

    
        
          My Early Days in New York City

        

        
        
          New York City, Volume 2

        

        
        
          DeLynn Nicole Poma

        

        
          Published by DeLynn Nicole Poma, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      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.

    
    

    
      MY EARLY DAYS IN NEW YORK CITY

    

    
      First edition. August 3, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 DeLynn Nicole Poma.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223593379

    

    
    
      Written by DeLynn Nicole Poma.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

My Early Days in New York City

Sign up for DeLynn Nicole Poma's Mailing List

Further Reading: My First Night in New York City

Also By DeLynn Nicole Poma



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This is dedicated to Ray.

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

My Early Days in New York City

[image: ]


by: DeLynn Nicole Poma (2002)

Introduction:

Getting started and establishing a new life in New York was by no means an easy feat for me. This is what it was like for me during those early days in the big city.

This is dedicated to Ray.

[image: image]
I'm not trying to look sexy; instead, I'm holding my hair away from my face.

It was such a windy day!  (This was me on Roosevelt Island in June of 1995.)

M

y decision to stay in the city was definite upon that first night, and although my mind was made up and my heart firmly resolved, my ability to find affordable housing kept my settling here in a perpetual state of uncertainty.  The most immediate problem I needed to contend with was that I had almost no money.  The $125 bucks I brought with me soon slipped through my fingers.  In this city, it was more like spare change.  I didn’t have a job and I was not at all acquainted with the city to know the ins and outs of how things work around here.

After that first night I spent with John, I stayed with Mike, the man I met at CBGB’s.  Mike lived in an art-loft space with four other guys near the Lorimer Street station off the L-train in Brooklyn.  I stayed with all five of them for about two weeks.  They each had made their own make-shift bedrooms with built-in walls and doors.  A couple of rooms had only curtains for doors, and one person just slept in an open space.  Since there was no place to put me, they gave me the couch.  I was sleeping on yet another couch, but I didn’t mind.  I’d be happy sleeping on floors so long as I have a roof over my head.  There was no need to store my stuff, because all I had were those two tote bags.  I kept them underneath my couch-bed.

I don’t remember much about that time, although I do recall there being a huge swing that hung from the ceiling.  It was situated next to the pool table.  I‘m very fond of swings.  It has something to do with my fascination with the perpetual motion of going back and forth, and my enchantment with the incessant movement of swinging at a steady rhythm.  One night, while Mike and one of his friends were playing pool, I joined their company and made myself comfy on the swing.  I reminisce those feelings of happiness just swinging while watching the boys play.  It was rare moments such as those where I felt a real sense of hope that things would work out for me; that it all would turn out okay.

I knew my time with Mike would be short, because I couldn’t expect him to continue putting me up.  He did have four other roommates to consider, and he couldn’t let me stay without their consent.  I looked for a living situation through the Village Voice.  I noticed an ad for a room for rent in the upper part of Manhattan in the area known as Inwood, which is located at the northern tip of the island.  It’s so far north, that one can look out over the river and see the residential buildings of The Bronx.  The ad caught my eye mostly because of its relatively cheap price.  Yet I was also a little curious by the words “Christian male seeks Christian female to share apartment.”  I found it strange, but thought to check it out, because it did make him sound as if he would at least be honest.

I called him up and we spoke briefly over the telephone.  We scheduled a time to meet and he gave me the directions to his place.  On the set day, I took the A-train to the very last stop in Manhattan.  I walked to 215th Street and came to his building.  I took the elevator up to the fifth floor and knocked on his door.  He opened it with a bright smile on his face and was dressed in his business suit.  He shook my hand, said his name was Ray, and welcomed me in.  Then he showed me around the apartment and said he was planning to give the woman the bedroom, and that he would make the living-room his own sleeping quarters.

After showing me the place, he offered to order Chinese food.  He asked me to join him, and as I hadn’t eaten all day, I readily agreed to accompany him in his Chinese dining.  We ate chicken-fried rice, drank Coca-Cola, and talked for over 2 hours.  He told me about his work at a computer company and his desire to start his own business.  He had a friend who wanted to start up a business with him and make it a partnership.  The two of them planned to build and repair computers both commercially and for private clients.  He also talked about his family, mentioning how he wasn’t close to any of them.  We kept talking like old friends and it was an unusual feeling for me.  It was as though we had known each other for a long time.  I showed interest in sharing the apartment already knowing that I couldn’t afford it.  I said I would get back to him to let him know for sure.  He agreed to wait, brought me my coat, and bid me goodnight.

All I had to do was find work, yet I was having a hard time doing that.  It was unusual for me not to be able to land a job.  I was always able to find one immediately back in Michigan, but here it seemed employers didn’t want to hire someone from a small Midwestern town with no Bachelor’s Degree (at that time) and no “New York experience” as they called it.  This really frustrated me, because I had plenty of work experience, just not in New York.  I had asked a few employers what the difference was between my work experience and that of New York, and one woman said that it is just not the same.  Things are much more fast-paced, she said, and demand a higher volume.  “A small town in Michigan simply doesn’t compare,” she said with snobbery in her voice.  I swear she held her nose a little high in the air.  My job search continued to be a constant pounding of the pavement, with one rejection after another.  I hoped to change my circumstance, but the job situation remained grim.

I went to retail stores but many of them were not hiring.  The few with signs in their windows would still tell me they weren’t hiring.  I filled out countless applications for retail jobs but never heard a word from any of them.  I went to restaurants, to bars and clubs, but they, too, would coin that “New York work experience” to me.  I went to temporary agencies to find something administrative and filled out all the extensive paperwork, but nothing panned out.  I would call only to hear:

“Nothing today, but try back again tomorrow.”  I’d call tomorrow and hear:

“Nothing yet, but try next week.”  I would try again that next week and get:

“Still nothing.  But as soon as something opens up, we’ll give you a call.”

They never did.  It got to the point where I
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