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The Doc Martens

Devon Campbell stared at the barren off-white walls of the new apartment. She dropped her last box of belongings onto the battered linoleum floor and looked around. Even the fresh paint the landlord applied didn’t hide the fact it was a dive.

She sighed and opened the windows to air out some of the paint smell. A tiny one room apartment in an old, old building in lower Wallingford. But it was all she could afford with first month’s rent, last month’s and a deposit due all at once.

She hadn’t planned on getting dumped by Max and having to find a place on such short notice. And her savings account was practically empty.

Where did it all go, she wondered. She made good money as an accountant for an architect.

As Devon peered into the bathroom, wondering about the possibility that someone had left behind toilet paper, she knew where the money went. Concert tickets and whiskey. Mostly whiskey. She was down to one concert a week these days, but the whiskey was nightly. And no, there was no toilet paper.

Damn. She’d have to go shopping today.

She checked the refrigerator. Clean, but empty. Scrounging around in her purse she found an old liquor store receipt, flipped it over and started a grocery list on the back.

Alcohol, the reason Max dumped her. Besides the blonde, who he refused to talk about. He’d called Devon an alcoholic. And maybe she was. So she’d gone to a few AA meetings, and even though she’d hated the religious part of it that some brought in; the people were interesting. Devon wasn’t sure if she was ready to quit though.

All her friends drank a little. At a concert, in a tavern, or out dancing. But Devon continued when she got home. Or just drank at home alone. And it’s not as if she could drink and drive anymore. Her old Toyota died last year and she couldn’t afford to replace it anyway. Either she got a ride with friends or she bussed it or walked these days.
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