Recollections of Our Country Doctor
by John Tuttle

If T had perfect recall, I would remember that W. Bradford Walker, MD was the first
person I met when I entered this world. Countless other babies including two of my
childhood friends who were named Bradford in his honor would recall, if we could,
dropping into his strong hands and hearing in his characteristic mumbled tones “It’s a
boy.”

My first actual recall of the doctor was at about the age of five. [ was suffering from
some childhood malady and the doctor was making a house call at our home in Goshen
as he passed through town to his city practice in Torrington. He was examining me on the
Jiving room sofa while Mom, Dad, and my mixed breed German Shepard named
“poncho” looked on. Doctor Walker concluded that I needed a shot of something and he
brought out a needle from his big black bag. As he pulled down the back of my pajamas
and moved close to administer the shot, Poncho leaped over the coffee table and seized
the doctor’s arm in its jaws. My mother’s diary remarks that the doctor calmly shook him
off and suggested that we “feed him something more tasty than Walker.”

The doctor was always there whether for routine shots, examinations or extended
illnesses. My mom told me that the doctor diagnosed me to have pneumonia when I was
a little baby. He recognized the severity of it and I was placed in an oxygen fent in the
hospital for several days. Because Mom was a registered nurse, the doctor arranged for
her to stay at my bedside around the clock. She commented that she was amazed at the
number of times and the late hours that he would look in on us. She stated that she was
always grateful for that and her diaries tell how “Doctor saved the little guy’s life.”

I enlisted in the Army at nineteen and a little over a year and a half later we lost my father
to a sudden heart attack The loss was devastating to Mom and Doctor Walker told her
that when she was ready he wanted her to come work for him in the Comwall office. She
was to be the doctor’s nurse and medical secretary. So “Nurse Hulda” became the
counterpart of “Nurse Sophie” at the Torrington office. The job was the perfect fit, not
only because Mom loved the work, but she became fast friends with “Katie” (Mrs.
Walker). We were so proud of Hulda because she had to take several nursing courses to
become recertified as an RN. The job became a special blessing to her because it
occupied her time while T was stationed in Viet Nam

After the war I began college and became engaged to a beautiful girl from Torrington. A
year went by and Jan and I decided to marry. We made an appointment for our blood
tests one evening in Cornwall. This was the first time that Jan had met the doctor and he
had evidently had a trying day in Torrington because he was full of his usual “grunts and
harrumphs.” [ hadn’t prepared her for his unique mannerisms and she remarked that
«That man scares me.” I made light of it and told her that was just his tender side
showing.

When I graduated I had to have a pre-employment physical for my job application with
the US Department of Justice. At the outset of the exam the doctor remarked that the
multiple page federal examination form was long enough to be a book. With his typical
dry humor he stood at the doorway of the office and mumbled, “Can you hear me?” I
replied, “Yes” and he checked off “Good’ on the hearing test section of the form.




Mom continued to work for the Doctor in Cornwall and T was assigned to Hartford as a
Federal Narcotics Agent. She was proud of me, but due to nature of my undercover work
she was very reluctant to divulge to anyone what I was doing or where I was working.
When asked how her sons were doing she always answered that her oldest boy, Nelson,
was a very successful business manager, but when asked about me she would just reply.
“Oh, John is fine.”

While returning from an investigation in Amenia one afternoon I stopped in Cornwall to
see Mom at work. I was kind of “ratty” looking because I bad been undercover, working
on biker gangs. Katie answered the door and became frightened when I asked her if my
mother was there. She partially closed the door and asked, “Who’s your mother?” Then
Mom appeared and introduced me to Katie as “her baby.” Mom asked me later if it was
okay that she told Katie about my job. I told her that I didn’t think Mrs.Walker would
pose a threat.

Not too long after that a State of Connecticut Narcotics Control Officer appeared at the
Cornwall office for a routine inspection of the doctor’s office. Nurse Hulda explained that
the doctor was performing surgery in Torrington. As the inspection progressed, the
officer became more and more amazed at the multitude of drug samples that seemed to
fill every drawer in the office. Hulda explained that the doctor always got as many
samples as he could from pill salesmen because he wanted to be current with the latest
treatment for his patients. She further explained that the doctor provided the samples
because he wanted to defray costs to his patients and save them from traveling many
miles to fill prescriptions. The officer exclaimed, “Hulda, you don’t understand, these
pills have to be properly stored.” She naively replied, “Oh, doctor stores most of the pills
in the attic.” Now totally exasperated, the officer blurted out, “You mean there’s more?”

