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Greetings, Baeliens! 

 

What a busy and strange seven 

(eight?) weeks it's been since the last 

Museletter. I recently decided I wanted 

to own the copyright to all the photos I 

use. Along with my membership in Ado-

be Stock, I also bought a Canon Pow-

ershot and have been taking pictures of 

everything, for another anticipated pool 

of images to use.  

But the last weeks have been full of 

very long days, as I updated all my fiction 

covers, all my promo signs, all the pages 

for them on my 
website. This pro-

cess includes updat-

ing myriad spread-

sheets, too. And of 

course, hours of 

scouring that photo 

stock, to find just 

the right image. A 

great deal of work, 

to be sure, but 

worth it. Part of doing business in the 

world of Indie Publishing, I’m afraid. 

One disturbing development is that I 

have not written anything other than 

business copy. This is by far the longest 

I've gone without writing. If I'm brutally 

honest with myself, I know that part of 

that was avoidance. Since the wonders of 

menopause kicked in about a year ago, I 

dealt with many months of the infamous 

hot flashes, irritability and sudden recog-

nition that my skin looks different and I 

can’t remember my age when people 

ask :)  

But aside from that, quite a few con-

nections in my brain just haven't been 

the same. I struggle with the words. I 

don't quite enjoy myself in the writing as 

much as I used to, but that's been true 

across the board for most things I used 

to enjoy. While my adrenal exhaustion 

seems to be fading, and my health is better 

in that regard every day, now, there is still 

this niggling problem with my ability to 

write. Melissa says I've merely lost my con-

fidence; this much change in such a short 

time is bound to have an affect, but she says 

it’s also hard to watch. She just gave me a 

two-hour pep talk, and I'm determined to 

get back in the saddle and finish up some of 

these started-projects. Fuck you, Meno-

pause, and the ugly horse you rode in on. 

I still struggle with some of the other 

lovely side-effects of menopause. Seems 

when that stuff hits, it 
sometimes takes your 

libido with it. So what's 

a lesbian who quite of-

ten writes steamy sex 

scenes to do, when the 

last thing on her mind 

is sex? That, too, ac-

cording to my wife, is 

largely something I am 

exacerbating by worry-

ing about it. She says I'm quite loving and 

romantic enough to handle a few sex 

scenes, and that I really ought to focus on 

the other parts of a book and those parts 

will just be something I work on a little 

harder after I get the story down. She said, 

"You're a storyteller, Jae. That's who you 

are. And menopause isn't going to change 

that." I love her. 

After confessing these things to you, 

dear readers, I hope that you won't be dis-

appointed if my intimacies in future books 

aren't quite so detailed. Time will tell. I will 

still tell the same kinds of stories, with the 

same work ethic as always. Hopefully that 

will be enough.  

{Now that I feel I've stood before you 

all, naked, I will put my clothes back on and 

trudge forward}...move along, 

now….nothing to see, here…}.  

Call of the Biled 

I ignored the call 
But alas, my bladder 

Does not believe 
In mind over matter.  

~Kelli Jae Baeli 
Visit me on: 

Facebook 

Pinterest 

Twitter 

Instagram 

Google+ 

Linked In 

And of course, 
kellijaebaeli.com 

 

Explications &  
Clarifications: 

This Museletter represents a 

departure from my quick & 

dirty newsletters, and instead 

allows me to provide the infor-

mation 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 rearranged my office. 

AGAIN. 
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A Writer is Born…. by  Melissa Walker-Baeli 



Countdown Deal! 

From a Facebook post I made, a thought-provoking subject 
emerged. 

Jae Baeli : “Happiness in intelligent people is the rarest 
thing I know.” ~ Ernest Hemingway 

Tina Harada likes this. 
Amanda Gulledge 
I frowned when I read that so I would feel more intelligent. 
Candace Lynn Breaux: Is that why I am unhappy so much of 

the time? LOL 
Jae Baeli: LOL. Amanda–you crack me up. 
Candy–probably, yes. 
Victoria Bard: love it…so true! 
Sandi Partee: hmmm…so does that mean I’m not intelligent? 

Cause I’m happy as a lark! LOL! 
 

I understand Sandi’s reply was meant lightly, but let me just 

address the topic of Intelligence and Happiness… 

I don’t think the two are mutually exclusive, no. There are 

types of intelligence and there are always variables that affect 

outcomes. So I would say the quote is a rule of thumb, not an 

absolute. There is enough data to suggest trending toward 

intelligent people being unhappy. It has to do with logic, prag-

matism, conceptual relativism and other concepts both in and 

out of the purview of philosophy and philosophical thought. In 

the most common, if not colloquial sense, 

though, unhappy intelligent people are more 

fact-based in their ideation. There is, as such, 

a condition known as Depressive Realism, 

where seeking the truth of things–including 

ugly things–can cause hopefulness and positiv-

ity to wane when it becomes apparent that 

survival is indeed hard, people are indeed 

cruel and evil, and life is indeed unfair. It’s 

about rejecting the cognitive dissonance of 

optimism in the face of negative data.1 

The human brain understands the world 

through patterns. When a new experience appears, the brain 

wants to match it with a previous experience in order to un-

derstand it. Paradoxically, that’s why there is a pervasive be-

lief in society that creative and/or intelligent people are at 

least partially mentally ill. The pattern does, indeed, exist. But 

it can just as easily be based on a chicken-or-the-egg paradigm 

as any other.  

Does creativity come first, and 

then depression?  

Do depression-oriented people 

seek creative expression?  

Do intelligent people tend to-

ward a need for creative expres-

sion?  

Clearly, creative people need 

expression of that creative impulse; they are compelled to 

communicate it. They also crave freedom and the leeway to 

think out of the box. Business people with regular white col-

lar jobs, tend toward logic and pragmatism, and have to 

punch a clock and strive to fit in. This flies in the face of a crea-

tive psyche, and so more creative people are drawn to artistic 

endeavor than more sterile, clinical, restrictive lifestyles in the 

mainstream. So it might not be that artists are depressed, so 

much as depressed people fare better in the arts. 

