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Revelation 9:6 And in those days shall men seek death and shall not find it; and shall desire to die, and death shall flee from them.

This is an account about the hope of survival in a place where a tragic chain of events, unraveled and shocked the world. A tale revealing how the importance of building relationships in a falling world could be your only hope of sanity in a time of desperation. Relationships have the capacity to keep humankind striving to keep living, even when there is hell on earth...

Part 1

A Beautiful Day in Northern California 
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THE DISPENSARY 
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THE STREETS OF NORTHERN California were gloomy on a sizzling spring day. It was at the dead end of the season, which at the time was when the streets of the golden state were booming with elevated activity, lingering on the surface. The streetlights beamed its luminous lights, leading to a deceptive covering, not allowing any of the inhabitants to see what was lurking in the shadows. The beautiful green palm fronds deceived and concealed some terrible secrets from the people, and the beautiful branches covered the darkness from manifesting itself. One teenager which enjoyed the beauty of Northern California, was Carl Jones. 

He looked up at the darkened sky in the heavens and enjoyed how captivating the scenery was. The intricate lights beamed through the branches which were impeccable to him. Surrounded by the beautiful scenery was the structure of a dispensary. The building was stunning, surrounded by palm trees, and the streetlights beaming from above. The colors of the dispensary were so vibrant, you could spot the emporium from a mile away. The bright neon welcoming sign sealed the deal for Carl and the surrounding community.

He stationed on his bicycle near the building, patiently waiting for the man he expected to meet up with him that evening. Minutes passed, causing him to become irritable, as he anxiously waited endlessly for his supplier who would provide his needs. He waited outside at a halt on his bicycle for the man to pass by. His bicycle sparkled with green candy paint and polished chrome handlebars. Carl knew he had to be careful in the neighborhood, because already that month, theft was at an all-time high. For the local thief, Carl's bicycle was an easy snatch-and-grab. Moreover, it did not help the fact that he was not much of a physical threat to anyone. The supplier of Carl was no where in sight, leading him to become impatient. He already was in a place where he did not belong.

As he stood near the dispensary, he could not help but admire the complex details of the building's exterior. The windows embellished with colorful stained glass, casting intricate patterns on the pavement. The entrance intricate carvings came to life in the flickering lights. It was as if the building itself was alive, speaking to him with its heart pulsing and a mystical energy that drew the community closer with every step of the way.

Carl wished so desperately he could join the rest of the customers inside the dispensary, but his age hindered him from entering. If only his supplier would get there soon, he would not have to deal with the enticement of the building anymore. The attraction of the vibrant colors of the building beckoned him, with a promise of relief from his troubles, in the form of cannabis. In Carls eyes, he was there to obtain something more precious than rubies. He stood outside of the dispensary, his hands buried deep in the pockets of his worn-out khaki shorts. He glanced up at the sky, the stars visible through the thick canopy of palm fronds that teetered back and forth. 

Stepping closer, Carl engulfed a wave of warmth as the fragrance of marijuana entered his nostrils. The air was thick, with the scent of sensational herbs and spices, mingling together in a euphoric concoction which tingled his senses. 

The lit-up dispensary was booming with customers coming back and forth to the emporium to receive their fix. The crowd was a large group of customers from all different walks of life. One thing about dispensary was, it does not discriminate. It did not matter, whether you were Black, White, or Asian, if you wanted to get high, you were in the right spot. The dispensary had one of the most appealing names you could ever imagine. The name of the small white structure with green lettering read, “Touch the Sky.” The lights sparkling around the outer frame of the structure made it ten times more appealing. Around it, the aroma of marijuana was lingering in the air. The smell left Carl feeling as if he was right at home. He was not yet of age to buy cannabis from the dispensary, and from the looks of him, he could barely pass for a teenager. He had no facial hair and was a short stocky fella. 

There was a new product on the market which attracted more traffic than usual, so some of the customers had to stand and wait outside of the dispensary to enter. You could see close to a dozen people standing outside, waiting patiently, scrolling through their cellphones, waiting for service. Likewise, you had people who already had made their purchase, standing outside getting high, socializing, and surrounding the building. The smell lingered around the whole block, attracting outsiders' attention. Some people on the streets congregated, laughing and joking outside the dispensary. You would think people were waiting outside to buy concert tickets, but nope; what they really were waiting for, was to buy some of that good old Mary Jane!

It was close to summertime, so the streets bustling was normal scenery, with people enjoying the immaculate weather. You could hear loud music blaring while people waited for their friends to get out of the dispensary. The place was in an area where you had little to no guidance, so no one told the people to keep their music at a moderate level. It was still too early in the day for a “Slideshow,” so Carl felt as if it was safe enough for him to be outside in the area. 

