BECAUSE I WAS ON my way to Lake Tahoe for a three-day free vacation in exchange for being pitched a timeshare. Some telemarketer called and offered and I said yes. There are worse ways to roll. While Buga munched wheatgrass from a juice bar back at the hotel and I was trapped in a real estate office looking at papers I would never sign, Judah sent another invitation via text. He offered “Tortoise accommodations upon request.” Buga was not a turtle. He was a tortoise. Chelonian distinctions were lost on most. Once again I said yes.

		I arrived in the evening after getting very lost. His eighteen-month-old daughter, Sprout, was there, as she was three days a week. Judah and her mom weren’t quite together anymore when Sprout was conceived. I fed her quinoa and veggies, using the airplane technique. Judah leaned on his elbows and shook his head, “If you would have told me that The Girl from The Blair Witch Project would be at my house feeding my kid…” I didn’t drop this piece of trivia. Googled, bamboozled. I jabbed another piece of broccoli.

		“What? What would you have done?” I asked, raising the spork high. “This one’s coming from Barcelona…cleared for landing…Benvinguts!” Sprout giggled and ate her veggies without fuss.

		“You’re good at this. Please, stay. As long as you want.”

		THE GIRLS

		“HAVE YOU EVER BEEN IN A GROWROOM?” HE ASKED AS WE STEPPED OFF HIS porch toward the detached garage. The industrial-strength baby monitor bulged from his back pocket. City girl. Country night. Couldn’t see my hand in front of my face.

		“I don’t really smoke.”

		“Heather.” He took my hands in his. “You made a bong out of an apple last night.”

		I faltered. “I dated a stoner for ten years. He couldn’t pay rent but always had a bag of whatever. Mary Jane was like the other woman.”

		“Dude, don’t say Mary Jane. Unless Cheech just gifted you a Thai stick on your way home to watch Solid Gold.”

		“Sorry, dude, don’t know the lingo.”

		“I’ll teach you,” he said, and wrapped his arm around my shoulders. “I’ll teach you everything you need to know. Then you’ll never go back to LA.”

		He made a faux sinister bwah-ha-ha face at me, then threaded his arm through mine.

		“You were never here,” he said, jangling his keys.

		Earlier today, in front of this same detached garage, he put his arm around me and said, “Having you here makes me want to clean my gutters.” Now I was never there. We were not skulking about, arm in arm, in deepest night. I heard something—Feds? A bear?—and gripped his arm.

		“It’s just deer,” he said. “You’ll learn that sound if you move here.” Still, I knew how to take a false idea and run it up and down my spine, playing scales. In my previous occupation it was considered a skill.

		He kissed me, rocket-tongued, handed off the flashlight, and fumbled with the key in the lock. He stepped into the tiny vestibule, opened a second door, then swung it back so there was room for me to enter. I did. White sheets of paper in plastic pockets covered the door. “These are my scrips,” he explained, “the patients that I grow for.” There were purple metal boxes, stacked and humming on some plastic shelves. Thick black cords jutted umbilical, disappearing into a hole stuffed with pink fiberglass. The pink, the purple—my eyes were adjusting.

		“Those are the ballasts,” he said, and locked the outer door. He was crouching in the vestibule, gripping the tab of a white, crescent-shaped zipper lit from within.

		“Why is it curved?”

		“So you can open it with one hand.”

		The zipper was part of another door, this one made of some thin dark skin, kind of like the room was really a giant tent where, instead of lots of pot, inside will be a dancing bear and a sequined girl on a flying trapeze.

		“Ready?”

		“I think so.”

		In one giant swoop he split the crescent and it was like death in the movies: I was awash in white light. Except this white light wasn’t gentle. It was fierce and completely overwhelming. Nine thousand watts in all. Inside was a sea of luminous, vigorous green, with a million specks of hydroponically juiced resin. It was a nuclear beehive, a homemade spaceship bracing for takeoff. It hummed. The hum was not just from the fans and the ballasts and the power and the light, the hum also emanated from The Girls themselves, their own hungry hum. Each sticky calyx a fingery antenna wanting touch. All flowers are sexual organs, instruments of desire. Thanks, Girls, you made it abundantly clear. My eyes, nose, fingers, toes adjusted and I saw him again, Judah, my Cheshire Cat.