The newest research in this regard 

points to this connection being myth. 

However, perhaps it is a question of 

semantics. Which type of intelligence 

are we referring to? Creative intelli-

gence? Spatial intelligence? Emotional 

intelligence? Since there are also a 

great number of divisions in the intel-

lectual paradigm, it becomes a bit con-

voluted when making an emphatic 

statement one way or another. For instance, historically, we 

have known that prolific and gifted writers, artists and musi-

cians have a tendency to self-destruct, either through escapism 

behaviors like drug use and alcoholism, or, tragically, through 

suicide. (And this is rather frightening, considering I am an art-

ist, writer, and singer-songwriter. But I think I dodged that bul-

let pretty well). Many have sought these counter-productive 

coping mechanisms due to some aspect of being overwhelmed.  

Whether the “overwhelmedness” is due to the aspects of 

creative processes, or the realism that reveals ugly truths, is 

debatable. I think if you have a combination of 

realism and sensitivity, which usually goes hand in 

hand with highly creative individuals, you have a 

Molotov Cocktail of potential destruction. If you 

know how ugly things are, how unfair, and you 

are also very sensitive, this can lead to the inabil-

ity to cope in a healthy way. The burden becomes 

too great. 

Additionally, creative individuals are often alone, 

since acts of creation generally take place in isola-

tion, so loneliness is a feature within the social 

psychology of the paradigm. And new research published in the 

online journal Genome Biology has shown that loneliness can 

actually make you ill.2 In research of 20,000 genes of both lone-

ly and nonlonely people, the chronically lonely individuals 

showed 209 changes that resulted in immune changes, inflam-

mation and adversely affected response to infection. 

In relation to intelligence, it can be surmised that individuals 

with high IQ experience a type of ostracization from society, in 

that they don’t feel like a “normal” person. This can lead to 

depression, since feeling different and misunderstood can be-

come a divisive aspect between an intelligent person and the 

less intelligent majority. Intelligent people also ruminate more, 

and analyze information more, so that it becomes easy to im-

pose feelings of isolation on every situation and interaction. If 

you combine the conditions of being both highly intelligent and 

highly creative, the potion becomes a catalyst for depression on 

a larger scale. Critics of this correlation among intelligence, 

creativity and depression will say that studies done have been 

largely retroactive in that they diagnose well-known creative 

Creativity, Intelligence & Depressive Realism by KJB 

The truth hurts, and 

some individuals will 

always be able to 

choose that mitigation 

over the often harsh 

verities of existence. 



Clay Creations 

people of antiquity after the fact. And yet, 

we understand so much more about 

symptomatology in the psychological vein 

than we did when those creative and in-

telligent people were alive. There is some 

merit in applying new understanding to 

the previously misunderstood. 

While there are exceptions to the rule, 

such as intelligent creative people who 

ARE happy, this condition is ameliorated, 

in my understanding, by some other cop-

ing mechanism; usually, in the form of 

some voluntary belief system that allows 

the creative and intelligent individual to ignore the farther reaches 

of edification–those that would suggest more reason for unhappi-

ness. As a coping mechanism, this is usually very effective, though 

it could not be characterized as completely entrenched in stark 

reality. Thus, the individuals who can live behind the cloak of vol-

untary self-deception are at once more capable of maintaining con-

tentedness. And often, their ability to do so is predicated on the 

lack of biochemical imbalance that makes positive mindset difficult 

if not impossible. Yet, there will always be those who cannot ac-

cept this postulate, simply because they are not able to experience 

it. Those who do experience it, will be the ones who have to ac-

cept the melancholy that comes with the package: intelligence, cre-

ativity, and the propensity, genetic or otherwise, for depression. 

These individuals might also be unable to reach that rose-colored-

glasses posture, no matter how much they would prefer it to be 

otherwise. This is the quagmire of what is commonly termed Intel-

lectual Honesty. The truth hurts, and some individuals will always 

be able to choose that mitigation over the often harsh verities of 

existence. 

 
1this concept is addressed partly in one of my current books, God on a 

Stick. 

2 http://discovermagazine.com/2008/jan/why-loneliness-is-bad-for-you 

A sort of pasta bowl., I reckon. 

“With her curling blond hair and her slender limbs 

and her beautiful clothes, Inez was alluring in an 

obvious way, and yet it was easy enough to see 

that her slightly protruding blue eyes were blank 

screens of self-love on which a small selection of 

fake emotions was allowed to flicker.” 

― Edward St. Aubyn, At Last 

Quote of the Month 

Reader sculpture 

Greenware bowls. Can’t 

wait to glaze them 

http://discovermagazine.com/2008/jan/why-loneliness-is-bad-for-you
https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/23194.Edward_St_Aubyn
https://www.goodreads.com/work/quotes/14612469


to avoid their own likes, dislikes, beliefs, agendas, and passions, 

when crafting characters, plots, and motifs. 

I always smile when I came across the Bougainvillea Dean 

Koontz uses whenever he describes what the environment looks 

like. I suspect Mr. Koontz had a few of those plants scattered about 

his own home and property, and maybe when he gazed out the 

window of his office, that’s what he saw first, and that familiar item 

found its way repeatedly into his work quite naturally. Perhaps he 

noticed it, and just kept doing it, as a running gag, or perhaps he 

never noticed he did that at all. 

