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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
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.

 


 


 


 


Description

This book is a history of one year in a
writer's life, as well as the country's life. It's about what went
through Joseph Sutton's mind while COVID-19, George Floyd's death,
Biden vs. Trump, and the birth of his first grandson took
place.

 


 


 


Thursday, January 16, 2020

Upcoming Impeachment Trial

Donald Trump was impeached by the House of
Representatives in the middle of December 2019 for abuse of power
and obstruction of Congress. The Senate will hold a trial starting
next week. If witnesses are allowed, it might be a fair trial. If
witnesses aren't allowed, it'll be a sham. It's the third
impeachment of a president since our country was formed 240 years
ago in 1780. The first impeachment trial acquitted Andrew Johnson
in1868. The second acquitted Bill Clinton in 1999. Most politicians
in Washington know how corrupt, immoral, and unethical Trump is,
and that includes the Republicans who know better but are afraid to
admit it. The Senate needs 67 votes to convict. It'll be a miracle
if the Senate convicts the Bully in the White House.

 


The San Francisco 49ers will be playing the
Green Bay Packers this coming Sunday to see which team will
represent the National Football Conference in the Super Bowl on
February 2. The day before that my wife Joan is going to throw a
baby shower for our daughter-in-law Ashley, who is expecting a baby
boy in mid-March. He will be my first blood grandson. Olby, my
seven-year-old step-grandson, lives in Chicago with my stepson Sol
and his wife Jang. He calls me Grandpa Joe, which warms my
heart.

 


 


Friday, January 17, 2020

Ants

There is so much to do during the day. One of
them is getting rid of the ants in our kitchen. I've tried a couple
of poison baits, but the ants, they just keep on coming. They're
relentless. I could kill a hundred of them in one fell swoop and
they would still keep coming. According to Google, ants have been
on Earth for at least 90 million years. They're a very strong
species. I've tried to stop their onslaught for over a week, and
they're still streaming in. I wish I could find their entry
point.

The ants have taken up hours of my time.
Every time I go into the kitchen, it's hard for me to leave, for I
am constantly killing twenty, forty, eighty, hoping that will stop
them. There's no end to them. Maybe they'll leave me in peace when
the weather turns warm. I have to tip my hat to them, though, they
surely don't give up easily.

 


 


Friday, January 18, 2020

My Brother Maurice

My brother Maurice, who passed away a day
before Thanksgiving 2019, would have been 83 years old today. What
I truly learned from him took place in his last days when I visited
him at his apartment in Los Angeles while he was being cared for by
his daughter Jo-e. It was the way he faced his oncoming death. He
wasn't upset, nor did he fret about the kidney failure that was
taking his life—he faced the inevitable calmly and peacefully.

Growing up, I used to share a bedroom with my
brother in our house on Fairfax Avenue in Hollywood. Without fail,
after getting in bed, he turned on the lamp that was on a dresser
between our beds, and would start reading. Sometimes he read for a
short while, other times, even when I tossed and turned in bed
because of the light in the room, hinting for him to finish reading
already, he would still read till he got tired.

I worked for Maurice many times in his
children's wear store on Broadway and 7th Street in downtown Los
Angeles. He was an honest businessman and a crackerjack
salesman.

When I developed asthma my last year as a
teacher in 1984, I needed to find a job that wasn't as stressful as
teaching in order to support my family of four. Maurice came to my
rescue and turned me on to Jack Levine, who ran a small costume
jewelry company here in San Francisco called JPR Jewelry Company.
Jack hired me on the spot due to my brother's recommendation. I
must admit, I became a damn good salesman in my four-year sales
career.

I loved Maurice. We never fought either
verbally or physically.

 


Maurice Sutton

 


My brother faced death in a very calm
manner.

A most brave and humble man he
was.

Under a tree, I've been told, his
ashes will be buried. I

Remember a thousand things about him,
things

I will never forget, such as his
business acumen and reading in bed at night. I

Can still hear his voice and see his
image. His

End was a great model for me to
emulate.

