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Preface 

 

 riting is a tool, a phenomenon, a way of thinking, a mirror, a mode of 

communication, a power, the foundation of our retrospective history, a 

fiber optic of sorts between people, a doorway into the world and the 

individual, and a force that could very well pervade the universe wherever there are 

sentient beings. All metaphors (formulated by words!) to describe one of the marvels 

of the human species. 

Writers write to inform and instruct, and we call it non-fiction. Authors write 

to create and recreate new worlds, and we call it fiction. Some writers combine the 

two to share a significant time and place in their lives, and we call it memoir. Other 

writers write to embody feelings and experiences, and they call it poetry. Each of 

these forms of writing is composed of words, strung together one after another, 

chosen by the unique mind, heart, and hand of one human being.  

I don’t remember the moment when I first realized that words have power to 

injure and power to heal, but I do recall the impact that that realization had and still 

has on me. What I write and say causes thoughts and feelings to arise in people who 

read and hear my words in their mind’s ear. If I say to a young person who just made 

a life mistake, “You are the worst example of a human being I have ever known, you 

idiot, and you have no value in this world,” those words will cut and leave lingering 

scars. If, on the other hand, I say, “You know, it’s better to make mistakes when you 

are young because now you can develop your math (or whatever skills) skills to have 

a positive happy life instead of screwing up your adult life when it’s more difficult 

to get back on track with your life,” that person will understand more clearly the 

growthal part making mistakes serves in life. All words, but the driving force is 

totally different—heal or destroy, enlighten or enslave. This is an authentic form of 

relatively modern magic in the 4.543 billion years of Earth’s lifetime. 

In my seventy odd years of life (in both senses), I have strung together words 

to create all forms of writing. In my school-hood youth, I wrote poetry to attest to 

the spiritual feeling world opening in me. In the four decades of my teaching I 

created document after document to use as instruction in my English classes and for 

teacher training classes. Years after I left the monastery I wrote of prayer beyond 

belief detached from religion. After marrying my Aztec Queen, I wrote but never 
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published two historical novels inspired by her family’s rich historical struggle in 

Mexico and in the US. And now when the fruit is sweet and hanging low from the 

sagging branches, other writing has ripened and filled my life with rich and 

bittersweet flavors.  

I published on demand the memoir1 of my time in the monastery and my 

friendship with Brother Paul a la Hesse’s Narcissus and Goldmund. There followed 

closely three books of short stories2 that ripened so quickly that I could barely 

keyboard fast enough to stay ahead of the metaphorical concepts that would bud and 

start to flower in the invisible dimensions of my mind. Then there appeared 

unexpectedly from The Source my recent The Garden: Perennial Reflections on 

Beginnings and Ends, a true gift from the Great Spirit inspired by my 30 plus years 

of gardening with my dear life partner, Elvira Gomez Gonzalez Frode, mi querida 

esposa, una reina azteca. 

I don’t know if this collection of poems will be the next or the last book I craft 

and publish. The alchemy by which seemingly immaterial holograms emerge and 

take shape “in” me as ideas for writing is a precious, welcome, and intimate process 

I consider a miracle, difficult to pin down, but as real as my neurotic printer refusing 

to spit out a Word document I just wrote. I am fascinated, seduced really, by the 

sound power of words. Rhyme, particularly within a sentence; meter, the natural 

rhythm of language; repetition used judiciously; and unexpected unusual 

grammatical repurposing of words. I admit to getting off on combining charged 

words to produce unique connotative metaphors that are difficult to define with 

words but exciting to grok. My first two writing teachers, Drs. Briggs and Hunter, 

warned me about being “Too prolix, Mr. Frode,” and although I daily honor them, I 

still feed my tendency towards prolixity to create what I consider to be pointillistic-

like passages where each word is a dot of color that together with hundreds of other 

colors produces a distinct, multi-dimensional verbal impression. 

Nevertheless, recently an admittedly unpleasant thought has snuck its way 

into the usually calm and blissful field of my consciousness as I mulled over this 

book. I see that I have been trying to puff up and confront a mental intruder, but the 

realization (I’m afraid to call it that) that everything I do that I call writing—the 

holistic internal  formation of a writing seed, the thinking through and gestation, the 

 
1 I Am Goldmund: My Spiritual Odyssey With Narcissus 
2 A Dream of India, One Times One, Dreaming of Fish 



prewriting notes, the keyboarding, the creating of actual books with appropriate 

book parts, the challenges and devilish intricacies of Word, formatting the different 

styles of pagination, and the frustration of making an actual Print On Demand 

book—all this is really just a well-fitting impenetrable armor I have been creating 

since my loner childhood, made to allay the existential darkness and chaos, human 

mortality and my own death, the inevitable end of my beautiful dear wife and my 

children, and the caramelization of planet Earth. That the strived for perfection of all 

that stuff I call writing makes me feel that everything is OK and chugging along as 

it should. I got it under control. I feel like it is under control most of the time, but 

who knows.  

So, anyhow, whatever, one way or another, nevertheless…here are virtually 

all the poems I have written in my seven decades for your perusal in no particular 

order of creation. You will find herein poems that are free verse, rhyming, metrical, 

narrative, and a few oddities—a stew of cerebral and emotional passion for life.  

As I look back over the map of these poems, I realize that they are all love 

poems, love for life and its complement, mortality; and love for my children and 

dear wife. All these poems are is words that have emerged from a mind and heart to 

enlighten and heal. I invite you to look and find yourself lurking somewhere among 

them. You are here. 

 


