Smoking dilemma

I didn't start smoking properly until I went away to college, at the age of17. It was the first time I'd been away from. I was feeling lonely. I was born in 1964 with a disability - my mom had contracted German measles while she was pregnant with me, the result being that I was born with no left hand. 

I had a friend at the college. He smoked, and had several times tried to give up. In an attempt to quit, he'd given me a nearly full packet of cigarettes and asked me to hide them so that he wouldn't be tempted to smoke. I don't know what made me do it, but I thought I'd 'have a go', and one by one, smoked the cigarettes left in the packet. I'd stand there and practice in front of the mirror - practicing different ways of holding them. Slowly I learnt to inhale without choking and coughing and having streaming eyes. Of course, by that time, I was hooked. After the college I moved to another state and found a job as a journalist.

I met my hubby Darren at work and we married in 1988. He has never been a smoker, but never once nagged me about my disgusting habit. In November of 1989 I became pregnant with our first child, and although I stopped smoking, I chewed nicotine gum for the whole of my pregnancy. After Louise was born in 1990, the moment I was out of the maternity unit, I was in the shop buying my first packet of cigarettes in 9 months. I continued to smoke a pack a day until I became pregnant again in 1994 with my second child, but to my eternal shame, I couldn't do it...I couldn't stop.

I smoked during my pregnancy, and I kidded myself that I was smoking low tar and much less than I smoked before and that it was okay. Hannah was born 2 weeks early. She was only 6lbs 4oz, and I was kept in the maternity unit for a week because she had trouble maintaining her body temperature and couldn't keep her food down. Whether this was due to the fact that I smoked during my pregnancy I will never know, but the guilt I feel is something that will never go away. It was like a torture to watch a little baby vomiting. Later on my little Hannah contracted bronchitis, and I have never been so scared. Her breathing was noisy and scary. She had to be hospitalized and put on a nebuliser several times a day in a bid to help her breathe easier. I remember sobbing in my husband's arms, saying over and over again that it was my fault she had it, that if she died, it would be my fault. I managed to stop for a few months, but Hannah got better and I started smoking again.

The years went by with me half-heartedly attempting to give up and failing miserably. Then, in 2001, Hannah started to cough really hard and we saw blood coming out of her mouth. We raced her to the emergency and found out that she had lung cancer at the age of 11 and she never smoked. That was the worst day of my life. Cancer was something that happened to other people, but for the first time in my life, it was happening in my family; someone that I would die for. I was crying every night that it was my fault. I smoked the cigarettes and now she was paying for it. Two weeks later, they gave her chemo therapy and she lost her beautiful hair. She was screaming with pain. I wanted to be there instead of her. I was the worst mom ever, why did I smoke? Was it worth it? I could not even look into eyes of my daughter at the hospital. But still I was running down the stairs at the hospital and smoking at the parking lot. Nurses were giving her pills for excruciating pain but they were not helping. One night her pain was so bad that she could hardly breathe. She realized that I still smelled cigarettes. While she had tears in her eyes she started screaming at me “I hate you, I hate you. How could you still smoke. I am dying because of you. I hate you I hate you…..
On May 27, 2002, I quit smoking for good, the week after we buried my baby.
VOCABULARY

German measles: a contagious viral disease that is a milder form of measles lasting three or four days; can be damaging to a fetus during the first trimester.

Hubby: husband

Nagged: bother persistently

Nebulizer: A machine that delivers medicine directly to the lungs by producing a fine mist that is breathed in.

Excruciating: Causing great pain or anguish, agonizing

QUESTIONS

1. Why did not she have her left hand?

2. What did make her to start smoking and how old was she?

3. Where did she meet with her husband and when did they get married?

4. How did she resist herself from smoking during her first pregnancy?

5. How did she kid herself in terms of smoking during her second pregnancy?

6. What were the consequences of her smoking right after the pregnancy?

7. What kind of medical problems did Hannah face while she is getting older?

8. Why did she smoke? Do you think that it worthed?

