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Recent marketing has garnered me a few new bestsell-
ers. When I started looking at the data, I noticed I had 
not kept up with the progress I'd made in the market. 
Imagine my delight, when I realized I have 19 bestsellers 
under my belt! My nose is to the grindstone so much, 
that sometimes I miss the spoils of my hard work. I 
thank you, dear readers, for making it possible. I have 
no intention of stopping. 

kellijaebaeli.com            AuthorKJB@gmail.com 

“It takes a lot of courage to put yourself out there in the form of 

writing. Like being naked on a stage with a whole crowd of strangers 

critiquing you and your body.” ~Kelli Jae Baeli 

Welcome to my new Museletter. Over 
time, I discovered that producing the 
newsletter in the modern way (through 
MailChimp) has proved cumbersome and 
time-consuming. As most of you know, I 
am a hands-on kinda gal. I enjoy and pre-
fer having complete control over my crea-
tive endeavors. It’s one reason I chose the 
path of Indie Author and Publisher over 
more traditional trajectories. Along with 
my autonomous proclivities, I also have to 
think about time-management. My rule-of
-thumb is the 20/80 rule: spend 20% of my 
time getting 80% result. 

After days and days of researching ways 
to improve the process, trying out about 
10 different newsletter options, it occurred 
to me that I used to do newsletters many 
years ago, and used Publisher to do it. And 
I had a fresh version of Publisher sitting on 
my hard drive unused. No learning curve, 
there. Duh-moment. 

So, I’m back to building my own news-
letters, and hopefully it will solve the prob-
lems. 

This will mean I will be sending out an-
nouncements to my email list, with a link 
to read these online, in PDF form. Not 
much different than what the readers on 
my list were doing before.  

SIDEBAR: Why am I telling you this? If 
you’re reading this, it means you already 
know about it. Another duh-moment. I’d 
like to blame that on not enough coffee 
yet today, but really, I’m just having a sen-
ior moment. Trying to own that, though 
still clinging to the doorjamb of youthful 
perspicaciousness. {There’s your word-of-
the-day}.  

In addition, I sincerely enjoy some of the 
old-school methods. It’s more visceral. I 
say that while enslaving myself to a 
smartphone, Kindle Fire, and social media 
video streaming that allows House mem-
bers to show the American people what 
really goes on in our government. (If 
you’re out of the loop on that one, con-
gratulations on being old-school, and 
please refer to #NoBillNoBreak on 
Twitter). 

Visit me on: 
Facebook 
Pinterest 
Twitter 

Instagram 
Google+ 
Linked In 

And of course, 
kellijaebaeli.com 

 

Sculpture I’m working on. 

Hasn't been detailed yet. 

Explications &  
Clarifications: 

This Museletter represents a 
departure from my quick & 
dirty newsletters, and instead 
allows me to provide the in-
formation needed to keep my 
readers up to date. It will 
therefore be a bit longer than 
those short newsletters of 
mine in the past, but I hope it 
will be more enjoyable. 

Many images herein will be 
hotlinked, so you can click out 
to the relevant location 

#ImWithHer 

I had great sex with my wife 
last night during a power 
outage 

https://www.facebook.com/jaebaeli
https://www.pinterest.com/jaebaeli/
https://twitter.com/KelliJaeBaeli
https://www.instagram.com/kellijaebaeli
https://plus.google.com/+KelliJaeBaeli
http://www.linkedin.com/in/KelliJaeBaeli
http://kellijaebaeli.com


 

 

Fooly Pooly Fall(s) 

My most recent book, Pooly Fall, went to #1 in its catego-
ry on Amazon. While doing the mar-
keting for the book, I made a promo 
sign (as I've been doing with everything 
lately, it has helped to streamline the 
process and leave me more time to do 
the actual writing).  
   Because of the similarity between the 
title Rain Falls and Pooly Fall, I inad-
vertently put "Pooly Falls" at the 
bottom of the sign, and had to update 
it, but not before the other one had 
gone out. One of my more discerning, 
hawkeye readers (Cindy Compton) 

pointed this out to me, and for that I thank her. 
She said the error made the old editor in her 
"twitchy." It made me twitchy, too, but by then, 
the damage had been done.  

