Frances W. Shank
July 18, 1918 - June 24, 2015

Mrs. Frances Woodall Shank, 96, formerly of Hudson St., died Wednesday morning at
Southern Manor Personal Care Home in Washington.
Mrs. Shank was born in Blackshear and had lived most of her life in Washington. She was
the daughter of Edwin Percival Woodall and Rosamond Abigail Smith Woodall, and was
the widow of Robert H. (Bob) Shank. She graduated from Agnes Scott College in Atlanta
on June 4, 1940, and was retired from the Department of Family and Children Services.
She was a member of the First Baptist Church.
Graveside services will be at 10:00am Saturday morning, June 27, 2015, at Resthaven
Cemetery with Rev. Chris Townsend and Rev. Joel Walker officiating. Honorary
pallbearers will be Erik Granade, Lars Granade and Steve Granade.
Mrs. Shank had respectfully requested that in lieu of flowers, memorial contributions be
made to the John Duggan Memorial Scholarship, c/o Washington Woman’s Club, P. O.
Box 1293, Washington, GA 30673.
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Comments

“

I met Frances at a most unhappy moment. Steven and I were in Atlanta when Atlanta
was hosting the Summer Olympics years back. We went to Washington to meet
Frances and Bob. When we drove up to the house we were saddened to learn that
Bob had passed that very day. I didnt really know how to react. Then this petite
fragile woman came to the door and though her eyes were red from crying; her smile
made me feel better. Instead of me trying to make her feel better, she grabbed my
hands and hugged me and told me how nice it was to have us there. From that
moment I did not leave her side during the days that followed for Bob's service. She
was gracious and so loving that I cried when we had to leave. She sat on her bench
outside her house and waved at us and blew kisses while we drove off.
Since that time, Steven and I have gone back to see her whenever we came to visit
Charles. Each time was just as hard to leave as the first. She always told me how
much she loved me and to promise that I would come back.I sent her letters
whenever I could, flowers to make her days a little special and constantly held her in
my thoughts. But I always came back.
This past Thanksgiving we came to visit with Charles and of course we went to see
Frances. We drove up and there she was sitting in her wheelchair at the front of the
parlor with her cute little coat on, ready for a visit. I saw her smile and it warmed my
heart and healed it as well. We went out for lunch and wrote things down for her to
read since she couldnt hear very well anymore. Charles told us to ask her if she
would like a glass of wine and so we wrote it down and gave it to her. She
immediately grabbed my hand and almost yelled "oh yes! they dont give us wine at
the manor...." it was a treat we were able to give to her. We went back to the manor
and she had me take her to her room. There she told me that she was ready to go.
She had lost a dear friend a week prior to us being there and said she more lonely
than ever. This friend had been important to her and gave her great happiness and
died suddenly. She grabbed my hands and told me that she loved me and wished
that I could stay but she understood. I told her I would come back. She said "You
promise" and I told her then that I would always come back. I put my head down in
her lap and she patted me on the head and said she was tired but so happy to see
us.
When we left, tears were running down her face but that same wonderful smile was
ever present. I knew that last hug and kiss and squeeze would be the last I would
experience from a woman that made such a difference in my life. I will always love
her and I know that this time I will ask "Promise me you will come back someday and
give me a squeeze?"

Priscilla Granade - June 26, 2015 at 03:24 PM

“

Emma Frances and Bob were part of my family. To us Emma Frances was lovingly
known as (Emmer). She and Bob bought me my first puppy, and we named him
Skippy. This was many, many years ago in Blackshear, Georgia, which is where I still
live. I have many wonderful memories of them. I will truly miss Emmer, but I know
she was tired and ready to go. My last visit with her was on May 23rd, and she spoke
of living in Blackshear and growing up in the house by the railroad tracks, and of the
things she had done during her life. She touched many lives and was loved dearly.
Terry Pearson

Terry Pearson - June 26, 2015 at 10:16 AM

