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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 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).

      

    



  	
        
            
             

 

 

New York City is a city of brick.  A city of brick walls and tall buildings.  A place of concrete and steel.  For as hard as this city is - brick and mortar - that's how hard it is to live here.

 

Excerpt taken from: "Brick Walls and Tall Buildings" (Brooklyn Lynn).



    


As you can see from my title, this is a compilation of two of my previous works:

––––––––
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❖ “Brooklyn Book”

❖  

❖ “Brooklyn Lynn”
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This was a quick trip back to Michigan in August of 1995.

After my visit, I took a Greyhound bus back to New York.
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THIS PICTURE WAS TAKEN in August of 1995 during a quick trip back to Michigan.  After visiting my family, I went to Lansing and spent time with a friend who was preparing to move to Chicago.  I thought of going with her (and wondered what would have happened had I done so) but I still loved New York City and took a Greyhound bus back to N.Y.C.
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I'm at Inwood Park (in Upper Manhattan).  It's June of 1995.

{BLANK PAGE}
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DeLynn Nicole Poma (1995)
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This is an actual street sign along a busy thoroughfare.

I had a single second to aim the camera

on my old flip cell phone to take the shot.

I was driving fast and couldn’t stop; that’s why it’s blurry.

––––––––
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INTRO –

These are my journal entries of 1995.  I was living in Brooklyn with my friend, John, and his roommate, Liz.  He had an art loft space on Duffield Street.  Years later, as I visited old haunts, I noticed it had been converted into very expensive, high-end condominiums.  But when I lived there for a brief period (about 2 years) back in the mid-90s (when I was “Grunge Girl”), it was very much an artist space.

Brooklyn is my favorite borough, after Manhattan.  It’s edgy and cool, working-class and no-nonsense; however, there might be more yuppies there now, converting real estate and increasing investment.  This piece is less about the borough of Brooklyn itself and more about my experience living there at the time.

PLEASE NOTE:  Spelling and grammar mistakes are left intact.  This was written many years ago, and I chose not to correct it, make changes, or any edits to it.

ALSO NOTE:  The last “open book” image (black and white) was found in the public domain.  I tweaked it and named it “Silver Winter.”  I also edited it 3 times to create my own versions of it.  They are used to introduce the seasons and are:


❖  “Blushed Spring” (rose/pink highlights)

❖  “Golden Summer” (golden/yellow tones)

❖  “Bronzed Fall” (orange with rust tenors)



“Night” picture attached to my poem also was found in the public domain.  However, the following pictures of me inside Inwood Park and of Central Park are entirely my own (and taken in 1995).

Central Park, New York

I was thankful for Central Park.  It’s the city’s biggest park and situated smack in the middle of the island, Manhattan.  I went for long walks, watched free concerts, layed on the grass on sunny Saturday afternoons, played some games of frisbee, and walked for the cure of breast cancer several and multiple times over.  In a city of concrete and steel, it was great to have a green haven.

I noted many passing seasons in Central Park, as trees change the colors of their leaves from burnt reds and golden yellows in the Fall, to barren and bare twigs and branches during winter, and finally bursting into whites, pinks and greens in the spring.  And I enjoyed some of my deepest conversations with my friend, Ray.  We would walk around a long loop or just sit on the grass or bench.
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