I did a quick search and found this, so will share, even though it 

veers off the main subjects a bit: 

 

Q #1: I just read the advance proof of THE HUSBAND. Wow! 
INTENSITY moved fast, VELOCITY was fast, but this is a rocket. 
Fantastic! I adore Mitch. And Holly is a fabulous role-model. All 
the beautiful references to nature. Do you really know so much 
about flowers and trees? Will you re-do my yard? —Carmen, 
Connecticut 

DEAN KOONTZ: Thanks for the effusive review, Carmen. Your 
check is in the mail. I’ve been interested in landscape design for 
at least thirty years. When we landscaped our current home, 
we had to import 240 trees, large and small, because the land 
was bare. Gerda and I visited nurseries 
and selected each specimen, which proba-
bly sounds insufferably boring to some 
folks, but we had a great time. I’m partic-
ularly familiar with Pacific Coast and 
Southwest plants. Last year I received a 
letter from a guy—let’s call him Grump—
who said he was sick of encountering bougainvillea in so many 
of my novels. Bougainvillea is a vine with showy, colorful flow-
ers, cascades of dazzling flowers. We don’t have any bougain-
villea at our place because it grows faster than weeds and is 
very difficult to keep under control, but I enjoy it on other peo-
ple’s properties. Grump said the word bougainvillea and the 
thought of it repelled him every time he encountered it. “By 
God,” he said, “if you don’t stop using it in your novels, I’ll stop 
reading them.” After advising him to seek psychiatric care, I 
looked over the manuscript of THE HUSBAND, discovered I had-
n’t yet used the word bougainvillea, and at once added it to 
Chapter 23. (Read more) 

 

(In reference to the incident cited later in this essay, Maybe I 

should have added a few more blank pages before I put In Absentia 

back up.) 

Either way, every author is guilty of infusing his/her work with 

personal details. 

I also literally and literarily, run out of things to choose from, 

after so many novels. Like names, locations, cars, plots, occupa-

tions, plot devices, etc. Partly, that’s due to my own sty-

listic preferences. I’ve never been a generalities writer, 

so while I am fond of an economy of words when 

providing details and descriptions, I also believe I am 

able to do that because I am so specific about certain 

things. There are some compelling reasons for this spec-

ificity, which I detailed in my essay, Distracting Fiction: 

Brands Vs. Generic. But suffice to say, I believe that what 

type of car a person drives is a method of character elu-

cidation; likewise, what foods and beverages they like, how they 

dress, how they make love, who they respect or detest, when they 

Tropes, in one definition, are “devices and conventions that a writ-

er can reasonably rely on as being present in the audience members’ 

minds and expectations.” Or, “Recurring theme or element of a story.” 

But I do have tropes of my own, 

which have begun to appear in my 

stories, and I’m okay with that, be-

cause they evolved naturally. One of 

mine might be writing about writers. 

If Scott Turow and John Grisham can 

write about lawyers, and Robin 

Cook can write about doctors, then 

I can write about writers, I suppose. 

There are many types of tropes, but 

one, in the subcategory of devices, 

we see quite frequently in crime shows on TV or in mystery books: 

There is a crime, and an investigation, and the first suspect is 

never the true suspect. That also gets into the Red Herring territory.  

  For myself, I have always tried not to rely on tropes, simply be-

cause I don’t ever want the reader to easily predict what will happen. 

Even though I do utilize tropes like allowing the good guys (or girls, as it 

were) to win in the end, and seeing the bad guys (or girls) get what’s 

coming to them. 

 

MOTIFS 

Defined as, “a distinctive feature or dominant idea in an artistic or 

literary composition,” Or “any recurring element that has symbolic sig-

nificance in a story. Through its repetition, a motif can help produce 

other narrative (or literary) aspects such as theme or mood.” Mine 

might be flawed but strong female characters, who are dragged through 

a specific type of hell before I allow them to come out the victor.   

Motifs are as wide and varied as the authors who produce them. My 

motifs are no exception. Some of my motifs are: 

The badness of men 

The strength of women 

The value of a trusted friend 

The value of a good relationship 

The omnipresent nature of Murphy’s Law: anything that can go 

wrong, will go wrong. 

 

Sometimes, having characters who are writers or detectives can also 

be construed as motifs. But then I also have meta-tropes and meta-

motifs, like the frequent appearance of French doors, fireplaces, cabins 

in the woods or mountains, erotica, coffee, being an HSP, using eCigs, 

etc. 

Now that I have a substantial body of work created, I’ve realized 

that it’s an ongoing challenge, to continue to come up with something 

new, when the common cave-

at that “it’s all been done be-

fore” keeps hovering about.  

At first I thought I might 

be losing my creativity, but 

when you’ve used all the obvi-

ous or naturally occurring 

things, you have to dig deeper. 

You have to meet some new 

people, read some more 

books by other authors, and 

have some new experiences. But there’s also quite a lot of author-

preference involved, no matter how many times you hear a writer deny 

that there is anything of themselves in their books. It’s rare that a writer 

will create everything from a new seed. Most authors are hard-pressed 

Tropes, Motifs & Being Meta 
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reach their limit, what they cherish, what occupation they choose–

all these particulars are methods to provide insight into that charac-

ter and give the reader a fuller picture of who they really are. 

 

META 

As for the meta aspects, I really enjoy finding the layers of 

meaning, the connective tissue between people and those they love, 

their fears and hopes and dreams, their weaknesses and strengths, 

their inciting motivations. 

As an illustration of meta, from the humor files, we find “An 

Englishman, an Irishman and a Scotsman walk into a bar. The bar-

tender turns to them, takes one look, and says, ‘What is this – 

some kind of joke?’  That too, is meta. Another one I enjoy is, 

“What do you get when you cross a joke with a rhetorical ques-

tion?” or “I hope one day to live in a world where a chicken can 

cross the road, without having its motives questioned.” 

Meta is a relatively new term being bandied about these days, 

but it does have layers of meaning. like The Droste effect—”known 

as mise en abyme in art—is the effect of a picture appearing within 

itself, in a place where a similar picture would realistically be ex-

pected to appear. The appearance is recursive: the smaller version 

contains an even smaller version of the picture, and so on. Only in 

theory could this go on forever; practically, it continues only as long 

as the resolution of the picture allows, which is relatively short, 

since each iteration geometrically reduces the picture’s size. It is a 

visual example of a strange loop, a self-referential system of instanc-

ing which is the cornerstone of fractal geometry.” 

