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Smoking is a nasty habit. That's a pretty widely accepted statement that few folks would disagree with.

I smoked heavily for many years - sometimes consuming upwards of a carton per week. I've written in this space before about my New Year's resolution some years ago to quit and the uphill battle to divorce Joe Camel.

I'm happy to report that I was smoke-free from mid spring of 2007 up until this last spring when I lost my job. On the day I was let go, my psyche went into panic mode and my first stop was the gas station so I could light up on my way home. Not only was it a ridiculous notion that smoking would somehow make things better, but I also shouldn't have been spending money for a pack of smokes.

I'm not proud of myself; in fact I find it quite embarrassing that I started smoking again. 

Quite frankly, I don't know how I ever managed as a smoker, either the first time or during my relapse. I'm focused on looking my best when it comes to my professional life, and I never realized that my teeth were a nice shade of yellow or that I stunk of general nastiness - two key traits that every employer looks for.

Yeah, right.

But when I reentered the job market after a much needed decompression break, I resolved, yet again, to quit smoking. And, much like the last time, I promised myself that I would do it on my own with no patches or gum to help me along.

I'm glad I did it that way too because there is no bigger sense of accomplishment than breaking an addiction strictly on willpower. When I wasn't being hired at least I had some feeling of accomplishment regarding my bad habit.

It certainly wasn't easy. I'd be smoke-free for a few weeks and then succumb to my mental craving for a smoke. Being the cheap guy that I am, I couldn't throw away a perfectly good pack of cigarettes, so I'd finish off the pack before I tried to quit again.

I measured my success in the amount of time I would take to go through a pack, and at one point I was down to just a few cigarettes a day. Eventually, I began measuring how much time had elapsed between finishing my last pack and the urge to buy the next one.

And then, one night when I stopped at the gas station to buy another pack, I remembered that it had been nearly two months since my last pack of smokes. 

I said to myself, "Self, why do you need these smokes?" 

I didn't have an answer any better than "I want them," so I turned around and left. It was at that moment, much like the first time it happened, that I felt that I had, yet again, "quit."

I have also resolved to try harder at not "bumming" smokes from friends and co-workers. I believe that it was the occasional cigarettes consumed during my "non-smoker" days that made the gateway into smoking full time way too easy.

I have nobody to blame but myself, but I can say with some certainty that I won't be rejoining the "smokers club" anytime soon. The company on the ex-smoker bandwagon is just fine.
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