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The automatic conversion process from my computer to an online self-publishing platform such as this is never perfect and always contains flaws.  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).

      

    



  	
        
            
            Maybe I need a "I don't give a shit" attitude.  Bet I'd land a job.  And a place to live too.  If only I didn't care.  If only I had no need.
If I had lots of options.  If I had tons of opportunities.  There'd be no more pressure.  I'd feel so much lighter.
Maybe then I could be happy and free.

      

    

by: DeLynn Nicole Poma
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The original image of “Life’s a Journey” is found in the public domain.

I filtered and edited it 8 times over in order to connect it to my entries.

PREAMBLE
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THESE ARE MY JOURNAL entries from July of 1995.  That was a particularly rough month for me.  I was consumed with my work search and constant job hunting at that time.  I did temp work and odd jobs during this period, and there were long stretches of time where I had no work or income coming in whatsoever.  It was a tough time in my life and I would not want to go back and relive it or repeat it.  I was living in the area known as Inwood (a neighborhood in upper part of Manhattan) with my friend, Ray.
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ALL ORIGINAL MISSPELLINGS and grammar errors have been kept and were not edited out. 
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THIS PIECE SHOULD PROBABLY be dedicated to Ray.  He was my best friend at that time.
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Here I am on a quick trip back to Michigan in 1995. I lived in New York at the time.
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Michigan State University campus grounds, 1995.

A friend of mine was attending there at that time.
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I don’t have pictures of me in the exact month of July, per se.

The closest time-frame I have is the month of August in 1995.
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The year is 1995 and the place is Michigan.  I had taken a quick trip back to visit family and friends.  I was on the campus of Michigan State University with a close friend of mine at the time.  She was still attending, but I had dropped out after my second semester to move to a big city – not New York, but Atlanta.  I lived there for a year before making my way to the Big Apple.  I fell in love with New York City!!!
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Journal Entry, July 1995

My temp job is about to end.  I gotta job hunt all over again.  I’m so stressed out.  I can’t think straight.  My mind travels off.  I forget what I was thinking or saying.  I watch t.v. but my mind blanks out.  I sing but my voice won’t come.

My thoughts are far from me.  Maybe I’m the one that’s far from them.

A man on the radio sings.  He hates when things are over.

So do I, but at least he can sing.
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ENTRY

I couldn’t sleep. I tossed and turned all night.  Then the phone rang at 7 a.m.  I sprang out of bed.  Thought it might be a job offer.  Maybe one of the many temp agencies.  Calling to send me off to work.

But it was some guy.  He said I was beautiful.  And that he could see me.  He wanted me to know how hard his dick was.
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ENTRY

It’s been hard for me.  I’m frustrated and scared.  I’ll be out of a job soon.  I’m so tired of looking for work.  I open the paper.  Glance at the ads.  This nauseous feeling comes over me.  I think I can’t continue.  Like I can’t go on.  It’s a wave of fear and dread.  And lots of disappointment.

I go on interviews.  But I’m so nervous.  Not because I’m being interviewed.  Because I’m desperate for employment.  I’m under so much pressure.  I bet it shows.

Now I dread and fear another dry spell.  Like a long famine.  Like a long time with no job.  Endless joblessness.  My savings is depleted.  So much to do in this city.  But all I do is pound pavement.

My money is gone.  My hope is gone too.
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ENTRY

I can’t stay with Ray indefinitely.  This is his place.  He lets me crash here.  I can’t take his good graces for granted.  I gotta find a job.  I need a place of my own.  I can’t expect him to put me up forever.

But the jobs I’m qualified for pay so low.  Like minimum wage low.  I can’t afford rent above $350.  Doesn’t leave many options.  Very slim pickings.  Most rooms cost much more.  And cheap rents go real fast.  Rooms get rented in a single minute.  Like in a New York minute.

Rooms get snatched up.  Renters receive lots and tons of phone calls.  I can’t even leave a single message.  Their answering machine gets all filled up.

Once in a blue, I get through.  We set up a time to meet.  I go see the place.  But the phone rings constantly when I’m there.  The renter answers the phone.  Then forgets about me.  I’m just standing there. Other times, other people are seeing it too.  We’re all there at the same time.

Group showings are always awkward.  All these
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