This is what I think of as Visual-Meta. 

Anyway, I believe meta originated with the Internet search en-

gines (the underlying subcategories of things, or unseen information 

beneath the obvious subject) and things like categories of genres on 

Amazon ( SIDENOTE: I have a continual problem with categories as 

my work is never neatly in one 

category, and it’s not accurate to 

place it there, solely). But just like 

the term “meme” originated with 

evolutionary biologist Richard 

Dawkins, when he spoke of the 

nature of genes, meta had become 

more than its original definition. 

Dawkins coined the term in his 

book, The Selfish Gene way back in 

1976. It was “a concept for discussion of evolutionary principles in 

explaining the spread of ideas and cultural phenomena.” The con-

cept, again in an ironic, meta way, EVOLVED, until now it is also 

not only “(of a creative work) referring to itself or to the conven-

tions of its genre; self-referential,” but it is blended with meta and 

irony. 

I have thus had writer-characters name their books the same as 

a title of my own; I have given my cat’s names to their cats, I have 

used irony and references that reflect my own experiences, and 

braided them together with the meta elements, as in writing about 

characters who are writing about writing. 

A writer-character talking about character development is also 

meta, because it is in a book about a 

character, and the author is developing 

the character by showing them develop-

ing a character. This subject has also 

blended into a form of soapboxing, 

wherein I speak my own truth, through 

the mouths of the characters, even 

while I explore mindsets that I have ab-

solutely no affiliation with. Some forays 

into this contrary aspect have been difficult and even painful to 

write, but we must honor the material, even when it isn’t easy. Re-

gardless, I always try to teach the reader something. I always try to ex-

amine sometimes uncomfortable subjects, when I feel they need more 

airtime. 

One of my favorite meta-moments in my own work, was in the sec-

ond book in the Rain Falls series, In Absentia. The two main characters 

are authors, and I titled one of the chapters Writer’s Block, and then left 

that page blank and moved on to the next chapter. 

This was meta, plus irony, plus humor. Unfortunately, like a rubber 

band, this stretch snapped back and I got flogged by my own attempt to 

be clever, because several readers complained to Amazon that there 

was a blank page in my book. Amazon even jerked the book down for a 

few days, until I contacted them to explain, and then they put it back up. 

But it didn’t give me writer’s block. (See Adventures in Indie Publishing, 

Incident #227) 

Also, in Rain Falls, I had the Tegan Lowry character working on a 

book titled, Saturation Point, and that’s an actual book I’m working on; 

further, I am flirting with the idea of putting Tegan Lowry on it as the co

-author, and even including her author bio along with mine, using her 

backstory from the book. Very meta. 

James Patterson did a version of this, when he springboarded off his 

TV character in Castle, who is a writer. He offered real books suppos-

edly written by Richard Castle, even though Richard Castle was a fic-

tional character who wrote books. 

The meta-thing has been around since Primor-

dial Ooze, but it has had different names– general 

ones, like irony–but those monikers never quite 

pinpointed the nuance of what meta is. Like, you 

go to the store and buy a trash can, they put it in a 

bag. You take it home, remove it from the bag, and 

then put the bag in the trash can. 

And naturally, I just had a tangent-

thought: It occurred to me that it might be prob-

lematic to actually throw away a trash can. The 

garbage collectors would probably never pick it up. They’d just leave it 

on the curb. That too, is meta. 

In the first of my AKA Investigations series, I wrote a scene wherein 

Jobeth O’Brien gets hired for her first job, because another patron no-

ticed her reading a book about investigations. That’s a multi-layered-

meta, because a few readers complained that this was not realistic, even 

contrived, but the irony there is that this really happened to me, back 

when I was flirting with the idea of becoming a pri-

vate investigator. This also moves into the area of 

truthiness and the irony of fiction that has to seem 

like truth, but not too true, or it won’t seem real. 

Basically, writers sometimes have to alter the truth 

to make something seem true, but then, by aug-

menting it to allow for human psychology, they, in 

effect, render it a lie. I wrote several essays about 

that, too. Like, Stranger Fiction, Reviews & Truthiness 

and The Truth of Fiction) 

I have also mentioned characters from one book in another one. 

That may not be so much meta as it is what I call Cross-Pollination in 

fiction. 

Anyway, I have a great deal of meta in my work, but I often have 

trouble remembering it until I come across it again, because being meta, 

is itself, META. 

All of this chicanery is quite a lot of fun, and a prerequisite, I believe, 

for any author, who necessarily spends quite a lot of time in her own 

head, and in isolation.  

We are not just entertaining the reader when we write, we are en-

tertaining ourselves.  
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They’d traded the Durango for Lincoln’s Lincoln. India 

knew he was amused to be able to 

drive around with his name on his car. 

But she wasn’t taking his car for his 

amusement. It was just a little less 

conspicuous than the Sheriff’s depart-

ment vehicle. India snatched his keys 

right out of his hand and went for the 

driver’s seat. 

“Oh, okay, why don’t you drive,” he 

said. He got in the passenger side. 

“Wait now, you’re arm’s in a sling and 

you’ve had pain medication.” 

“I have not had pain medication. I didn't swallow it.” 

“Oh. Well, your arm’s still in a sling.” 
“It’s fine, it’s an automatic, and I still have one good 

arm.” She started the engine and backed out of the 

space. “Besides, I know how you are when you’re sleepy. 

You’d run us in a ditch.” 

“You really are on a mission 

aren’t you?” 

“And now,” she said, turning on-

to Park Park. “You are too.” 

Steering through the less-traveled 

streets to the location where the 

woods fed back into town, India said, “Mind you, I’m still 

not convinced Napoleon is innocent, but I’m following 

the leads I have.” 

“It’s not Leon, India. He’s a moron, now.” 

“I don’t hear any brotherly love in that, Lincoln. Shame 

shame.” 