It was like in the old days when you put a letter 
in one of those blue postal boxes, and then 
changed your mind, and couldn't get it back out. 
Or more currently, when you click SEND on an 
email, only to realize it went to the wrong person, 
and maybe you didn't want that person to see it. 
Quite disturbing to me. But my wife, Melissa, says 
that I should allow myself to be human every now 
and then.  

I resist the notion, still. 

  

With the terrible tragedy in Florida unfolding across 
all news and social media outlets, I stumbled across 
this post and realized I was honored with inclusion on 
a list called The Top 153 Lesfic Writers Alive (and still 
writing) Today. 

It was bittersweet- serving to remind me that while 
I continue to write about the lives and loves and chal-
lenges of gay & lesbian people, some of us don't have 
the luxury of sitting safely at a desk while we do our 
part to bring same-gender-loving people into the 
mainstream consciousness.  

Bittersweet Honor 

Some pay dearly for who they are and we must 
never forget the struggle before us--to fight that 
good fight until all humans are treated equally and 
no longer fearful to love and live as they wish.  

My heartfelt sorrow and sympathy goes out to all 
those who lost someone that night.  

May this serve as a turning point in our compas-
sion, understanding and commitment to reject hate 
and intolerance and make love and acceptance our 
creed.  

“You're only responsible for being honest, not 
for someone else's reaction to your honesty.”  

~Kelli Jae Baeli 

https://www.amazon.com/Pooly-Fall-Cross-Pollination-Cross-Pollination-ebook/dp/B01GZWBJBAC:/Users/Kelli Jae Baeli/Documents/_BoxSets
http://annehaganauthor.com/2016/06/12/the-top-153-lesfic-writers-alive-and-still-writing-today/


A commenter on one of the sites I market to, objected to 
my promotions, (and I responded as forthrightly as I could)>. 

    COMMENTER: I am seeing “Attachment Unavailable This 
attachment may have been removed or the perso[sic] who shared it 
may not have permission to share it with you” on both is post and 
the immediately preceeding [sic] two previous by Kelli Jae Baeil.[sic] 

    Thefirst post by Kelli Jae Baeil, smells like drive-by marketing. -
Three- posts following that promo post, each of which consists en-
tirely of “Attachment Unavailable” makes it look even more like 
drive-by exploitation. 

    I wrote the rant below earlier this morning, as a general reac-
tion to a drive-by boxed set of books volumes 2-5 with no mention 
of volume 1, beign [sic] promoted for special pricing which expired 
more than a month ago! (I responded pointedly to that, and then 
wrote the more general rant..) 

    About “drive-by” marketing: (speaking for myself..) 
    1. Yes, [the group members] read science fiction and fantasy, 

watch films and movies and listen to podcasts of SF/F, play SF/F 
games, attend to SF/F conventions, work on SF/F conventions, and 

can be interested in hearing about new 
books, new movies, new games, pod-
casts, etc. 
    2. HOWEVER–there are thousands of 
new SF/F stories published every years. 
There are myriad new games and new 
game modules, lots of films and TV 
shows, lots of podcasts, lots of conven-
tions. 

    Promos which don’t provide any information of “why should 
anyone be interested in this product?” and consist of a picture and 
pricing (even when not out of date as in “buy during this special 
promo time and get it cheap!”), are NOTprepossessing [sic] mar-
keting and not the sort of thing which tends to prompt people to 
play follow the link for more information, or to buy. 

