
CHAPTER	5:	THE	QUEST	TO	BECOME	A	NEW	YORKER	

…My first interview was with one of the most prominent publicists in New York, 

who I must admit was very gracious to meet with me. His firm was medium-sized, 

about 35-40 employees, and located in Midtown. I arrived a few minutes early and 

was escorted to see him in person, as scheduled. I noticed some familiar faces on 

the wall but did my best to maintain a professional posture.

He had a phone in one hand and a look on his face that seemed a bit stressed and 

somewhat indicated he had very little time on his hands. While polite, he basically 

told me that he had agreed to the interview for a friend of a friend and while I might 

think I knew New York, things were different, harder, and crazier up here in 

Manhattan. He then suggested that if I put in my time at a lower level, maybe I 

could learn some things about New York PR, etc. etc. 

Soon after, the phone he had been holding rang, of course, and he quickly excused 

himself to chat with the more important party who had to interrupt this somewhat 

charitable interview. I took it upon myself to glance at all his celebrity photos while 

my new friend was taking time away from talking to this small, Southern miss.

The conversation seemed quite hush-hushed, so I tried to ignore him in the interim 

and concentrate on my next, most fabulous line. The trouble was I couldn’t think of 

one single, fabulous thing to say and wasn’t sure it really mattered. 



After saying goodbye to the more significant other, he proceeded to tell me about 

the world of public relations in Market #1 and then asked if I had much experience 

writing press releases. I responded by finally – when I had the chance to once again 

speak – handing him my so-called portfolio, which, yes, was filled with numerous 

press releases. Upon seeing that the Nashville girl had tangible, authentic 

experience, his eyes lit up somewhat as if he finally noticed that I was sitting across 

from him in his office. Then he did something rather unexpected; he seemed to 

halfway offer me a shot at a job. 


