My greatest writing successes were failures. A story sent cold to The New Yorker that climbed to then-senior editor Daniel Menaker’s desk and resulted in his handwrit rejection saying that he pushed for the story but the other eds chose another—try us again. A commission to create a play about Chris Farley only for the repertory theater to shutter before we got underway.

But successes too. My plays have been performed across the country, including in Chicago, Los Angeles, and New York, my fiction has appeared in national journals such as American Literary Review, Denver Quarterly, Glimmer Train, and New Letters, and my just-completed memoir about crime and creativity begins searching for a home. Having for years written poetry for my eyes only I began finally to send them out. My first published poem appears in The Woodside Review.

My work on land and poverty issues took me to Egypt, El Salvador, Ethiopia, Peru, and Russia; a few lives perhaps are better for it.
