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​The Components of a Cigarette: The Match of a Lifetime on the Pitch of the Lungs
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Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the grand stadium of the lungs, where the flick of a lighter is the referee’s whistle, heralding the start of a fiery encounter between the weary side of Health and the star-studded, toxin-laden line-up of Cigarettes. The crowd? Millions of innocent body cells. My voice rises upon the waves of oxygen... and here we are, witnessing the most perilous clash ever staged on the human stage of life!

Kick-off: Smoke enters the pitch

The first puff, the first counter-attack. The temperature surges to nine hundred degrees Celsius - as though this were the World Cup Final being played in a pizza oven! Suddenly, more than seven thousand chemicals flood the field at once. Two hundred and fifty of them notorious for their rough play, seventy of them officially listed among the “confirmed carcinogens”. The contest is ablaze, and the opponent shows no mercy.

Nicotine – the cunning playmaker

Here comes nicotine - quicker than Mbappé - sprinting from the lungs to the brain in just ten seconds! He threads golden passes to neural receptors known as nAChRs, and the brain applauds with dopamine: “What a thrill! What delight!” But beware: the crowd - the mind itself - becomes addicted to these dazzling moves, demanding more, trapped in a vicious cycle: addiction → withdrawal → irritability → overeating → tension. Nicotine controls the tempo like a ruthless referee, raising blood pressure, quickening the pulse, narrowing the vessels. He dishes out red cards to every organ in sight.

Tar – the brutal defender with a deadly footprint

Tar is the heavy-footed bruiser, leaving his mark on the lungs, the filter, even the fingertips. A sticky presence, clogging the pitch, smothering the tiny cilia - those little sweepers of the airways - drowning the ground in mucus and cough.

Star men in his squad:


●  Benzopyrene: one of the deadliest of the polycyclic aromatic hydrocarbons. It storms the nucleus of the cell, shackles the DNA, distorts its playbook, setting off an explosive strategy from within. The outcome? The cell itself mutates into a ticking cancerous time-bomb. Tragically, this very substance is also found in car exhausts and industrial fumes, so with every puff, the lungs host their own lethal traffic jam.

●  Aromatic Amines: led by 2-Naphthylamine and 4-Aminobiphenyl. They don’t stop at the lungs - their game is played inside the bladder. There, they bide their time, slowly turning the arena into a conquered ground riddled with cancer. Once used in dyes, these compounds were banned worldwide... yet they still find their way into the smoker’s chest.



Arsenic: the classical poisoner! Once favoured in royal assassinations, a killer of pests in insecticides, now a merciless infiltrator of the bloodstream and the respiratory system. Every puff delivers a silent catastrophe, weakening vessels and heightening the risk of both cancer and heart disease.

Cadmium: the heavy metal of rechargeable batteries, transformed here into a toxic defender pounding the cells relentlessly. It piles up in kidneys and bones, weakening them, leaving the body fragile, like a team with no back line. Worse still, it slows the body’s very ability to clear toxins - as if the goalkeeper had fallen asleep during penalties.

Chromium and Nickel: a metallic duo of destruction. In industry, chromium resists rust and nickel strengthens alloys. In the lungs, they combine as a catastrophic partnership, tearing tissue apart and planting mutations, like defenders intent on injuring every opponent.

Benzene: essential in petrochemicals and paints, but in the smoker’s blood it targets the bone marrow, disrupting the production of blood cells, raising the spectre of leukaemia. Slow, but deadly.

Formaldehyde: famed across the globe for embalming the dead. And now, it enters the living to score against life itself! It stings the eyes, irritates the airways instantly, and over time becomes a confirmed carcinogen - a biased referee declaring defeat before the final whistle.

The Toxic Gases – the invisible strike force

Ninety-five per cent of cigarette smoke is gaseous, flooding the pitch with hidden assailants:


●  Carbon Monoxide (CO): disguised in the kit of oxygen, it hijacks haemoglobin and leaves the organs gasping.

●  Hydrogen Cyanide: straight from the playbook of chemical warfare, it disables the cilia, stripping the lungs of their defences.

●  Nitrogen Oxides: hooligan crowds whipping up inflammation.

●  Ammonia: the same stuff poured down lavatories to scrub stains, now clearing the way for nicotine to sprint faster to the brain. A stench of toilets in your chest - what a signing!

●  Acrolein: brings tears as if you were standing in terraces filled with onions.

●  Hydrogen Sulphide: the unmistakable odour of rotten eggs in the lungs.



