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This is a gray–scaled version of my image above.

This is the original image I found in the public domain (I intensified the color).

I call this simply “Plump Plum.”

I added blue tints and I call this “Blue Hues.”

I added hot pink tints for this one; hence the title: “Pink Tint.”

I added contrast for a sense of vibrancy.  I call this: “Perfect Purple.”

“Bronze Rose.”

“Glad Gold.”

DeLynn Nicole Poma

Lansing, Michigan.  (August 1995.)
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    PLEASE NOTE:
The automatic conversion process from my computer to an online self-publishing platform such as this is never perfect and always contains errors.  What I see of my original document on my desktop computer (and the way my document looks after converting) is always very different.  Therefore, this document will exhibit visual and spacing errors that I'm not able to correct due to how it converts (which is outside of my control).

      

    



  	
        
            
            To those brown eyes 👁 👁 of yours, as they read these words of mine.
To the heart 💖 that beats within you, the depth you own.
To a mind that writes 📝 words in such a way as you do.
To someone so a part of my thoughts. 💭
To someone so inside my heart. 💘
To a soul so precious and dear. 🙏
 
 
 
(my thoughts of Harry)
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This was my very first selfie.  It was taken back in May of 1996 (Original Image).
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This is a gray–scaled version of my image above.
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Short Prologue:

These are my journal entries from 1996.  That was the year when things started to change for me, and for the better.  At the start of the year, I am floundering with odd jobs (or no job) and bouncing between make-shift living arrangements; by year’s end, I am an undergraduate student living in a college dormitory.  I already had a two-year degree before leaving Michigan, and pursing higher education was not the reason why I moved to New York.  I wanted to live someplace exciting, and I was hypnotized and mesmerized by the bright lights of the big city.  But my life was at a complete standstill and I was going nowhere and making no progress.  Returning to college was a game changer for me, because it brought much-need security and stability at a time in my life when I had virtually none of it.  In a sense, it grounded me, and that was exactly what I needed at that time.  Though I still had struggles, looking back on it, those few short years proved to be the happiest time I spent in New York City.

Single Public Domain Picture

The first flower image you will find on the next page was found in the public domain.  I selected it because it looks weathered and worn – and also, I love roses!  Of all the flowers, the rose, to me, is queen.  Perhaps my name should have been “Rose.”
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I ENJOY EDITING AND visually enhancing images, and so, I altered the picture five times over in order to create a different appearance and color palette for each.  Though the purple one is striking, my favorite is my gold edit.  Thanks for reading!
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This is the original image I found in the public domain (I intensified the color).
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JANuary, 1996

I take a bath at 10 o’clock tonight.  There’s not much hot water but it’s warm enough for me.  I shampoo my hair and suds my body.  The tub fills, and I imagine it to be a mini hot tub.

I start to play.  Out of the blue, I begin to squirm around, squishing in the water.  It makes those noises water makes when it splashes.  I can turn to my left, to my right, and onto my tummy.

I can take deep breaths.  My lungs expand without pain.  I feel tightness now and then, when it’s about to rain, but not the pain I felt before.  My ribs too have healed.  I can twist and turn myself around, without hurt.  I see my scars, but I don’t mind them that much anymore.

I rinse myself off.  It’s time for bed.
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FEBRUARY, 1996

He shot a glance and saw that I was about to sneeze.  He blessed me the second before.  As a “thank you” was in progress, the sneeze came.  The “thank you” followed.
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FEB ENTRY

Mark Twain once said he could live two weeks on a compliment.

If only I could get one.  I could probably live on it for a whole year.
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FEB ‘96

I have decided on some things.  I’ve realized I am doing what I can do each and every day.  I try as best I can to change things around and make it right.  I do it my way and in my time.  I will keep myself in peace and at ease.  And when the time is right, it will work out and turn out for the best.

In the meantime, I will try and let it all be.
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