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I've been looking for roommates for so long.
I think I met everybody here in New York City!
 
New York City!!!
🚖 🚇 🗽 🌆 🌇
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INTRODUCTION:

These are letters I wrote in 1996.  They show the struggle I went through to establish myself here.  I had terrible trouble finding housing, and I slept on couches and hard-wood floors for long stretches of time.  I spent most of my time living in Brooklyn in an art loft space with two roommates.  I loved the nightlife at this time in my life and I went to bars and clubs, and tried out for rock bands.  It was hard for me, because housing costs were high and job competition was steep.  But I loved New York City, and I was determined to make it my home for many years to come.
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DEDICATION:

This piece is dedicated to Shawn and Harry.

––––––––
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PLEASE NOTE:

All images were found in the public domain (except the last 2 photos of me).

Improper grammar was not changed and all spelling mistakes are left intact.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Blizzard of ’96
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This angel was made in the public domain.

January, 1996

As I write, I sit by the radiator playing with my black cat.  Guess I’m not going to work today.  I couldn’t even get out the front door.  I’m snow-blown and snowed-in by what they call the “Blizzard of ’96”.  They say on the news it’s the worst snowstorm New York has had since 1947.  The mayor has declared it a state of emergency.

Just last night, the storm started to really pick up.  A lady upstairs called the fire department.  She smelled smoke but didn’t know where it was coming from.  One minute, I’m looking out the window watching all that snow blow.  The next, five huge fire trucks come with sirens on full blare.  I heard them in the elevator shaft.  Then bustin’ down the door downstairs.  Sure was quite a scene.  Turned out to be a false alarm.  But they did discover a car burnin’ down the block.

It’s late afternoon.  Somebody got to our door and cleared the way.  I went out to buy food and the wind nearly blew me away.  I made it to the store okay.  But on my way back, I found myself becoming completely covered and snowed.

I was coming towards the door on snow I thought could take my weight.  I took a step going leg-deep in the stuff.  A few more steps did the same thing.  Finally, I gave up and started to play.  I fell myself down and made me an angel.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Altogether Too Many Questions
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January, 1996

Dear Shawn,

I went to see a place in Sunset Park in Brooklyn.  I took the R-train to 45th Street.  I went up to apartment #8 and expected to meet the roommate.  Instead, I was interviewed by the landlady.  She had me fill out an application.  She sat and watched as I scribbled my answers.

She talked to me some.  Till her husband came home and got down to business.  He took me down to see the place.  Instead of there being only one roommate, there were two of them.  They showed me around, then sat me in a chair to be interviewed.

The two young women who would be my roommates threw questions at me.  Each taking turns.  One first.  Then the other.  Their questions ranged anywhere from how often I would be around, how much space do I need in the refrigerator, how loud do I play my music, how late do I come home, to how much time I spend in the bathroom.

They seemed interested in my every word.  (They even took notes!)  But they seemed perplexed by my personhood.  They looked at me curiously as if I were some strange thing.  But I am not weird in any way.  I am simply unique.

From there, I was brought up to meet with the landlady for further questioning.  When all was said and done, it felt like I had been interviewed for a post in the military academy.  Not just some share ad advertised in the Village Voice.  I left there feeling rigid.  All stiff and tight.  Like I needed to loosen up.  I felt I deserved a drink at the bar or maybe just a movie.

When I got home (the place I’m staying) there was a message on the answering machine.  I felt excited and thought I got the place.  Instead, they said that they wanted to see me again tomorrow.  They wanted to meet with the “final candidates” to work out “the particulars”.

What do you call what I just been through?  These people seem too uptight for me.  I never got to ask any questions of my own.  I don’t need people clocking my every move.  I’ll tell ya now girlfriend, I ain’t into living there.  That’s for sure.  I didn’t return the call.

Lynn
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