In Remembrance of

Frantisek Deak
July 14, 1940 — July 18, 2026
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The Widow’s Lament in Springtime

By William Carlos Williams

Sorrow is my own yard
where the new grass
flames as it has flamed
often before, but not
with the cold fire
that closes round me this year.
Thirty-five years
[ lived with my husband.
The plumtree is white today
with masses of flowers.
Masses of flowers
load the cherry branches
and color some bushes

yellow and some red,



but the grief in my heart
is stronger than they,
for though they were my joy
formerly, today I notice them
and turn away forgetting.
Today my son told me
that in the meadows,
at the edge of the heavy woods
in the distance, he saw
trees of white flowers.
I feel that I would like
to go there
and fall into those flowers

and sink into the marsh near them.



The Five Remembrances

From the Upajjhatthana Sutta
Translation by Thanissaro Bhikkhu

ThCI’C arce these fiVC facts that one Sl‘lOllld YCHCCt on often,

whether one is a woman or a man, lay or ordained. Which

five?

“ am subject to aging, have not gone beyond aging.”

This is the first fact that one should reflect on often,
whether one is a woman or a man, lay or ordained.

“I am subject to illness, have not gone beyond illness.”

“I am subject to death, have not gone beyond death.”

“I will grow different, separate from all that is dear and
appealing to me.”

“I am the owner of my actions, heir to my actions, born of
my actions, related through my actions, and have my
actions as my arbitrator. Whatever I do, for good or for

evil, to that will T fall heir.”

ThCSC arcé the fiVC facts that one Sl‘lOllld reﬂect on Often,

whether one is a woman or a man, lay or ordained.



Papa’s life

a Haiku by Philippa Robinson

He was there for me
Oh Parmesan cheese we love

We will all miss him



A Glimpse at a Life

Remembrances shared by Norma Jean Deak

Frantisek was born on July 14, 1940, in Bratislava in the former
Czechoslovakia. At the time, the country was occupied by the
Germans. As the war progressed, the bombings increased, so the
family left the city for a village close to the Tatra Mountains,
where they remained until the end of the war. Once, during an
American bombing mission, a Russian soldier picked him up
from a haystack where he was playing and carried him to safety.
He had saved his life. The haystaek was in flames moments later.
In August 1968, the Soviets occupied the country because they
felc threatened by the humanized version of socialism
represented by the Prague Spring movement under Alexander
Dubcek.

Frantisek often talked about that hot August night. It was
around midnight when the phone rang. His friend, who lived a
little outside of the city, told him that the Soviets were invading.
He thought he was drunk, but his friend held up his phone so
that Frantisek could hear the sounds of the tanks. Frantisek knew
the sound well because he had been in the tank division of the
Czechoslovak Army. He called his father, and the two of them
walked in the dark into the city. Soviet tanks began rolling
through the streets of Bratislava before dawn, leaVing citizens to

wake up to the occupation. The same was happening n Prague.



Frantisek had been planning to go to France on a visit, and at
first the border with Austria was not yet controlled by the
Soviets. So, a week after the occupation, he and his facher took a
taxi to the Austrian border. They hugged, and he walked across,
not knowing for sure where he was going. He had only a lictle
money. He had studied German and Russian but knew no French
or English. He knew one person in Paris, a Polish immigrant, but
he had no address and, of course, could not find him. He ate at
the Red Cross, which provided food for the homeless. He had
already found a spot under one of the bridges that cross the Seine
where he slept, when he ran into his Polish friend on the street.
He found a tiny maid's room to sleep in, and by then had
connected with other Czechoslovaks in the city. Somehow
Frantisek discovered that there was money to be had from the
French government. They were offering a stipend for a year to
Czechoslovaks in France as a result of the occupation. Frantisek
decided to take the offer and to study linguistics at the University
of Nancy. I had received a French government grant to study
dramatic literature and theater in Nancy. In March of that year
we met, and in July we decided to get married with the intention
of returning to Czechoslovakia, where Frantisek had a position at

the Academy of Sciences.



On Aug. 2, 1969, we married in Bratislava, and I was told at the
ceremony that we would walk together in the sunlight of
socialism. As it turned out, things were pretty dark. There were
still tanks around, stores were empty, and the police were
everywhere and could stop you and ask for identification
whenever they wanted. There were lines of people waiting to buy
food that they were often out of by the time you got to the
counter. | was 23 years old, the product of the upper middle class,
and I was in a state of shock. Frantisek and his family protected
me. | had no responsibilities, nor could I go anywhere without
Frantisek. Everyone else in the household had jobs, so I spent a
lot of time alone. I remember rereading 1984 with a completely
different understanding.

Somehow our grants had been renewed, and we were able to
return to Nancy. During that year I convinced Frantisek to apply
to Ph.D. programs in the history of theatre and dramaturgy.
Carnegie Mellon was the only one that did not require an
English exam, assuming that anyone applying could speak
English. I, of course, had filled out the applications and
translated what Frantisek wrote about what he wished to study
and why at Carnegie Mellon. After a year in Pictsburgh we
moved to New York, where he would write his dissertation. We
had no jobs and no apartment, but he was able to write for The
Drama Review during a very exciting time in the New York art

sc¢eéne.



After a couple of years, he was offered a job act UC San Diego,
where he would teach for almost 40 years, first as a professor,
then as chair, and then as Dean of Arts and Humanities. During
our time in California we spent a lot of time in New York and in
Paris, six months or even a year at times. Then, when Frantisek
retired, we sold our house and moved to France with the
intention of living between France and the U.S. My illness
changed those plans, and for a few years after my liver
transplant in San Diego there was no way I could travel.

We started practicing meditation on a daily basis around 1994,
and Frantisek meditated every day and attended several silent
retreats. My son-in-law was recruited by Lonza a few years ago,
and since our family was here (especially my beautiful
granddaughters), we decided to move to Newmarket. Even
before we had moved into our own house—in fact, the day after
our arrival—we attended our first Tuesday night at Aryaloka.
We were shocked to learn that right here in Newmarket we
would have a Sangha. Frantisek loved being at Aryaloka and at
the Portsmouth Buddhist Center. He loved the teachings, but he
also loved the people who greeted us so warmly and who became
so important to us. He rarely missed San Diego. He embraced

the winter, and he embraced this community.



With Gratitude

Thank you for joining us today to remember
Frantisek and for sharing in this time of
reflection, remembrance, and farewell.
Your presence, your friendship, and your
support have been a great comfort to our
family.

We extend our heartfelt thanks to Suddhayu
and Singhasuri for their kindness in allowing
us to scatter Frantisek's ashes on these
beautiful grounds.

We are deeply touched by the warmth and
compassion of the Aryaloka community, and
grateful that this place, which meant so much
to Frantisek, could become part of his final

farewell .
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