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Smashwords Edition, License Notes

This e-book is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This e-book may not be re-sold or given away to
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Description

Journal 2014: The Life of an
Unknown Writer is the 12th yearly journal written by San
Francisco author Joseph Sutton. The main topics he wrote about in
2014 were: Writing, Self-Publishing, the San Francisco Giants'
World Series Run, the Beatles Sgt. Pepper Album, Exercise,
Weight Loss/Gain, Climate Change, plus much, much more.
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January

Wednesday, January
1, 2014 - Cold, Cold, Cold

My wrist is killing me. It started bothering
me a few months ago. I wish I knew what caused it to become weak.
Was it my nightly chore of cleaning the heavy, cast-iron pan that
Joan bought and used and after some research found out that
cast-iron is not good for cooking, that it's poisonous in a way? Or
it might be that my wrist is arthritic. So today I'm wearing a
wristband to remind me not to use it as much and to be careful with
it.

It's New Year's Day and it's the first time
in a long time that I'm not watching every college football games
on TV, although I intend to watch Stanford and Michigan State in
the Rose Bowl. As a young teenager, growing up in Los Angeles, I
had dreams of one day playing in the Rose Bowl. That's why I went
to play for the University of Oregon. My first year there, we went
to the second annual Liberty Bowl. Yesterday was the 53rd annual
Liberty Bowl. It's not up there with the big bowl games, but at
least I can say I played on a team that went to a bowl game, even
though I didn't get into the game. I actually didn't want to get
into the game.

It was 15 degrees at the beginning of the
game on December 17, 1960. The field was frozen, like cement. My
feet were freezing. I, along with a bunch of my teammates, was
standing on top of the bench to get some warmth from the infrared
heaters above us. Part of my helmet melted that day because I stood
too close and too long to one of the heaters. When it was time to
turn my equipment in, the equipment manager asked me why my helmet
was dented. My answer to him was, "I hit a Penn State player real
hard." I wonder if he believed me? Probably not. So to get back to
the game we played in the City of Brotherly Love—cold, cold, cold
is the only word that comes to mind. I remember we scored the first
touchdown, but then got run over by a strong Penn State team. The
final score was 41-12. Because it was so cold that day, only 17,000
people were in attendance at Philadelphia Stadium, a stadium that
no longer exists. Our minds weren't in the game because it was so
damn COLD. I don't know about the Penn State players, but none of
my Oregon teammates ever experienced playing in such harsh
conditions.

I almost did get into the game. It was
when Max Coley, our backfield coach, looked at me standing on the
bench, his eyes asking me if I wanted to enter the fray, and I
quickly turned away from him. Why did I do that with a national TV
audience and my family in Los Angeles looking on? Because my feet
were frozen. I remember in the locker room at halftime, I took my
cleats off and placed my feet against the steam heater to warm
them, which didn't help. What I'm saying is, and I'll say it to my
dying day, it was very cold in Philly that day.

And now I'm going to leave my computer to
watch the 2014 Rose Bowl game on a beautiful, warm day in
California. [Note: Michigan State defeated Stanford
24-20.]

 


Sunday, January 5, 2014 - The 49ers and Luck
and Timing

I just got home from watching the 49ers win a
playoff game against the Green Bay Packers. The game began in four
degree weather, but as it progressed the wind chill dipped to 14
degrees below zero. Green Bay had 82,000 fans rooting their lungs
out and the 49ers won under the most severe conditions a team can
play in.

I was in heaven watching the game at my son
Ray's house two miles from where Joan and I live. Ray has two
roommates. Their living room was packed with all their friends. All
of us smoked grass and drank beer. A great gang of men. They're a
pleasure to be with. All are in their early-30s.

I can't say enough about the Niners, they
played a heroic game in arctic conditions. They defeated Green Bay
23-20 behind a mix of big defensive plays, huge Colin Kaepernick
runs and passes, Michael Crabtree catches, and a game-winning field
goal by Phil Dawson just before time expired.

 


I revised my article "You're as Good as
Hemingway" yesterday. I think it will need another day or two or
three of revising before I start sending it out.