Outside of the dispensary was where Carl normally met up with his supplier to receive his product. The employees of the dispensary did not card individuals. The only chance of them carding someone in the dispensary was if it were obvious by the appearance that you were too young to buy marijuana. He was a prime example. The good thing was, Carl had someone who he could give his money to, to buy him marijuana, but where could he be? Carl turned around bewildered, after his connection finally approached him. As Carl turned slowly, the figure appeared from the shadows, revealing a tall, slender figure. "Carl," the figure from the shadows spoke in a deep, soothing voice that caused him to shiver. "I've been expecting you." Carl's heart, beating out his chest as he met the gaze of his connect, a person with the gift of craftiness. His breathing became heavy while making the transaction. This was not an ordinary transaction; it was a decision which Carl did not understand would change his life forever!

The two stood near each other, a few feet away from the emporium. Without a peep, the supplier reached into his pocket and produced the packages Carl asked for. While Carl was sweating profusely, his eyes lit up once he glanced at the packages of the vapes. The guy who handled Carl's transaction, was slender built, with a goatee, and prescription frames which displayed a dark tint to them, where you could barely see his eye pupils. The supplier was a person who gained a reputation of supplying underaged teenagers outside of the dispensary. Carl and his friend Jake heard about the connection from their high school friend Jimmy, who had social studies class with the two of them. 

While Carl spoke with his connection, suddenly his movements became rapid in excitement, and he began to speak faster in nervousness. He thought that he was going to hyperventilate. He reached out one hand, trembling with anticipation as he accepted the packages. With the packages tucked securely away in his pocket, Carl felt the sense of happiness. Finally, he received what he was patiently waiting for. Suddenly, he felt shaky and disoriented. Furthermore, sweat beads on his forehead began to trickle onto the rest of his face. He knew it was something different about this transaction compared to the other ones. Afterwards, he decided to pay it no mind and pedal at once, back to his house. 

His home was about a block away from the dispensary, and it was still not fully dark outside yet. It was dangerous around the neighborhood he lived in, and extremely dangerous at night. He was accustomed to it by now and knew where he should and should not be. The dispensary was an exception, one of the locations he knew he should not be at, but he was willing to take a chance. He made sure to get his weed, by any means necessary! His mother was not at home now, so he did not have to worry about explaining himself to her. She worked on second shift.

As soon as he arrived home, it was time to text his good friend Jake, to let him know it was on and poppin! After patiently waiting, his connection finally came through with that work. When he arrived home, glancing again at the packages, he felt a warm sensation spreading throughout his body. It was finally time for him to text his friend Jake and tell him the good news:

Text message: 

Carl: Hey, wassup Jake! It was a long wait but finally I got that fire!

Jake: I wish I could have joined you up there, but I had to study for that stupid ass math test. 

Carl: Man, when you see what I got for us; it is going to blow your mind!

Jake: What did you get?

Carl: It is called Maui Wowie! The connector told me it would have us bouncing off walls! I cannot wait! Man, I thought he was not going to show up. He took forever! 

Jake: Maui Wowie! Man, that sounds like that’s about to be some fire! Hopefully, it helps me in that stupid math class. We have to make sure we keep it on the low, so the rest of the crew won’t find out.

Carl: The connect said that it is sativa, whatever that supposed to mean, and it taste like lemons. We have one vape a piece. 

Jake: We got that fire bro! We about to be “hyphy!”

Carl: You should see the package though! 

Jake: What does the package look like?

Carl: It is made by a company called “Dragon.” The package is metallic black with a red dragon logo on the front and back of “that thang!”  I can’t wait for tomorrow!

Jake: Yes sir! See you tomorrow!

After texting his friend Jake, Carl was all set and ready to get some good sleep. Tomorrow was a big day, so he wanted to make sure he was well rested. He could not wait until the next day so him and Jake could inhale some good green.

Today there was a lot of confusion at Carl’s high school. Multiple students were absent, even though it was not too out of place at Cannabis High School. After Jake and Carl conversed through text messages that morning, Jake wondered why Carl was taking so long to arrive at the spot where they typically meet up to get high. Waiting attentively for Carl, Jake’s throat started to feel dry, and his hands started to tremor. Carl and Jake knew they had picked the perfect spot to vape. 