“Oh, you know better. I’m done with him. And my not-

father. “Which reminds me…” He half-turned in the 

seat. “Since I came so close to shaking hands with the 

Grim Reaper, it’s made me realize some things.” 

“You need more life insurance?” 

He snorted. “Seriously, India. Didn’t that experience 

make you think about things a little more?” 

“It made me think about staying away from cliffs.” 

When she noticed his silence, she glanced over, and 

saw that he was, indeed, serious. “Okay, sorry. What’s 

on your mind?” 

“It made me realize how precarious life is. We could 

check out at any moment. And I don’t want to be sorry 

for the things I didn’t do.” 
“If you were checked-out, you couldn’t be sorry for 

things you didn’t do. You’d be dead.” 

“India.” 

“Okay. Okay. Go on.” 

“I’m thinking about asking Kennedy to marry me.” 

India glanced at him, and back to the road. Then 

glanced at him again. “Are you asking me for permis-

sion?” 

“You’re my best friend, India. And he’s your father. I 

thought it was worth mentioning.” 

“I know you love him, Lincoln, and he loves you. So 

what’s the problem?” 

“What if he says no?” 

She wiped at the condensation on the windshield. 

“He’s not going to say no.” 

“How do you know? Did he say something?” 

“Don’t be a nervous Nelly. It doesn’t look good on 

you.” 

He sat back against the seat. “Then I’m going to do 
it.” 

“Good for you.” 

A smile crept onto his face at the thought. “So what 

about you and Tegan?” 

“What about us?” 

“Are you two ever going to make it 

legal?” 

“Why does everyone think every 

relationship has a trajectory that 

ends in marriage? God, I need some 

coffee.” 

“So you’re against gay marriage?” 

“I didn’t say that.” 

“What did you say, then?” 

“I said I don’t understand why everyone thinks eve-

ry—” 

He held up a stilling hand. “Yeah, yeah. I’m just saying, 

India, you might wake up one day and realize you 

should have done it.” 

Maybe he had a point. What would be so different if 

she and Tegan were married? Just a piece of paper. A 

piece of paper that would likely make Tegan very hap-

py. Still, it was legal, now. It wouldn’t be like playing 

house, It would be the real thing. Was she ready for 

the real thing? 

“You and Tegan love each other, so you should make 

it official.” 

“It is official. I officially love her.” 

“Well getting someone isn’t the same as keeping 

them.” 
“Why? Did she say something to you?” 

“Now who’s being the nervous Nelly?”  

Excerpt from Pooly Fall  
(My most recent, and another #1 Bestseller)  

“Since I came so close to shaking 

hands with the Grim Reaper, it’s 

made me realize some things.” 

“You need more life insurance?” 



Hobby Becomes Business 

As mentioned, I bought a Canon Powershot in anticipation of using original images for my book covers and other 

marketing materials. I am loving the camera. I’ve always enjoyed photography, but considered it only a hobby; now it’s 

become part of my business as well. Melissa is loving it too, so I’m buying one for her, for her birthday in September. 

 <<<I’ll take pictures of just about anything. Even frogs. But I started think-

ing about how hard it is to find the right images for the publishing projects. 

I mean, try to find a picture of lesbians that isn't porn. It's tough.  

     I also noticed that when you type in keywords on stock sites (Creative 

Commons, Public Domain or otherwise), there's a lot of overt sexism. If 

you type in "woman" you 

won't get as many photos of 

adult females as you will if you 

type in "girl." If you type in 

"Strong woman" you get the 

ones of them flexing their 

muscles in the gym. Never 
mind that I mean STRONG as in their constitution. So there's a lot miss-

ing in the search features for authors. We need EMOTION, mostly, when 

choosing a book cover image. We don't usually need a bunch of bouncy 

happy smiley women. We need ones who look serious, contemplative, 

and not like runway 

models or porn stars.  

Another irritant is if you type in "female cop," you get all these half-

dressed, posed women with stilettos and a gun, and you just know 

they've never even held a gun before. They look like strippers, not 

professionals. (And in some, they come complete with the red ring 

around the gun barrel which indicates it's a toy. Does anyone else 

notice that? It's silly. I roll my eyes so much when picture-searching 

that I can see my own brain). Don't even TRY to find a decent pic-

ture of a female detective. That will only get you a goofy girl with 

her eye bulging through a magnifying glass.  If you look for ones with 

men in them, they actually look like real cops (or detectives). Is it 

just me, or is that sexist? Anyway, those ridiculous photos were not 

exactly the realism I was after for my police and private investigator 

characters. Most of them are so posed, so fake. It's very frustrating. 

    In addition to those absurdities, Indie Authors in particular are 

often constrained by the costs of stock photos. I got the idea of may-

be offering some of my extra photos for sale on my site, but at a cra-

zy-affordable price—like $2 each. I might as well put those photos to 

good use instead of just storing them on my hard drive. I mean, I've 

only had the camera a couple weeks, and already I think I have about 

1000 photos.  

With that in mind, I set about finding the right plugins and tools to 

make it happen. I still haven't worked that out, but it's an ongoing pro-

cess as I have time, and I'll keep you posted. 

I will still have to figure out how to get decent photos of women 
to use for covers--that's about finding models or at least good ones in 

public places at events. I'd love to find some local women who might 

serve as models in exchange for attributions on the copyright page. 

We do have Diversity 4 times per year around here, so I ought to be able to get a few. But I'll have plenty of ambient 

ones--sunsets, roads, trees, sky, streets, cars, and other things that might make interesting book covers, or for any 

other use that people might need an affordable picture for.  