 


Sure, I'll miss my brother who never
failed to be a true brother.

Uplifting he was and still is

To me.

The angels sing

On for my brother who is

No more but still remains by my
side.

 


 


Monday, January 20, 2020

Old Age

Today I spent a couple of hours, climbing a
ladder, clipping the branches of the tree in front of our house so
it would be clear sailing for me and anyone else walking on the
sidewalk under it. I expended a lot of energy clipping, raking,
picking up, and sweeping. I came inside and had to sit down for
maybe twenty minutes to gather my strength.

After lunch it was time for me to leave for
my dental appointment. After my teeth were cleaned, I started back
for my car. Going uphill for two long blocks, I had to stop and
catch my breath three times.

Old age—it creeps up on you. At the YMCA,
where I do my water aerobics exercise, I used to go full bore for
45 minutes. Oh sure, I'd feel tired when I got home and had to take
a nap after lunch, but as of late I go half speed in the pool and
I'm still tired and need a nap. I don't walk as far as I used to,
either. I used to walk four miles in an hour, now it's three miles
in the same amount of time. Old! I see old people nowadays
supporting themselves with a cane or a walker. I don't want that
happening to me. Hey, man, I was once a tricky running back who ran
for daylight instead of plowing through tacklers. I was also a
sprinter who could probably run faster than 95% of the people in
the world.

Old! I wear glasses, I need a hearing aid,
and I've had two hip replacement surgeries. My right knee is
arthritic—it tightens and swells up on me every so often. Both of
my shoulders are arthritic. I'm bald on top and the hair on my
temples and mustache is gray. I take a statin every night to keep
my cholesterol down. Oh, and one more thing: I have to get out of
bed two or three times every night to go to the bathroom.

 


 


Wednesday, January 22, 2020

Donald J. Trump

The impeachment trial of Donald J. Trump is
taking place in the U.S. Senate as I write. It began yesterday. I
watched all of yesterday's proceedings that lasted almost 13 hours.
The Democrats are laying out a case against Trump, whereas Trump's
lawyers are just saying he did nothing wrong when he tried to
influence the upcoming 2020 election by extracting information
about Joe Biden and his son Hunter from Ukraine's new president
Volodymyr Zelensky in June 2019. The Democrats are also pointing
out that Trump obstructed Congress by refusing to let anyone in his
administration testify before the House Judicial and Intelligence
committees.

There's great division in the country. It's
almost palpable. It seems, from my point of view, as well as with a
little more than half the American public, that Trump is the most
destructive president our country has ever had. He lies, he cheats,
he fights back tenaciously, just like his lawyers are doing.
Tenacious in that they are shameless in what they do and say. Just
like Trump, they'll lie and cheat and bite your ear off, kick you
in the balls, stomp on your head when you're down, and they'd get a
hammer and crack open your skull if they had a chance. They're
unrepentant. They're telling us that what we see and hear is
not what we see and hear. Whereas the House Democrats
managing the impeachment are just pointing out the facts,
ma'am...just the facts. They're not hitting below the belt like
Trump's defense team. And because of the division they are stoking
around the country, we're in danger of losing our democracy to a
man who wouldn't hesitate being a dictator. Trump salivates when
our country is divided. Why? Because almost half the country
believes his lies and shamelessness. His followers don't rely on
facts, they rely on their prejudices, irrational thinking, and
hatred of "the other." The Trumpers are afraid of the future. They
see that the majority of Americans will someday be people of
color.

