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Walt Larimore MD : Bryson City Seasons: More Tales of a Doctor's Practice in the Smoky Mountains  before 
purchasing it in order to gage whether or not it would be worth my time, and all praised Bryson City Seasons: More 
Tales of a Doctor's Practice in the Smoky Mountains: 

0 of 0 people found the following review helpful. A new look at doctoringBy Nikki E. GraybealThis is kind of a diary, 
not written in that format, of a doctor fresh out of school, on his first job. Set in a small town in the mountains down 
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south, it includes the cultural traditions of both the townspeople, the mountain people and the older doctors. I really 
enjoyed this book, this author's observations about other folks, and his own reactions to unfamiliar ideas and ways of 
doing things. So much so that I immediately ordered its sequel, Bryson City Secrets, as I finished the last page of this 
one.0 of 0 people found the following review helpful. I found the first book at a thrift shop (Bryson City Tales) and 
liked it so muchBy Donna L. MorseThoughtfully written book by a young doctor, who seemed willing to learn from 
older small town docs, but not afraid to step forward with his own convictions. Each chapter demonstrates a discovery 
or lesson learned, from an experience in practice or in living life in Bryson City. Humor as well as deep feelings create 
a compelling story of small town life. I found the first book at a thrift shop (Bryson City Tales) and liked it so much, I 
bought the next two volumes in the series. All three are well worth the read.0 of 0 people found the following review 
helpful. A Young Doctor in a Small TownBy crowwomanThis is a nicely written narrative of life in the mountains of 
Western North Carolina. Anyone from the area will recognize the folks he introduces, for we all know them. He treats 
people with a respect that is rare. It is obvious he came to love the people he served. There is humor, sadness, tragedy, 
and drama. If you want to know the reality of life in Appalachia, this is a good place to start!

'Barb and I drove up into the hills just south of the main traffic light and into the parking lot of the Fryemont Inn. We 
strolled up the front driveway toward the main entrance---a large front porch with several occupied rockers---and 
stopped to gaze at the nearly endless view across town and up the Deep Creek Valley. The famous Smoky Mountain 
haze was setting in as the sun retreated behind the distant peaks.' Welcome to Bryson City, a small town tucked away 
in a fold of North Carolina's Smoky Mountains. The scenery is breathtaking, the home cooking can't be beat, the 
Maroon Devils football team is the pride of the town, and you won't find better steelhead fishing anywhere. But the 
best part is the people you're about to meet in the pages of Bryson City Seasons. In this joyous sequel to his bestselling 
Bryson City Tales, Dr. Walt Larimore whisks you along on a journey through the seasons of a Bryson City year. On 
the way, you'll encounter crusty mountain men, warmhearted townspeople, peppery medical personalities, and the 
hallmarks of a simpler, more wholesome way of life. Culled from the author's experiences as a young doctor settling 
into rural medical practice, these captivating stories paint a collage of small-town faces, events, customs, perspectives, 
and faith. Lit with love, humor, glowing faith, and the warmth of family and friendship, and tempered with the bright 
and dark realities of country medicine, Bryson City Seasons is a celebration of this richly textured miracle called life.

