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EDITOR'S INTRODUCTION TO THE
E-BOOK VERSION OF JUST BECAUSE

This book first appeared as a trade paperback
from Sam's Dot Publishing in 2006. This e-book version has been
printed with the permission of Sam's Dot Publishing. It's always
been my goal, as well as the goal of Sam's Dot Publishing to get
Jim's message out to everyone that wants to read it. This version
of the book is another effort on our part (along with Nomadic
Delirium Press) to let as many people as possible read Jim's work,
and hopefully get some small sense of who he was as a man, and why
he meant so much to each and every one of us.

 


 


EDITOR’S PRINT INTRODUCTION

James Bruce Baker started the careers of many
writers, poets, and artists, myself included. Many years ago, he
bought one of my stories, a little survival tale entitled Trek
for Life. I sent him a letter (not an e-mail) thanking him
profusely. In the letter I made a passing remark that if there was
anything he needed from me, I’d be happy to help out. My thinking
was that I’d be willing to look at galleys, or artwork, or
something along those lines. Jim took my letter to mean something
different.

He wrote me back saying that he needed
someone to run his website for him. Well, I didn’t know anything
about websites…at the time, I didn’t even own a computer. Seeing an
opportunity, I jumped on it. I told him I would buy a computer (I’d
been looking for a reason to anyway), and then we would go from
there.

I had no idea where we were going, but it was
a most interesting ride. ProMart moved most of its operations to
the web, although we still did a few print pieces. Along the way,
we kept adding to the family. We were what Jim called his
ProMartians.

The man was fiercely dedicated to his
publishing business. I think the only thing that was more important
to him were the people in his publishing business…his editors,
writers, poets, and artists.

Over the years, Jim developed a
reputation…both good and bad. The material ProMart was publishing
just kept improving, but Jim had a cantankerous side, and he could
sometimes rub people the wrong way. Even with his temper, people
always respected him, even the ones who occasionally felt his
wrath.

ProMart persevered, and it looked like
nothing would stop us. Sadly, none of us could imagine what was
coming. For several months, Jim complained about not feeling good
and always being tard as he’d say. Several of us kept trying to get
him to go to the hospital, but he wouldn’t listen. He was old
enough to make his own decisions, damn it…at least that’s what he’d
tell me. Plus, he was afraid of what would happen to ProMart. His
dedication to the company was something a lot of parents could
learn from.

Finally, Jim went to the hospital, and the
news wasn’t good…terminal cancer. The last time I talked to him, he
wanted to make sure that I’d be ok, and he was worried about his
other ProMartians, and of course he was worried about what would
happen to ProMart when he died, because at that point, we knew it
was only a matter of days.

One of his writers and editors, Tyree
Campbell came to the rescue and created Sam’s Dot Publishing. Jim
was the kind of guy who would do anything for the people he cared
about, and Tyree obviously saw that. He took us all under his wing
and we’ve flourished…boy have we flourished!

What you hold in your hands is a collection
of Jim’s works. It’s far from a complete collection. There’s stuff
floating around that I’m sure I never saw. Herein you’ll find some
of Jim’s poems, his essays, and a few of his stories. You’ll also
find some thoughts from me as well as several of the other
ProMartians about who Jim was and what he did for us.

Hopefully Jim will be able to touch you the
readers as he did us all those years ago.

R.I.P. Jim! We love you!

J Alan Erwine

Northglenn, Colorado

August 24, 2006

 


 


 


JIM’S BIO

as written by Jim many years ago…

 


James Bruce Baker was born on December 17,
1925, and has never lived it down.

He was born in a wee, little one-horse town
by the name of Darrouzzuett [he wasn’t sure of the spelling],
Texas. That’s up in the North-East corner of the Texas panhandle,
just about where the Oklahoma panhandle begins across the State
Line.

In his first six years of life he had typhoid
fever, double pneumonia, and the red measles. They say he had to
learn to walk twice. He doesn’t know, since he’s not sure he was
there.

He started grade school in the town of
Shamrock, Texas through the heart of which ran the once famous
Highway 66 [now called I-40}.