The Additives – cheap cosmetics on the face of calamity

Tobacco companies lace the blend with “seasoning”:


●  Sugars that burn into carcinogens.

●  Menthol: cooling the throat, deceiving the player into thinking he’s refreshed, when in truth he’s inhaled even deeper into the poison.

●  Theobromine: from cocoa, opening the airways - a gate swung wide for toxins to flood in.

●  Humectants and preservatives: prolonging the cigarette’s shelf life like artificial fitness programmes.



On the bench:


●  Acetone: the star of nail polish remover.

●  Methanol: rocket fuel in disguise.

●  Toluene: a toxic solvent, a disruptive menace.

●  Polonium-210: a radioactive assassin; its name alone silences the stadium.



Final Whistle: A resounding defeat

The scoreline is emphatic: Cigarettes 7 – 0 Health.

The goals: lung cancer, bladder cancer, heart disease, chronic obstruction, weakened immunity, endless inflammation, and the premature theft of youth. The crowd - families, loved ones - file out in tears, as the cigarette lifts the Trophy of Death aloft.

Player Cards – the deadly line-up


●  Nicotine → Addiction.

●  Tar → Cancer + Blockage.

●  Formaldehyde → Embalming.

●  Ammonia → Toilet Cleaner.

●  Benzene → Blood Cancer.

●  Methanol → Rocket Fuel.

●  Acetone → Nail Polish Remover.

●  Toluene → Toxic Solvent.

●  Polonium-210 → Death by Knockout.



Well, what a deadly line-up every cigarette sends out onto the pitch-a notorious side captained by Nicotine, the undisputed master of Addiction, flanked by Tar, the ruthless specialist in Cancer and clogged arteries. Just picture it: embalming fluid (Formaldehyde), toilet cleaner (Ammonia), the culprit behind blood cancer (Benzene), rocket fuel (Methanol), and nail polish remover (Acetone) all drafted into the squad-do you really expect to triumph in the match of life with that team in your colours?

You simply couldn’t script it! Don’t be the supporter who cheers on this toxic eleven; because the ultimate prize is not to be floored by a knockout strike from Polonium-210. The true championship? To raise aloft the Cup of Life itself-filled with fresh oxygen, not poisoned with nicotine. 🏆
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​The opening whistle
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Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to this live broadcast of the match of a lifetime – a contest not played upon the green rectangle, but waged in the arenas of the lungs, the heart, and the mind. Here, humanity faces its fiercest adversary: the cigarette. This is a match that admits no draws – either victory that restores life and vigour, or defeat inscribed in the private history of the soul in letters of tar.

The dedication

To every player who scored a goal against his own health, mistaking it for triumph... to every captain who squandered his fitness deep into stoppage time of his life... and to all those now standing on the touchline, hesitating between playing on or announcing retirement. These words are not merely a preface; they are the whistle that declares a contest entitled “Awareness versus Illusion.”

My friends everywhere, today we witness a titanic encounter, one where the commentator’s voice cannot rise above the voice of truth. The cigarette, ladies and gentlemen, is no mere roll of tobacco leaf – it is an entire squad of ruthless players, each one a specialist in maiming an organ of the body. And from the instant the reckless player sparks his lighter, the match begins – the first attack is launched, and the opponent surges forward without mercy.

In defence, nicotine sits – the sly playmaker, reaching the brain in a mere ten seconds, quicker than any flying winger the world has ever seen. In midfield, tar – heavy-footed, but leaving black scars on every pitch it crosses. And leading the line, carbon monoxide – the deadly striker who severs the oxygen supply of the human team, leaving the goal gaping for countless strikes.

Ladies and gentlemen, this is no friendly. This is the final of life itself. There is no extra time, no penalty shoot-out. Either the player – yes, I mean you – changes the plan and substitutes himself before the red card is raised... or he perishes.

Let us rewind to those moments before kick-off. How many players entered the pitch thinking the cigarette was but a warm-up drill? A quick pause between halves... only to find it had become a lifetime contract with the team of death. It begins with a single cigarette, then a pack, then a habit, then an addiction – until the stands are filled not with cheers, but with coughing and lament.

And now, applause for the spectators – that silent crowd with no choice but to inhale the smoke. They are the children, the women, the elderly. Those who have never so much as touched the ball, yet concede goals again and again from passive smoking. Imagine this: 1.2 million deaths each year among innocents, all because one player chose to flaunt his smoke skills. What sort of match is this, where the supporters fall more often than the players themselves?

