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Memoirs of a Smoker

The Beginning
	I was nineteen when I smoked my first cigarette. At that time a pack of cigarettes cost only two dollars, that is just thirty cents more than the current excise tax alone in the state of Utah. At that time, I was not concerned about the tax placed on cigarettes, and I had no idea of how much the state would use that ignorance against me. All I remember was the girl.
 I remember my nineteenth birthday with great clarity. I was not big into celebrating my birthday, but my friends insisted that I get out more. I had just been dumped by my girlfriend of three years recently and had apparently been moping around since then, so my friends decided to make a big deal out of my birthday. My best friend Jared thought it would be a great idea to go camping, as that was my favorite past time. So there we were thirteen of us packed into three cars, along with all of our supplies, heading up to the canyons for a night of fun. 
	After setting up camp and getting a fire started, Jared’s girlfriend, Wendy, showed up with two of her friends from college, Dawn and Angela. Jared was a little angry, as he had not seen his girlfriend since spring break and wanted to spend some time alone with her, but Wendy was softhearted and could not just leave her friends back at the dorm. As a favor to Jared and Wendy I relinquished my tent to her friends and offered to spend the night in my car. I knew that Angela smoked as she was the only one there who did. Being raised in an LDS home, I had never considered smoking before and, admittedly, did look down on those who did but Angela was beautiful, smart, and very funny, I didn’t care if she smoked as long as she was near me I was happy. 
As the evening wore on, my friends relinquished the campfire for the warmth and security of their respective tents. Soon, I was alone at the fire. Staring into the hot coals my mind started racing down the corridor of depression that only a recently rejected person can know. As my brain focused on all the things I could have done differently to save that relationship, I heard the rumblings of someone getting out of their tent. I turned to see Angela’s beautifully warm smile as she emerged from my tent. 
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“I just need one last cigarette before bed.” She explained as she walked towards me.
This is where fate stepped in. As Angela pulled out her pack of cigarettes, they fell out of her hands and into the fire. It was her last pack. Wanting to get on good terms with this beauty, I advised of a 24 hour store and offered to drive her, she readily accepted my offer. I could have driven down the canyon at a faster speed, but I was enjoying the company so much that I decided to not take any chances, so it took about three times as long as it would have normally taken. 
When we arrived at the store, Angela realized that she left her purse in the tent. Wanting to be the hero, I offered to buy them for her. One pack of Marlboro Lights and two cups of coffee later and we were sitting on the hood of my car in the parking lot enjoying each other’s company. Angela had her cigarette then curled into me for warmth. As we sat in silence for what seemed like hours, Angela finally spoke up and said “You never got a birthday kiss.”
“No, I guess I didn’t. That’s ok though, I’m used to it.” I stupidly replied
“Well, you shouldn’t be.” She said.
Yes, I was that oblivious. I suggested that we get back to camp before our friends started freaking out, and she agreed. The drive back was very quiet and slightly uncomfortable. I realized what an opportunity I had missed, and was thinking of how I could fix things. As I pulled into the campsite, the fire had burned down to coals and I could sense that everyone had fallen asleep. Angela sat next to the still warm coals smoking her cigarette in silence then got up to go to bed. In a desperate move to save the moment I had squandered. I asked if I could have a cigarette. I explained that I had never had one before, but as I was now of legal age, I would like to try one. 
As I awkwardly lit the cigarette and coughed through the first few puffs, I could hear Angela laughing under her breath. I apologized for my coughing and inquired as to how to do it properly. She explained what to do and I started to get the hang of it. After we had finished our cigarettes, Angela started off to the tent again. 
“Wait.” I said. “About earlier, I am an idiot. Do you think I could get that birthday kiss now?”
“Sorry, it’s after 1:00 AM. It’s not your birthday anymore.” She said as she walked towards me smiling. “So, this will just be a regular kiss.”
Angela and I were together for another seven months, smoking the entire time. Although I will always think fond thoughts of her, I can’t help but wonder if I would have ever started smoking if it were not for her. 
The Aftermath
It has been more than twenty years since that fateful night. Although the relationship did not last, the smoking did. As I look back on the past two decades, I recall the many relationships that I have had. Some lasted only weeks, others lasted two to three months. I think about the many places I have visited, the variety of jobs that I had. I think on the six months I was in a wheelchair because I blew out both of my knees. I can remember when I was 150 lbs. and when I was 250 lbs. throughout it all, the one constant was my cigarettes, and how they were always with me.
When I was twenty five, I met the love of my life. She was everything I had ever wanted. It was as if my mind had put together a compilation of every good aspect from all my past girlfriends and placed them in one body, to put it mildly, she was perfect.
She had tried smoking, but did not like it and was adamant that she never would. I initially told her that I would quit, but that never took hold. When we married, I was happier than I could have ever hoped to have been. But the smoking was an issue. Her grandmother told her to end the relationship based solely on my smoking, but she stood by me. After the birth of our first child, a son, I swore that I would quit, and I did try. I tried going ‘cold turkey’, but I just got angry and started after six days. I tried the patch, but ended up getting sick. I tried the gum and the lozenges, no help. 
When my second child was born, a daughter, I decided to take drastic measures. I went to my doctor and got a prescription for ‘Wellbutrin’. At first, it seemed that I had finally found my cure. It was 2 weeks since my last cigarette and I felt that I had finally beaten them. Then I got a call from my wife. She told me that I was not the same person that I was before I began taking the drug, Wellbutrin. I was angry and upset at the slightest things. She informed me that my son had come up to her earlier that day and asked when nice daddy would be back. I admit, I cried a little at hearing that. According to the U.S. National Library of Medicine, Wellbutrin or the generic name Bupropion, has had reported symptoms such as changes in behavior, hostility, agitation, depressed mood, and suicidal thoughts (thinking about harming or killing oneself or planning or trying to do so) while taking bupropion to stop smoking. (Bupropian). Needless to say, I stopped taking the drug immediately. I did last another seven days without smoking, but as with everything else, I started smoking again. 
	Since that time, ten years ago, I have continued to try the same methods over and over again to no avail. I have considered hypnotism, but was told I cannot be put into a state of consciousness that would allow me to be hypnotized. I have considered acupuncture, but cannot afford it. I have recently heard of a new drug called Chantix that is supposed to work wonders for smoking cessation. I picked up the prescription last month, but after the fiasco with Wellbutrin, I have understandably been hesitant to use any other cessation drugs. I know that I will eventually quit, it will just take more time.
British actor Bill Nighy recently stated, “One of the greatest regrets of my life is that I smoked. If I could say anything to anybody starting out in life it would be, ‘Whatever you do, don’t smoke’.”
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	It has now been more than twenty years since the night of my first cigarette. One pack of cigarettes now costs almost six dollars, which is three times what it cost when I bought my first pack. 
I am now very concerned with the price of cigarettes and have become very educated on the excise tax that the state of Utah has placed on them. I have told my children about the addictive qualities of cigarettes and pray that they will not follow in my footsteps. 
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