
I Quit 

Ever since she quit smoking, Jill couldn’t go into the bar anymore.  She needed something to do 

with her hands; she was accustomed to holding a cigarette while drinking, talking, socializing.   

Jill missed the feeling of security she experienced with a cigarette in her hand.  She missed the 

sensation of inhaling the cool menthol, letting it fill her mouth and cheeks, slip into and down her 

throat, and blowing it back out through pouted lips. 

She was a fluttery social butterfly, always schmoozing newbies and entertaining old friends with 

funny anecdotes and outrageous comments. She talked trash with the guys when basketball 

was on the wide screen TV.  Playing pool, enthusiastically but badly, she bet small bucks on 

each lousy shot.  She usually lost, drowning in fake sorrow while blowing hilarious smoke rings 

– big “O’s” to accentuate the fact that she won exactly zero. 

At first, she showed up every weeknight, as usual, refusing any offers of cigarettes and proudly 

displaying her nicotine patch.  But the patch didn’t help her growing anxiety; she needed 

something to do with her hands! 

Her friends told her to keep her drink in her hands, which she gladly did. The bartender was 

happy; she drank more, tipped more.  Her friends told her to drink through a straw, to simulate 

the feel of a cylindrical cigarette on the lips.  The bartender was happier; straws accompanied 

the taller drinks, and Jill ordered them in increasing quantity. The bigger the drink, the bigger the 

price, the bigger the tip. 

But Jill wasn’t happy. Her party patter went from bawdy jokes and gleeful guffaws to slurred 

speech and nervous laughter. She used to be the life of the party, but now she seemed out of 

place. One night, she put her drink down on the edge of the pool table and stood completely 

still, staring at her empty hands. The drink slid off the padded table edge. The sound of breaking 

glass caused a momentary stillness throughout the bar.  Jill broke the silence, wailing, “What do 

I do with my hands?”  She bolted out of the bar, into the ladies’ room, then out the back door. 

That was the last time we saw her. 
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