I wrote something just a couple weeks after Frank passed
away. It’s pretty heavy and solemn and sad. Befitting of a
memorial. (It’s called Frank Knew What To Do). But before I
read it - or at least try - I'm pretty sure that Frank would want
some lightness...and for sure some humor. Hopefully someone
else can fill that in.

What I will say is that...Frank loved to tell a joke. Or to hear a
joke. To laugh together. To Tell a story.

He loved to make a drink. He could create quite a -dank- and
delicious cocktail.

He loved to Bbq in the backyard and enjoy it with his family
and friends. He loved a party.

And he loved music...introducing me early on to his Rock
albums of the era. Later to be known as classic rock vinyl. I
think we had a particular passion for music with meaningful
lyrics that made a statement about those tumultuous times. I'm
sure that this interest influenced Frank to pursue his career
passion and life’s work with the Foreign Service, contributing
to important global diplomacy, making positive impacts on
people’s lives, and simply being a good colleague,
mentor....dude... to know and to work with.

As a young man, Frank’s favorite book was published in 1955,
the year he was born. This book was, and is, celebrated for its
exploration of moral courage in public life. Written by John F.
Kennedy it is titled, Profiles in Courage. Frank had this. Frank
lived by this...And was guided by principles, integrity, and
kindness in his career and his life.

Frank knew what to do. My big brother, 8 years older, knew
what to do when we were kids. He had already navigated the
challenges of school, friends, enemies, and the world of a kid,
then a teenager, and then a young adult.



Frank even knew what to do 42 years ago when our older
sister, barely 30 years old, lay in the hospital bed in her last
moments. When she furrowed her brow he knew to gently
touch her forehead and to help her relax and move to whatever
comes next.

Maybe it wasn’t so easy, but he knew what to do to forge a
remarkable life with a wonderful family, a stellar career, and
amazing friends. And of course a few black labradors with big
personalities.

Throughout my life [ looked to Frank as my guidepost. At times
asking for advice and other times receiving unsolicited advice.
Although Frank, Fay, and family spent many years overseas, we
navigated the ups and downs of life together, especially the
aging of our parents.

Frank knew what to do. Sometimes, even when we were facing
a frustrating, sad, or dark moment Frank would make some
crazy, funny, usually inappropriate comment that would turn
our angst and emotions into an absurdly funny moment.

When Frank was diagnosed with Parkinsons it wasn’t easy, or
maybe even possible, to know what to do. But this strong
loving family did all that could be done. Throughout the
progression of this unrelenting disease they advocated with
the medical professionals and explored all avenues to fight this
shitty disease. Finally, surrounded by his loving family, Fay,
Jessica, Pam, and Josh — Frank knew it was time and it was
okay to say goodbye.



