Two

The bus alternatively chugged, halted, and whizzed up First Avenue.  They were going to a Stop Smoking meeting at Bellevue Hospital.

“God, I want a cigarette,” said Rita.

“Just hold on, kid.  You’ll feel better when you have some nicotine in your system again,” said Griffin.

“What on earth do you mean?  I thought I was never to smoke again,” she said.

“Hey, calm down.  You just need some nicotine gum or a patch,” he said.

“Aren’t those methods expensive?” asked Rita.

“Yes, they are,” said Griffin.  “But I’ve heard that if you go to a Stop Smoking meeting at any City Hospital they will give you enough gum or patches to get you through the week until your next meeting.”

The bus let them off by the tiny green grounds in front of Bellevue.  The sun was shining.

“Look, Griffin, there are some purple crocuses,” said Rita, getting hold of his hand.  The crocuses looked like tiny dancers dressed in lilac and orange satin.

“That’s nice, Rita,” said Griffin.  

Once inside the busy, sleek entrance hall, they greeted the security guard, who directed them to the meeting.

“I really hope this works,” breathed Griffin, as they slid into two of the chairs arranged in a circle.  “Those are the Twelve Steps of Alcoholics Anonymous, Rita.”

“But I thought this was about smoking.  I don’t drink,” she said, running her eyes over the Twelve Steps and Twelve Traditions posted on two shades hanging on the creamy brick wall in front of them.

“I think the idea is to apply those principles to quitting smoking.  After all, smoking is as fierce an addiction as alcoholism.  Let’s just sit through this meeting anyway,” said Griffin.

Later they walked down the long hospital corridor toward the bright outdoors, and Rita felt better as the nicotine gum pierced the tension that had been building since she woke up—when she had begun to resist the urge to smoke.  Strolling along the walkway with her boyfriend, she pondered what it all had meant to her.

“We admitted we were powerless over alcohol—that our lives had become unmanageable.”  The first step of the AA program stayed in her mind.  Maybe that had been the problem with her life: it had become unmanageable.  It might help to admit she was powerless over her mental illness.  Then she could begin to recover.  Like alcoholics, who could begin to start their lives over only after they had acknowledged that their old way of life had ended in complete defeat, maybe she could begin her life anew from this point on.

She had to admit the devastating fact that somewhere along the line she had lost the power to discriminate between sense and nonsense, between what was rational and what was irrational, and even between what was moral or immoral, right or wrong.  Weedodi had gotten the better of her.  She had given him all her power until she had become powerless.  She spoke up.

“I’m powerless.  That’s a rich concept, isn’t it, Griffin?”  Rita looked up at Griffin, who was smashing a piece of gum between his front teeth.  “I mean, I think I am powerless over all kinds of things, like my illness.  I admit I am powerless over Weedodi,” she continued sternly, talking really to herself rather than to Griffin.  “And I’ve lost all power to control my desire to smoke, too.”  She smiled ruefully.

“Just do not pick up a cigarette between now and next week, when we’ll go to the meeting again.  Some of that power you lost will come back to you if you don’t smoke.  You will be like the phoenix rising out of the ashes.  Hey, I like this gum.  It’s kind of peppery,” he said, grabbing her.  She squealed.  They were much happier now than they had been before the meeting.

“I don’t understand it, Griffin.  Even Tom seemed to enjoy it when I smoked, and I know he wants the best for me,” Rita mused.

“Who’s Tom?” asked Griffin.  “Tom Terrific?”

“You are dating yourself, my man!  That character is from the fifties.”

“Well, who is this Tom fellow you keep mentioning?” He pressed her.

“T. S. Eliot,” Rita answered.

“Ich sehe, mein Madchen,” he said, putting on his glasses.

“It’s true, Griffin.  The spirit of T. S. Eliot speaks to me.  I can hear him talking through his book, The Complete Poetry and Plays of T. S. Eliot.

“Jah, liebchen,” nodded Dr. Griffin Freud, chortling.

“Come on, Griffin, don’t make me laugh.  It’s true.  And he is the kindest man you will ever meet.”

They got off the bus and headed for The Golden Garden, Rita’s favorite Chinese restaurant, just downstairs from her room on Third Avenue.  This time they were glad for the No Smoking law.
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