After examining all the samples on the attic shelves, the officer explained that while he
appreciated the compassion of a country doctor he had to inform Doctor Walker that he
and Hulda were presently subject to arrest for violations of state law. It was then that my
mother threw caution to the wind and she asked the officer, “Do you know a Federal
Agent named “John Tuttle?” He replied, “Sure, we're good friends.” Hulda breathed a
sigh of relief and said, “He’s my son.” When they returned downstairs, the officer
phoned me in Hartford and explained his dilemma. He said, “Listen John, I’m not out to
bust your mother or the doctor so here’s what I’ll do. If you’ll spend some time with
them to bring the office into compliance with the proper storage procedures, I’'ll do
another inspection in a few months.” Mom called me later that night and asked me, “Am
Lin trouble?” I told her, “No mom, your baby bailed you out.” She said that when she
later explained everything to the doctor, and told her how T had helped, Doctor Walker
stated that he was glad he had brought me into the world!

During her employment Hulda witnessed many examples of the doctor’s compassion.
She said that she went through the patient’s accounts with the help of Katie in an attempt
to decipher the doctor’s notes and bring the accounts up to date. She would often see
where the doctor had forgiven charges in exchange for goods or services. The accounts
would have notations such as: “side of beef ” “summer vegetables,” or “car repairs.”

On other occasions where there was a family account and the family had fallen on hard
times she would be directed by the doctor to simply send a bill for the most recent charge
and drop the balance, often hundreds of dollars. Hulda said that many of the records had




become old and brittle and for undisclosed reasons the doctor had chosen not to pursuc
payment.

Hulda told us of numerous mornings when she showed up for work she would find
Doctor Walker asleep at his desk with his face resting on an open PDR (Physicians Desk
Reference). She said that he would stay up nights reading and researching the latest
information available so as to provide the very best diagnosis for his patients. She said
that when she woke him he would go right back to the passage he had been reading,
finish it, and then change his shirt and tie to begin another day’s work.

Probably my most favorite story of Dr.W. Bradford Walker is more legend than truth, but
I’ve always gotten a laugh when I tell it:

The doctor drove many miles between his Cornwall practice and his Torrington office,
not counting all the house calls and late night trips “up the hill” to Charlotte Hungerford
Hospital to deliver a baby or perform emergency surgery. All those miles took their toll
on numerous cars. In addition to the wear and tear of high mileage was the doctor’s
propensity to speed. (It was rumored that many a Goshen citizen had witnessed a flying
Nash Rambler going “through” the Goshen Center rotary, rather than around it).

During the early sixties, the kind citizens of Cornwall observed that the doctor was
driving a very tired and worn American Motors Ambassador, so they pooled together to
purchase a replacement; a brand new, shiny (and very fast) Ford Thunderbird. As the
legend goes, Doctor Walker now found himself behind the wheel of a bunch more horse
power than he was accustomed to and one dark night he got an emergency call from the
hospital. It is said that he topped Bunker Hill doing 75 miles per hour and hit a car going
in the other direction. As they crashed, both drivers were thrown from their cars onto a
grassy embankment. Tronically, the driver of the second car was one of the doctor’s
patients and as they both came to, the driver rubbed his eyes and asked, “Hey Doc!”
“How’d you get here so fast?”

Discounting the humorous stories about him, Doctor Walker was indeed legendary. He
was devoted to his patients in every sense of the word. He and Katie were the First
Citizens of Cornwall from the moment they arrived in the village by horse and buggy
from Yale Medical School. The countless hours of office examinations in Cornwall and
Torrington, the deliveries of hundreds of babies, the thousands of hours of house calls,
hospital rounds and surgeries all add up to one realization - we had a hero in our midst.
Wherever he appeared, you just felt reassured when you looked over those octagonal
spectacles under that thick white hair and heard that “Billy Gruff” voice mumble,
“How’re you doing?