    3. “Drive-by marketing” involve someone posting a link the way 
frogs leave sperm anywhere there might be a frog egg to fertilize. 
Among other things, it’s bad manners. If someone wants others to 
seriously consider looking at products, show enough respect for 
forums being marketed in, to at least pretend to be friendly and 
interested in the forum… 

    Perhaps I could ad “if you don’t you come off as or as a relative 
of, a mansplainer!” 

 
Kelli Jae Baeli: (to COMMENTER): –I’m sorry you are having 

trouble with the link attached to the promotional sign for my 
New Harbor Witches books. The link works perfectly for my-
self and everyone else I have asked. I even tested this one 
again, to be sure. So that issue must be on your end. 

I don’t normally post more than one promotion/
announcement at a time. The signs I posted in a clump, are 
all related–as shown in the text on the signs, this book is 
crossover fiction, that includes characters from several of my 
other books, in one storyline. So I felt readers needed a con-
venient way to locate those other books. The signs I posted 
were created with love and care, and contain all the infor-

mation a reader needs; it provides an embedded link to my 
site which gives more information, and that page has links out 
to the locations on Amazon to buy the book if you find it inter-
esting. It’s merely a streamlined approach that accomplishes 
the goal, addresses the needs of readers, and my own time 
management, while allowing me to get back to the actual 
writing. 

This was never intended as “drive-by mar-
keting.” I resent being lumped into a criminal 
sum by your implication. As an Indie Author 
and Publisher, it’s the nature of the beast to 
post in numerous places as quickly as possi-
ble–not because I don’t care about my read-
ers or potential readers (indeed I do! They 
are the reason I’ve had 19 bestsellers), but 
because I am competing with thousands of 
other writers, and don’t have the resources 
that traditional publishers do. My business 
consists of TWO employees–me, and my wife. There’s only so 
much of me to go around. I do the work of about 12 people, 
and I work 100 hour weeks. (I had a very long day yesterday; I 
didn’t get into bed until 6 this morning). I’m 
an author, editor, publisher, business manag-
er, financial planner and accountant, re-
searcher, constant student of all facets of 
writing and marketing and publishing; I’m a 
strategist, publicist, book cover designer, ty-
pographic specialist, webmaster–just to name 
a few (and that doesn’t even take into ac-
count that I have a personal life, personal 
business, and a spouse I also want to spend 
time with). 

I do all this hard work because I’m an author 
and I love to write, and over the last 27 years, have built a ca-
reer on the substantiated belief that readers want to see what 
I am offering as a member of the creative community. 

The marketing of books (among other things, in other loca-
tions) requires notifying HUNDREDS of groups at the same 
time, and as an Indie Author/Publisher, I have to find ways to 
get the book out there for my readers in a timely, informative, 
convenient way, while also keeping in mind the time con-
straints I have. 

As far as engagement, if anyone asks me a question, makes a 
comment, I always respond, and am happy to do so. But as I’m 
sure you can appreciate, there’s only so much of me to go 
around. If I engaged every group regularly, which I’d love to be 
able to do, that would mean I had no time to actually write the 
books. And which group do I choose to engage with? How do I 
decide which one deserves my attention, when the list num-
bers in the hundreds? Therefore, I must engage when some-
one engages ME. And it’s ultimately ABOUT THE BOOKS and 
ABOUT THE READERS. Marketing is just the necessary evil to 
get an Indie Author’s work into the hands of readers.  

But let me stress this point: your denigrating, blanket as-
sumptions are profoundly unfair to me and to all independent 

Drive-by Marketing? 
Really? 

https://www.amazon.com/New-Harbor-Witches-Keepers-ebook/dp/B00RO4PU2S
https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B017AC8J1M


Countdown Deal! 

( continued from  page 3) 
writers. I would ask you: how do you think 

readers find books? Marketing.  
How do you think authors get that book into 

the hands of readers who are interested?  
Marketing.  
It’s a symbiotic relationship. One method 

includes posting to groups with members who 
read in the genres we write, and that present 
themselves as places to promote books. 