Transferring some final files to CD. Just to give you 

an idea of how many files i have to deal with on a dai-

ly basis...in just the directory for Also Known as Blue, 

Dark & Bright, I have 837 files. And that's AFTER i 

cleaned out that directory of old files. And that's just 

ONE of 49 of my books.  # IndieAuthor   

Yummy Tuna Casserole  
From Life as my Author’s Wife  

(A Work in Progress by Melissa Walker-Baeli) 

I am not a fan of tuna casserole, so when my wife (fiancée, then) asked if I could make 

one of her favorite dinners, tuna casserole, I was not looking forward to it. Of course, I 

said, “Of course!” I’m glad I did. Well, not the first attempt. I wasn’t too happy with the 

flavor, but Jae liked it. Knowing that my wife likes tuna casserole, though, I looked up 

several recipes, but none of them tickled my taste buds. So, I came up with my own reci-

pe. Here it is: 

1/3 bag (about 5 oz.) egg noodles, cooked and drained 2 - 10.5 oz. Cans Cream of Mush-

room soup 1 - 10.5 oz. Can Cheddar Cheese soup 2 - 5 oz. Cans tuna, drained well 1/2 C. Sweat Peas - fresh/frozen/

canned - doesn’t matter. Use more or less as you would prefer 3 to 5 small Mushrooms, chopped 

Mix it all together in a 9x13 glass pan. 

Sprinkle cheddar cheese - as much or as little as you prefer - on top. Sprinkle fried onions on top of the cheese - as 

much or as little as you prefer. 

 

Put it the oven at 425 degrees for 15-20 minutes. You want it lightly browned on top 

and bubbly around the sides. 

Done and done! 

I made this tonight. When I pulled it out of the oven, I couldn’t understand why it was 

so soupy. I looked at it…okay…I gave it the stink-eye, until I figured out what the prob-

lem was. I forgot the noodles. Yes, I did. No worries…I’m not one to panic. I just 

cooked some noodles and poured the soupy casserole on top. Still turned out very nom-nom. 

"Knowing you have something 

good to read before bed is 

among the most pleasurable of 

sensations."  ~Vladimir Nabokov 

To thank you all, I’d like to offer some free books exclusively to 

my Museletter subscribers. Fall is just around the corner, so 

how about a free copy of Pooly Fall or Pitfall or Rain Falls?  

Three of my bestsellers!  

 
If you go to Smashwords, you can use the coupon codes under 

each book to download for FREE in the format of your choice. 

Just click the book image, and it will link out to Smashwords.  

ENJOY! 

Free to my subscribers only!  

Coupon code: BU34S Coupon code: ZR82W Coupon code: FU37A 

https://www.facebook.com/hashtag/indieauthor?source=feed_text&story_id=10154346675252969
https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/649628
https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/399078
https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/648176


For any of you who follow me on Facebook 

or Twitter, it’s common knowledge that I’m 

politically active. Not because I love politics, 

so much as I love my country and politics is 

very important. It’s how we do or don’t get 

things done that need to be done. A bout a 

month ago, I became so despondent about 

the current presidential race, I penned this 

little essay.  I want to share it with you 

because it’s truly important. 

 

I'm having trouble sleeping. Here's why. I need to say this. 
And I need you all to hear it and share it. 

People. Please educate yourselves. Please. This election is no 
longer about politics. No longer about left and right or republi-
can or democrat. It's about the people. The people who are run-
ning for the highest office in the land and the people who will be 
voting for them. If Trump is elected, you will no longer have to 
worry about the economy or equality or the minimum wage or 
your right to bear arms or justice system reform or immigration 
or gang violence or gun laws or climate change. You won't have 
to worry about these things because they will be rendered 
moot. They will no longer matter. Do you hear me? They won't 
matter at all. Because trump will behave as he always does and 
he'll piss off the wrong dictator who will then annihilate us with 
Nukes or biological or chemical weapons and the world as we 
know it will be gone. Forget the zombie apocalypse. Think 
 # trumpocalypse . The only way you can stop this is to vote for 
Hillary. Even if you don't like her. Even if you think she's crook-
ed. Is your opinion of her more important than the very survival 
of the human race? Make no mistake. That's what we're staring 
down the barrel of. I have so many more books to write, so 
much more love to give, laughter to share. So please don't cast 
your vote for ending us all. You can always get your type of can-
didate next time. For now, let's just save ourselves from Arma-

geddon, shall we?  

A Plea to Trump Followers 

The very epitome of irony…..the definition of trumpery 

noun, plural trumperies. 

1. something without use or value; rubbish; trash; worthless 

stuff. 2. nonsense; twaddle: His usual conversation is pure 

trumpery. 3. Archaic. worthless finery. 

I watched every bit of both party conventions on C-Span. 
We got sick of the talking heads on the regular channels, 
even on MSNBC, which is our go-to channel for news. (We 
love our Rachel Maddow.) But sometimes, you have to watch 
these things and decide for yourself what they mean, and 
how they make you feel. They were light and dark. Yin and 
yang. Polar opposites.  

While one appealed to fear and hatred, and used the low-
est common denominator to score points, the other lifted us 
all up. Gay, straight, black, white, Asian, Latino, abled and dis-
abled, immigrant and born-citizen alike. I have never been so 
disgusted and depressed and angry as I was with this election 
year’s GOP convention; and on the flip side, I have never 
been so inspired, hopeful and encouraged by the Democratic 
Convention.  I have such a hard time understanding how any-
one could vote Republican. Everything they stand for is ab-
horrent. The whole party is so full of lies and treachery now. 
As the pundits are fond of saying, It is no longer the party of 
Lincoln. I suspect old Abe is turning over in his grave, as we 
speak.  

At some point, we, as a people, have to take back our 
power. We have to demand better of those who are elected 
to serve us. I think people forget that line in Lincoln's Gettys-
burg Address: "Government of the people, by the people, for 
the people, shall not perish from the Earth." If things don't 
change, it will indeed perish from the earth, as will we all.  

But citizens have become so lazy. So hyperfocused on all 
the wrong things. The degree of ignorance I see now is ab-
surd and profoundly disturbing. Most people don't even un-
derstand what the Constitution and Bill of Rights even says, 
nor do they know how our political process works, and how it 
is supposed to shine. The shine wore off long ago, and it is up 
to us to buff it up again. We do that by informing ourselves 
and by getting ourselves to the voting booth, and by raising 
our voices to change things (like, ironically, the obstacles that 
keep us from voting).  

