From Earl Brecher
Some remembrances of Dr. Walker

When [ was thirteen, and up here at Yelping Hill for the family two
week summer vacation from N.J., our old Plymouth car, inherited from
Grandfather, had a flat tire. With cars, or anything mechanical, my step-
father, Ed Brecher, was pretty helpless. Also he had a bad back, so I was
assigned to fix the flat. In those days standard equipment for changing a tire
was something called a bumper jack, applied to the bumper to lift the wheel
off the ground. To make this story shorter: For a bumper jack not to be lethal
you have to set the brakess on the car before jacking, otherwise the car goes
up, the car rolls forward off the jack, the car falls back down again. That s
what happened to me. Ed forgot to set the brake. The car rolled off the jack
and came down and caught my left hand between the top of the tire and the
fender.

At that point my mother took over. With me in pain, screaming, she set
the brakes on the car, reset the jack and in about ten minutes my hand,
swollen to the size of the tennis ball, was free. Afew minutes later, In
another car, I was on my way 10 Doc’s office in Cornwall Plains

Dr. Walker took an X-Ray picture using his World War I portable X-
Ray machine. (My accident happened in 1951) No broken bones. But every
blood vessel in the hand had been crushed; thus the swelling.

Doc allowed as there was nothing he could do further until the blood
inside the back of my hand had coagulated, a process that took about a week.
Then I was back, seated in a wooden chair next to Dr. Walker at his desk in
his office. It was dark back there. Doc worked by the light of a goose
necked desk lamp. I remember all this clearly. When something frightening
is happening to you, you remember things clearly.

“This may hurt some,” he told me. He had given me a local in the back
of my hand, and what he was about to do wouldn’t hurt that much, but
watching what Doc did was pretty ugly. (For this procedure, today I think
they would have knocked me out.) I was sitting on Doc’s right at his desk,
my mammoth left hand flat on his desk. For tools for this operation on his
desk Doc had a scalpel and a small teaspoon. My job was to hold still.




We all remember that when Doc Walker asked for your cooperation he
expected to get it. What he told me he was going to do was cut a slit in the
back of my hand so that he could put the teaspoon in there to spoon out the
dried blood. Well, of course, every time Doc picked up that scalpel I flinched
and my hand flew off the desk to hide itself in my lap.

Doc took just so much of that from me before he called in my mother
to hold me down. Which she did so that he could get on with his cutting and
spooning. I watched a lot of dry black blood pile up in the dish at Doc’s
elbow.

The hand was better by the end of the summer. I still have the scar.
The thing that impressed you about Dr. Walker was that he was really no-
nonsense gruff but, boy, he would fix you up okay.

Another story:

I, like everyone who was served by Dr. Walker, sum up his skill as just
plain personal, up-front, aggressive good medicine. Compassionate, too, but
not in any sappy way. He knew what had to be done, he knew he could do it,
and you knew that he would. Always, you knew were in good hands. Also,
the man would tell you the truth. There was no bull about Doc.

Down in Mexico about 15 years ago my mother-in-law had a heart
attack in Ajaji where she lived alone on Lake Chapala outside Guadalajara.
Ajaji had a clinic but no doctor; so they drove her in a van into >Guad’ to Del
Carmen, a private hospital. An hour and a half later, when then got her inside
the hospital emergency room, she “coded” on the examining table and the
doctor in attendance, a cardiologist name Dr. Gil, (pronounced Hill), got up
on the table and thumped on her chest until her heart restarted.

As principal family care-giver, I arrived from the States three days
later. Ten days after that, with "Mom’ recovering back in Ajiji, I was back in
Cornwall writing a two page letter of admiration and thanks to Dr. Gil, whose
doctoring with "Mom’ I had been witness to. That letter, in part read, “I have
not seen medical care delivered with such thoroughness, skill and compassion
since I was a kid growing up in an American town served by Dr. Brad
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Walker...”” and then I went on to tell Dr. Gil some Dr. Walker stories.
Another story:

Actually two stories but the source in the same, Margaret Whitford,
who lived with her husband, Gale, on Rt. 63 and who, although born in Paris,
France, grew up in Cornwall. Margaret was a fund of stories - a few about
Dr. Walker. Like the snowy night in winter when Margaret was trying to
home birth and got into trouble so they had call out Dr. Walker to attend her -
which Doc., of course, came and did. But things did not go well. Margaret
remembers Doc wrapping her, contractions and all, in blankets bundling her
into the back seat of his Ford Model A for a cold nighttime trip over snow
covered roads to Charlotte Hungerford Hospital in Torrington. Then
Margaret remembers falling in and out of consciousness for the rest of the
night, in bed, in a darkened hospital room, but also of seeing a looming
shadow seated in a corner of her hospital room, every time she briefly woke.
That shadow had been Dr. Walker waiting for Margaret to get on with the
business of birthing a boy.

The other story from Margaret - but I think everyone in Cornwall from
that generation knows it and has told it - is about Dr. Walker being in
attendance on a dying family member at their home. Doc was in with the
patient. The family was gathered in adjoining room when Doc came out,
closing the door behind him. Someone had asked, “Did you give him
something to ease the pain?” Doc’s reply had been, “I gave him something to
ease the passing.”