From the Back Cover"Barb and I drove up into the hills just south of the main traffic light and into the parking lot of 
the Fryemont Inn. We strolled up the front driveway toward the main entrance—a large front porch with several 
occupied rockers—and stopped to gaze at the nearly endless view across town and up the Deep Creek Valley. The 
famous Smoky Mountain haze was setting in as the sun retreated behind the distant peaks." Welcome to Bryson City, a 
small town tucked away in a fold of North Carolina’s Smoky Mountains. The scenery is breathtaking, the home 
cooking can’t be beat, the Maroon Devils football team is the pride of the town, and you won’t find better steelhead 
fishing anywhere. But the best part is the people you’re about to meet in the pages of Bryson City Seasons. In this 
joyous sequel to his bestselling Bryson City Tales, Dr. Walt Larimore whisks you along on a journey through the 
seasons of a Bryson City year. On the way, you’ll encounter crusty mountain men, warmhearted townspeople, peppery 
medical personalities, and the hallmarks of a simpler, more wholesome way of life. Culled from the author’s 
experiences as a young doctor settling into rural medical practice, these captivating stories paint a collage of small-
town faces, events, customs, perspectives, and faith. Lit with love, humor, glowing faith, and the warmth of family and 
friendship, and tempered with the bright and dark realities of country medicine, Bryson City Seasons is a celebration 
of this richly textured miracle called life.About the AuthorWalt Larimore, MD, is one of America's best-known family 
physicians and has been listed in the Guide to America's Top Family Doctors and the Best Doctors in America. He has 
been a family physician for nearly thirty years, has written or cowritten over twenty books (including three Gold 
Medallion nominees), and has hosted nationally syndicated health features for radio and TV. He and his wife, Barb, 
have two grown children and live in Colorado Springs, Colorado. His website is www.DrWalt.com. SPANISH BIO: 
Walt Larimore, MD es uno de los medicos mas conocidos de America y se enumera en la Guide to America's Top 
Family Doctors, el Best Doctors in America y Who's Who in Medicine and Healthcare. Como un periodista medico, el 
Dr. Larimore es un vistante frequente sobre asuntos de la salud de la familia en muchas programas de television y 
radio, y ha aparecido en The Today Show, CBS This Morning, Fox News y CNN. Dr. Larimore ha publicado mas de 
12 libros y mas de 500 articulos en muchos publicaciones medicos. El Web Site del Dr. Larimore es www.drwalt.com 
y el vive en Monument, Colorado.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Bryson City Seasons 
Copyright 2004 by Walt Larimore This title is also available as a Zondervan audio product. Visit 
www.zondervan.com/audiopages for more information. Requests for information should be addressed to: Zondervan, 
Grand Rapids, Michigan 49530 Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data Larimore, Walter L. Bryson City 
seasons : more tales of a doctor's practice in the Smoky Mountains / Walt Larimore. p. cm. ISBN 0-310-25287-3 
(hardcover) 1. Larimore, Walter L. 2. Physicians---North Carolina---Bryson City--- Biography. 3. Medicine, Rural---
North Carolina---Bryson City. I. Title. R154.L267A3 2004 610'.92---dc22 2004012811 This edition printed on acid-