We can be a better nation. We can be a better people. But 
it takes some discipline and some education, and not every-
one is willing to put out the effort.  

The thing that floors me above all else is that so many in 
our midst don't seem to understand what's at stake--as I 
mentioned in the Trump piece. None of what we feel is im-
portant--those things that keep us from participating--will 
matter, if we allow the wrong people to wield power in our 
political system. I encourage all of you to vote in November, 
and be sure to also vote for the down-ticket, as a president 
can only do so much, as we've seen, when the Congress is full 
of selfish liars and obstructionists. And dare I say it: vote 
Democratic. It's the only chance we have to save this country 
from what Trump will surely do to it, and move forward. 
Great progress has already been made by Obama, but most 
of what he wanted to do wasn't done because of that ob-
structionism. Let's make sure that doesn’t happen next time. 
VOTE. #ImWithHer   

Lucius Annaeus Seneca said, “He who does not 

prevent a crime when he can, encourages it.” He 

also said, “Religion is regarded by the common 

people as true, by the wise as false, and by the 

rulers as useful.”  We could use a little Seneca 

right now, in our understanding of the world. 

Conventional & Unconventional  
Conventions 

https://www.facebook.com/hashtag/trumpocalypse?source=feed_text&story_id=10154292879197969


Fat Crowds 
(from Nerve) 

 

I sit at the bar, cigarette in hand, 

 

And worlds beyond, 

 

Sultry skies mixed with sea hues of grey and blue. 

 

My brain sleeps, yet in that moment 

 

I fuck desire. 

 

Heed the writing on the walls. 

 

As fat crowds fill the streets; 

 

Searching for what? 

 

 I hold autumn close, squeezing her ass, 

 

a pitiful tangle of dreams gather; 

 

plastic gadgets for plastic people, 

 

use your plastic card, 

 

Where the inner self meets a soulless void and 

 

bickering lips suck champagne, 

 

And fat crowds drain from the streets, 

 

doors slamming. 

 

My hot breath fights against the wind. 

 

I walk the promenade, gliding 

 

And gone. 

"Worldwide, humans eat over one and a half million 

tons of crab. Two or three ounces of crab meat will 

supply a whole days' worth of vitamin B-12. I wonder 

who was the first person to look at the bony, spidery, 

horror-movie-type creature and think, "Man, I bet that 

tastes good"? I mean really..Even crazier, is the fact that 

I have a healthy repulsion and fear of spiders. And crab-

-they look like spiders. 

  

And YET...I EAT THEIR LEGS and go nom nom nom. 

  

How sick is that?" 

  

Think David Sedaris meets Nora Ephron. It be-

comes clear, as you read through these pages, that 

Baeli relies on humor as a survival mechanism. "I'm 

an open book, but some of the pages are stuck to-

gether," she admits. 

  

From a comical account of falling off the top of her 

SUV (Cherryot Gymnastics), to the lively The Truth 

About Cats & Dogs. And Horses. And Mooses  to the 

feral and thought-provoking Coffee, Stupidity, Insani-

ty & Germs, the author delights us with a collection 

of comic ruminations that speak to our humanity 

in the most creative and entertaining ways. 

 
“Prepare yourself for an absolute joyride; a wildly 

entertaining jaunt through the witty psyche of the 

author, as she shares odd and humorous thoughts 

on a wide range of subjects, proving once again her 

ability to make us think, laugh and question our 

own sanity.”  
~KIWI Club Reviews 

Featured Nonfiction 



Today, I was tagged for one of those writing questions. 

It was about the 15 writers who have influenced me 

the most. This was my list: 

1. Dean Koontz 

2. Rita Mae Brown 

3. Edgar Rice Burroughs 

4. Carl Sagan 

5. Edgar Allan Poe 

6. Madeleine L'Engle 

7. Michael Stark 

8. Nora Roberts 

9. Blake Crouch 

10. Christopher Hitchens 

11. Richard Dawkins 

12. Raymond Obstfeld AKA Laramie Dunaway 
13. Lewis Mumford 

14. George H. Smith 

15. Robert A. Heinlein 

  

As you can see, they are not all fiction writers. Six out of the  

fifteen are nonfiction authors. 

 Most of my writing is heavily influenced by nonfic-

tion. But as you might realize, there is little money to 

be made as a nonfiction writer in today's market, and I 

wanted a full-time career as a writer. Luckily, I also 

love fiction writing, so it all worked out. My higher ed-

ucation, in fact, began with a degree path toward pro-

fessional and technical writing. It was not a wasted en-

deavor, as I believe learning to write with clarity, 

knowing what the rules are, and when it's okay to 

break them, is a fantastic foundation for fiction writing. 

I believe I've done well for myself in that regard, and I 

don't see myself jumping off the fiction ship any time 

soon. But I will always want to write essays and other 

nonfiction works, and so you will be seeing those in 

this newsletter, along with all the news about my nov-

els and novellas. 

Nonfiction & Non-nonfiction 

I’m not exactly firing on all cylinders lately, but I was 

thinking about this topic and then started writing it 

down, as I normally do, to sort out what I think about it, 

and decided I’d just keep writing. 

It bothers me when anything is referred to as a nega-

tive of something else, such as nonfiction is NOT fiction. 

Its only identity is about what it is NOT. Like Man and 

non-man.  Like white and non-white. Like yellow and non-

yellow. I find it so pejorative, with this word in particular, 

and I wish there was another way to say “nonfiction” 

that was about what it IS, not what it is NOT. 

Fiction is also referred to as literature or fictional 

prose, but it is a positive–it is fictional. Its not even non-

nonfiction, perhaps only because that would be cumber-

some. Never mind the flirtation with Evidence of Ab-
sence- evidence of any kind that suggests something is 

missing. And besides, you can’t prove a negative, and that 

also suggests that nonfiction isn’t even real, when fiction 

is the thing that’s invented, and nonfiction is the thing 

that’s TRUE. 