		“Sixty thousand every eight weeks,” he said, tapping the five-gallon jugs of nutrients, or nutes, into a conical cup, then dumped them into the reservoirs. Practical magic.

		“Then how come your phone got shut off?”

		He’s startled.

		“That’s if everything goes perfect.”

		The plants were aligned in neat rows on each of the seven large tables, like some kind of vegetable chorus line. They kicked their limbs into three layered grids of white plastic trellis and kicked me in the nose with their deep piney peat.

		“Only Kush smells just like that,” he said, of my deep inhale.

		“They’re like trees!”

		“Tahoe trees.”

		“God, they’re so sticky.”

		“Thank you.” He hung his head, like when I complimented his daughter, like he couldn’t take all the credit, but said, “Yeah, I’m pretty proud of my Girls.”

		There was no way I could have guessed that normal-looking detached garage harbored a mechanical Eden. It was a botanical jack-in-the-box—pop goes the ganja! Nature and technology had come together to support a mind-boggling amount of plant per square foot, rocking barbarian buds, ’roided out, sweating glitter, and about to blow.

		A ball floated and fell inside a glass cylinder attached to a tank as tall as me. “The CO2 setup,” he said, adjusting the tank on its dolly.

		Giant foil robot arms connected the lights. “They’re air-cooled.” He pointed to a fan mounted in a far, high corner of the room, above the row of breaker boxes. It was a smaller version of what propels a jet. There were more familiar-looking oscillating fans mounted on the walls, and desk models gusting at the undercanopy. Every leaf quivered. “Ventilation is key. It makes The Girls strong, and doesn’t let pests or mold spores land.”

		“Thrip traps!” They were the only thing in here that I am familiar with from my parking lot garden in LA. They are simple cardboard rectangles, blue for thrips, yellow for whiteflies, covered in glue. The pests are drawn to the color, and away from the plants. He had a collection of them zip-tied to his trellis poles like prayer flags.

		“You don’t want to get your hair caught on those,” he said.

		“Tell me about it,” I said, glad to have some common ground.

		This is when the pumps kicked in. They were staggered, so as not to flip a breaker. I could hear them. There was nothing to be seen because the plants’ trunks disappeared into a thick white sheet of plastic that concealed whatever went on at the root. “Flood and drain,” Judah said, and lifted the sheet, which was black on the other side. “The plastic keeps the algae out, and the white reflects the light.” Underneath were squishy tan logs with squishy tan cubes set on them. “Rock wool,” he explained. “It’s like fiberglass.” The rock wool cubes were subsumed by roots. After thirty seconds of flooding the tables and saturating the absorbent cubes with nutrient solution, the drain began. “The nutes go back into the reservoir,” he explained, and dragged a huge tub from under a table, “where they get aerated again. I dump and refill them every five days. You want to check the pH?” He handed me something like a tagger’s Magic Marker. “Just take off the cap and dip the tip, that little glass ball, into the reservoir.” 5.6 popped up in the display.

		“Is that what it’s supposed to be?”

		“Yeah,” he said, and kissed the top of my head.

		NUGGETTOWN

		THE RIVER REALLY DID FLOW WITH GOLD. WE PASSED PROSPECTORS—SOME grizzled, some unexpectedly young—working their claims in the sun. We passed clusters of pot families, some of them known to Judah, some not, out at the river in the middle of a Thursday afternoon. You could tell they were pot families partly because they were out at the river in the middle of a Thursday afternoon—jumping from rocks, swinging from trees, floating, swimming, laughing. Dogs swam for sticks; babies were strapped to hiking mothers. Bright towels lined the banks. Smooth granite boulders held napping bodies.

