DR. W.B. WALKER TO MANY..
GRANDADDY TO ME

Wilmarth Bradford Walker was a selfless servant to
many townfolk in and around the Cornwall community
as well as the surreunding NW Cennecktiecut region.
He sacrificed many countless hours with his family
and friends Eor his serviece as physiceian, healcr
amd GEicnd te hic follewing of pabEienEsi it anvone
were to be commended on his dedication to and
upholding the true meaning of the Hippocratic Oath,
it would have been my Grandfather, Dr. Brad to many
but Grandaddy to me and my family.

I have many memories of Grandad, and Katie (Gay to
us) . My father was the second of Lhree sens bern to
Katie and Brad while building bis practice and
eventually his reputation in Cermwall, Connecticut.
I ‘wos the thitd child, 'sixbEhgrandehiled, =in=niy
family headed by Thomas Hunt Walker, M.D. (he
followed in his Dad’s feotsteps) and Marion Eaust
Walker, my mom.

Sinee my family sebbled dn Titehfield, Gk = a gl
hour away from Cornwall, I spent much of my youth
in and around the big house with the marker of W.B.
Walker, M.D. out front. There were many parties and
gatherings as Gay and Grandad loved to socialize.
One such event I remember vividly as if it were
yesterday. It was not the infamous 50°% Aniivic rsaty
Gk any of the ethetr more glorious veecacions bl a
simple party with Mark and Dorothy Van Doren, (he a
peet, she an auther) , 2nd a few cthicr elose
friends 'of theirs It was the Fitgk ime; asia
teenager, my sister, Kate, aptly named after Gay
and I played guitars with Grandaddy accompanying on
the piane. He cecould play the instrument usually by
ear and quite proficiently. He sang and my Dad’s



voice chimed in as well on a baritone level while
Kate held soprano, me alto and Grandaddy as
bass...fun! Most of the songs we would sing had a
spiritual to folk flavor and always were supported
by the many odd instruments Gay had lying around.
e would sing and dance fer hours...this, L
believe, was not a side his patients often saw...

We all thought the house in Cornwall where my Dad
and his brothers grew up was the most creepy place
Eo spend: Ehe night, Yoll see, this strictire was eld
and Grandaddy was at times on call at the hospital
a half hour away. Late one night, Kate and I were
staying at the house as our parents had gone on a
trip....we almost always played in the attic which
had a myriad of costumes, bhats, trunks of s¢ much
stuff as the Walker family had a histery of having
fynsand part ot thakt fiin woellld be tobdress ups 1n
the same attic not more than a few feet away from
the trunks was a skeleton and a few bones, these
were research items along with medical phenom
books, these incredible stories abeut the Ehiee
breasted women comes to mind. Anyway, we had just
gone to bed after dinner out on the deck ,as Gay
and Grandad loved to do, and after playing with the
SEUEE dn the atfie, it was 2 am and a thump thudded
in the front of the house. We both thought
something had fallen in the attic because noise in
that house would reverberate all over. Of course,
Gay was snoring away not bothered so we crept back
into bed after cheeking it out. Then, st like
Edgan Allen Poe’s stories, a creaking sound
Started, at f1Est slowly and soft then harder and
louder. Our doer kneb started to turn ever so
slowly and I Ehink €6 Us it sSeemed like
forever...then it stopped.Ugh! We were sitting
eherel our hearts® iinteur threats, holding ole
another not knowing what to think and finally, the
door epenecd, "I jlust wanted te say niaght girlc,



“Grandad said.”.this ol heouse can kinda seare you a
pit, Heope yeu’re both ek...”

Whew! I thought Kate would not let go of me nor I
of her all night long. May have been the last time
1 ever stayed there....

This last recollection is very dear to my heart, as
't wos the 200 Anniversary celebratien in
Cornwall. I am unclear of the year and unable to
locate the photo which I regret, nevertheless the
SEeEynNas e glhealtimpact on me to Ehilsedaye

Grandaddy was a great family Doctor and considered
aicountry doector. Inm the world of specialized
medicine we as a nation and the world truly have
lostithe sensel of sinmplicity oFf lific and ons
healthcare. Back in the 20’s when my Grandad and
his then new bride, Katie came to Cornwall there
were no cars and even when there were, the places
he had to go to administer medicine was impassable
by vehicle so a horse and buggy were the chosen
Erenspettalkien.

©n the 200" Anniversary, I dressed up an 2 heop
skirt ( I was all of ten years old) with a bonnet,
at the time I had short hair. We rode, he in his
Dr. black suit coat equipped with black medical
bag, in a horse and buggy for the parade and
celebration. I was never so proud of my heritage as
I was that day. It was then that I realized how
lucky I was to be in a family of other people who
serve others selflessly. It takes a very specially
dedicated person to give of his service and
experience to strangers, Dr. Brad never questioned,
just did his glob as ‘carctaker ef the peeplce. To
this day, his legaey livies on.



Of course, I have so many more stories but do not
wentto I inger top lLong.
Nancy Faust Walker Keiter