I hope you will keep all this in mind when 
you make assumptions about the character 
and intent of authors who publicize their 
work. 

I haven’t heard from any admins on this site 
that I am doing anything wrong, and if they 
felt my actions were contrary to the parame-
ters of the group, I would happily comply. It’s 
that simple. I only want to offer my work to 
those who are interested. 

 

Don't forget, the countdown deal is going on for Elsewhere  

boxset. Get it while you can at 72% savings - Just $1.99.  

Click the live link on the image. 

BEFORE WORDS  
(from front matter of Tristoon): 

 

Hello, Reader, glad to see you reading. Especially some-
thing of mine. I hope you’ll do that again with—oh, ALL 
my work. I've gone back to using my own name on every-
thing now, since I had about 8 nom de plumes (noms de 
plume?) and didn't always cross-pollinate. 

For now, a few things about Tristoon: It was written in 
1984 after I took a British Literature course. I loved the 
Beowulf story, but found that I kept laughing, because I 
would see all these other comic scenarios, which usually 
included another character—a female.  

Eventually, I started writing those scenarios down, 
and thus, Tristoon was born. I’ve always loved strong, 
capable women, and I’ve always loved humor. Tristoon 
has all that. 

Please note that in the original format, there were 
little sarcastic footnotes, but in this eBook edition, I had 
to put them inline with text, so I just made them smaller 
and in a different font, in brackets, to differentiate them. 
The perils of eBook formatting. 

Anyway, I hope you enjoy reading this as much as I did 
writing it. 

Now, begone. Start reading.  

After Beowulf,  
and Before Xena,  

there was Tristoon...  
(a spoof). QUICK READ: only 99cents.  

FLASH EXCERPT: 

“....Then she had made her way 
back to the Redwood, ushering out 
the dwarf-people who had taken 
time out from their incessant 
cookie-baking to try on her 

clothes.” 
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Countdown Deal 

https://www.amazon.com/Elsewhere-Science-Fiction-Fantasy-Box-ebook/dp/B00N3Z81XC
https://www.amazon.com/Tristoon-Incorrigible-Kelli-Jae-Baeli-ebook/dp/B007MLWJZE


Sad Day in May 

Baeli, on novelwriting... 
(From Stranger Fiction, Reviews & Truthiness) 

 
“First, an opinion isn’t always a fact. Second, you can’t please everyone. And third, and most importantly, (and with the most paradoxi-

cal irony), this concept: I may have failed to do the best job on a book, if I didn’t make the fiction seem like truth, even if the truth 

seemed like fiction. 
Truth is, as the adage goes, stranger than fiction, and thus, when it appears, it is perceived as lacking credibility, even though FICTION 

is, by definition, NOT TRUE.  
So there will always be readers who lament the lack of credibility in some aspect of fiction, when many times the depiction is accurate, 

it just doesn’t SEEM accurate. So therefore, we, as fiction writers have to be careful to be credible and realistic, while lying our collective 

asses off. Are you following this? (Where is my medication?)” 

Here’s the new logo for Prismatic Literati Press. I wanted to start publishing many 
things under this imprint in an effort to provide, as the motto says, “Diverse, inclusive 
fiction for all orientations.”  

Considering the recent divisiveness and hate-mongering in our politics, and the re-
cent tragedy in Orlando, it’s time we all started working together, and sometimes 
that starts with opening our minds and hearts to things that we would normally 
avoid.  

I have always written with a diverse readership in mind, and it was time to push that 
idea just a little bit more. 

Not one of our better 
days. Our dear, sweet 
old-lady cat, Abs, died 
at 1pm, 28May. We 
knew it was her time, 
and we didn’t want her 
last moments to be in a 
vet’s office around 
strangers. She hated 
that. Probably close to 
20 years old, Abs had 
been a hoarded cat for 
the first 9 years of her life, sharing a bathroom with 
20 other cats, and Melissa adopted her, spent thou-
sands getting her health back.  

