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DeLynn Nicole Poma  (1994)
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This was taken in downtown Ambler, Pennsylvania in December of 1995.
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These are my journal entries of 1994.  I had a hard time getting settled here in the city.  My biggest struggle was finding housing, because I couldn’t afford anything.  The cost of living in New York City is absolutely astronomical.  That was my first lesson of life inside the Big Apple.

Many were the hard knocks and life lessons that were learned during this period.  It was a pretty rough and tumble time of my life, and I definitely would not want to repeat or relive it.  Some things, such as these, are best left in the past.  For all the struggles, hardships, and difficulties that I was having, I did not think that I would last but a year there.  Alas, I lived in New York City for 15 years.
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This is dedicated to Ray.  He was a very good friend to me, and for a very long time.  Most people I met here had their secret (and even selfish) reasons for befriending me, but Ray genuinely cared about me.  He was the real deal; he was like the brother that I always wanted, but never had.  He was an immense influence in my life at that time.

This is also dedicated to John.  When I was about losing my sanity, he got me away from the craziness of this city and took me to his parents’ house in a peaceful and beautiful small town in Pennsylvania for a few days during the holidays.  The air was fresh, the sky was big, and I could see the stars at night.  It was a get-a-way that I really needed.
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Please Note:
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The skyline / cityscape image that appears in this piece does not contain a copyright and was released into the public domain.  I placed the original image with my January journal entries.  Because I enjoy editing images, I took this picture and either tinted it, filtered it, added color, contrast, warm or cold tones, highlights or shadows, etc.  I altered it 11 times in order to insert a new and different look for each of the remaining months.

The photo on the cover was taken in downtown Ambler, Pennsylvania.  This was a quick trip and a much-needed get-away from the daily worries, difficulties and drudgeries that I faced in New York City.  Also note, I did not alter, adjust or amend the text in this piece.  In the spirit of being authentic, I left misspelled words intact without revision, rectification, or correction.
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Original Image, Public Domain.
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Entry–

I work 4 to Midnight.  Every night.  Weekends too.  People get nervous about my midnight hour.  Don’t know why.  I should be the one that gets nervous about it.  I’m the one that’s gotta take the train home.

Nobody wants me.  I’m too young.  Or work too late.  Or they don’t like that I wanna be in a rock band.  Or that I got a black cat.  I don’t wanna get rid of him.  I love my Midnight Blu.

Entry–

It was cold outside.  It was cold inside too.  This loft’s got lots of windows.  It gets drafty.  I took a hot bath.  It felt good at first.  Warmed me right up.  But then I got too hot.  I thought it best to get fresh air.  I got out of the tub.  So I reached for the bathroom door.  Only opened it a little bit.  Just a crack to get some air.  I meant to jump right back in the tub.

Then it happened.  All of a sudden like.  It just hit me.  I got dizzy.  I felt faint.  The room began to spin.  I lost my sight.  And it all went black.  I fell to the floor.  Dropped with a plop.  I couldn’t see.  It was really scary.  Being in a void.  Like a black hole.  I feared I’d pass out.  It freaked me out!

Things got back into focus.  Thank God!  I had no clothes on.  Not even a bathroom towel.  Glad John didn’t see me nearly passed out in the nude.  Or his room mate for that matter.  How embarrassing!  I stood up again.  And quickly closed the door.

I dressed and went to the kitchen.  I wanted to sit down at the table.  But I didn’t make it to the chair.  I fell down again.  Right there beside it.  Everything started to spin again.  Only now getting faster and faster.  Now I saw nothing but a blurry white.

Then my eyes focused again.  I sat down and turned on a fan.

Entry–

On the outside and I look in.  To see what I might find.

Thoughts bubble and swirl.  Like a hot tub of some kind.

I can’t just give up, or give in.  I really wanna stay here in n.y.c.  A really long time.  For the long haul.  For the long game.  And for that, I’ll need stamina.

Entry–

Having a hard time.  Having a bad day.  I’m in a tough spot.  I’m on a hard road.  Just hope I don’t meet nobody.  I’m not ready to.  I feel so lowly.  Like I can’t get my act together.  Like I can’t get my shit together.

It feels like I got the wind to my face.  I keep getting pushed back.  I feel like a fish that swims upstream.  I oughtta just let go.  Let the Big Man in the sky
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