Wilmarth Bradford Walker --- Memories from Charles L. Gold

First Memory

I remember when [ was in my twenties, one New Years Eve day when 1 wrenched my back
playing tennis in a way that caused it to seize up and stay that way. I suffered the pain of the
back through a New Years Eve party. I then went home to my parents’ house and tried as
best I could to sleep.

It was still in “spasm mode” the next morning. My mother told me “Call Brad and get some
sort of pain relief/muscle relaxant pills from him.” I said “No, I don’t want to bother him.”
However, the discomfort finally got to me and I followed mother’s advice.

Katie, Brad’s wife, answered the phone. After learning about my situation, she said, “Oh,
come down right away. I’'m glad you called.”

A few minutes later I rang the bell at the Walker’s front door. Katie opened it and said again
“I’m glad you came.” Surprised at her apparent happiness that I had interrupted their New
Years Day, I asked “Why do you seem so pleased that I called?”

She responded, “Brad has been walking around all morning grumbling ‘Why hasn’t anyone
called; there must be somebody out there who needs me.” Now you have come and he feels
bettet.”

The pills did relieve the pain and helped the muscles to loosen up. Thank God for Brad!

Second Memory
The following is a story I was told at some point. I don’t remember who told me.

Brad stocked the pills and medicines he prescribed, there being no convenient drug store to
send a prescription to for filling in those days. As the story went, Brad got a letter one day
from the IRS stating that they were not satisfied with the information provided in his tax
return about the pills and medicines.

The letter arrived on a day that been busier and filled with more than the usual problems.
Brad was understandably tired and frustrated. On reading the letter, the story went on to say
that he grabbed his pen and wrote across the bottom of the letter “T don’t have time to count
the pills any more than I have; if you want to, you may come and count them yourself.” He
then stuffed the letter into a return envelop and sent it to the IRS. Supposedly he never heard
from them again.



Third Memory

In order to go to Boy Scout Camp one had to have a physical. Brad did these for boys in the
town’s Troop 15. I remember his brief but I assume thorough checks for blood pressure,
required vaccinations, status of various body parts, etc. I also remember that he often had a lit
cigarette dangling from his lips throughout the process. Somehow he never dropped any
cigarette ash on me. I still wonder how he accomplished that feat.

Fourth Memory

When our girls were young we had a teenager, her name was Tricia, spend weekends with us
to watch over the girls some of the time. She lived across the street from us in Katonah, NY.
The arrangement was she would come to Cornwall when I came for the weekend and return
home with me when I went back to work.

One Sunday evening she fell off the swing we had on an apple tree. She landed awkwardly
on her hand and arm. It was painful enough that we took her down to see Brad at his office.
He looked at it, took an X-ray, and declared it was a “greenstick fracture.” His advice was
that it should be wrapped with an elastic bandage to stabilize it. Brad wrapped it and we went
home.

The next morning Tricia and I drove back to Katonah. On hearing that Tricia had seen an
“80-year old, country doctor,” her parents rushed her off to see the modern, young doctors at
the Katonah Medical Group. They inspected the arm, placed it in a fancy metal contraption to
hold it still and said it would get better in time.

The metal contraption hurt Tricia hand and arm as it dug into her flesh. She complained to
her parents. They took her back to the Katonah doctors. The doctors agreed that it did not
need to be in the metal contraption; that it would be fine if it were wrapped with an elastic
bandage to stabilize it (sound familiar?). In a short time all was well as the arm/hand healed.

The next weekend I happened to run into Brad at a cocktail party. I told him what had
happened. His comment was, “Humph, I’ve probably seen more fractures than all those
young doctors put together. All it needed was the bandage. I glad she is getting better.”