free paper. All Scripture quotations, unless otherwise indicated, are taken from the Holy Bible: New International 
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transmitted in any form or by any means---electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, or any other---except for 
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/.DC/ 10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1 chapter one DEAD MAN STANDING It was one of those sweltering summer afternoons in 
the Smoky Mountains that are unknown to outsiders and a distinct surprise to first-time visitors---humid, sticky, and 
unyielding. The heavy air lay over us as though it didn't want us to even move. 'You didn't tell me, Walt,' my bride of 
nine years complained. We were heading toward our tenth wedding anniversary that fall, and I had already begun 
scheming, behind her back, with the help of our friend Sally Jenkins, to give Barb a bedroom makeover and a special 
trip out of town. 'About what?' I asked, trying to feign innocence but suspecting she had somehow found out about my 
shenanigans. One thing that was almost impossible in Bryson City, North Carolina, was having a secret remain a 
secret. Somehow news wafted through our town as easily as mountain breezes. 'About this heat!' Barb exclaimed. 'If I 
had known it was going to be this hot in the mountains, I might have just stayed in Durham and let you come up here 
by yourself!' Barb turned to smile at me---one of those 'you know I'm kidding' smiles I loved. She turned back to face 
the mountains. 'At least I would have asked the hospital to put an air conditioner in the house!' We were sitting on the 
park bench we had placed in our backyard when we moved to Bryson City, North Carolina, over a year ago. It looked 
out over an exquisite view across Swain County Recreational Park, then up and into Deep Creek Valley, and finally 
over nearly endless ridges all the way to the most distant mountain ridges---deep in Great Smoky Mountains National 
Park---that separated North Carolina from Tennessee. 'Maybe I could call down to the Bryson City icehouse and have 
them send over a block or two for us to sit on.' 'You mean that old building down by Shuler's Produce next to the 
river? It doesn't look like it's been open for years. How about you go get us a glass of ice water?' I nodded and ran into 
the house to get a glass for each of us--- being quiet so as not to wake up our napping children---and then tiptoed to the 
back screen door and out to Barb. The view was mesmerizing, and we had now seen it through each of the four 
seasons---my first year as a practicing family physician ---since finishing my family medicine residency at Duke 
University Medical Center. 'I didn't know it would be this hot,' I commented. 'But then there were so many things we 
didn't know about this place until after we settled here, eh?' Barb threw back her head and laughed. My, how I loved 
her laughter! 'True enough!' We both fell silent, reflecting on the beginning of our medical practice here. I had left 
residency so full of myself. Indeed, I had been very well trained---at least for the technical aspects of practicing 
medicine. But when it came to small-town politics and jealousies, the art of medicine, the heartbreak of making 
mistakes and misdiagnoses---all piled on the difficulty of raising a young daughter with cerebral palsy, dealing with 
one very strong-willed, colicky little boy, and transitioning a big-city girl into a rural doctor's wife---well, the task was 
not only full of unexpected events, it was downright daunting. Barb turned her ear toward our house for a moment. I 
could tell she was listening for the children. Kate and Scott were napping, so we had the windows open---both to 
capture any passing breeze that might happen along and to hear the children if they were to awaken. My thoughts 
turned to our small hospital---a sixty-mile drive west from the nearest medical center, which was in Asheville. In the 
early 1980s, Swain County was still a slow, small, sheltered mountain hamlet. Most of the folks were natives, as were 
their parents and their parents' parents. Most all of the physicians, and the nurses for that matter, were in at least their 
third to fourth decade of practice. They had their way of doing things and didn't 'hanker to outsiders'---whom they 
called 'flatlanders' if they liked you, or 'lowlanders' if they did not. They especially resisted any 'newfangled' ways. 'Be 
careful if you say anything negative about anyone, son,' Dr. Bill Mitchell, or Mitch as everyone called him, warned 
me. 'It'll get back to them---and me---lickety-split.' Rick Pyeritz, M.D., my medical partner and also a classmate in our 
family medicine residency at Duke University Medical Center, was on call this day for our practice and for the 
emergency room. In Bryson City, the on-call doctor was on call for hospital inpatients, the emergency room, the jail 
inmates of the Swain County Sheriff's Department and Bryson City Police Department, the National Park Service, the 
coroner's office, the local tourist resorts and attractions, and the area rest home and nursing home. The fact that one of 
us would cover all the venues in which medical emergencies might occur made it very nice for the other six physicians 
not on call that particular day. 'When the kids get up, how about we all take a stroll up Deep Creek?' Barb asked. 
'Sounds like a great idea!' Deep Creek was the southern wilderness entrance to the Great Smoky Mountains National 
Park. The creek was wide, tumbling, and ice-cold---a great place to go tubing or to just hike in the solitude of the park. 
We looked across the valley. I looked at Barb as a small breeze caught her hair and blew it across her forehead. She 
swung her head to flip it out of the way. 'But until the kids get up,' I inquired, 'maybe their parents need a nap?' 'Just 
what do you mean by nap?' Barb wondered out loud, tossing a suspicious look my way. It was my turn to smile and 
silently look up at the ancient creek and across the ageless mountains. Suddenly we were startled by a loud sound. We 
turned to see a car screeching around the hospital and heading down Hospital Hill toward town at a rapid rate of speed. 
'Wasn't that Rick?' asked Barb. 'It was! Wonder where he's going?' In a small town it doesn't take long to find out 



almost anything. Even though on call that Saturday afternoon, Rick had found some time to lie down on his couch for 
a nap. Living in houses owned and provided by the hospital, we were just across the street from the hospital. We had 
been friends since our internship year at Duke. Our varied backgrounds, interests, and character traits--- he a New 
Englander and I a Southerner; 