When WWII started, he was just entering High
School in Shamrock.

In 1943, he left home and went to Amarillo,
Texas and got a job in a grain elevator of a 200,000 bushel
capacity. He didn’t smoke in those days, and that was a good thing,
because the chaff from grain such as wheat is highly flammable.

That year, he went home for Xmas and was late
getting back to his grain elevator job. He was fired. He walked
across the tracks and immediately got a job in the FT. WORTH AND
DENVER Railroad roadhouse. He was there about six months when he
was drafted, as had been many of the boys before him on that job.
When the war was over, and he asked for his job back, they laughed
at him.

He had one year of high school at the time,
and with his G.I. privileges, he was able to start college as a
freshman. He made up his lost high school years when he came out to
California and started to college there. He received a Public
School District certificate of High School completion.

He finished four years of college besides and
went into Grad School, but S.F. State College at that time was
strictly a teachers college, and he had to have a teaching
credential to graduate with an MA, so he quit school at the age of
30 and went into real estate. He sold real estate in the bay area
and in Sacramento for 31 years. At which time, in 1984, he was
hospitalized with a perforated ulcer, and quit real estate, and he
quit smoking. They cut his Vegas nerve, and he hasn’t gambled since
[look it up, it’s real.]

He started writing his first novel when he
was ten years old, and he had his own secret method of writing so
that no one else could read it. He went from right to left,
starting at the bottom of the page. When he was away to war, his
younger sister threw it away. She couldn’t make heads or tails of
it, of course…so he couldn’t blame her.

He had a love life of sorts, but nothing to
write home or away from home about. He fought all his life to get
ahead. He had complete, or bits of novels lying around of about 12
in number.

ProMart was his real estate office’s
designation, so he took the name when he started being a small
press editor and publisher in 1995, and he never looked back. He
always imagined that he was too tard, considering he worked about
40 hours a week at a Taco Bell affiliate.

The rest of it is of public record.

James Bruce Baker died of complications from
colon cancer on September 18, 2002.-jae

 


 


 


I no longer recall the exact day. Sometime
in early November, I should think, in 1999. A white letter envelope
arrived, containing yet another in a long line of rejections. I'd
spent years, it seemed, opening each one and yelling, "But what do
you want?" In the mid-90's I'd even given up for a
while, and gone into teaching, and started an MA in Chinese
Studies.

So I opened the envelope and saw it was
another fucking form letter. You know the kind. The editor checks
off this and/or that box: sorry, doesn't suit our needs; sorry,
does not rise to the occasion. Most of the time they don't even say
sorry.

This one listed the submission title,
which was Thanksgiving Dinner. It had one box
checked: Accepted. Signed: James B. Baker.

The story was published on 1 January 2000, a
fitting beginning to the millennium. I've had a few pieces
published since. You can blame Jim Baker for them.

-Tyree Campbell

 


 


 


POETRY

 


Jim loved poetry. For a man who tended to
speak in a simple and straight-forward manner, he loved to twist
thoughts in every possible direction in his poems. Writing under
his own name and his pen name, Lincoln Bruce (Lincoln for his hero,
Abraham Lincoln and Bruce being his middle name), Jim cranked out a
prodigious amount of poetry. Over the next few pages, you will be
able to read but a small sampling of his poems.

Physics was a subject that Jim adored. He
often ignored what physicists said, and posited his own ideas, but
there’s nothing wrong with that. As Jim always liked to say, “This
is science fiction, right?”

Before a few of the poems, I’ve put in some
comments. Some of them are my thoughts about Jim or his writing,
and some of them are things that I knew about Jim. Hopefully they
will help to give you, the reader, a better picture of who Jim was,
and why he meant so much to so many of us.

In this section, as well as in the Essays and
Fiction sections, there will also be comments from some of Jim’s
friends, also an effort to try to help you understand him
better.

So, sit back and relax, but not too much.
Some of these poems should really make you think, and a few will
make you laugh as well.

 


 


 


EINSTEIN'S VIRTUAL OBSERVER?