And look, entering the attack are the new signings: shisha, e-cigarettes, heated tobacco. What glittering names! They step out in stylish kits, in bright colours, with flavours of strawberry and apple. Yet in the end, they are the same team, the same poisons, the same result. A “winter transfer window” trick – fresh faces with the same foul mentality.

Back to tactics. How does nicotine dribble past your defences? Simple: it grants the illusion of comfort, the illusion of calm... only to drag you into the trap of withdrawal. Every time you attempt to leave the pitch, you feel you are losing, so you come back to play again. It is the scheme of a cunning manager – the scheme of reward and punishment. And you, the player, are manoeuvred on the chessboard as a pawn, scarcely aware that you are but a piece in the hands of a grand adversary.

Now to the statistics. Smoking kills more than 8 million people every year across the world. Yes, 8 million! A number which, if recorded by a single striker in a World Cup, would be hailed as miraculous – but here, it is a tragedy. Were smoking a football club, it would win the World Cup of premature death every single year, uncontested.

And what of the economy? Let us examine the wallet. The daily pack-smoker spends thousands of dollars each year. What a disastrous investment! Paying hard cash to buy disease, then paying many times more on the instalments of treatment. What kind of financial plan is this? It is like a player selling his golden boots to purchase a red card.

But, ladies and gentlemen, there is still hope. Yes, there is an alternative strategy, a new game plan. It is called quitting. It begins with admitting the old formation has failed, then summoning the substitutes: nicotine replacement – patches, gums, sprays – to ease the pressure of withdrawal. Then calling upon the foreign professionals:

Varenicline and Bupropion – medications with immense power to blunt the opponent’s attacks. And do not forget the coaching staff: psychological support, counselling sessions, and friends cheering from the touchline.

Now, let us turn to the scoreboard after quitting:


●  After 20 minutes: the heart rate begins to fall.

●  After 12 hours: carbon monoxide is cleared from the blood.

●  After 3 months: circulation finds its rhythm again.

●  After a year: the risk of heart disease is slashed by half.

●  After 15 years: the player stands as though he never set foot on the pitch at all.



What a comeback! A revival worthy of the legends of the game.

And now, ladies and gentlemen, the final whistle is drawing near. The ball is at your feet. Either you retire with grace, leaving the field with dignity, lifting the Cup of Health above your head... or you allow the cigarette to pen the last chapter for you. The choice is yours-and the crowd, indeed the whole world, is waiting for the roar of victory.

For this is no ordinary fixture, no passing Sunday kickabout. This is the clash that defines your very existence. The stands are full, the anthem of life resounds, and the stage is set. One decisive strike, one clear decision, and the title is yours: Champion of your own future. 🏆
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​Gratitude and Thanks
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Ladies and gentlemen, here we are, in that brief interval between two of life’s most crucial halves – a moment to pay tribute to those who deserve our applause and our deepest respect.

First, to the supporters of awareness, who never ceased their chanting from the stands. They held aloft the banners of warning, sang the songs of salvation, and booed every wisp of smoke that crept onto the pitch. They are the true crowd, tireless in encouragement even when the match drags on, patient even when the team trails. This faithful support is the spiritual fuel that drives the players back onto the pitch, renewed, every time the game seems destined for collapse.

Secondly, warm applause for the wise managers – yes, the doctors – who stood at the touchline, waving the substitution boards, crying out: “Change the plan immediately! Don’t persist with a losing tactic!” These managers did more than advise. They drafted the comeback plans, mapped the strategies, offered alternatives. They were the coaching staff who never slept, analysing every movement, anticipating every attack. Through their labour, the player discovered a way out of the endless circle, a realisation that the match was never beyond redemption, however formidable the opponent appeared.

Thirdly, let us not forget the teammates – those friends who never withheld the passes of survival. They slipped the ball to you in moments of crisis, encouraged you when you stumbled, lifted your spirits after a setback. True friends did more than clap from a distance – they joined you in the heart of the counterattack, rolled the ball cleanly into your path, and cried out: “Shoot... this is your chance!”

And then there is that special gratitude, the one that deserves to be etched in luminous letters on the scoreboard: thanks to you. Yes, you who chose to open this guide, to read the game plan instead of burning yourself out upon the pitch. You could have stayed a mocking spectator, or a weary player chasing shadows, but you chose instead to be the captain – the leader who changes the fate of the match. You looked into the mirror and said: “Enough!” And here you sit, revising the strategy, preparing for a comeback worthy of the legends.