Oh, America, I hope and pray you wake up to
Trump's lies, cheating, and bullying before it's too late. Please
wake up. That's what the Democrats in the impeachment trial are
trying to point out without having to use the words liar, swindler,
demagogue. Trump is not what a president of the United States is
supposed to be. He's fascistic. He's Hitlerian. He's Mussolinian.
And the 53 Republican senators sitting and listening to the strong
evidence against him refuse to hear the prosecution's arguments,
even though most of them know that Trump is a cancer to our
democracy. They couldn't care less about the oath they swore to
uphold when they took office: "to support and defend the
Constitution of the United States against all enemies, foreign and
domestic." Instead they're kowtowing to a tyrant. What is their
reasoning for fearing the carnival barker in the White House? Could
it be that they don't want to give up their majority in the Senate
if they convict him? Are they afraid of being ridiculed by the
criminal in the White House? Do they see Trump and his cult
threatening their careers? What I really don't understand are the
handful of Republican senators who are retiring, they have nothing
to lose and they're still kissing the Emperor's ass.

Yes, I'm prejudiced against the president. I
can see through his underhandedness, his vindictiveness, his
bravado. I can see his cruelty, boastfulness, egotism, narcissism,
and sociopathic behavior. And to think that 45 percent of the
voters of this country love what they see in him. I'm ashamed of
the country I live in that nearly half the voters can be so blind
to what's going on.

Mark my words, Donald Trump will someday go
down in history as the most dangerous man to ever reside in the
White House.

 


 


Sunday, January 26, 2020

Writing Project—My Journals

As I was walking along the shore of Ocean
Beach today, this thought, from out of the blue, came to me for a
writing project: go over my journals, one year at a time.
Each year will show what was going on in my mind
and what was going on in the United States at the same time. A sort
of history of my time on Earth.

 


News Flash. I just heard on
the radio that Kobe Bryant, the former basketball star of
the Los Angeles Lakers, along with his teenage daughter and seven
others, died in a helicopter crash in Southern California. Kobe was
41. It's a stark reminder of how our lives can be extinguished at
any moment.

 


I got a lot done today. I read the news of
the impeachment trial, did my laundry, washed the dishes, swept the
kitchen floor, got rid of a large number of those pesky ants,
vacuumed the main floor of the house, went for a walk, and while on
that walk I came up with the idea of making a project of my
journals, one year at a time.

 


 


Sunday, February 16, 2020

Jury Duty and Alan Blum

I had Jury duty last week. Along with about
200 other people, I sat in a large assembly room and watched a
video on how important the United States court system is, and to
feel proud that we live in a country where everyone has a right to
a fair trial. A woman then started calling the names of about 65
people. I was one of them. We were told to go to a courtroom across
the hall. When we were all seated, the court clerk called the names
of 24 people to sit in the jury box so the judge could explain to
them that they should hold no prejudices against the defendant who
was drunk, high on drugs, and drove onto private property where the
police arrested him. Some people in the jury box showed some
prejudice against this man of Latin extract and were immediately
replaced. The questioning of jurors by the defense lawyer, a woman,
and the prosecuting attorney, a woman, went on for two hours.

After lunch, the attorneys questioned
prospective jurors for another two hours. The defense attorney kept
reminding the 24 seated in the jury box, "It is up to the
prosecution to prove, beyond a reasonable doubt, that my client is
guilty." She was a thin woman, maybe in her late-30s, short blonde
hair, wearing a two-piece blue suit with a tight dress and high
heels. The prosecuting attorney, a young Latin woman wearing a dark
blue pantsuit, didn't take as long to question the jurors as the
defendant's attorney did. The judge, in my opinion, a very fair
man—short, a black beard, Latin—did extremely well explaining the
law to the 24 sitting in the jury box. Twice he conferred with both
lawyers in his office. Each time they came back out, they dismissed
several jurors and had them replaced.

After the two attorneys decided on twelve
jurors, plus two alternates, the rest of us who weren't called to
jury box were dismissed.

 


Our good friend Alan Blum's Memorial took
place yesterday. Steve Dessy told us that Alan died on February 2,
the day the 49ers lost the Super Bowl to the Kansas City Chiefs.
Steve was the one closest to Alan in the last few years of his
life. Steve, who lives in Reno set up Alan at a nursing home there.
What a great and loyal friend he was to Alan. All the men present,
except for my son Ray (who considered Alan an uncle), were members
of the Royal
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Saroyan the Great Salesman
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The Election





We Won! We Won!
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