My argument in the article is to let unknown
writers that we are as good as Hemingway, Shakespeare, Jack London
or any other writer that's ever lived. Why? Because all writers are
human beings. Human Beings! Known writers of the past ate, drank,
and worked at their desks, we unknowns eat, drink, and work at our
desks. Why are known writers considered better than us? Yes, yes, I
know, they had or have ability and unique voices, but we unknowns
have ability and unique voices, too. Why are Melville or Twain or
Bellow considered better than us? They're not. We unknowns have
imaginations like them. We express ourselves like them. I believe
it's due to Luck and Timing that they're considered better than us.
Come on, famous writers aren't better than us, and we're not better
than them. We're writers. We're equals.

 


Sunday, January 19, 2014 - Football
Sunday

The San Francisco 49ers are going to play the
Seattle Seahawks later today. Whichever team wins will go to the
Super Bowl and play either the New England Patriots or the Denver
Broncos. A lot of people think the 49ers and Seahawks are stronger
than either the Patriots or Broncos, hence, today is the real Super
Bowl. I have no idea who's going to win. I can only hope the 49ers
do. The only thing that's holding me back from saying the 49ers
will win is that loud crowd in Seattle they call The Twelfth Man.
Both teams are evenly matched. Both teams have great defenses,
great running backs, and young, talented quarterbacks. The
quarterback for Seattle is Russell Wilson, a very elusive runner
and decent passer. San Francisco's quarterback is Colin Kaepernick,
a swift, slashing runner with a canon of an arm.

I'll be going to watch the game at my son's
house with a bunch of his friends. But before I go, I need to walk
along Ocean Beach. I need my hour of exercise every day, not only
for my health but to keep my weight down.

 


After the game.

The Seattle Seahawks beat our 49ers 23-17. It
was an exciting game to the very end! The 49ers were on Seattle's
15-yard line with 30 seconds left to play. It was a Kaepernick pass
intended for Michael Crabtree that was deflected by Seattle's
defensive back Richard Sherman into the hands of his teammate,
linebacker Michael Smith. End of game.

Denver and Peyton Manning defeated New
England and Tom Brady 26-16. That game was kid gloves compared to
the heavyweight fight between Seattle and San Francisco. [Note:
Seattle, two weeks later, defeated Denver in the Super Bowl
43-8]

 


Tuesday, January 28, 2014 - My Writing
Rant

Yesterday Darien Marshall interviewed me on
his radio show in Philadelphia. We talked about writing, the
writing process, rejections, writer's block, and how we unknown
writers are equal to all writers of the past and present. I told
Darien that I tried for many years to get the attention of literary
agents (gatekeepers for publishers) and came up empty. So what did
I do? I stopped querying and sending my work to them and said to
myself, "I'm tired of getting rejections from those pompous asses
who think they know talent when they see it. I like what I write,
therefore I'm going to start publishing my own books."

That's what I ranted about on Darien's show.
I'm a cheerleader for unknown writers. I try to tell them that
they're just as creative as any writer that's ever lived. A writer
can't get down on himself if he's rejected and can't find an outlet
for his work. If he can't find an outlet, the world of
print-on-demand and e-books is now available.

 


February

Sunday, February 9,
2014 - The Better I Feel

Luck and Timing. George Clooney, who was
being interviewed on the Charlie Rose Show last night, said, and I
paraphrase, "It was luck that helped me break out of the pack."
Yes, luck is a large factor in getting published—as is timing. I
know whereof I speak. My book, Words of Wellness: A Treasury of
Quotations for Well-Being, I was told by my editor at Hay
House, was what they were looking for when my query letter and
sample quotations arrived at their office. That's how I got my
first book published in 1991. Luck and Timing.

And then eight years later my novel
Morning Pages and short story collection The Immortal
Mouth and Other Stories were accepted by Creative Arts Book
Company. Although Creative Arts went under three years after my
books were published, its publisher, Don Ellis, became my editor
and book shepherd. Don has helped me self-publish seven books
because I feel my writing would be better off published instead of
sitting on my computer's desktop. I don't make much money as a
self-publisher, but the more books I produce, the better I feel,
and the better I feel—isn't that what life is all about?