Ladies and gentlemen, gratitude is not mere words that vanish into the air – it is goals scored against despair. When we thank the supporters of awareness, we affirm the power of encouragement. When we thank the doctors, we honour knowledge and expertise. When we thank our teammates, we proclaim that the team never plays alone. And when we thank the player himself – the reader here – we declare it openly: this hero deserves the trophy before the match has even begun.

So let us applaud together, not with our hands alone but with our hearts. Applaud the supporters who never deserted the stands, the managers who never surrendered at the touchline, the teammates who passed faithfully, and the player who resolved to strike his golden goal against the smoke.

A Note from the Commentator

Ladies and gentlemen, prepare yourselves well... for the match before us is no friendly between two local sides, nor is it a tactical breakdown of a routine league fixture. This is an extraordinary encounter, the contest of a lifetime. A match not measured in points, nor in the elegance of passing, but in the breaths that remain within your lungs.

At times, you may hear a wry remark, perhaps even a playful turn of phrase. But do not be deceived. The numbers flashing on the scoreboard are no jest – they are stark reality. Every goal scored by the team of smoke against your body is recorded in medical archives. Every misplaced pass before this opponent may end in a red card in your life. Every statistic mentioned here is a whistle blown by a stern referee called science.

We stand against an opponent without mercy – a squad complete in every position: nicotine as the playmaker, tar in defence, carbon monoxide spearheading the attack, and a bench brimming with chemicals ready to enter when summoned. Their formation is unmistakable: dazzle you in the first half with fleeting pleasure, then crush you in the second with a flurry of illnesses.

So let us be clear: this commentary is not to raise excitement alone, but to warn every player on the pitch of an adversary who knows every gap in your defence. We may laugh at the shallowness of some of their tactics, but we will not lose sight of the stakes – the match itself, with its final score destined to be written as a medical report... or an early death certificate.

Ladies and gentlemen, the opening whistle has already blown. There is no room for complacency. The match is real, the statistics undeniable, and the most sobering truth of all – the supporters are all affected by the result. So let us take our places, and prepare to commentate on the most perilous match of your lives.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​The Introduction: The Opening Whistle Is Nothing but the Sound ... of a Lighter!

[image: ]




[image: ]

Ladies and gentlemen, we welcome you to the grandstands of life, where the most important match of all is being played – not on lush grass, nor under the floodlights of Europe’s great arenas, but within the human chest, between the lung that longs to breathe and the nicotine that lurks in wait.

Many believe the cigarette is nothing more than a gentle warm-up, a light stretch, a jog along the touchline before the real contest begins. But the truth, my friends, is this: the flick of the lighter is no casual spark. It is the referee’s whistle, declaring the start of a long half – the first devoted to illusory pleasure, the second consumed by breathlessness and pain.

From the moment the flame touches the cigarette’s tip, the player is drawn into the match. The lungs sprint as though cast into a marathon without training. The heart stands at centre circle, hurriedly distributing passes, quickening its beats, demanding more oxygen. And with every inhalation, the opposition stride onto the pitch.

Nicotine, the master playmaker, threads a pass to the brain in just ten seconds – faster than any winger in the history of football. The brain receives it as though it were a goal in the opening minute, a goal that sparks wild excitement. But alas, it is an own goal.

Across the back line, tar anchors the defence – lumbering, obstinate, leaving its black imprint on the lung wall, just as a rugged defender leaves his studs on a striker’s shins. And then there is carbon monoxide, the ruthless centre forward, cutting off the oxygen supply, forcing the human team to run without energy, to shoot without power, to defend without breath.

That is how the first half begins: a fleeting high, a false sense of control, while in truth the team retreats, conceding goal after goal to heart disease, lung failure, and clogged arteries.

The referee in this match is not a man with a whistle at his lips – it is science itself. Its figures do not lie, its reports do not flatter. And the verdict is stark: eight million lives lost every year to this deadly team. Eight million! A number which, if recorded in any tournament, would forever stain the history of football. And of those, 1.2 million never even touched the ball – they were supporters in the stands, choking on the smoke of a reckless player showing off his skill in blowing white clouds.

The viewer may ask: what is the secret behind this team’s allure? Why does the player not walk away, knowing full well the match can end only in catastrophic defeat? The secret, dear friends, lies in psychology. The cigarette never strides onto the pitch wearing its filth from the start. It disguises itself as a friend, a teammate offering a consoling pat on the shoulder, a substitute ready to fill the void. The player tells himself: “Just one won’t hurt.” But football does not recognise the word “one.” From a trial to a habit, from a habit to an addiction, from addiction to a lifetime contract with the team of destruction.