Then when Melissa and Abs came to join me and 
Poppet, I bought her vitamins and glucosamine-
chondroitin for her old joints. Though she was almost 
completely blind and deaf, and had only a few teeth, 
and we had to puree her food, she was fairly vibrant 
for the year or so she was here with both of us. She 
quickly became the matriarch of the household, 
keeping the other furbabies in line. She played a 
little—the occasional batting around of a ping-pong 
ball, swiping pens off the desk, even running through 
the house periodically in bursts of energy. She looked 

out windows. Perched on 
the recliner each day, 
gave us nuzzles hello, al-
ways settling on Melissa’s 
lap when she sat down.  
Abs (I sometimes called 
her Abacus, or Pigeon 
because of the sounds 
she made) lived much 
longer than anyone 
thought she would. She 
was loved and cared for. 

Yet she lived the last ten years of her life in relative health 
and happiness. When we saw she was declining fast, we 
took her outside to walk around, because she loved 
sniffing the roses and the grass, and smelling the outside 
air. Sprinkles of rain fell on her and she seemed to enjoy 
it. She went peacefully here at home with us petting her. 

Moments after she died, I pressed her little deformed 
paws into a lump of clay, so when we looked at it, we’d 
think of her. We took her body to a crematorium and now 
she is still with us, in a way—her ashes are in a lovely little 
cedar box.  

Rest in peace, Pigeon. We loved you. 

New Logo 



My Passion & Hers, Shared  
by Melissa Walker-Baeli 
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To all you authors out 
there, Thank You! I 
have often put pen to 
paper, attempting to 
translate thoughts and 
ideas into stories, simp-
ly for myself. Although I 
have read thousands 
upon thousands of 
books, the time and 
effort and care and 
love and commitment 
that went into the 
writing of those books, 
somehow escaped my 

attention. Being able to find something interesting to 
read was never an issue for me. Books abound! So to 
speak. I took books for granted. 

No more! I met and fell in love with an author. Then, 
I moved in with her! Jeez. A reader and a writer…one 
of the many things we enjoy talking about….books. 
Reading and writing. My passion and hers, shared. To 
say I have a much greater amount of respect for au-
thors (or any artist), now, would perhaps be an under-
statement.  

In and of itself, the courage it takes to put your work 
out there, for public consumption and critique, is wor-
thy of respect. With the encouragement of my won-
derful wife, Kelli Jae Baeli, and the courage I see in all 
of you, I have been working on a few things of my 
own. 

I hope to have my first work published within the 
next two months. Right now it looks like that is going 
to be a novella, titled, Bamboo.  

The day before yesterday, I awoke to Jae telling me I 
should write, "Lesbian Zombies from Hell", by Izzy 
Walker (AKA series, by Kelli Jae Baeli).  

Gotta admit…I'm having a blast! I'm grossing myself 
out, turning myself on, and laughing like a lunatic.  

  
Works in progress are: 

 Bamboo - dark, comedic fantasy novella, with a 
"Lesbian Zombie from Hell" (a la Izzy Walker - AKA 
series) This is not your classic zombie/post-
apocalyptic story. It's not gory. It's rather crude. 
"Oh, that's just so wrong!" she said, laughing hys-
terically, snorts included. 

 The End - dramatic erotica (short story) 
 Life as My Author's Wife - From Recipes to the Ri-

diculous - non-fiction, my first year with Jae, 
(novella-sized) 

 Escorting Politics - small town politics with a twist 
of lesbian, book 1 (novella) 

 Shade - paranormal romantic action thriller 
(novella) 

 Chick with a Stick - fan fiction, AKA series (short 
novella) 

 Cruise Control - collaboration with Kelli Jae Baeli, 
cross-generational romantic dramedy adventure 
(novel) 

  
I had thought to publish Life as My Author's Wife 

within the next month or so, but that has changed. To 
see what I could learn from authors of short, relation-
ship-based non-fiction as far as flow, content, and for-
matting, I checked some out. Some were wonderful per-
sonal adventures, one, following the author from sad-
ness and anger to understanding and strength. Others 
were rushed, feeling more tirade than truth. Most were 
about break-ups and broken hearts, and not at all along 
the lines of what I am writing. I have the content, and as 
it's all true, it's not going to change. However, I do need 
to work on the flow and formatting.  

