
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




JOURNAL 2010

Self-Publishing, Politics,
and Baseball

 


 


 


by

 


 


 


Joseph Sutton

 


 


 


Copyright 2022 by Joseph Sutton

 


 


 


Description

Where were you in 2010? What were you doing?
What was going on in the country that year? San Francisco writer
Joseph Sutton, who's been keeping a journal since 1970, tells you
what he was doing and what was going on in the country in 2010. It
was the year he decided to become a self-publisher. It was the year
of the Great Recession, Obamacare, ongoing climate change, and the
continuing occupations of Afghanistan and Iraq. Sutton also writes
of his days growing up in Hollywood, of his athletic days in high
school, and of his days playing football for the University of
Oregon. He writes about the first year the San Francisco Giants won
the World Series. Journal 2010 is the story of a
dedicated writer, married man, father, sports fan, and lover of
democracy.

 


 


 


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
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each person. If
you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.
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Friday, January 8, 2010

Me and My Editor

All I've been doing for the past several
months is revising and proofreading two novels of mine. I just
finished going over the galley proof of Highway Sailor with
graphic designer Wayne Pope. Wayne is close to getting dementia and
he's worried about it. How would I feel if I was coming down with
dementia? I'd be worried and feel terrible, just like Wayne.

My two novels, A Class of Leaders and
Highway Sailor, are almost ready to be sent to the printer.
My editor Don Ellis and I have decided that we'll print A Class
of Leaders first. How long after that for Highway
Sailor? We don't know yet. Right now Don and I are trying to
figure out how to get the name of A Class of Leaders out
into the world.

 


Wednesday, January 13, 2010

Producing Books

What is going on in the world? A 7.0
earthquake hit Haiti the other day and devastated the whole
country. I don't even want to watch the news of the aftermath, it's
that bad. I hear a half million people are now homeless. Haiti's
parliament building crumbled. They're the poorest people in the
western hemisphere, and now they're even poorer.

I met with Don Ellis today. We got a lot
done. We figured out a plan for a film clip (a book trailer) on
YouTube for A Class of Leaders. Maybe 45 seconds to a minute
to market my book about a white teacher in a black ghetto high
school who lets his students teach.

Don and I are going to meet once a week.
We're producing books is what it's all about.

 


Friday, February 5, 2010

Being Yourself

I went over the galleys today of My
Writing Year: Making Sense of Being a Writer. The book is me.
You can't ask for more from a writer or any other artist—being
yourself, being who you are instead of imitating another writer,
teacher, preacher, or sportscaster.

Jon Miller, the San Francisco Giants'
sportscaster, when he found out he was inducted into the Baseball
Hall of Fame, said that at the beginning of his career he tried to
emulate Giants' sportscasters of the past, Russ Hodges and Lon
Simmons. He decided early on that he couldn't be either Hodges or
Simmons, that he had to be himself completely. Because of that,
Miller is now a living legend and he's only in his 50s. He's the
consummate announcer—knowledgeable, humorous, modest, honest, and
possesses a voice as smooth and mellow as a fine red wine. He's the
Tiger Woods, Peyton Manning, Barry Bonds, Joe Montana, and Jerry
Rice of sports announcers.

I'm sitting at my desk right now, writing
down my thoughts in a spiral notebook that happens to be Journal
#35. I started Journal #1 a month after I turned 30 in 1970. In six
months I'll be 70. That's almost forty years of journal writing and
I'm still going strong.

Two nights ago, Joan and I saw the New York
Metropolitan Opera production of Bizet's Carmen at our
neighborhood movie theater in the West Portal District of San
Francisco. We loved the production, especially Elina Garanca. I
can't conceive of a better Carmen than Garanca. She's extremely
attractive, sexy, sensual, she possesses a beautiful voice, plus
she can dance. No other woman can beat a Carmen like that. No
one.

 


Tuesday, February 16, 2010

The Plot Line of My
Life

There's a plot line to everyone's life. We
are created by a man and woman. We go through the stages of
infancy, childhood, adolescence, young adult, and end up a mature
adult. We human beings are a plot line from the beginning of life
to ending up in a plot six feet under. There's a beginning, middle,
and end to everyone's life.

