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            The bright white stars 🌟⭐
The silence of the night 🌇
 
Her quiet determination 🤫
Dark of night deepening 🌚
 
DeLynn Nicole Poma
Aug., 1995 (Excerpt)
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DeLynn Nicole Poma (1995)
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This is an actual street sign along a busy thoroughfare.
I had a second to aim the camera on my old flip phone to take the shot.

I was driving fast and couldn’t stop; that’s why it’s blurry.
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Intro –

These are my journal entries of 1995.  I was living in Brooklyn with my friend, John, and his roommate, Liz.  He had an art loft space on Duffield Street.  Years later, as I visited old haunts, I noticed it had been converted into very expensive, high-end condominiums.  But when I lived there for a brief period (about 2 years) back in the mid-90s (when I was “Grunge Girl”), it was very much an artist space.

Brooklyn is my favorite borough, after Manhattan.  It’s edgy and cool, working-class and no-nonsense; however, there might be more yuppies there now, converting real estate and increasing investment.  This piece is less about the borough of Brooklyn itself and more about my experience living there at the time.

PLEASE NOTE:  Spelling and grammar mistakes are left intact.  This was written many years ago, and I chose not to correct it, make changes, or any edits to it.

ALSO NOTE:  The last “open book” image (black and white) was found in the public domain.  I tweaked it and named it “Silver Winter.”  I also edited it 3 times to create my own versions of it.  They are used to introduce the seasons and are:

“Blushed Spring” (rose/pink highlights)

“Golden Summer” (golden/yellow tones)

“Bronzed Fall” (orange with rust tenors)

“Night” picture attached to my poem also was found in the public domain.  However, the following pictures of me inside Inwood Park and of Central Park are entirely my own (and taken in 1995).

Central Park, New York

I was thankful for Central Park.  It’s the city’s biggest park and situated smack in the middle of the island, Manhattan.  I went for long walks, watched free concerts, layed on the grass on sunny Saturday afternoons, played some games of frisbee, and walked for the cure of breast cancer several and multiple times over.  In a city of concrete and steel, it was great to have a green haven.

I noted many passing seasons in Central Park, as trees change the colors of their leaves from burnt reds and golden yellows in the Fall, to barren and bare twigs and branches during winter, and finally bursting into whites, pinks and greens in the spring.  And I enjoyed some of my deepest conversations with my friend, Ray.  We would walk around a long loop or just sit on the grass or bench.

These next four pictures were taken during the end of summer in 1995.
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Central Park, New York (1995).
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Central Park, New York (1995).
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Central Park, New York (1995).
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Central Park, New York (1995).
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This is me inside Inwood Park, 1995.
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This is me inside Inwood Park, 1995.
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Spring 1995
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The original black and white image was found in the public domain.

I added a rose tint and pink highlights; I call this: “Blushed Spring.”
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Entry -

I’m staying at John’s place.  We watched a mafia movie.  Wish I could say I liked it, but I did not.  I didn’t like the way they portrayed women.  Women always get exploited in movies.  They get beaten, cursed at, and raped.  They’re treated like sex objects.

Why do men need to prove their physical strength over women?  And why does John always pick out these movies for us to watch?  Is that what he thinks about women?  Of me?
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Entry -

John wants to take pictures of me.  I tell him not to.  I don’t feel pretty.  He doesn’t respect this.  He tells me I’m just being stupid.  Once I tried to tell him about that time I was sick and in the hospital.  He didn’t seem interested.  In fact, he walked away!

When I talk, he either turns on the t.v., picks up the paper, or walks out of the room.  Guess what I’ve got to say isn’t all that engrossing.  Now I just keep my thoughts to myself.
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Entry -

It’s a shame John doesn’t take me seriously.  I must wear a sign that tells him to dismiss me.  My thoughts must have little meaning.  Perhaps I’m not important enough to him.  And he wonders why I don’t want to date him.  Probably because he disrespects and disregards me.  That’s a start.

My stay at the hospital that time was a big deal to me.  It was a big ordeal in my life.  Figures he’d brush off the importance of it.  And he’d blow off the impact it had on me.  Like he does about everything else.

I knocked on death’s door.  Just wasn’t time for me to enter.  I got a new lease on life.  Not gonna waste it dating an idiot like him.
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Entry -

Speaking of which, I lied in that old hospital bed for like a whole month.  No one from work stopped by.  No body called for that matter.  Didn’t even receive a single “Get Well” card.

I only nearly died.
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Entry -

Life’s not going so good.  I don’t like where I live.  And I’m in between odd jobs.  But at least I’m not in that hospital.  Tubes in my chest.  Fear in my heart.

Guess compared to that, things got alot better.  Suppose I can’t complain.
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Entry -

It’s a picture-perfect day.  Blue sky, soft breeze.  Sun shines happily on the trees.  And white fluffy clouds high in the sky.

I’ve got me a shady spot.  Watching birds fly.  Drinking my juice.  Eating juicy grapes.  Listening to bird song and laughter.
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Entry -

I’m dressed in a sweet spring dress.  It looks great on me.  I wanna go outside.  But I fear the street harassment.  And the obsenities that await me.

These street guys are quite crude.

Sometimes I wish not to be seen.
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Entry -

I want a permanent place to live.  A place to be in private.  To be alone and to call my own.  To live and not just crash or stay.  Am I asking for too much?

I want to unpack my belongings.  I hate living out of boxes and black plastic bags.  I want to feel safe in my own space.

I want privacy in sleeping.  I don’t have a door.

And not have to tiptoe, to make myself unseen.
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The original black and white image was found in the public domain.

I added golden / yellow tones and I call this one: “Golden Summer.”

​

Entry -

Oh on beautiful nights like this!  A soft summer breeze blows.

I am surrounded by soothing breezes and summer sweetness.
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Entry –

Harry.  We sat once on his fire escape.  It was a sweet summer night.  Shared our thoughts and dreams.  Stared up at the moon.

Now I look up at that same night sky.  It’s been over a year.  Still I think of him.  But my thoughts are sad now.  For that moment has passed.  And it didn’t last.  That time we spent is gone.  Seems like so long ago.  Feels far away.  Like the planet Pluto.

Thoughts of him turn up once again.  They linger in the air.  I got no choice but to leave them there.
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Entry -
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