It's a good thing I am immensely enjoying learning and 

exploring the art of writing.   

From Kelli Jae Baeli: I always wanted to write the book that I mentioned in AKA series, ostensibly 

written by Izzy. Lesbian Zombies from Hell. Somehow, I never got around to it. But Melissa jumped 

on the task, and I believe what she’s created is going to be brilliantly funny and creative. 
  

PREMISE of Bamboo  :  500 years ago, Mother Nature decided to take matters into her own hands, al-

tering the human genome, giving rise to a new race of zombies born of humans. Through natural selection, this 

new species evolved with certain traits. It was not in the nature of zombies to be aggressive. Competitive, oh yes. 

But anger, violence and hate did not exist among them. They knew what those emotions and actions were and 

what they meant, but were biologically unable to possess them. They were compassionate, cooperative, loving, 

and highly logical. One of them also had vegetation growing out of her head. 
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“Your skin flap is looking particularly droopy, to-

day.” 
“You’re only saying that because you love me.” I 

smoothed a wayward leaf sprouting from the skin-
ridge of my scalp. The downy-soft feathers of leaves 
continuously emerged and fell from the gash that 
exposed my skull. My anatomy, a result of having 
been buried in and risen from a copse of bamboo. 
“Besides, there’s absolutely nothing droopy about 
my mohawk skin flap. No deeper than a paper cut. 
It’s pathetic.” 

“Of course I love you,” Willow said. “You’re my 
best friend. But, seriously, it’s adorable. You know 
I’ve always thought it was cute.” 

“Thank you,” I demurred, feeling my 
cheeks opaquing. Best friend or not, any 
compliment, especially from the most beau-
tiful woman in town, turned my usually bra-
zen personality into the I-wish-mine-was-as-
big-as-yours variety. I admired the dangling 
flesh. It was as though someone had taken a 
cheese slicer and peeled her skin from un-
der her right shoulder blade, curving up 
along her spine, to the base of her skull, 
husking off her right ear along with it, up the 
cheek bone and around her forehead, finally coming 
to an end, above and behind her left ear.  

“Are you all packed?” 
“Almost. The last batch of human jerky should be 

fully dehydrated in a few hours. I keep taking every-
thing out my pack and going through it. Pack, un-
pack, repack, repeat.” 

“What age?” 
“The council has been harvesting from the 40’s, 

50’s and 60’s for months now.” I ran my fingertips 
beneath my skin flap, over the exposed strip of my 
skull. The small, smooth river rock texture. Reveling 
in the tactile eroticism of new leafy growth, inter-
spersed throughout. When will I again feel the un-
dulation of a human body, as I exfoliate a wanton 
epidermis? I pulled myself back to the conversation.  

“That makes sense,” Willow said. “You really will 
need the youngest and the best if you’re going to 
make it.” 

“I’m looking forward to it. I’ll not have eaten so 
well in years, even if it’s not fresh.” I recalled the last 
time I’d dined on still-warm human flesh. Great Aunt 
Rose Hips. She’d died of natural causes six or seven 

years ago, at the age of 173. Mmm. I always loved Aunt 
Rose Hips. I’d always think of her fondly, her name sweet 
on my lips, especially after death.  

“Have you picked a human to take with you?” Willow 
asked. “I know there are several who would love to spend 
some time with you, alone, out in the wilderness. Cherry’s 
been eying you for a while now.”  