		Judah’s best friend, Zeus, his son, SaRah, and his girlfriend, Cedara, were waiting for us by the bridge. Zeus was a thirty-year-old country-tyme baller originally from the Pacific Northwest with a face that gave up nothing but stubble. His four-year-old son came into the world via a Costa Rican birthing tub. Despite these serene beginnings, he mostly liked to hit things. Cedara was not SaRah’s mother, but she was a dead ringer for Snow White, if Snow White had spent some time as an expat in Thailand in lieu of college.

		There were lots of people along the banks, but we found a place. Judah, Sprout, and I squatted and bounced in the water. Sprout was surprised by each fish and tried to catch them with her hands. She ran to Cedara for carrots while Judah and I floated. We took in the canopy of oak and madrone, the fluffy clouds chugging off to nowhere quite as good. We dove off the big gray boulders. Cloths were unfolded to reveal snacks. Dirty little carrots were rinsed in the river and bitten with a happy crack. There was seaweed salad and sunflower seeds and roasted beets cut into cubes that we dipped into goat cheese. Our lips and fingers were all stained bright. We dredged up specks of gold and mica with our toes. Fish flashed through the muddy clouds of silt we raised. Dragonflies hummed. Bees bumbled past, investigating lemonade from home. It could be 2007, or it could be 7 BC, but for the brightly colored towels and the Spandex.

		Cedara and I spread the cloths out on the sand and put together sandwiches with the bread she baked that morning. A seeded loaf, dense and crusty. We tore out warm hunks and ate them before we filled the crust with avocado, peppers, lettuce, and lemon cucumbers from the garden. Somebody’s dog ran up the beach with SaRah’s wooden sword between his teeth. He dropped it at SaRah’s feet and panted, waiting for him to throw it again. Zeus grabbed it before SaRah could bring it down on the dog’s head.

		We were hungry again by the time the shadows sent us home. Sprout put her arms around my neck and said, “Feather hold you,” which meant she wanted me to carry her. At first it was awkward, but Judah rustled her hair and mine, one hand on each, and we laughed.

		We all went to Judah’s house, and he and I showed SaRah how to set the table without using utensils to slash and puncture anything but food while Zeus and Cedara prepared a Technicolor goulash.

		“So this is what community looks like,” I said to no one and everyone.

		Cedara smiled. “You in?”

		“Oh, she’s in,” Judah said as he watched me lift Sprout into her high chair.

		We bowed our heads and held hands to thank the Mother for the bounty she provided. We thanked the river too, for helping us earn our appetites. We washed it all down with cider from last year’s apples.

		The kids were tired so their papas tucked them in before heading out to check on the garden in the garage. Cedara and I washed dishes. “Isn’t it wonderful?” she said, perched on the counter, drying. “Our men tending the crop, the children sleeping. Our bellies and hearts so full.”

		“Yes” was all I could muster. A thousand times yes.

		“It makes me feel bad for most people. This is how we’re meant to live. We’re not meant to be cooped up in cubicles and cars, looking at screens all day. It’s the only reason I can think of why ganja is illegal. The Girls let you know what life is supposed to look like. Smoke them, grow them, they show you how things can be. Can’t let the word spread too far or the whole system would fall apart.”

		“Don’t you worry about getting arrested? The real-world laws still exist.”

		“This is my real world. The Mother’s laws are the only laws worth obedience. I talk to friends of mine who work nine to five, not even counting their commute—they’re in prison already. There’s a risk to growing, sure, but look what we have.…” She put her hands in prayer position then pressed them to the floor. She rose, quivering. “Thank you, Mother!” she shouted, throwing her hands ecstatically above her head, and I had to hand it to her, she looked a lot happier than most people I knew. At the moment she looked deliriously happy, in fact. She was twirling in the kitchen like a dervish. I thought about rows of cubicles, empty of me, and I thought, was this—all of this—something they were getting away with? Or was she right, and this was how things were meant to be?

