
[image: ]

[image: ]

[image: ]



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      JOURNAL JOURNEYS 2006

    

    
      First edition. May 6, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 DeLynn Nicole Poma.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235977358

    

    
    
      Written by DeLynn Nicole Poma.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Journal Journeys 2006 (New York City, #14)

Introduction

June/July 2006

June 26, 2006

July 21, 2006

July 24, 2006

July 25, 2006

July 26, 2006

July 28, 2006

July 29, 2006

August 2006

August 03, 2006

August 05, 2006

August 07, 2006

August 12, 2006

August 30, 2006

August 31, 2006

September 2006 | September 01, 2006

September 03, 2006

September 08, 2006

September 10, 2006

Journal Journeys | 2006 | DeLynn Nicole Poma

This is M&M’s World in Times Square.  It sells everything imaginable with the M&M’s logo on it.  The chocolate candies come in all kinds of colors (hot pink, sky blue, white, purple, teal, cream, etc.).  It’s a very cool place! | This is a street shot of the Upper East Side one day in January of 2002.  There are so many yellow taxis in N.Y.C. that there is never a time when one is not on the street.  I always walked because a taxi ride is expensive!  Still, I love the hustle and bustle of the busy city.  Even if I leave, I will always come back to visit my first metropolitan love:  New York City.
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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).

      

    



  	
        
            
            August 31, 2006
I love the sun.  It is beautiful and delightful.  It makes me happy. 🌞 Sunrises are awesome: Sunsets are amazing. 🌅  I like when the sun is a bright gold ball in the center of the sky.  I, too, want to shine that bright and have that forever fire 🔥 always inside.
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These are my journal entries that were written during a brief period (from the end of June to the beginning of September).  They are nothing particularly extraordinary; just a record of thought, incident and event that occurred during the sizzling summer of 2006 while I was living and working in New York City.  All images (save for the one of myself and two city scenes that I snapped) were found in the public domain.
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June 26, 2006
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It amazes me how financially irresponsible some people can be.  Ray and I sat in Central Park today.  He was telling me how he planned to get out of credit card debt. His plan was to get a lot of money quickly and pay it off all at once.  I asked him where he was going to get all that money, and he said either the lotto or when a family member dies.  He said he was going to call his creditors and set up a payment plan.  I’m not one to nosey into how much people owe, but he had told me he owed $16,000 3 years ago.  I said he can start paying it off the old-fashioned way by getting a job.

“It’s going to take you quite some time to pay off that 16 grand,” I said.

“I owe more than that,” he replied.  “I’m up to $36,000 now.”

What!!!  I was shocked.  Here’s a guy who hasn’t held a steady full-time job in years.  He did so-called freelance work, but every day he would call me, he’d either be at the park, at the movies, out to eat, in a record or book store, or at home reading or watching a movie.  He’d say he was “window shopping” or “just browsing,” but always managed to leave the store with a shopping bag.  His clients were so few in number and so sporadic in business, that he would go weeks without any work whatsoever, and made it a habit of borrowing money from his brother and paying the rent late.  Often over the years, I urged him to get a day job and do freelance work on the side, but he persisted that his clientele would pick up.  Seven years later, everybody’s at work while he’s home watching a movie.  If you want money, you have to work.  If you want to save money, you’ve got to stop spending it.  I swear money goes through his fingers like water.  He shops like a woman with a rich husband.  I stand amazed.
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July 21, 2006

[image: ]


I was crossing the street when a biker stopped short in his tracks.  “You fu*king white bitch!” he screamed, though I was the one who had the light.  I turned around and shouted back.  The profanity that came out of his mouth seemed unstoppable.  Here’s a little woman, standing in front of the cars on a crowded street fighting back, and he didn’t like that.  He threatened to hit me, but then the light changed green.  So he got back on his bike, spat straight in my face, and quickly rode away.
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July 24, 2006
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I was at the laudrymat yesterday.  I forgot my soap and so went over to the machine and bought a small box of TIDE.  I saw that they also sold laundry bags.  I asked the guy at the counter how to get one because there are no buttons for it on the machine.

“We don’t sell them,” he said without looking up from his text-messaging.

“But it says you sell them in big black bold letters,” I replied.

“I said we don’t sell them,” he said, getting aggitated at my persistent presence.

“Well, perhaps you might want to take down that false advertising,” I replied.

“Do you want me to give you a fist of something?” he asked, making a fist with his right hand.

I almost had to laugh!  Here I’ve been threatened by physical violence twice in like two days!  Ahhh yes, now that proves the weakling in the man.  Does he need to beat up a little woman to feel strong?  Pathetic really, but plentiful.  I walked away.  I’ll get a laundry bag somewhere else.
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