But we can’t very well rearrange our bookshelves in-

to two major categories, Fiction and Truth. Although that 

idea rather pleases me. I might very well be attracted to 

going a step further and rearranging those shelves into 

Truth and Lies. 

After receiving a review about one of my books 

wherein the reviewer said that something could not have 

happened, I had to roll my eyes, and even pen a rebuttal, 

since the impossible thing actually DID happen. TO ME. I 

wrote about this type of fiction vs. nonfiction vs. truth 

paradox-cum-misnomer several other times such as in 

Stranger Fiction, Reviews & Truthiness where I said, 

First, an opinion isn’t always a fact. 

Second, you can’t please everyone. 

And third, and most importantly, (and with the 

most paradoxical 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 quote goes, stranger than fic-

tion, 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 there-

fore, we, as fiction writers have to be careful to be 

credible and realistic, while lying our collective ass-

es off. Are you following this? 

Author Sally Koslow echoed my angst in a New York 

http://kellijaebaeli.com/blog/2012/11/10/stranger-fiction-reviews-truthiness/


later–will always only capture the essence 

(if the writer is being honest) but can never 

be viewed as a factual, verbatim report of 

the conversation. This is where the reader 

must be able to trust the writer in her in-

tegrity to relay dialogue as accurately as 

possible, and to create bits of it only in or-

der to capture the appropriate impression 

of the people involved, the events as they unfolded, and 

the gist of what needs to be shared to tell that story suc-

cessfully. 

In reference to writing nonfiction, and the differences 

between it and fiction, it was succinctly explained by Salm-

on Rushdie, in an interview at Emory  University 

“The bit that’s not like writing a novel is…it 
seems to me when you write a novel, you 

have to answer a number of important ques-

tions….you have to answer a WHAT ques-

tion: What story am I telling? Then you have 

to answer a WHO question: Whose story is 

it? Then you have to answer a WHY ques-

tion: Why am I telling the story? What is the 

point of telling the story? And then finally you 

have to answer a HOW question, which is 

How do I tell the story?  And the how ques-

tion is the biggest…the most important ques-

tion of all. When you’re writing a memoir or 

an autobiography, you only have the HOW 

question. You already know what the story is 

and whose story it is, and why you’re telling 

it. Or you do, if you’re any good, you know, 

when you do. The question that remains is 

the question of HOW…put it like this, it’s a 

little easier… 

You’ve already taken the precaution of lead-

ing the life…” 

 

Fiction isn’t exclusively about escapism and fantasy any 

more that nonfiction is solely about dry facts or academia. 

They both play their role in educating us, in making us 

search for answers, examine our lives, our motivations, 

and all the other big questions that vex humankind. 

This implies, to me, that nonfiction shares an equal val-

ue with fiction, and for many of the same reasons. Why, 

then, is it relegated to an identity that only acknowledges 
what it is not? For me, the question remains, niggling and 

precocious, “What, if anything, is there to be done about 

the moniker, nonfiction?”  

Times article: 

A novel, on the other hand, must be true 

primarily on a gut level. Facts can become an 

impediment. In my case, the editor of my first 

book shared that she liked everything about its 

story line except that the protagonist, the edi-

tor of a women’s magazine, was a Jewish girl 

from North Dakota. “No reader will buy this!” 

As I assured her that this detail was ripped from my ré-

sumé, I learned that even in fiction — especially in fic-

tion — you have to persuade readers that the truth is 

real. (link) 

Writers understand this type of esoterica, at least the 

ones who are paying attention. Mark Twain said, “The dif-

ference between fiction and non-fiction is that fiction has 
to be believable.” He also said, “Truth is stranger than fic-

tion, but it is because Fiction is obliged to stick to possi-

bilities; Truth isn’t.” 

Albert Camus said, “Fiction is the lie through which we 

tell the truth.” 

Stephen King wrote, “Fiction is a lie, and good fiction is 

the truth inside the lie.” 

Tom Wolfe, in Advice to Writers, wrote, “The prob-

lem with fiction, it has to be plausible. That’s not true 

with non-fiction.” 

In The Journal of Joyce Carol Oates, we find, “Fiction 

that adds up, that suggests a ‘logical consistency,’ or an 

explanation of some kind, is surely second-rate fiction; for 

the truth of life is its mystery.” 

According to Anthony Ashley Cooper, “Truth is the 

most powerful thing in the world, since even fiction itself 

must be governed by it, and can only please by its resem-

blance.” 

Recently, the genre of creative nonfiction has muddied 

up the subject a bit more, such as memoirs that are most-

ly truth, but have been embellished in some fiction-styled 

way, perhaps for its value in keeping the reader interest-

ed, or to adjust pacing or clarity. I’m aware of this, per-

sonally, as my first memoir was almost completely a pub-

lishing of journal entries, and while it was true, it suffered 

from a lack of universality in places, and perhaps the story 

I wanted to tell lacked the pacing that would maintain 

reader interest. I suspect that it is of little interest to 

most people. I am working on a new memoir, (Which I 

hope will be of interest to lots of people) and hopefully 
have managed to avoid those mistakes, but I do employ 

some other devices that are decidedly fictional this time. 

Even though it is also taken from journal entries. It’s still 

true, and I haven’t made anything up, per se. Only when it 

was impossible to get the facts down verbatim, such as 

with dialogue. 

The fact is, anything that relies on memory–even the 

memory span it takes from the time of a conversation and 

sitting down and retelling it word for word a few minutes 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2Z2gDg-WzyA
http://opinionator.blogs.nytimes.com/2013/06/17/writing-fiction-and-nonfiction/?_r=0
http://kellijaebaeli.com/blog/2013/09/23/nonfiction__non-nonfiction/onceuponatime_typed/
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