		Zeus and Judah returned, pungent from the garage, and we smoked some of the Blueberry Cheese that he experimented with last round.

		“If we both grow for a few years, we’ll be able to retire, move to Bali or something.” Judah’s words slid down his chest into my ear.

		“Maybe for a year,” I said.

		“And after that?” Zeus asked me. What we all had in common was no plan B.

		“I can take care of you,” Judah said. My cringe was submerged under the deep Indica stone.

		Cedara nuzzled into Zeus at the other end of the couch and stared at me, nodding. The lamplight from the end table conjoined their heads, seeped into a halo.

		“Trust,” she said.

		A THOUSAND TIMES YES

		AFTER THEY LEFT, JUDAH AND I LEANED AGAINST THE DECK WITH A BOTTLE of red, looking out over his land. I was studying a pine that skewered a teddy bear, the way the shadows laid, when he cracked the quiet. “What’s your definition of love?” he asked me.

		I paused. “Respect, compassion, passion, acceptance, laughing together—”

		“You do love me then,” he said, and I wriggled a little under his double-barrel gaze—looked down at the moons on my nail beds, up at the one in the sky—and everything went still.

		“Yeah, I think I do.”

		He took my hands. “I see you,” he said, underlining the see. Being seen is different from being recognized by strangers on the street. We don’t see ourselves, so we say we see others. I liked that he saw me; it meant he was paying attention. It was the toll for that particular bridge, the back-bended crazy girl fuck. He pulled me into him, enveloping me like fur. His hands went white around my shoulders, then dark again on the slide back down. My hands went white on his shoulders too, slid over lobes to nape and pulled. Welcome.

		“I see you,” he said again and freed one hand to cup my cheek. He wiped a trickle with his thumb; so much was falling from my eyes.

		“Do you want to stop?”

		Don’t stop, I didn’t say but he could hear me anyway. The match of heat and wet smeared up everything between us. Yes. A thousand times yes.

		WE LOVE PAPA

		THAT WAS JULY. By JANUARY HE WAS CALLING ME HIS DREAMGIRL. The One. Things like that. He said that if things didn’t work out with me then maybe he was just meant to be alone. After my relationship with Wacław ended, I vowed never to live with anyone I wasn’t married to ever again. Mama always told me they don’t buy no cow when they’re getting free milk. So I lived with Judah for eight weeks. It started out as only November, but November was pretty shaky, so we added December. We called it The Trial Period, and it included a pot-growing apprenticeship as well as a thing we called Creative Hour, where we drew from bags of prompts we made for each other and then set a timer for one hour. I’d write a story, he’d write a song, and then we would come together to share what we made. He wrote me a song called “Ladybug” about how I was a blessing to his garden. I decorated Sprout’s tiny kitchen table with the alphabet and spent the better part of an incredibly satisfying week shellacking it. The Trial Period also included building fires, baking flourless chocolate tortes, bathroom scrubbing, snowshoeing on his land, babysitting, cooking, shopping with his mother, much humid afternoon delight, laundry, singing Beatles songs in his living room, and one unfortunate incident where I gratuitously stabbed a frozen chicken that I was trying to fry during a power outage.

		Once, when he was at a men’s circle or a workshop about intimacy or a sex party in the city, I watched Sprout and we gathered pine needles and acorns in a basket that may or may not have been woven by her mother. With the needles and nuts and glitter glue and construction paper we made him an enormous sign that read, WE LOVE PAPA! It took up all the space next to the French doors.

		Sprout and I hung the sign, and when I put her to bed with a story and a kiss and “Golden Slumbers,” she said, “I love you, Feather.” I told her I loved her too. Because I did, beyond reason. As a duo, she and her Papa were sweetest kryptonite. It was hard to separate out my attachments. My love for Sprout was so simple and bright it blinded me to a lot of things that shouldn’t have been hard to see. I liked being the lady of the house. It felt grown up. It felt full when LA had left me hungry.

