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o one said we were telling stories.  But family and friends always shared their lives that way.  

The stories wrapped around me while at the breakfast table, at reunions, leaning under the 

hood of a car.  Shaped by what we knew happened, what someone told us had happened, and what 

we knew should have happened—we shared a tangle of truth and lies to explain who we were, where 

we came from and to guess at where we were going.   

 
I returned to this familiar, intimate form after working 

in theater as an actor, writer and director for a 

decade.  

 
I tried to write down some of my father’s stories, and 

the rhythms weren’t right until I spoke them.  Then 

his voice rose up with echoes of my aunts and 

uncles, my mother jumping in clarify this and that.  It 

wasn’t so much nostalgia as finally hearing the 

struggle to create a common memory.   

 
How can we remember together, despite our varied 

backgrounds?  How can our shared memory stretch 

from before we’re born, remember places we’ve 

never been, survive us?  How can we live together 

for a while?     

 
n stories, I’m sure, the old and the new.  They run together like past and present, like the Midwest 

and South where I come from, like the traditional and original in my work.   Whatever questions are 

worth considering will rise up out of the details of what happened and how we got through it.  And we 

will recognize ourselves in each other’s stories. 
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