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Short Intro:

If I thought getting started in the city was tough, getting settled proved to be an even harder challenge.  This is what life was like for me during those early years in N.Y.C.
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Times Square, DeLynn Poma (June 1995).
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A Lot of Hard Times, A Little Bit of Magic
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“Wigstock,” Manhattan (July 1995).

My first 3 years in New York City consisted of mostly struggle and difficulty.  As Patty Griffin sings in one of her songs: “a lot of hard times, a little bit of magic...”  I had feelings of emptiness and hopelessness, inadequacy and despondency that seemed to surround and overwhelm me.  Fear and despair became a permanent part of my existence.  It was as if some big cloud of misery hovered over me, like one massive gray mass of utter unhappiness.

These were my desperate days, where I would have done just about anything for money.  I was scared and insecure, and my search for decent and steady employment proved extremely difficult to secure.  Not only did I not have the required “New York” work experience, I also hadn’t acquired any skills beyond the basic knowledge of using a typewriter, a cash register, and answering a telephone.  It was as if the doors to opportunity were shut and sealed tight, and I was barred and excluded from entering in.

As I look back on it, I don’t blame them for not hiring me.  This is a city that offers plenty of job opportunities, yet those opportunities are also highly competitive.  There was nothing to distinguish me from anybody else, or set me apart from any other applicant who was seeking that same position (especially if they had a college education and experience working in an urban environment).  At that point, I had acquired an Associate’s Degree but hadn’t yet earned the full 4-year undergraduate degree, and the completion of a Bachelor’s Degree makes a significant difference.

Furthermore, I had very little knowledge of computers at that time, and without that, jobs are nil and next to nothing.  I was just a stray who had haphazardly blown into the city.  Perhaps I should have blown right back out, but I was also stubborn and determined, and I was never one to give up quickly.  I’m the type who will fight it out until the 10th round; and then, after a realistic analysis of the situation, will I let go.  Let’s face it: some things just are not meant to be.

I didn’t have much under my belt to make a name for myself without relying on the kindness of strangers.  My path was not flat and straight; but rather, it veered off in countless and pointless directions, with side roads that led to dead ends.  My road was not straight and narrow, and I did not experience ease of passage.  It seemed I had an upward climb with a very heavy load on my back.  Am I ever going to reach the top?  It was like trying to scale a skyscraper, and there are lots of those in N.Y.C.
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The Hard Knocks of the City
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“Wigstock” in July 1995, New York.  The Blue Man and me (even his poodle was blue!).

My experience trying to establish myself in New York City was a most difficult undertaking indeed. The road was a bumpy one, with large rocks (like huge boulders) more often than not blocking my way.  I tried everything that I could think of, but nothing seemed to work.  Every door I knocked on remained locked and sealed tight; everything I touched turned to dust; every road I went down led me to a dead end.

That’s when I thought I had no other option but to start stripping for a living.  I’d walk around Times Square passing by strip joints, nude bars, and adult movie houses.  I went into a few, had on-the-spot interviews, and landed a job immediately every time.  They didn’t need computer knowledge, a college degree, or coin “New York” work experience.  All I needed was my body to do a strip tease or lap dance for lewd and bawdy men.  But when they would say I could start that night, I would come as close as the front door, but then walk right on by.

I forgot the name of the last strip joint that hired me.  I only recall talking to a man who merely took down my name and number and asked of my availability.  He gave me a see-through lacy thing to put on and said I’d have to buy the shoes myself which had to be black and high heels.  From there, I was pointed to a dimly-lit and dingy corner room where I was expected to put the thing on.

There was absolutely nothing to it.  A woman might as well walk around naked.  I could crumple it up into a tiny ball with my fist, and I have small hands.  I put the thing on and looked at myself in the mirror.  It looked like I was completely nude except for a slight silky layer, like a milky film (more like a haze) that barely covered my bare skin, and attempted to obscure my body from the male gaze, while at the same time, an offer to tease.  It appeared to bring my features out, even making my breasts look big and busty (even voluptuous!); which was a curious twist, because in reality, they were tiny.  But I weighed merely 100 pounds and was skinny back then.

I remember not knowing what to do once I had put the thing on, so I just stood there waiting.  There were a few other young ladies near me who were also dressing for the evening.  They looked just as naked as me.  They wore shiny black, high heels.  I noticed they were wearing black fishnet stockings whereas my legs were left bare.  I assumed from this that it was also up to me to purchase the sexy, mesh nylons and the panty hoses as well.

I asked as to what we were supposed to do and was told that it was our job to serve drinks and “entertain” the men.  I could stand on the raised platform and dance if I wanted to.  The opportunity to do so would be most welcomed.  At this point, I was given a little advice as to serving the men their drinks: If a man wanted to touch me, he was allowed to.  It was my job to serve him his vodka, tequila, whisky or gin, and be there to please him.  I must be a pleasure to see, to feel, and touch, if it is so desired.  After all, the man is paying to be pleased.

I was having difficulty with the entire set-up of this situation.  It reminded me of my time in Atlanta, serving drinks one night as a so-called cocktail waitress while wearing thin threads of silk and little pieces of lace.  I would set their drinks down before them and notice their eyes go directly, immediately, to my butt and my breasts.  I remember the requests to touch, the hands on my butt, and I especially recall how one man asked me to bend down close so that he could see my bare breasts underneath the silky covering.  Most men, however, would just grab me in the ass without asking.

So, as I was about to walk out of the changing room dressed in hair-thin threads, I stood and thought for a long moment.  I had vowed to myself to never again prance
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