So what's the plot line of my life? I was
born in Brooklyn in 1940. A year later our large family moved to
Hollywood. I grew up in the heart of Hollywood, across the street
from the Department of Motor Vehicles, behind the Hollywood Police
Station and Emergency Hospital, and around the block from the
Hollywood Fire Station. I'm a Hollywoodian. It would have been
apropos for me to have gone to Hollywood High like three of my
older brothers, but I went to crosstown rival Fairfax High like two
of my other brothers. I played football at Fairfax High and L.A.
Valley Junior College. The University of Oregon gave me a football
scholarship, but it didn't work out as we had planned. I played
sporadically for two years. After graduating from Oregon with a
B.A. in philosophy in 1963, I served six months active duty in the
Coast Guard reserve.

It was in the Coast Guard that I decided I
wanted to be a teacher. I went to Cal State University Los Angeles
and earned a teaching credential and a degree in history. I became
a social studies teacher in the Los Angeles school system in 1965.
In 1969 I gave my students a chance to teach in all five of my
classes. Out of that experience I decided to quit the teaching
profession and write a book about it. I moved from L.A. to Berkeley
to write A Class of Leaders. While living in Berkeley, I met
Sharon Murphy and lived with her while I worked on my teacher
novel. We broke up in 1974, which I took very hard. To overcome the
loss, I traveled around the country in my VW bus. That four-month
adventure gave rise to my settling in Portland, Oregon, to write my
second novel, Highway Sailor: A Rollicking American Journey.
I lived in Portland for three years and moved to San Francisco in
1977 to finish the novel. I met Joan Bransten at a mutual friend's
party. Joan already had a six-year-old son, Sol. After we married,
we had our own son Raymond in 1981. I returned to teaching
full-time to support my family. In 1984 I again quit the teaching
profession because I contracted asthma due to the stress it caused
me. With the help of my brother Maurice, I landed a job selling
costume jewelry. I sold costume jewelry (earning twice as much than
I had as a teacher) for four years until I quit to compile a book
of quotations on health: Words of Wellness: A Treasury of
Quotations for Well-Being. It was published in 1991 by Hay
House. The third novel I wrote, Morning Pages: The Almost True
Story of My Life, was the first of my fiction to find a
publisher in 2000. The same publisher also bought my short story
collection, The Immortal Mouth and Other Stories. My first
self-published book, Write Now!: On the Road to Getting
Published or How I Learned to Sell My Book, came out in 2008. I
now have three more books ready to self-publish: A Class of
Leaders, Highway Sailor, and My Writing Year.

 


Saturday, February 27, 2010

The Sharers and the
Me's

We the people are nearing a depression due to
greed and power in politics. One side's philosophy wants those with
enormous wealth to pay their fair share in taxes; the other side
believes in a dog-eat-dog philosophy of "If you can't make it on
your own, good luck, sucker, 'cause we ain't gonna help you if
you're in trouble, we're just gonna watch out for the rich and
powerful." Which philosophy, the Sharers or the Me's, is winning
out? The Sharers elected Obama after we went through eight years of
Me's with George W. Bush. Bush ran roughshod over everything he put
his hands into. He got us into an unending war halfway around the
world because he and top officials of his administration lied to us
about Iraq having weapons of mass destruction. He lowered the taxes
on the wealthy. He let the environment go to pot. He eased
regulations on the banks, who in turn took advantage of it by
bringing us close to a depression.

So now it's up to the Democrats to rectify
all the wrongs that the Bush2 administration got us into.

 


Sunday, February 28, 2010

I Tried My Best

I'm in Java Beach coffeehouse, thinking of
the disastrous earthquakes that took place in Haiti last month and
Chile yesterday. It must be hell for the people whose lives have
been displaced. It's a reminder that Joan and I have to be prepared
for the next big earthquake in the Bay Area. The last Big One was
in 1989.

This coffeehouse today is filled with a bunch
of kids. They're making lot of noise. It seems that they all came
from the Zoo across the street.

