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Dear Eileen and Family, 

there is no doubt that Dr Bill was a one off! At one time he was my GP and then, 

more recently, he was my travelling companion and boat partner at many 

Auchenhowie Angling Club Outings. 

Here is one tale which I feel gives a flavour of this fine man. 

Picture a warm and sunny day at The Lake (of Menteith). A crowd of 

Achenhowies is gathered on the grassy bank at the Rookery, our traditional lunch 

spot. Several glasses of red wine are ‘dispensed’ to wash away the taste of Dr Bill’s 

special cuppa soup lunch. We are merry. Jovial might be the word. Old Tales have 

been re-told and Banter has been tossed around like a rugby ball.  

“Time to Fish!” is the cry to arms, from this ‘young’ John, still eager. 

“Aw, do we really have to?” is the groaned reply. “I was just beginning to enjoy 

this wine of Jim Paterson’s. Such a rare thing, you know, Jim with a bottle actually 

open. 1963 vintage! Hiding it that bag for a while, Jim?” 

As we make for our boats, Dr Bill trips on a fallen branch and goes right down, 

“SPLAT”, face first into the soft ground near the water’s edge. 

Anxious hands haul him to his feet and he laughs it off, dusts himself down and 

says, “I TOLD you I should have had another glass of red. I’m much, much better 

when both of my legs are filled right up to the brim!”  

We find his specs, thankfully undamaged, and set off in the boat.  I am on the 

helm. We decide to head towards Hotel Bay, one of his favourite spots, the place 

where he very often caught his famous ‘last cast of the day fish’! 

Half-way down the loch Dr Bill shouts above the roar of the outboard, “My 

goodness, my hearing has completely gone! Aw, I’ve lost my hearing aids. Oh my 

goodness, John, do you think we might go back and have a look for them?” 

We return to grind up onto the pebbly shore. I leap out (euphemism!) saying, 

“Allow me, I’ll go Dr Bill, I know exactly where you fell. Look, see the branch?” 

And there they were! Two pink hearing aids lying quietly on either side a small 

face-sized impression in the soft muddy ground! Both in perfect working order. 

And every time we meet at the Rookery for an Auchenhowie lunchtime pow-wow, 

I will make sure that this particular tale of Dr Bill is re-told. One among many.   

Dr Bill Matheson will live on in our hearts forever! 


