
A Forbidden Habit Strikes Out 
 
     Smoking was the cool thing during my college years in the sixties, 
and I embraced cigarettes like a forbidden rite of passage into adulthood.    
     Neither my parents smoked, and they would have frowned upon my 
new-found pleasure from the long distance of the home front. That gave 
me even more incentive to smoke a pack a day. Remember that back 
then a pack of cigarettes was mighty cheap – say, twenty-five cents – 
and not a financial burden on a college girl.  
     I splurged and bought an expensive silver lighter – I had it engraved, 
too - to slip from my purse making a big production of lighting up like a 
Hollywood starlet when out in public. As you can see, I was craving 
attention from everyone in the room. “Look at me, the shy girl in your 
classes you’ve never noticed.” 
     Others drank beer and played cards in the Union. Most of us kept up 
our GPAs, and left the “other” kind of smoking alone. That is debatable 
I suppose seeing that it was the sixties.  
     In those days smoking was socially acceptable and the health hazards 
were not broadcast to the general public. Non-filtered cigarettes were the 
choice of serious smokers, and The Marlborough Man rode up on his 
horse to popularize filtered cigarettes, which at the time were considered 
feminine. 
       That Christmas vacation I came home never thinking how I would 
conceal my new habit. I should have strategized my actions better since 
my mother tended to be a snooper and didn’t let much get past her.  
     I would ask to borrow the car for a spin around the block, have a 
quick drag or two and pop a breath mint before returning to the 
driveway. I kept a bottle of room freshener in my purse to spray the car 
and my clothes. She never said a word to me, and I thought my secret 
was safe.  
    On the other hand, my dad and mom talked a lot and I believe she 
must have told him what she suspected. My dad had a way of handling 
me that came from practice as I was no angel growing up. I got the 
stubborn gene from him.  



     One afternoon when I breezed into my father’s store, he said calmly, 
“You’ve taken up smoking. It’s a nasty habit and not good for your 
health. You should quit.”  
     I stood there flabbergasted and tried to lie my way out of the truth. A 
lot of nonsense came from my mouth in my own defense. “You just 
don’t understand.”  
      Well, I hated to admit I was caught. My dad didn’t argue back, and 
in fact, he didn’t say one other thing about it my entire visit. There was 
an eerie cloud over the entire vacation, and I couldn’t wait to get on my 
own again. 
     When I returned to college, my dad’s words resonated over and over 
usually the moment I put my head on the pillow. January and a new 
semester were ruined for me.  
     You tend to hear what you want to hear, and it takes time to sink in. 
     As a little girl I had always thought that my father was the wisest man 
in the whole world, and I would do anything to please him. I had let that 
opinion be pushed aside when I started growing up and other influences 
took over.  
     I quit smoking within a few months cold turkey and never looked 
back.  
 