Emanations from the cloud scraper roofs

Warm the

Weepy white of the balls of air and the

Cold light

From above, a harvest moon lights the

Tops of

Obscuring clouds from out there beyond

Earth's air.

Einstein's virtual observer could, would
have

Seen a red shift of 2 plus on a scale of
four

In the tired,

Seen gleam of light from a galaxy barely
eyed

Those ten billion C years from viable
dirt.

Beyond a four on a far shift, the red of
two

Galaxies, both

One a close one, and a far one combine as

Both retreat amid

The Universal spread on past the speed of
C,

Past a viewing horizon, so very far, far
away.

Under the weeping, white wall the City sleeps
on,

Seeming to wait for its burst called Spring;
A

Boom of green in most central vales on Terra.
A

Universe ago, sundered from its short
horizon,

Amid its Big Bang density, to disperse to be
our

Extant Universe.

Amid the aeons, the city sleeps, dressed
white.

 


 


 


Jim had a bit of a bawdy sense of humor, and
he absolutely loved women. He also had the greatest respect for
women. I think, in a lot of ways, he viewed women as being superior
to men. As he said in his bio, he didn’t have the most successful
dating life, but in reading his work, I think you’ll agree that he
more than made up for it with his imagination…and sometimes, that
imagination could be a little more vivid than some of us might have
wanted it to be.

That love of women, and his love of physics
combine in this next poem to create some rather interesting
imagery, but I won’t spoil your fun. I’ll let you read it for
yourself.-jae

 


THE END/BEGINNING OF A UNIVERSE:

There was once a woman I knew, who was

Some better than most

She had hills and valleys and crevices
too;

So much like San Andreas,

Who was so at fault under the Bay in

California.

The woman would let me go exploring,

So as to give us both a thrill or so,

Since we are the last to go.

 


I spent most of my life in those lost
days,

Interested in Big Bangs and things,

Things like that…about black suns never

A ‘shining an’ warping space, warping
time.

The biggest of all was a singularity,

And it had a name. It could have been

Buried in a crevice too, before it did

It’s Big Bang thing.

In those last days among just the two of
us,

There was a huge Galaxy

Of Black Suns; eating brights and
darkening

The universe in turn

A miniature universe…each waiting…for the

Birth of the new brights to be spewed

Forth, for the dawning of the new, and

The larger Universe therefrom, for all

And the blacks waited mawishly.

The black suns gathering mass in all
their

Galaxies, hadn’t eaten their

Fill, for there could be only one super

Singularity amid them.

They tried to shoulder in, inside its
event

Horizon

In the slowing time at the Omega, no

Outer stress could have shown…being

Only inside the black walls of the even

Horizons, there would be only

Final stresses.

Therein the compaction of the accumulated

Mass of a universe

Was being boiled into energy…The strong,

Weak and the Electromagnetic Forces,

All had been suspended there from the
dire

Heat created by the roil of the boil

Of the subatomic particulation,

And gravity was all alone at Omega,

Until Big Bang and Alpha time.

We, she and I as the last, were there
seeing

Glory blooming…Although we didn’t

Know until it became too late that the

Big Bang would take us out by converting

Us as sub-atoms, components, and it would

Not matter at all…a’tall about

Her hills, valleys or interesting

Crevices too…I wouldn’t now go into,

Too explore them, not no more.

It was again coming Big Bang time, and
the

Singularity was so very hot…

It rendered gravity right out of that
energy

Cloud, and there we watched as that

Event horizon began to move, it was

Moving toward us as it was losing

All its dark, its black on black as new

Bright parts were born at Alpha Time,

The new dawn aborning, all abloom.

Omega was an end, and it at a one or not
did

Not matter, as now the slowing time of

Omega was all done since the spring of
Alpha

Was beginning…The galaxy of Black Subs

Curled on in, moved by prior momentum

From the vast singularity’s great

Call, ere it reached the Thirty-three

Zeros of the heat, boiled gravity out.

