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Roller-Arena at Bloomy'=

The sside doot at S%h Streeru the
uses. Steps are ecasy: she pulls pp ber skt
and ascends with grace

“I just want to make the rounds and talk
with some of the girls,” she ways, as she
skates in, her back arched, ler butterfly
glasses making her look like Slim Summer-
ville playing Glinda. She stops a1 the Halsion
ﬁ..‘nunu:f. blessing the clerks wath her baton,
“I'm going to the Yankee's panty at Studio
54." she confides to the girls at Cinique.

Two security guards stop her. They claim
she knocked over a customer. They lie. She
insists she didn’"t—and she didnt, The floor
manager 1s summoned. He tells Roller-Arena
that she is not toskate on the rugs or use the
escalator. He is officious. *'1 saw you skate on
Third Avenue once,” be says. “lsaw you do
some really lovely steps.”™ He costinues with
innuendos about Roller-Arena’s frminity,
Insults from jerks deserve senous replies,
Remarks about the woth fairy are sweetly
rebufled by Roller-Arena. “I'm very con-
cerned about my social standing in the com-
mumnity,” she retorts. “] was an Ak Amencan
soldier in Vietnam, and 1 protected this store
from communism. ™
A crowd gathers. A few onloskers shake
their heads in disbelief, but most sre amused
 Roller-Arena autographs a perfune card for
one of the toughies who had swpped her:
“To Toay, from a real man nlling your
way.” She reminds the floor manager that in
1973, she entered the Macy's pacade on the
Vanilla float. Behind the perfume counter, a
woman confides that she has knewn Roller-
Arcna since 1970 when he was weinng a pro-
peller on his head. ,
He. One doesn't call Roller-Armna he. She

doesn’t think of herself as a drag queen. Ac-
tually, she’d prefer 10 be called that person.
That person 15 3 skating Rorschach test.
How you view Roller-Arena is hov you judge
the world. The floor manager judges her
snidely and continues his low-keyed tirade.
“Why is your dress so dirty?™ he asks Roll-
er-Arcna.

“l wash my dress once a year, whether it
needs it or not.™

“Your veagis up,” he snaps.

Suddenly, a beep blurps inside the manag-
er's jacket. Roller-Arena wonders if she's be-
ing tape recorded.,

The manager heads towards nationery.
Roller-Arena rolls towards Harry's Bar. Sne
remarks that the president of Bloemy's onge
told her that she has a responsible positionm
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as indigenous to New York as Bloomy's?
She descends the S9th Street suirs, regal-

|y, like Lana Turner in Ziegfeld Girl, and

skates 1o the Pepsi-Cola building. Bloomy’s
‘lhonld be ashamed of themselves.

" Roller-Arena at the Joan

Crawford Building

L]

“It takes lots of practice, control, over-
coming the fear of falling, public opinion . .
o cluims Roller-Arena as a cab driver stops |
short and breaks into hysterics. “1 remind
him of 2 loved one.”™ h

She s now demonstrating at 1he plaza of
the building she calls the Joan Crawford
building. She executes a pirouette with flour-
ish, ending in a dip. “Some people mistake
me for the reincarnation of Sonja Henie,” she
whispers. Her skint goes to her shing and she
breaks mto » heel spin. *T use my arms and
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shoulders to twist myself. Do you like it?" A
backward prance follows, afier which she
kicks up her left foot €legantly into the air,
then whirls about, ending in a curtsy. *1
don"t go o far down. You can't carch any-
thing like this at the Met.™

Roller-Arena finishes each routine with 3
honk of the horn that's tied around her wamst,
thereby shattening any implication of self-
impartance and sdding & new meanng to art.
A visiting Lebanese dignitary comes upon
the scene. His jaw drops. “Excuse me, sir,”

f.o;ur:s Roller-
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y's—The skate gqueen
rounds, gracefully protectin
pectre of communism. (Arthur Bell)

oller-Arena at Bloom

makes ter
from thes

ena. " Has your upboang- .
ing prepared you for this?” The dipbmat fi'dividuals were relating to me i a positive |
suddenly smiles. This is an impression of li way. They liked what | had created.”
Rolleg-Arena decides it’s time to leave She | ‘ Roller-Arena pmfcl!ﬂ_' to take her whed
stops in front of a mirror and primps. During | || personna seriously She is lr;!f-lulﬂled' , hap-
the evening, there are several mirror sops. | | py. Also, wise. She wouldn't consider ska-
At a floor-length job near S. Cohc:f. Dpu-‘ g n Little Ttaly or Brooklyn and is - |
clans, she admonishes her reflection. ™1'| tremely wary of teenagers. Her skatesthocs

the u:cm;mnniry. Nn elahararion en tha re. "
sponsibility. Could it be that Roller-Arena is |

couldn't face my own sister for the evil | saw
in mysell. Trash has 10 be outlawed, but the
show must go on.” It's all very Joan Craw-
ford. o

Roller-Arena at Serendipity
Serendipity is one of Roller-Arena’s drop-
off points. More often than not, Roller-Arena
leaves her Yorkville, rent-controlled fiam

are limited 10 well-heeled neighborhoods,
gay spots, and chic haunts.

In Serendipity, she's perfectly at home.
She describes her cutfit. “The gown is 3 ch.
flon fantasy, ballerina length, with green cn-
noline underneath. A basic white T-shin
covers my chest and I wear a little sash

around the neck. Keys are to the left, indica- ||

ing that there's a real man skating your way.

| Wall Sireet, or Christopher. Not every uight

dressed siraight, and does her Shazam sum- |

ber in assorted secretive rooms enroute 1 her
final destination, be it Rockeleller Center,

My hom, though, is on the right, to let pes-
ple know I'm coming through, Red, white,
and blue stockings nearly cover my kneew.
Vﬂy_&m:rk:n.'l'bcthtckcy;mundny
gﬁ}t’ubi:sic;:dthcdmahnc

nyder plates beneath a Rydell gird's racirg
boot, dyed black.™ ydellgu['

of the week is she Roller-Arena. Withou! get-
up, he's a blue-eyed, 5°'11%, 128 pound, 30~
year-old ex-hillbilly from
Gravelsnatch, Kentocky, who wears his long
hair in braids for work, walks the Village
streets, and drinks at Julius's. Both on and
off skates, the voice is nasal-twangy, and the
manner that of Minnie Pearl. But Roller-
Arena s sharp. She knows exactly what's
she's doing. She orders a salad plate and
minisces about “the first ime.™"  +
“Late in "69," she says, “there was a threat
of 2 subway stnke, 1 was working for 2 Wall
Street company: they were arranging car
pick-ups—very complicated—and 1 thoughe,
‘Oh, Tl roller-skate 10 work.' Wel, the

strike never did come off, but one hot day in curse, drink, smoke, or wear makeup,
the summer of "70, I was in the subway, hat- hlhlkmbnuyl.&zmd:;
ing it, sweating in my jacket, and 1 knew the ﬂ!ﬂ.*eulﬂtfﬂlbﬂlhlﬁhﬁyd
time was ripe. Not only would | shate w dm’“d‘h’l!-WIMMh
work, but 'd findanidentity. = | works. Only a handful of workers know.
“So I started rolling overnight and people |  “T'm not schizophrenic,” she sighs, “and |
were instantly drawn 1o me. 1 was being pho- ﬁl'dlt o people without the costume the
tographed and admired. Crowds would con- | same as 1 do with.* — e
gregate. What was important is that mest in- But then there's that hom. el