They monitored the hours when the gymnasium would be completely empty because they had been observing the perfect location for months. The secret spot they discovered was underneath the bleachers in the gymnasium, where even if spotted by the faculty, they had time to make excuses. It was a secret from their other good friends, which Carl and Jake hung out with daily. One of their close friends Mark had almost caught the two friends in the middle of a transaction. Carl asked a colleague of theirs for weed in a conversation within the school hallway.

“Do you know where I can get some “Gas?” Mark stepped in and asked, “what Gas?” Carl said, “uh the cheapest gas for my mom at the gas station.” Mark knew something was up, but he walked away and let them continue their conversation. 

Carl and Jake enjoyed getting high right before class started. The two were very secretive about what they were doing because they felt as if their friends would ostracize them. Jake would communicate with Carl when, where, and what to say to keep it a secret. They had become clumsier on keeping the habit to themselves.

It was around the second-class period, and Jake was patiently waiting, not knowing his friend Carl was already there. Carl did not have the patience after seeing the packages last night so when he arrived at the spot, he could not resist. They usually bought vapes and grounded marijuana together, but this time Carl went alone. When he was with the supplier, he asked for vapes instead of ground weed, so no one could detect the smell. 

His hands readily took the sleek, metallic black vape out of the Dragon package. The aroma of lemons glided from the device, as he hesitated. However, the stimulation and impatience to try this new product got the best of him. With a deep pause, he pressed the button on the device to make sure it activated and ready to go. Finally, he decided to take a long, slow drag. The effects were almost instant. Carl felt a wave of euphoria come over him, but soon, it escalated into something more intense. His movements became jittery, his vision altered, and a sudden craving for meat clinched his body. Paranoia gripped his soul, and he started to feel troubled, even towards his best friend Jake. Jake, finally arrived at the spot underneath the bleachers, calling out for his friend Carl.

"Carl, where have you been?" Jake spoke, in a high pitch, anxious with concern voice. Carl sprinted towards him in a distorted manner, with no warning or hesitation. Jake rubbed his eyes and did a double take, realizing Carl was sprinting full throttle towards him. A ferocious Carl, remorselessly persists towards Jake, never stopping to look to the left or to the right. For some odd reason, he was running inhumanely towards Jake. Jake thought to himself “Why is he running like that?” The closer Carl got, the more terrifying Jake became! Jake’s heart was pounding out of his chest. The closer Carl got, the more accurately Jake could make out his features. But when he saw his friend sprinting towards him with an unsettling look in his eyes, menacingly charging like an animal, Jake realized something was terribly wrong! Carl was no longer himself. He had turned into a Clicker, a sight that froze Jake in terror! 
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RANDY THE FACE EATERS Girlfriend 

Oakland Herald, based on interviews with Randy Jackson’s girlfriend:

The man that she knew was not a monster the way he is depicted by the media, she said. “He was a chronic marijuana smoker, but he wanted to quit. That was the only drug he used, and he was against all other recreational drugs. Randy was an exceedingly kind man with a good heart.” His girlfriend believes he initially had no recollection of knowing what was going on. She also mentioned that he must have been drugged without knowing what happened to him. 
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WELCOME TO CANNABIS High

The incident which would change the trajectory of the world was unexpected and subtle. The people at Cannabis High School, an old, dilapidated structure, full of unruly teens and incompetent teachers, were shocked, unprepared, and simply petrified when it all went down. Some of them might even claim to not have been dumbfounded, but of course looking at its hindsight, no one expected a traumatic event like this to happen at a secondary school. 

Many of the teens at the school were classmates since sixth grade and knew each other like a person knows the back of their hand. The hint that something was boiling up in Northern California was nothing unusual, but what was boiling up was unpredictable to all humanity. On the back of the school someone spray painted in graffiti, “They Are Coming.” The question was, why would someone do such a thing to the school emporium, and who were “They?”
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CHAPTER 1

Joshua 

Friday morning, Joshua woke up, dug the crust out of his eyes, and took a hot steaming shower. He had to wash off all the gunk which caused a heavy odor which he had accumulated from last night’s epic video game battle. The hot spring day made his stench even stronger. Afterwards, he brushed his teeth. Looking in the mirror at the reflection of himself, he thought, “Why do I have to do this every single day? Half of the students at school, I do not even like!” 

Next, he put on his shabby clothes to get ready for school. His clothing items were garments his father bought him from the hand-me-down store. The black jogging pants he wore were flooders, showing off part of his ankles. They were also fading and worn out. His hoodie, once solid black, was now fading to a dull gray, but fit his standards perfectly. Most of his clothes were dingy but he never complained, so long as they fit him. 

