Behind the Redwood Curtain:
Cannabis in California

Anonymous

Bud Greetings

I grew up in Willits in the 80s when cannabis was still 'criminal' however being a teen and early
20s you have to rebel/try it once. And I did, a few times, never became a heavy pot smoker,
never cultivated, nothing like that but I did partake a few times.

However, I was still friends with a lot of either heavy users or growers, and back then pot was so
prevalent that like a handshake or a hug as a greeting, I often got a "you want a nugget?" as a
greeting, and then given a nugget; and because you can't not take it, it was a gift, I accepted the
nugget. These people trusted me enough to give me either something they really liked or
something that could earn them a few extra bucks. That's trust.

However, as [ wasn't really a user I ended up with a gallon jar just full of pot nuggets. I don't
really remember what I finally did with the jar, but what that jar meant was that pot was
everywhere back then, and I was not naive to pot being used, bringing in money to the area, or
anything, I just never became a mass consumer of it.

28 VENDOCINC
COUNTY SPOUSEUIT

“ exhibit envoy

e .//)/ Siory
e - ;




Tras el tel6n de secuoyas:
El cannabis en California

Andénimo

Saludos de Bud

Creci en Willits durante los afios 80, cuando el cannabis todavia era algo "ilegal"; sin embargo,
al ser adolescente o estar empezando la veintena, uno siente la necesidad de rebelarse o probarlo
al menos una vez. Y yo lo hice, en unas cuantas ocasiones; nunca llegué a ser un gran

consumidor ni cultivador, ni nada por el estilo, pero si lo probé alguna que otra vez.

No obstante, mantenia amistad con muchas personas que consumian mucho o que se dedicaban
al cultivo. Por aquel entonces, la marihuana estaba tan presente que, en lugar de un apreton de
manos o un abrazo, a menudo me saludaban preguntindome: ";Quieres un cogollo?", y acto
seguido me lo daban. Y como no podias rechazarlo —era un regalo—, yo aceptaba el cogollo.
Aquellas personas confiaban en mi lo suficiente como para darme algo que realmente apreciaban

o algo que podria haberles reportado unos cuantos dolares extra. Eso es confianza.

Sin embargo, como yo no era realmente consumidor, terminé¢ acumulando un frasco de un galén
lleno de cogollos. No recuerdo bien qué hice finalmente con el frasco, pero lo que aquello
simbolizaba era que la marihuana estaba por todas partes en aquella época. Yo no era ajeno a su
consumo ni al dinero que generaba en la zona; simplemente, nunca llegué¢ a consumirla de forma

masiva.
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