hen | graduated from Adrian 10
years ago, | would have laughed in your
face if you’d told me I'd be living in
New York City. New York seemed too
large and too foreign. It’s the capital of
capitalism, it’s the anti-me. Yet here |
am, hopelessly in love with a city that
could take me or
leave me.

My years at Adrian
College were a very
pleasant time spent
bumbling around
finding my artistic
self. Professors like
Diane Henningfeld
[English] and
Michael Allen [the-
atre] were instrumental in helping me
believe in myself as a writer. Every
week, four or five friends and | would
meet in Diane’s office to read aloud
things we had written. Even after |
graduated, Michael Allen was incred-
ibly supportive when | approached him
about producing a show | had written
in the summer of 1995. To me, these
professors were saying, “Decide what
you want to be, and | will help you.”

| decided | wanted to be a writer and
so | moved to New York City. Frank
Sinatra said if you can make it here,
you can make it anywhere. When | first
arrived, | was sure he was talking about
just making it day to day. This wasn’t
little Adrian, Mich., anymore. It was

Adrian on crack AND ste-
roids.

So, | essentially had to re-
learn how to survive. |
couldn’t think about writing
when every other day | was
getting lost on the subway.
Police sirens and car alarms
kept me up at night. Cabbies
yelling in their native lan-
guage at pedestrians or
other drivers kept me con-
stantly on edge. New York
was a playground for anger
management gurus.

One day in Central Park, a threaten-
ing looking gentleman passed by and,
forming a gun with his fingers, pretend-
ing to “bust a cap” in my brother and
me. “That easy,” he said as he walked
by, “that easy.”

It took me about a year to feel se-

“If I can make it there,
I'll make it anywhere.”

-“New York, New York,” Frank Sinatra

cure that some bored punk wouldn’t
shoot me in the face. There is always
something in New York that can shock
you. You see things you never imag-
ined almost daily, but you get used to
it. These events became less threaten-
ing and more inspiring. | started set-
ting my alarm for 5 a.m. to write. |
couldn’t STOP writing. New York had
gotten under my skin and inspired me.

But writing — like all art in NYC - is
business first and business isn’'t ex-
actly my forte. The first thing to realize
is that no one cares about your inspi-
ration. They care about whether your
product will make money. So after I fin-
ished my first novel, | sought to get it
published, but first | had to write a syn-
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opsis and cover letters and outlines.
Then you’re done. Now all that's left is
to sit and wait for the rejection letters
to pour in, and pour in they did.

But you take the good with the bad.
After the novel, | wrote a one-act that
was produced by a theatre company
here in 2001. It was nice to follow a
defeat with a victory. Plus the theatre
is great for a writer in need of an ego
boost. Not a word got changed with-
out my consent. And yes, every single
word was perfect as is.

Then 9/11 happened and writing
took a back seat to survival. Why
should | write? What was there to say
anymore? For weeks, | sat and stared
at the blank page on my computer, the
smell of electrical fires burning at
Ground Zero wafting through my win-
dow.

But life goes on and hope springs
eternal, as corny as that sounds. New
York at least has the illusion of secu-
rity now and the cabbies are yelling at
each other again, so at least some nor-
malcy has returned. New York contin-
ues to inspire me and had it not been
for a great support group in my
brother, friends and therapist, |
wouldn’t be able to come home from
work every day and write. One thing is
certain. | have a sense of clarity in writ-
ing | never would have gotten any-
where else in the world. Moving to New
York was the best decision | ever made.
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