Afterwards, Joshua stuffed his schoolbooks into his plain blue denim backpack and headed to the kitchen to search for something to eat. His father told him to always eat breakfast before heading to school. Joshua’s father was not much of a chef, and money was tight, so there was not much of a selection in the kitchen to choose from. As usual, Joshua settled for imitation Lucky Charms, because he was a fastidious eater. He did not care much for change. Even if he wanted something different for breakfast, his options were slim. He did not inquire about a taste for milk, so he washed down the cereal and drained the milk down the kitchen sink.

As Joshua left to exit his home, he made sure to tell his father and brother he was off to school and would see them later that afternoon. His school was only a few miles from his home. The school was around fifteen minutes walking distance, but he preferred riding the bus with his friends to avoid intimidation on his way to school from bullies. He dreaded running into a bully on his way to school, so while walking, he kept his head on a swivel. 

The block was full of bullies from his school. It was a mixture of three distinct categories; The teens who were thugs, the teens who wanted to be thugs, and the teens who were just mean in general. Not all teenagers who were thugs were mean to him. Some of them were Joshua's homies, but he had to always be on high alert to watch out for the rotten apples. The bus stop was about a block from his house. 

Joshua made it safe to the old run-down yellow cheese bus, unharmed and now was off to school. He felt if he made it to the bus with a couple of his good friends, he was in the clear. He knew his friends had his back. It gave him a sense of satisfaction, knowing that his friends were on the bus headed to school with him. As Joshua arrived at school with his two close friends, he knew he would enjoy the day if they were around him. His friends were Aaron, who was an assertive individual, average height, and did not take no mess from anybody. His other good friend James was a tall and athletic teenager, who played on the varsity basketball team. They both had Joshua’s back and he felt a sense of protection from them. 

All three friends reached the hallways of their old, dilapidated school, Cannabis High. The halls were full of students, bustling the halls, laughing, and enjoying each other’s company, getting ready for their morning classrooms. Joshua was a seventeen-year-old senior and looked forward to graduation. During his senior year, he came to the realization of why half of the senior students would not graduate with him that high school year. The common denominator which would cause most of the twelfth graders to flunk that year was pot. Whether it was vaping, smoking, or edibles, cannabis was the root cause of absenteeism. Because of the high school's addiction, the school received the nickname “Cannabis High.” The real name of the secondary school was Cannaberry High, but after so many years of people calling it Cannabis High, because of its reputation, the real name of the school became obsolete. It also did not help the fact that the location was in the state of California, the cream of the crop.

Joshua was wise for his age, understanding things which most teenagers did not grasp yet. He was slender built, dread headed, and average height. He wore a set of glasses with black frames. Joshua kept multiple pairs of glasses in his backpack for backup, and he had a whole desk drawer full of them at home. He knew without glasses, he could not see worth a lick! One thing he cherished the most out of his wardrobe was his varsity letter jacket. Joshua cherished his letter jacket with a badge of honor. He was a timid individual, but that big yellow letter C on his green school jacket, gave him a sense of pride like he was on top of the world! He earned it from being on the varsity track team.

Joshua felt as if he would be one of the fortunate ones to eventually make it out of the ghetto. He heard too many war stories about people losing their lives in the streets of California, and decided when he had the opportunity, he would move him and his family out of the hood. Joshua saw his dad busting his butt to feed him and his brother Elijah and thought they deserved better. He was not impressed with clothes like other teenagers and did not focus all his energy on girls. He would rather be at home, getting in epic video game battles with his online friends. His focus in life was towards video games and history. Joshua was not a straight A student, but he made sure to Ace any class about history. The importance of history was instilled by Joshua’s father Jeremiah at an early age. Joshua’s recent project focused on the history of drug addiction. He wanted to find a solution on why and how people became addicted to drugs, so he could help people to stop doing them.

One of the people most dear to Joshua was his father. He wanted to help him stop his drug addiction. Joshua’s father was a person which went through a troublesome time, due to him and his wife, Joshua’s mother Deborah’s separation. Joshua’s mother and father were on the verge of getting back together, planning on ways they could come back as a unit for their family. Jeremiah’s oldest boys Elijah and Joshua were remarkably close to him, with Joshua being in high school, and his eldest son Elijah in college. Jeremiah was an alcoholic and got high from time to time. When going through a state of depression, the chronicle is hard to escape in the state of California. Despite his troubles, he was still a man of faith. He felt in his heart that if he did not get it together, the biblical Messiah would reject him when he returns. Elijah and his wife Deborah’s faith system is what kept the two bonded together. 

Joshua’s
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