“Cherry eyes us all. Human and Zombie, alike.”  
“She’s one of the few,” Willow said, gesturing with long, 

wispy fingers toward the group of humans eating lunch 
nearby. “I don’t get it, though. I mean, humans are so…
unappealing. To me, anyway. They sweat. It’s gross. Totally 
gross.” 

   Chucking, I said, “I like their soft skin. And, I like a little 
sweat. Cloying, naturally perfumed sweat.” 
   “You and your sweet tooth. I’ll never forget you 
running up to the Master Harvester. Please! 
Please, Chami, don’t bathe my human until after 
the harvest!”  
   Willow ran around me, arms aflutter, flap flap-
ping wildly. 
   “I can’t help it, that I have such good taste. The 
fresher the flesh, the better the boost.” 
“Yeah. Dirty human. Yum.”  
Willow made retching noises, even though Zom-

bies do not vomit. Our stomachs can process even the 
most rotted flesh. Freshly-dead flesh was the key to 
strength of body and of mind. Freshly-harvested was an-
other thing entirely, causing no harm to humans. In fact, 
most enjoyed the experience immensely.  

“Um, exactly! I really miss Aunt Rose Hips, too. She 
smelled of that piney soap the humans made.” 

“I said, fresh, not clean. There’s a difference. I don’t give 
you crap for having your human wash, first. Do I?” 

“Nor should you,” Willow agreed. “Never underestimate 
good personal hygiene.” 

“Really? And, when was the last time you took a bath?” 
“Twenty years, give or take. Why? Am I starting to 

stink?” 
I gave her a good sniff. Lifted her luxurious flap and took 

a long, slow inhale. “Nope. Smell good to me.” 
“Now, now. We’ve been friends since birth. You know 

I’m not into that.” 
“Please. I can’t look at you and think, sex. It’s just 

wrong.” I shook my head, several bamboo leaves falling 

free, to the ground.  

Excerpt from Bamboo  
by Melissa Walker-Baeli 



It was a welcomed change, having no demands on my 
time, though I wondered why I had to travel 7,000 miles 
away, just to feel peaceful again. But those were the 
waking hours. When I slept, I still went through the lita-
ny of scenarios that had so terrorized my mind. 

I would still sometimes wake breathless, before the 
crepuscular fingers of dawn touched the curtains of my 
bedroom. A low level anxiety would be the culprit. Often 
the sensation of someone laying a hand on my arm, 
would launch me from slumber, accelerating the pump-
ing of my heart and the sucking breaths that 
had me thinking I was underwater. Like I had 
been unconscious, but awakened with the 
realization that I was submerged in a cold 
ocean and must desperately locate the sur-
face.  

There was no gravity and no helium in wa-
ter, no matter how still you could make your-
self, you would not simply sink to the 
bottom, or rise to the top. Finding the surface 
was a question of orienting yourself and then 
propelling yourself there.  

But underwater, there was no luxury of 
time. The orienting had to be done quickly, or 
you would give in to the involuntary impulse 
to breathe, and all you would be breathing was water. 

After waking from this watery terror, I'd lie in the bed 
sighing, unable to find a comfortable position, stroking 
the skin of my arm with one sleepy hand, as if to soothe 
some set of nerves that performed their dance ritual in 
the wee hours of the night. Tears would slip from the 
corners of my eyes and pool in the chestnut hair at my 
temples.  

There would be no obvious antecedent for the emo-
tion. I didn't have to think of anything sad or have a bad 
dream. But still the tears would come and I would have 
to let them. 

And when the crawling, pulling sensation in my chest 
made returning to sleep impossible, I would reluctantly 
leave the softness of my bed and make herbal tea,  take 
a Xanax and sit on the bed, searching still again for the 
source of my agitation. It seemed a remnant. An artifact 
of some trauma, though there had been no specific one I 

could recall. Only the usual challenges most people 
face on a daily basis, and a series of stressors that 
were, for me, cumulative to an ultimate saturation 
point. 

