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

This is a work of creative nonfiction. 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.

AUTHOR’S NOTE

Welcome to the Director’s Cut.

The original edition of Patch Notes: Cannabis is still exactly as it was first released.

This version isn’t here to replace it.

It’s here to slow the conversation down a little.

To add a few extra observations.

A few extra laughs.

A few extra moments where the plant quietly watches humanity and wonders what on Earth we’re doing.

Because somewhere during the writing of this book, something unexpected happened.

It stopped being about cannabis.

The plant simply became a witness.

The real subject was always us.

Our curiosity.

Our contradictions.

Our ability to turn simple things into wonderfully complicated ones.

Every Patch Notes book starts with something ordinary...

Then asks what happens when we look at it differently.

This time...

The ordinary thing is a plant.

Not because the plant is extraordinary.

Quite the opposite.

For millions of years it had one remarkably simple job.

Grow.

No goals.

No deadlines.

No comparing itself to the plant next door.

No wondering whether it should have achieved more by now.

No motivational podcasts.

No self-help books.

No five-year plan.

It simply existed.

The sun came up.

The rain arrived.

The seasons changed.

Life carried on.

A perfectly reasonable arrangement.

Then humans appeared.

And that’s usually where things become unnecessarily complicated.

Because humans have one remarkable habit.

We can look at almost anything in existence...

And ask one very dangerous question.

“What else could this become?”

That question built civilisation.

It turned wolves into dogs.

Caves into homes.

Sand into computer chips.

Ideas into inventions.

Questions into science.

Dreams into reality.

It’s one of humanity’s greatest features.

It’s also responsible for an astonishing number of our problems.

Eventually...

We discovered cannabis.

From the plant’s point of view...

Nothing had actually changed.

It was still just growing.

Humans were the ones who changed the story.

If the plant could have spoken...

It probably would’ve looked around and asked,

“I was just minding my own business...

What happened?”

This isn’t a book about taking sides.

It isn’t here to convince you of anything.

It isn’t a guide.

It isn’t a debate.

It’s simply the story of one very ordinary plant...

That somehow became caught in one of humanity’s longest-running conversations.

And as it turns out...

The plant was never the complicated part.

We were.
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The Plant That Didn’t Ask For Any of This

For millions of years...

The plant had a very straightforward life.

Grow.

That was the entire job description.

No meetings.

No performance reviews.

No worrying whether it was doing enough with its life.

No lying awake at three in the morning wondering if another plant had already figured everything out.

It simply grew.

When conditions were right...

It grew.

When they weren’t...

It waited.

The sun arrived.

The rain arrived.

The seasons came and went.

Life carried on.

A perfectly reasonable arrangement.

The plant had absolutely no idea...

This was about to become a twelve-chapter problem.

Then humans arrived.

History suggests this is usually the point where things become unnecessarily complicated.

Because humans have a very particular talent.

We can look at something that’s been quietly existing for millions of years...

And immediately ask,

“So...

What else can we do with this?”

That single question has created some of the greatest achievements in human history.

It has also created an incredible amount of unnecessary drama.

Eventually...

We discovered cannabis.

The plant was probably expecting the usual.

Sunshine.

Rain.

Maybe the occasional hungry animal.

Normal plant problems.

Instead...

It accidentally became one of the most discussed...

Most debated...

Most misunderstood plants in human history.

Which must have been deeply confusing.

Because from the plant’s perspective...

Nothing had actually changed.

It didn’t wake up one morning and decide,

“I fancy becoming controversial today.”

It didn’t gather the neighbouring plants together for an emergency meeting.

It didn’t announce,

“Right everyone...

Important update.

Version 2.0 is now live.

We’ve gone political.”

It just...

Kept growing.

Humans handled everything else.

We studied it.

Named it.

Used it.

Feared it.

Celebrated it.

Banned it.

Defended it.

Researched it.

Debated it.

Then debated the debates.

Then created paperwork for the debates.

The plant watched all of this happen.

It never picked a side.

Mostly because...

It was a plant.

Humans have an unusual habit.

We don’t just discover things.

We tell ourselves stories about the things we discover.

Sometimes those stories help us.

Sometimes they protect us.

Sometimes they divide us.

And sometimes...

They become so powerful that we forget they’re stories at all.

Meanwhile...

The plant was still doing exactly what it had always done.

Growing.

Quietly existing.

Quietly turning sunlight into energy.

Quietly wondering why the loud mammals kept pointing at it.

Every few generations another group of humans arrived with a brand-new opinion.

The plant noticed something interesting.

The opinions changed.

The humans changed.

The clothes definitely changed.

The hairstyles changed even more.

The plant...

Was still a plant.

Maybe that was the first clue.

Because every time humans investigated cannabis...

We accidentally revealed something about ourselves instead.

Our fears.

Our hopes.

Our curiosity.

Our contradictions.

Our endless desire to understand the world around us.

And perhaps...

To understand ourselves.

Because underneath every argument...

Every law.

Every newspaper headline.

Every scientific study.

Every conversation.

Every opinion.

There was always something much more familiar.

People searching for relief.

People searching for peace.

People searching for understanding.

People searching for a quieter mind.

Maybe that was never weakness.

Maybe living inside a human brain is simply louder than most species realise.

A deer doesn’t stand in a field worrying it wasted its twenties.

A cat doesn’t replay an awkward moment from twelve years ago.

A tree has never compared itself to another tree and decided it was falling behind in life.