 


As the new bright began to dominate a
small

Corner, to force its way out, to spread

Photon crowds into the vasty deep to yet

Again reach light speed as if the energy

Might have converted back again

To mass, and as all the mass

Leaped out bright, burning past

The C, gravity reached from out the

Old black suns, trying domination.

Our FTL drive wasn’t fast enough as the

Glory leaped from out of its creative

Singularity, to then convert our ship,
and

At the last, us in our bodies, our
brains;

All was at one, converted to sub-

Particulation, then to new elements

And so light were they; and she and I

Were no more…gravity began anew.

 


 


 


TO FILL ETERNITY

Infinity is!

The infinite must be filled.

Energi-mass is the eternal yeast!

And it swells in its endeavor

To fill the infinite.

To imagine the universe, per se,

Is finite,

Oh, it is to be naïve.

As erngi-mass is pent to

Fill eternity

So it is the lot of the animate

To convert Energi-mass to

The animate so that forever

Never dies.

When forever and The Infinite

Come together,

Then, only then, will the end

Of Energi-mass come to be:

The Big Crunch.

 


 


 


BLACK SUNS

Black suns don’t shine, they just warp space,
and

Maybe, time…

The grossest black sun of all was a
singularity.

It was called a “Big Bang.”

All around, at the tick of one on the clock,
all was ebon.

Oh, Oh, it was black…black despair, if man
had been there.

Now we wait for the one called “The Big
Crunch,” it chews.

The BC will be the closing of the parenthesis
on creation,

On the Universe.

Very far away, out of sight, the Black Suns
glower, with

Their ninety-nine percent blight,

And, the non-shine of the black suns can
never be called

“CDM,” for

The Cold Dark Mass, they ain’t…But they are
hotter than

Any beaming of a noontime sun, and you’ve
never, nor

Ever will you see a bright, in sight
‘roiling’ sun give birth

To a universe…

Galaxies are held in thrall, or would lose it
centrifugally;

But they are held by the black sun hiding
behind is

Lightless walls and unseen at Galactic
Center, from

Which the Black Sun Gravity well, throws out
its net of

Magnetic pull to keep the Galaxy’s billions
of stars, aspin

In orbit, as bright marks against the black
one’s ebony,

Mark its location…we can know the ebon by the
bright

Surrounding its mini-universe.

Einstein’s theorem had energy converting to
mass as

Energy approaches the speed of
light…Therefore

Light must be pure mass and gravitationally
twisted,

Since it, light cannon escape the black wall
of any ebon

Sun…except, perhaps, when the most of
singularities

Bursts its walls with the best of Decillion
Degrees of

Heat, and that is not all

For Gravity must then allow a universe to
be.

 


 


 


Jim loved to play with form; not just in his
poetry, but in his fiction and his essays as well. He also loved to
invent words for concepts that physicists were only just starting
to contemplate.

Evolution was also a subject that fascinated
Jim. Not just human and animal evolution, but the evolution of
stars, galaxies, and the entire universe…or in Jim’s theories, the
multi-verses. Jim obviously saw numerous parallels between what has
happened to species on Earth and what is happening in the universe,
and he loved to postulate on these ideas as often as he could.

Sometimes, he was dead on with his ideas,
other times he was far off from what physicists tell us reality
is…but there concepts of reality change on a regular basis, and
given what we’ve learned about quantum mechanics over the years,
who knows what reality really is.

Perhaps, years down the road, we’ll find that
Jim was more right than any of us ever thought.-jae

 


EVOLVEMENT?

Ert?

Inert?

Ertial?

Inertial?

The fierce parcels of the big bang…

There was energy there,

There was heat there,

Decillion Degrees of heat there.

That was energy,

Energy to fire a universe!

 


Nothing is ever truly inert,

For it is made of energy,

Bound or ready to burst forth;

The ertial of the Big Bang,

It fired a universe;

A universe we live in;

A universe where energy,

It has diversified.

The ertial leads to

The evolvement of Sentience.

 


I am sentient,

Are you sentient;

Do we truly communicate?

Is this the beginning of

Something that is new?

