FRANK HICKS

Frank and I went through Maury, Jefferson and GW.  We double dated a lot and literally grew up together.  Frank was a fantastic friend and was always there when you needed him.

I remember rushing over to his house, a couple of blocks from mine, because Frank and his brother had just discovered an unknown group called the Kingston Trio.  Frank was a guitar player and a good one.  In the 7th grade at Maury our class had to put on a show of sorts for the rest of the school.  Everyone was doing something but how it ever came that Frank and I were to sing and play guitars I do not remember.  It is even more remarkable because I didn’t know one thing about a guitar.

Frank spent hours teaching me 3 chords and then the really hard part of switching between them at the same time he did.  We chose “Davy Crockett” and “Mountain Dew” as our songs. Frank was a natural and looked forward to the performance.  Just before we went on, I felt the same way I would have felt if I had been going to my lynching.

Anyway, we sang the songs.  No girls rushed the stage.  However the Principal, Miss Beach, stood up when we finished and said we played in too low a key, and that made it difficult for the audience (other classes at Maury who did not know a note from 3rd base) to sing along—and asked us to do them again in a higher key. I had no clue what she was talking about and Frank knew it.  He just smiled and whispered to me to just repeat what I had just done and no one would know and he was right.

It is sad that you can spend almost every day for 12 of your first 17 years with people and then never see them again.

Bill Thomas  

