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Maya prided herself on being a quick learner
and smoking was to be no different.







The Smoking Run

Maya was beyond frustrated, she had so much to
do and had plans and now they were all pretty much out the window.
She had spent all week ingratiating herself to some of the new kids
in her school, trying desperately to get invited to hang out with
them...and now when they finally invite her to go to the
beach...she can't go!  Maya had moved in with her grandmother
a few weeks previous. Her parents were often off for work and they
figured a more stationary home environment would be better.
 Maya had no end to her resentment for being left behind but
that was something to rage about for another time.  All her
grandmother did was nag and make her do a seemingly unending list
of chores that she herself would not lift a finger to do.
 

Just as she was about to leave to go to the
beach with her new friends she got hit with another.
 Apparently Granny was almost out of cigarettes and this was
something only Maya could fix and it constituted something of a
major emergency.  Maya had pleaded and argued that she could
do it later or some manner of compromise that would lead to her not
missing the pick-up with her new friends but her Granny was
stalwart.  It had to be done, and it had to be done RIGHT
NOW!

So there she was, walking alone along the side
of the dirt road to the general store.  It was like the dark
ages, a forty five minute walk to an old time continence
store...and they didn't even have WiFi.  Maya kicked at the
dirt with her pink and black sneakers as she walked...it was hot
out and she was miserable.  She wore a black brand t-shirt and
short jean shorts. She was still wearing her bikini under her
clothes, which made her all the more miserable as she realized it
was for naught - where she was going, all there was only dirt.
 She tied her sandy blonde hair back in a loose ponytail, the
heat getting to her and making her start to sweat.  By the
time she got to the general store she was dishevelled and
downtrodden.  She did not even want to KNOW how she
looked.

Behind the counter there was an older woman with
long black hair, she had a lit cigarette perching in her mouth that
trailed smoke off as she read a magazine.

“Hey I need some smokes.” Maya asked, half
hoping that the woman would refuse and she got to go home and tell
her gran that she had to get her own damn smokes.

“I know your gran.” The woman replied, the smoke
dancing around on her lips as she talked. She slid a trio of packs
onto the counter and accepted money from Maya. “These are her
brand.  Tell her I said hi.”

“Sure whatever.” Maya replied. “Can I get a
drink for the walk back...please.”

“Fridge is out.” The woman replied. “All we got
is room temperature ginger ale.”

Maya sighed, deciding that the warm ale was
arguably better than the smoke being blown in her face.  She
took the drink and headed back out to the heat.  Half way back
with her Gran's smokes she had lost most of her energy to be angry
and just settled into a casual malaise.  She tried drinking
some of the ginger ale but it was beyond warm, nearly a hot tea.
 After a couple of swigs Maya tossed it aside in disgust.
 She adjusted her clothes, realizing why not many people wore
bikinis under their clothes, they were hot and uncomfortable.
 Maya adjusted her t-shirt, using it to wipe the sweat that
beaded on her chest and underarms.  She felt gross and it only
added to her foul mood.  By the time she returned home she was
slick with sweat, her hair frizzy and her face red.

“Did you get the smokes?” Gran called out from
the den.

“Hello to you too.” Maya replied in a sarcastic
tone. “I got them.”

“Well don't just stand there...” Gran replied.
“Bring them over!”

Maya sighed loudly and went to take a step.

“Shoes off in the house.” Gran scolded.

Maya growled as she leaned down and took off her
sneakers and walked barefoot into the den and handed Gran her
smokes.  Gran unceremoniously tore the cellophane off the pack
and tore into her pack.  She quickly put a smoke in her mouth
and lit it.  She dragged in heavily then let it out with a
satisfied sigh.

“Do I at least get a thank you?” Maya asked. “I
had to blow off my plans and I sweated my butt off getting
those.”

“Why would I owe you a thank you?” Gran asked.
“This is my house and you are living here rent free.  You
should be thanking ME?”

Maya growled and flopped back onto the chair
behind her, it was fake leather and uncomfortable to Maya's sweaty
body. “When is it my turn to get something?  When does anyone
care what I think?”

“Keep waiting.” Gran said with a laugh. “Let me
know how it turns out.”

Maya looked at her Gran with disdain and went to
get up, the rubbery fake leather of the chair sticking to her and
pulling her back.  She growled again.

“You need to calm down.” Gran replied. “You are
likely to have a stroke or something.”

“That would be so inconvenient for you wouldn't
it?” Maya replied. “What slave would you use to go get smokes
then?”

“You need to calm down dear.” Gran said as she
took a deep draw from her cigarette. “You keep letting yourself get
so worked up and you will blow a gasket!”

“Blow a gasket?” Maya asked. “Where is that
witticism from?  The dark ages?”

Gran smirked, letting out some smoke before
responding.

“I just mean you are so stressed out all the
time, if you don't relax you are going to hurt yourself.”
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