FERRER ON BRAMBLETT
I met Frank in Philadelphia in the 1970's. We both lived in the Tobacco Building on Third and Vine in Center City. He, Karen and three year old son, Reid had a corner duplex in this, one of the first loft buildings in Philadelphia.

One day in winter after a snow storm, the street filled with people digging cars out, involved in snow ball fights, enjoying winter in the city at its best, I heard a voice calling "help, help" in an unusually calm tone. Karen calmly answered,

"we'll help you in a minute."  Being closer to the boy I tried to pull him out. Looking at me Reid said,  "Not help from the snow. Help from the scarf."  I have never gotten over the marvelous incongruity of his delivery as he calmly directed my efforts. The following year around Halloween time I saw Reid in the alley which was a common space to our studios.  "Hi Reid ", I said.  He came near and whispered, "I'm not Reid, I'm Tom."

Frank comes from the Deep South, a region of this country with a powerful culture totally at ease with my Caribbean world in a far deeper South. This shared world with a troubled past of generosities, cruelties, contradictions is the glue that has cemented our friendship.

When I first saw Frank's art it spoke to me in a clear voice and its artifice was inseparable from its begetting.  The wit was palpable, intrinsic to its apparent simplicity. Never in need of valedictorian criticism, I can say that…born again refried formalism, off kilter spontaneity, preparatory drawings nearly identical to the final product, cartoons, Pollocks skeins, Ryman’s methodical brushwork or Guston's early crosshatches were never needed for Frank as he realized these oddly seductive works.
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