Humans do.

We were given imagination.

One of evolution’s greatest features.

Then we immediately discovered it also came with a bug.

It could imagine beautiful futures...

But it could also imagine disasters that never happened.

Feature installed.

Bug discovered.

So humans searched for buttons.

Ways to quiet the noise.

Some people ran.

Some people painted.

Some people wrote music.

Some people climbed mountains.

Some people disappeared into books.

Some people wrote those books.

And some people...

Found themselves talking about a plant.

The plant found that strangely touching.

Not because it finally understood humans.

It definitely didn’t.

But after quietly watching us for thousands of years...

It had begun to suspect something.

Humans were never really arguing about cannabis.

Cannabis was simply the latest mirror.

The latest excuse to ask difficult questions.

About ourselves.

The plant never asked to become part of that conversation.

It was just standing there.

Growing.

Watching.

Waiting.

While humanity quietly became the real experiment.

End of Chapter One
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The Paperwork Update

The plant had survived quite a lot.

Millions of years of evolution.

Ice ages.

Heatwaves.

Changing climates.

Animals trying to eat it.

Nature had tested cannabis in almost every way imaginable.

And somehow...

It was still here.

For millions of years, those were the biggest challenges.

Weather.

Predators.

Bad seasons.

The occasional hungry creature.

Everything made perfect sense.

Then humans arrived.

And nature quietly stepped aside.

Because humans invented something evolution could never have predicted.

Paperwork.

The plant had survived storms.

It had survived droughts.

It had survived insects.

But there was absolutely no evolutionary defence against a person carrying a clipboard.

This...

Was an entirely new predator.

The plant looked around.

“I am starting to miss the insects.”

Honestly...

A fair reaction.

Because humans don’t just live in the world.

We organise it.

We label it.

We categorise it.

We create folders.

Then folders for those folders.

Then eventually...

Someone creates a spreadsheet.

The spreadsheet always arrives.

It doesn’t matter what humans are discussing.

Plants.

Money.

Cats.

Space travel.

Someone, somewhere eventually says,

“I’ve made a spreadsheet.”

It’s almost comforting.

Almost.

To be fair...

Organisation is one of humanity’s greatest inventions.

Without labels we’d constantly be guessing.

Imagine buying a tin from the supermarket that simply said:

Food.

Technically accurate.

Emotionally unsettling.

Road signs matter.

Instructions matter.

Maps matter.

Civilisation would become very confusing without systems.

The problem isn’t that humans organise reality.

The problem is that sometimes...

We start believing the labels are reality.

And those aren’t always the same thing.

Nature creates something.

Humans arrive afterwards and give it a name.

Cannabis discovered this better than most.

For thousands of years...

It remained exactly the same plant.

Meanwhile...

Humans kept changing the description.

Traditional.

Dangerous.

Rebellious.

Illegal.

Medical.

Commercial.

Investment opportunity.

Same plant.

Different paperwork.

The plant had begun noticing a pattern.

“I’m starting to think...

This conversation isn’t actually about me.”

It wasn’t getting warmer.

Not physically.

Philosophically.

Because every few generations the humans returned with another update.

Not for the plant.

For themselves.

One generation looked at cannabis and saw danger.

Another looked at exactly the same plant and saw relief.

Another saw medicine.

Another saw business.

Another saw politics.

The plant looked down at its own leaves.

“I appear to be having a very confusing career.”

Humans shrugged.

“We’ve all had a busy few thousand years.”

The interesting thing wasn’t that opinions changed.

Opinions are supposed to change.

That’s how learning works.

The interesting thing was how quickly people could experience exactly the same reality...

Once the story around it changed.

Permission is a remarkable invention.

It doesn’t always change the object.

Sometimes...

It changes the observer.

The plant never woke up one morning wearing a tie.

It never put on glasses.

It never announced,

“I’ve decided to become respectable.”

It was still...

Exactly...

The same plant.

The update happened somewhere else.

Inside human minds.

Which, if we’re honest...

Is where most updates eventually happen.

Human Brain Update Available

Installing...

Please wait...

Checking existing beliefs...

This may take a while...

Estimated completion time:

Depends how emotionally attached you are to Version 1.0.

Changing information is relatively easy.

Changing identity...

Can take years.

Sometimes decades.

Sometimes generations.

And that’s never just been about cannabis.

It’s about people.

Every generation inherits a version of reality.

Then quietly starts editing it.

Usually while the previous generation stands nearby saying,

“We never needed all these updates.”

Which is fascinating...

Because their parents said exactly the same thing.

And their grandparents.

Humanity has been complaining about the newest version of humanity...

For as long as humanity has existed.

One of our most stable features.

Cannabis simply happened to become another chapter in that story.

Humans looked at the same plant...

And each saw something different.

Some saw risk.

Some saw relief.

Some saw questions.

Some saw answers.

The plant looked around.

“So...

Just to confirm...

I stayed exactly the same?”

“Yes.”

“And all of this happened because humans kept changing their minds?”

“Yes.”

The plant nodded.

“Interesting species.”

That might actually be one of the kindest things anyone has ever said about us.

Because humans don’t just discover things.

We attach stories to them.

Memories.

Experiences.

Warnings.

Hope.

Fear.

Meaning.

Eventually those stories become so familiar...

We forget they were stories at all.

Until one day...

Someone asks a different question.

Everything shifts.

Suddenly the old folder
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