Are we the future or the past?

 


 


 


THE EVOLVING MIND

Before the mind ascended, there came the
ignorance of Awe, followed by the era of the ego…to which the
canopy Of the sky was a bowl, put there for the putative glory of
man.

The sun, the moon…the stars circled man’s
world…

As said the ken of awesayers, seers of
medicine men.

There were the few who, more precocious than
most,

Detected the real of the real of existence
and, over the aeons

They did fight mankind slowly up from his
ego’d ignorance,

And on past the age of the awesayers, seers
of Priests,

To verbal ken.

Men, as the most sentient, must first survive
the era of the

Physical, then survive the era, coming, of
the mind…and

What a complex it will be, seeing a physical
base for the

Mentality, must so, be maintained…

Though the physical be only prelude to
mentality…

What then sex?

Peace was a void in man’s dreams, while he
floated over

Sylvan fields, growing crops to feed the
organic…the

Appetites were not only of food, nor of the
‘Groin Seed,’

No!

Too often of insidious ease in the mind or
the formlessness

Of born with and formless yes, reinforced by
ken kind.

Declared logic was man’s illusion from Id to
Ego, self-awareness…

That falseness that led man to believe he
could think…

A priori to Impericism…

Man believed that violence belonged only to
his animal, not his ego…

Not sentience of a man…which was not pure
logos…

More of the emoted glow.

 


 


THE ETERNAL SCULPTOR

When a child is born, on his mother's hip is
he borne.

And the child grows toward that ultimatum,
adulthood,

Adulthood.

When a child is grown, his character begins
to solidify

As a bond for friends, not-so friends, many
who's kin,

Close and second cousins.

The middle of life comes hieing far too soon,
even if

Hiding under the moon and his childhood
forgotten,

All too soon.

As his personna moulders into aging, beyond
middle

Of his life, then he or she may have
developed what

May be character;

Or the eternal sculptor has failed to mark
this one of

So many; but in some lifes that come along,
there is

A man or woman;

They are so sculpted as to be more beautiful
by the

Depth of their beauty in age, than the beauty
external

Of their youth.

Likely they are the SR.s who have graduated
into life,

Put there by the eternal Sculptor, living
one's life as

Best as one can.

 


 


TIME

Time is not just being.

Time is the need to be.

It separates us as nanos.

To leave us in solitude.

 


 


 


TIME TRAVEL

Spacing takes time, and too

Time defines space, therefore

You can’t have one sans t’other.

 


Energy is the push to Gravity’s

Pull, taking two to define the

Hole…the dense singularity.

 


Man, limited as individual, is

Extended as a species; a race

Racing and still the clock ticks.

 


So short, it’s too short is a

Man’s life and as well is his

Intellect spanning, ticking; it

Is tick, tick, and a tick times

Twelve and twelve again, to an ad

Infinity…ad nauseant.

 


 


 


THE SKY?

The sky? The sky

What is the Sky

But a

Warming blanket

for

The gaia of Man

The orb;

That one that

Knows its place,

in relation to the

Sol,

The soul of Man.

When will man

Finally

Breach the Sky,

To sail out, away

Into the airlessness

Of

Eternal spaciness

Out

There with the stars?

Will

We grasp our

Destiny?

 


 


 


SO, ARE WE

To begin, it was an ebon, a void;

A nil, sans space/time/gravity;

No matter.

There was no mass, no light, nay;

It was the Un in no existence,

Yes, until:

Until the BIG BANG, a big and a

Theory t'was.

The passant of the years in the

Billions, creating a unity universe,

Non-adverse.

A universe in unity...At the BIG of

The BANG, so a fait accompli in

Universe creation.

Where before its reality was too

Far, and it was far too wee to let

Us see.

But the BIG BANGING around, it had

Only relativity in its singularity, all

Of it when it began to hang around

The universe.

In the later years in the billions,

Vanity's myopia became ours, with

Our fear of the crushing of our ego.

All alone we thought we were; but,

most of it was there before us, ere

Our

Anthropomorphic fears of limits in

Our universe.