Kids. I was once a kid. I'm now considered an
Old Man as I near the age of 70. We old ones have to give the
younger generation a chance. I had my chance as a football player
at the University of Oregon, which didn't turn out like I wanted. I
had my chance as a history teacher in L.A. and wrote a novel where
I experimented one semester in running a participatory democracy in
all five of my classes. That novel, 40 years later, is about to
debut in a week or two. I tried my best to be a great writer and
didn't come anywhere near to succeeding or gaining the recognition
I sought. But that's OK. I've turned to publishing my own books
instead. I published Write Now! in 2008. I'm going to
publish A Class of Leaders any day now, My Writing
Year in 2011, and Highway Sailor in 2012.

 


Monday, March 22, 2010

Obsessed

I've been stressed out since I picked up 250
copies of A Class of Leaders from the printer. Stressed
because it's promotion time. Writing an email to all my friends,
relatives, and acquaintances, going to the post office and mailing
a book if someone orders it, meeting with my editor Don Ellis, and
I'm about to mail 10 books to reviewers.

Busy is what I am. Every waking minute is
taken up with selling my book. This morning I sold a book to my
mechanic, Al Reno. Just a couple of hours ago I sold a book to
Jocelyn, my hearing aid lady at Costco. This past Saturday I sold
five copies at the YMCA Creative Arts Faire, and yesterday I gave
my business card to everyone I talked to at Marcy Ballard's house
party.

Go, go, go. Sell, sell, sell. It's hard for
me to stop when a book of mine comes out. I want to get the ball
rolling down the hill and picking up momentum. The Internet is the
key. I've got to start thinking how to get the Internet working for
me.

 


Wednesday, March 24, 2010

Life, Liberty, and the
Pursuit of Happiness

Orders for my book are trickling in at the
rate of two or three a day. I'm about ready to send the book and a
press release to a dozen book reviewers. First class postage is
$2.75 for each book. I'm going to visit all the bookstores in San
Francisco and hope they'll take my book on consignment.

What else do I have to do in my pursuit of
selling a book?

The word "pursuit" reminds me of the Preamble
to Declaration of Independence: "We hold these truths to be
self-evident, that all men are created equal, that they are endowed
by their Creator with certain unalienable rights, that among these
are Life, Liberty and the pursuit of Happiness."

It was Thomas Jefferson, John Adams, Ben
Franklin, and a few others who worked on the Declaration, but it
was Jefferson who did the brunt of the writing. I love what the
Framers of the Declaration and Constitution stood for: free speech,
free press, equality, no state-run religion, freedom to peaceably
assemble, and so on and so forth. It's all in the Constitution. My
rights, our rights, as citizens of this country are guaranteed. But
there are violence-makers and rabble rousers who believe in making
people's lives uncomfortable in the name of freedom. Today they
threw bricks into the windows of several congress peoples' homes
and offices who voted for Obama's health care bill.

This type of mob rule sickens me. They're
saying, "We will gather our guns and rifles and damage property if
you don't believe what we believe. We'll do whatever it takes to
keep you from intruding into our lives."

 


Thursday, March 25, 2010

A Black Man in the White
House

The Republicans are totally against
everything Barack Obama is for. People's health and the Earth's
health is a must, and they're against it. They hate Obama and
everything he stands for. The president is for cutting down on
fossil fuels, ending the wars in Iraq and Afghanistan, he's for
universal health care, banning assault weapons, keeping abortion
rights intact, and allowing gays in the armed services. Close to
half the people in this country are against those programs. What is
wrong in having a more humane society? I don't understand the
thinking of these people. Is it that they hate seeing a black man
in the White House? That's probably the main reason. We live in a
sick, unthinking country. Thank goodness a majority of people are
for Obama and his programs. Thank goodness.

 


Friday, April 9, 2010

The Life and Times of a
Self-Publisher

I went to the San Francisco State University
bookstore to see if they'd carry A Class of Leaders, but the
book buyer wasn't in. The same with Green Apple Books in the
Richmond District—buyer not in. This is what a man who publishes
his own books has to go through, which is to schlep around town and
maybe leave 3 or 4 books on consignment at bookstores...when the
buyer is in.

But
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