These stressors had incited the journey on the 
spaceship to this unfamiliar yet peaceful planet, 
where there were no predators, only oblivious birds 
who had forgotten what their wings were for, just 
as I had lost touch with my own ability to flee the 
dangers on the ground, until recently. 

As the caressing pharmaceutical and tea 
did their duty, I would eventually fold 
myself back in bed and turn my back on 
the sliver of orange dawnlight shoulder-
ing through the dark curtains, relieved 
that the mysterious dread and sadness 
had once more been beaten back into 
submission. 
    When a sponge is full to capacity, it 
will begin to drip. I had begun to drip. 
The solution was not to keep adding wa-
ter, but to wring it out. I also felt wrung 
out, and yet, remained saturated. 
   Water was a recurring theme in my life, 
metaphoric or otherwise. I'd always hat-

ed swimming, and had, in fact, had several near-
drowning incidents in my life. Now, I couldn't even 
exercise in a swimming pool without feeling like I 
was suffocating.  

I had also been metaphorically drowning in the 
rising waters of my own life, and my solution includ-
ed flying across one hell of a lot of it, combating the 
panic with Xanax, pleading with the Luck Fairies to 
protect the plane, prevent any perilous descent into 
that vast ocean.  

At the security checkpoint, the TSA agent had tak-
en my bottle of water, deeming it some potential 
danger. I didn't miss the irony. 

Later, as I had looked down through the tiny air-
plane window at the scalloped waves of the Pacific, 
I smirked. Here we are 30 thousand-some-odd feet 
in the air over nothing but water, in a metal tube 
weighing 88 tons, and airport security thought it 

was too risky for me to have a bottle of Dasani.  

Excerpt from Saturation Point 
 

(Work in Progress) by Kelli Jae Baeli 

“I would still sometimes wake breathless, before the crepuscular fingers 
of dawn touched the curtains of my bedroom.” 



As contradictory as it may seem, I am not 
a very visual person. Perhaps ironically, 
that’s why I love photography. It’s why I 
have about a gazillion pictures on my hard 
drive, and loaded on cloud servers. The 
images that would normally be in my 
mind, have to be outside my head. And it 
helps to have a collection of them to help 
visualize the people, places and things I 
depict in my books. Thus, Pinterest is one 
of my favorite sites. I have a Pinterest 
board for most of my novels, and the new-
est one  is for Pooly Fall. Drop by and visit 
my visual brain.   

Visit my Visual Brain 

The Pooly Fall print proof 
arrived...let the print edit 
begin. Thanks my darling wife, 
Melissa, betareader and editor 
extraordinaire. 

I hope to have the print ver-
sion out within the next two 
weeks. 

Periodically, I Google myself. Not for the reason you 
might think. It’s always a good idea to keep track of 
what your name is attached to out there in cyber-
space.  

Not long ago, when I was doing this, I came across 
mention of  one of my quotes. It was published in a 
book. Then I discovered another 4 of them in other 
books. I was flattered, and decided to take that as a 
sign that my work is more and more embedded. An-
other sign that my hard work is still paying off. 

If you've ever wanted to sample my writing, but were afraid you'd waste 
your money (let's be honest, we all do that) then please know that you can 
download any and all of my work for free, as a Kindle Unlimited member. And 
if you don't use Kindle, but some other device, there's an app you can load on 
your reader that will allow you access.  

So try a little Kelli Jae Baeli today (Okay, wait, my wife, Melissa may not like 
that.) TRY A LITTLE OF KELLI JAE BAELI'S *WORK* TODAY.  

“When editing your work, you must get away from your intention long 
enough to see what the reader sees, regardless of what you meant.”  

~Kelli Jae Baeli 

https://www.facebook.com/melissa.walker.1865904
https://www.amazon.com/gp/feature.html?docId=1002872331#faq