It is a strategy crafted with precision. The opponent begins with a quick strike, planting a sense of comfort, only to abandon the player to the torment of withdrawal, dragging him back to play again. It is the scheme of reward and punishment, executed by nicotine – the wily manager who knows your weaknesses. Every attempt to leave the pitch is met with alarms through the body: tension, irritability, anxiety, headaches. And so the player returns to the cigarette, as though reinstated in the starting XI, despite knowing the result is already sealed.

And with time, the match becomes one-sided. The lungs raise the white flag. The heart pleads for substitution. The teeth leave the pitch early. The skin loses its shape, showing wrinkles as clearly as a weary side showing fatigue in the 90th minute. Even the finances collapse. The player does not just pay for tickets; he bankrolls the opponent daily. Thousands of pounds each year wasted in ruinous transfers – buying illness upfront, and then paying for treatment on instalments.

And yet, amid this wreckage, some still believe they are in control. They raise the cigarette as a captain raises his armband, imagining command. But they fail to see that the opposition already have their name inscribed on the scoresheet, and that the final whistle is only a matter of time.

But, despite the darkness, hope remains. Yes, ladies and gentlemen, as in football, there is always the chance of a comeback – even in the dying seconds. Just as we have witnessed the greatest remontadas in history, so too can any player flip the script and tear up his contract with the team of smoke.

The substitutions are there: nicotine replacements, steady midfielders to retain possession; prescription medicines, star foreigners capable of changing the game; and psychological support, the trusted coaching staff at your side every step.

And when the player makes that choice, the scoreboard begins to turn:


●  After twenty minutes, the heart calms.

●  After twelve hours, carbon monoxide is sent off.

●  After three months, circulation improves.

●  After a year, the risk of heart disease is cut in half.

●  And if he endures until the final whistle – fifteen years – the human team returns as though it had never played this dark match at all.



What a comeback that would be! A revival worthy of the legends.

So, ladies and gentlemen, the introduction is clear. The sound of the lighter is not just a spark – it is the opening whistle. The cigarette is no warm-up, but a full match: the first half deceit, the second half torment, and extra time played only in the wards of hospitals.

The decision lies with the player: continue until the whistle of death, or walk off now, head held high, lifting the Cup of Health. And the supporters – yes, your family and your friends – are waiting for the roar of victory.

The Match in Progress 
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​Chapter One: First Half – The Warm-Up with the Opponent
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And there it is-the whistle blows, and the pitch is swallowed by a blanket of smoke. Smoke rolling in like storm clouds on a night without a moon. Ladies and gentlemen, this is no ordinary match. This is no routine clash between champions of the league. No-this is a first half unlike any we’ve seen, beginning with the strangest of warm-ups. The player believes he’s preparing to run, but in truth, he’s rehearsing his own collapse.

A Warm-Up That Leads Nowhere

Look at the smoker stepping out, bursting with false energy, convinced he’s an athlete poised for the race of his life. He lights his cigarette as though a professional firing up an engine before the grand sprint. He takes a heavy drag, imagining his lungs filled with oxygen-when in fact, he’s flooding them with toxic gases, poisons disguised as admirers, daggers cloaked in smoke. He runs while rooted to the spot, gasps while standing still, sprinting endlessly without ever moving forward.

And here is the cruelest deception of all. The cigarette bestows the illusion of triumph. A counterfeit medal-“The Golden Cough.” His weary chest applauds it, his exhausted heart salutes it, but this medal does not gleam beneath the sun-it flickers only in the dim light of hospital wards. It does not rest proudly on the chest-it scorches the throat, corrodes the voice, and shortens the very breath cut off by a single flight of stairs.

From Sacred Ritual to Global Epidemic

Let us turn back the pages of history, to the record books that chart the career of this opponent. Tobacco began as a strange participant, woven into the rituals of the Aztecs and Mayans, smoke rising with their chants like prayers to the heavens. They believed the smoke banished evil spirits. In truth, it conjured only one spirit-Death itself-nestling deep into the body.

Then this cunning player journeyed to Europe. Not as ritual smoke this time, but as a so-called miracle cure. Doctors prescribed it for headaches and asthma, offering it up in dainty bottles like perfume. They hailed it as a healing secret, while it quietly harboured destruction. They trusted it-like supporters fooled by a replay in slow motion-never realising the goal had been scored against them from the very first kick.
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