		After Sprout was asleep, I went downstairs and Windexed each panel of glass—each spiderweb, each moth carcass. The glitter glue, the windows—everything shone. I left the porch light on for him. There was no way he could miss the sign when he came home, even before he got out of the car. He didn’t. I was in the bathtub when he arrived and heard how long it took for him to come in after he pulled up. I waited in the tub all the time it took for him to find me after he finally came in the door. I saw how red his eyes were and how much he didn’t want me to see exactly that.

		He got into the bathtub with me. I had a fire roaring in the woodstove downstairs and his daughter was dreaming in her bed—everything about this was warm. He said, “That’s the nicest thing anyone has ever done for me,” and I didn’t think he was lying. I kissed his face and licked my salty lips. “This house needs you,” he said.

		DELIVER ME FROM POT WIFERY

		THE TRIAL PERIOD CAME TO A CLOSE AND I HAD TO DECIDE WHAT TO DO.

		“I think you should move here. I think you should let LA go,” Judah said. “Aren’t you happy here?”

		“I am,” I said, and leaned into him on the couch. “But what would I do?”

		“You could live with me. You could help out with the garden. We could put veggie beds right over there.” He pointed through the window at a flat spot next to the little corral I built for Buga.

		“I could be like Cedara, you mean? I could be your pot wife?”

		The pot wives are not The Girls. The Girls refers only to the marijuana plants, who are all female and strictly prohibited from contact with males.

		Nor is a pot wife actually a wife. She is a girlfriend, typically a cohabitating one, who does all of the traditional 1950s wifely things—but she does them in the name of the Divine Feminine. She is like a Beverly Hills trophy wife with more body hair. She is like Betty Crocker if Betty were a vegan who garnished everything with seaweed and gogi berries. She grows food, but she usually has very little to do with the money garden. Rutabaga is cheaply replaced; The Girls, not so much. Let the lady have her farm fun on less serious crops.

		Frequently, she is a semiretired massage therapist. She often does yoga, belly dance, makes her own granola, and takes care of her man’s baby from a previous relationship with a woman who was also not his wife, but could be considered his ex–pot wife, whom he also takes care of, in what begins to develop into a sort of mini-empire, or at least a harem. There is no jealousy; there is not even mild annoyance. All of these women get along great because they are all manifestations of the Goddess.

		Where do they come from, you might ask?

		Or perhaps you’re wondering: How can I get one?

		They are selected from Uncle Harvey’s Trim Parade, the annual harvest season pageant where young hopefuls come from as far afield as Hawaii and Costa Rica, grape scissors in hand, to trim the ripe outdoor bud crop and vie for a grower lover who will finance their self-exploration in exchange for lending crystals, crafts, and quinoa to an otherwise abject growhouse. It’s not easy to have coziness and industrial agriculture in the same house; these ladies make it happen.

		When they tire of their situations and want to go out on their own, maybe have their own scene and not just cook meals and watch his kid, they wind up as sharecroppers for their man. Often, these women don’t have the credit to rent a house on their own, so their grower boyfriend cosigns. Usually, he hasn’t shared much of the how-to of actually running a room (or she just hasn’t been particularly interested), so he provides the start-up costs, equipment, expertise, et cetera, and she will pay him a sizable percentage, which, after overhead, leaves her with very little money and no more ability to roam. The Girls keep you on a short leash. The wives become kept twice over.

		The pot wives can’t really understand why I would rent my own house and have my own scene. They made fervent arguments for “embracing abundance mentality” because I “deserve these gifts he wants to give me,” that I was “being granted this opportunity by the benevolence of the universe.” I almost gave in to the narcotic tug. But I didn’t know any forty-year-old pot wives, and I was already thirty-four. Where middle-aged pot wives ended up was, I imagined, similar to the place missing socks go when they disappear from the dryer.

		Sometimes I think we should send pot wives to teach the Hutus and Tutsis or, perhaps more apropos, the Janjaweed militia in Darfur about abundance mentality and the benevolence of the universe. I would watch that documentary, but for the gore.

		“Would that be
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