Can we escape our MATH SET limits?

 


 


 


THE PAEAN FOR PEACE!

Peace is a word we dream as we float
dreamily

Past fields growing crops to feed the

Organic machine called man. We speak not
only

Of the maw, stomach nor groin appetites;

But of the insidious ease for the body,
the

Mind and the yearn from the formless

Of born with or learned appetites
unspecified,

Reinforced by civilized, trained needs.

Logic is the illusion granted us by the ego
of

Self-awareness and from there the false

Of the premise leads us to believe we think.
From

Apriori Empiricism we believe violence

Belongs to the lower animals, but not to man
the

Sentient. Is so? Our sentience is not

Of pure logos, but also compounded of
emotion; so

Emotionally we put pity to infant
pathos.

On our green world we form formless movements
to

Seek just cause, to stop pollution

And other causes and some not just, with
formless

Groups carrying signs, seeking an ID;

Signs to free women from bondage, but others
carry

Signs to seek female bod bondage,
violent

Against the aborted. It is this cross
protesting

With which we make the case, apriori
rape.

Appetite of desire rapes Terra and our world
groans

Under the weight of seven hundred and
fifty

Billion pounds of man. As we wail about
saving our

Space ship we dream of a world of peace.

Cold intellect logic isn’t, except for money
mongers

Or in the dreams of mathic science.

Please? Give us the peace left after the
protests

Are over.

 


 


 


One of the driving forces in Jim’s mind was
the idea that at some point, humanity would again split into
separate species. Jim seemed to be a strong believer in ESP,
although he never spoke about it. He did, however, write about it
quite a bit. It was Jim’s thought that someday humanity would
divide into two groups, the ESPERS (those with ESP) and the
LOCKHEADS (those without).

In this next poem, he portrays one possible
future for both groups. When you’re done reading it, make sure you
remember the names ESPERS and LOCKHEADS; you’ll be seeing quite a
bit more of them as you read through this anthology.

For now, enjoy, if that’s the right word,
Holocaust…one of my favorites-jae

 


 


HOLOCAUST

Holocaust has come and Holocaust has gone,
And the race of man lingers on, in shock.

DEAD!

Dead are the cities of the world.

Dead are most animals of the field

And of the wild.

DEAD!

Dead, then, are the old worlds of man

And their myriads of cultures.

DEAD!

Dead are the loved ones of the living
millions,

Those left alive after the death of
billions…

Dire,

Is the contrast to atomic holocaust, for
there are

No half-lives of radiation to warp the genes
of

The living millions,

The ones not yet building a brave new
world.

While,

In the skies of Terra, above it all, there
hovers

The paranormals and they are helpless to
heal

The marred psyches of the Lockheads.

They hover in their thousands above it
all…

Judging that the magnitude is tragic.

Wild talents gened into the sons of Man have
wiped

Old civilizations from the face of Earth…

That is surely tragic!

Overriding the equanimity of any man.

After holocaust, the lockhead millions still
alive, they

Wept and rent their hair, their garb and they
cried out

Against the Gods of their ancestors.

They cursed to the sky until the rains
came,

Not so unlike the Gods weeping in
chagrin.

Finally,

In time, the mundane muted the weeping
and

Caused silence to descend on the millions,
living;

Down on the deserts, mountains, valleys, the
plains

Of Terra.

Those of the new Terra denied not the
tragedy, And man was again learning to feel.

The trappings of the old Terra, it muted real
sorrow,

And suffering…disallowing any real love…

That, too, had been the real tragedy of
civilization.

What

Of the greatest tragedy of all?

Man had lost himself in the maze of
centuries.

Gone!

Gone is Civilization!

Gone is the need for dinosaur residue…

Nor the need for oil for the machines of
man,

Machines that do not anymore run nor fly.

Gone!

Gone are the gleams of Sky-high

Towers that had once spiraled upward,

Of steel backbone, as a muted reminder of
Babel…

There, in myth, man had been spawned and
had

Spoken in the variegated tongues of man…then
gone.

