
This is another side of Bill that a few of us can relate. 

Bill was very much at home with nature. The acreage at West Montrose provided a haven for many species 
of birds which Dorothea and he knew by call and flight. The birdfeeder was always active especially at 
replenishing time. Many a visitor was taken on a path to see the flowers, "hepaticas, march marigolds, the 
cilias, snowdrops, pansies, bloodroot and mayapples", which nestled in corners about the property. Even 
the large snapping turtles were a sight to see, as they awoke from their winter´s habitation. Bill knew their 
habits and locations.  

Long walks across the fields were the order of each day, no matter what the season. He had a special place 
to retreat, when the weather permitted, at the edge of the property. This was a tree, which had fallen during 
a windstorm. A long arch provided access but it had a crook and a backrest, which provided a nook to 
stretch out and rest. From this vantage point he could watch the river meander by. He called the 
place"Inspiration Point". 

He enjoyed the moments he spent at West Montrose, in his garden. He seemed very much in tune with 
nature, and many a time no matter what the weather, he would be found with his shirt off, digging in the 
tough clay soil to be able to plant his beans, "the broad ones", and tomatoes, sometimes surrounded with 
mosquitoes which he accepted as part of nature's ways. A dip in the cold waters of the Grand soon soothed 
both the aches and the bites. 

One year, Dorothea decided that a pond should be created from the overflow of water of MacDonald Creek. 
Undaunted by this task, he set about to dig this pond, with Dorothea at his side. It wasn't a large pond but 
nature would not co-operate and many a day was spent plugging the holes. The pond lasted for a year or 
two, then silently returned to the marsh it once was. This creek, which fed this pond continued on and its 
wonderful melody soothed the soul on hot summers days, where we found ourselves at lunch time or tea 
time to enjoy the moment.  

One spring, Thomas, as my husband Bill and I addressed Bill, decided he needed to be active. He was 
gaining weight and was out of shape. Each morning he would arise and would run around the border of the 
property, several times. As he grew stronger the rut grew deeper, and then he ventured off the property, and 
ran about the village. The miles increased and soon the area increased. This continued for some time as his 
enthusiasm grew. He gained strength and enjoyed his run. One day however, Dorothea came calling. "He 
hasn't come home and has been away far too long." So Dorothea and I scrambled into the car and out on the 
chase. We drove this route and that. Each time returning home  no Bill! Soon we felt we had tried all we 
could, and we began to worry that something had happened. Should we drive the routes over again? Home 
once more and then begin again -- this time Bill was home. Well, to make a long story short, Bill never 
ventured out on his run again.  

While we were living in West Montrose, we held at our home a number of gatherings. People would mill 
around and get re-acquainted with one another and Thomas would find himself a quiet corner. No matter 
how loud the conversation would be, Thomas would remain in that chair lost to thought. One would think 
by the look on his face that he was not enjoying himself. However, as the evening progressed, suddenly, as 
if a light bulb had been lit from within, he would beam, stand up and join the conversation as if he were 
part of it all along. He had solved a problem that had puzzled him all day. Dorothea , on the other hand, had 
joined a group of friends and was busy with the conversation at hand. It did upset her at times that Thomas 
could not leave his work at home, but she refused to be daunted by this and enjoyed her evening out.  

I could relate more, our canasta games, our evenings out at the drive-in theatre with our dogs as chaperons, 
our many excursions to Floradale Dam, our day spent at property in the Harrison Area. For this is only a 
small glimpse of my friend Thomas. He will be truly missed by my household for he has shared with us his 
enjoyment of life and given us a much deeper meaning to the values of living life to its fullest.  