 


March

Sunday, March 9, 2014
- The Steve Richmond Story

My friend David Kahn told me in a phone
conversation today what Steve Richmond told him way back in our
junior high school days, as to why it was Richmond's choice not to
speak to me, when all these years I thought it was my choice not to
speak to him. You see, Richmond, in grammar school, told a lie to
the principal about me, which got me into trouble for a whole week.
I thought he lied to the principal because he was jealous of my
being a better athlete than him. Because he got me into trouble, I
vowed never to speak to Richmond again. David Kahn related
Richmond's side of the story, that I had called him a monkey.
Richmond, by the way, really did look like a monkey with an
oval-shaped head, large lips, and large, protruding ears. I must
have said that to him in the heat of battle on the playing field in
the fifth grade, for we never spoke another word to each other,
even though we were in the same class in grammar school and the
same sports club in junior high. So that's why Steve Richmond never
spoke to me—I had called him a monkey.

 


Monday, March 10, 2014 - Writers Who Have
Self-Published

I've gone over my article "You're as Good as
Hemingway" something like 200 times and I'm still working on it. It
was rejected by the New York Times Magazine. I'll now try
Writer's Digest. I rarely send articles or short stories to
magazines, whereas I used to do it a lot. I used to enter contests,
too, where I'd send $5-$15 checks as a reading fee. What I learned
about writing contests was that I was throwing my money to the
wind. I self-publish now. No more rejections. No more waiting weeks
or months to see if a story, article, or book has been accepted.
Luckily I can afford to self-publish, otherwise I'd be sending my
work to magazines, agents, editors, and publishers and getting
rejected right and left. I'd be punch drunk with rejections in the
very competitive field of wanting to get paid for my writing.
Everyone who writes wants to be paid and recognized for their work.
Yes, I admit it, I want to be recognized and paid, but I'm willing
and able to publish my own books instead of getting rejected all
the time. Walt Whitman paid to publish Leaves of Grass.
Thomas Paine self-published Common Sense. Many other great
writers paid to publish their own works. Here's a list of
self-publishers I just found on the Internet:

Deepak Chopra, Gertrude Stein, Zane Grey,
Upton Sinclair, Carl Sandburg, Ezra Pound, Mark Twain, Edgar Rice
Burroughs, Stephen Crane, George Bernard Shaw, Anais Nin, Virginia
Wolff, e.e. cummings, Edgar Allen Poe, Rudyard Kipling, Henry David
Thoreau, Benjamin Franklin, Alexandre Dumas, W.E.B. DuBois, Beatrix
Potter, Margaret Atwood, Frank Baum, William Blake, Ernest
Hemingway, Julia Cameron, Charles Dickens, Willa Cather, Lawrence
Ferlinghetti, James Joyce, Stephen King, D.H. Lawrence, James
Patterson, Marcel Proust, JK Rowling, William Strunk, Leo Tolstoy,
Alfred Lord Tennyson, Percy Bysshe Shelley, WB Yeats, Louis
L'Amour, Rod McKuen.

 


Sunday, March 16, 2014 - Ernie English's
Party

I ate and drank too much last night at Ernie
English's party in the Berkeley hills. It's a once-a-year event he
throws where live music is played, and Ernie and others read their
poetry. I, of course, read my latest creation, "You're as Good as
Hemingway." One guy came up to me afterwards and said it was a very
inspirational piece.

Here's the article:

 


You're as Good as Hemingway

When I began my writing career I wanted to be
as good as Hemingway. It wasn't until many years later that I
realized I was as good as Hemingway, or any other writer
that's ever lived.

I took my first stab at writing in 1970 at
the age of 30. No doubt I would be successful at it due to the
subject I was writing about: a teacher in a black ghetto high
school who relinquishes his authority and lets his students teach.
It was an experiment in participatory democracy
that I thought would go over big with the American public. I
called my novel A Class of Leaders, based on my teaching
experience at Fremont High in South Central Los Angeles. I finished
the first draft in four months. After spending two years reworking
it, my book was ready for publication. Over a period of three years
I sent the manuscript and
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