Gone are

Old landmarks of

Ancient Oaks, now dried, dead and spooky in
the night,

With their reaching fingers scaring the
children of Man.

ALL GONE!

There are no familiar landmarks anywhere

To chart this new Terra, now haunted by
Man.

CRY!

Oh!...Ye ancestors of this most unfortunate
of

Generations of man that lived in a world
ESPER-PSI

Decreed.

So, living, they are subject to the whims of
the new

Children of Man…the new race that hovers in
the sky…

Adepts are natural to this new Terra…

This new world born of their decree!

Then!

Is it their Eden?

Is this their garden of temptation?

What of their Eves?...Are there too many?

Where have they hidden their fig leaves,

Other than in their minds?

CONSIDER!

Consider what has gone before and the
contours of this new Earth,

That has new mountains soaring to the sky,
with their deep valleys

Worshipping at their feet.

New waterways run to new deltas and they
course down to the sea,

Through new shorelines,

While passing between newly barren hills…

Those new mountains, crested with sea urchins
and kelp, And

Other

Hapless sea residue, now drying in the
sun.

Reefs are also drying up high under that same
sun.

Snow dandruffs where once salt water danced
above, on The surface of the old, restless seas.

While,

Whale bones of beached behemoths cap many new
peaks,

Not unlike the bleached bones of Noah’s
mythic Ark.

This SOL of Terra is hotter than the sun of
the old Terra.

BIRDS!

Birds fly and perch on the new mountain
tops,

Soaring again immediately as they cry
plaintively,

As ‘plaint for their food-areas left behind
or,

LOST

Beneath the wave of the new cresting
seas.

CONFUSED

Salmon swim in the new sea, heavy with spawn
and they

Look for their instinctual birthing sites,
covert to their instincts

So!

Spewing, they spawn at river mouths, and the
spawn is washed

Out to sea, where it is lost and where it
dies.

Roe?

No way to row. Some, though, beat a way up
new streams,

Leaping new falls, cataracts and they
spawn.

Spawning a new generation for a species’ life
as the old ones die.

STILL,

There are deer, bear, wild boar, lonely and
majestic stags…

Wild asses, as well as horses running
free.

There are tigers, other wild cats, monkeys
and others from old

Zoos running free.

LOCKHEADS!

Mundane man in his exigency again learns to
spear, to trap and

To eat the fruits of their labor.

Again, women wait for the man to bring home
the kill.

The glow of yellow flames light the night
from their wood fires,

Gleaming in the emergent forests, under
the

SHADOWLIGHT!

Of the moon, holding feral eyes that gleam,
at bay.

IS THIS A NEW BEGINNING FOR BOTH THE ESPERS
AND

THE LOCKHEADS?

 


 


 


THE LAST BUTTERFLY?

The last flutter of the last butterfly

Faltered and fell with the Fall

of the sky.

Beauty dead...for it died on that

Far day;

That is to say, though so far away,

In time.

On through the aeons did man feel

The guilt,

Flaying himself while en-lab to

Build one

Butterfly...Sadly, for man, he failed

So in his pursuit, also, to rebuild

The sky.

Guilt ridden, there in his labs, Man

Man forgot

The sky had fallen...and that there

Was no room beneath a fallen sky

For a butterfly.

Meanwhile, the unseen sun swelled,

nearing caged

Man on his dead orb, 'neath a gone

Sky.

A child was born, cloned en-lab to Man,

Lo', the wee sentient never knew guilt,

The last

Man died with the gone generation,

Leaving a PC to answer the child's

Silly questions...

So, the child said: "What's a butterfly?"

So the PC replied: " I don't know, so

Go away!"

Child, "Then, what is beauty, say?"

PC, "Go away!"

Contrite: "How would I know on this

Sad day?"

Red, the sun was kicking at the door,

Though no man was in there, only

A child.

The PC said, "Let it ride!" The growing

Sentient said, "Then what is C?"

OEBPS/cover.jpg
JUST BECAUSE

A

Fiction, poetry, and essays by James B. Baker





