
REFLECTIONS BY FAMILY: 
 
By Daughter Sheri Guimont 
 
As a little girl he was my hero.  Throughout his life, he was my advocate. I always felt 
and knew he was in my corner. 

He LOVED his grandchildren.  I’m pretty confident he loved them more than he ever 
loved us! (Of course he saw their disobedience as spunky and funny.)  He would often 
tell me our family, and specifically the faith he saw in my 3 girls, were what God used to 
draw my dad to Himself.  How they would talk of their experiences with God and the 
authenticity of their faith and how it played out in life would bring him to tears (I’m sure 
that’s a surprise).  

For my dad, that call to a saving faith came to a time of response for him on October 30, 
2010.  I got an email from him the next day.  When I thought about how I would sum up 
my dad, how I would honor him and show my deep love and gratitude for him, I came 
across these emails and I think it sums his heart and life up perfectly.  This is the real 
and raw Bill Bunker. 

 

10.31.10 

Sheri, 

 

I have to share this with someone so you're it, i.e. share what you've 

received. Even though this day is not over, I've had two of the most 

wonderful days. 

Just some highlights in more of a bullet format. 

 I don't want to stand before God someday and he says "I don't 

know you". 

 God wants a fresh story every day. 

 Get in the flowing stream, not the stagnant water. 

 Lord have your way with me. 

 I was lacking passion and not pursuing GOD. 

 He is not a timeshare God--it's not a part time relationship but 

a full time commitment.  

 When I surrender to God, He will do things beyond my 

capacity.  

 There is a large void within me and God's got to fill that void. 

 Shallow people never survive storms. 

 Choices impact my spiritual trajectory--My spiritual trajectory 

is a steep climb; I've got a long way to go.  When, not if, I 

make bad choices my advancement is diminished, the 

trajectory is not what it should be. 



 It's not my job to produce fruit--focus on the Branch-

connection to God-and fruit will be abundant. 

 Satan says I can't & I say I know I can't but GOD IS CHEERING 

FOR ME. 

 I can do this!  God fill me up for I am empty. 

 I THANKED GOD FROM THE BOTTOM OF MY HEART. 

 

He told me how he went down on his knees at the altar call to the 

David Crowder version of a song we’ll sing today.  I love the bit he 

added to the title; he called this song, "Heaven came down and 

Glory filled my soul". 

 

He concluded this email by saying, “I understand there will be 

setbacks but the need and the will is there so hang in there with 

me.” 

 

Thanks for caring! 

 

Love, Dad 

 

Then there are always a couple P.S.’s in his emails. And these 2 P.S.’s 

were also consistent habits-- 

 

P.S. I purchased two sets of books and I'm sending you one. 

 

P.S. 2--Jaime preached one of the best sermons I've ever heard.  I'd 

like to ask you to listen to this one as well.  I promise I won't make a 

habit of this (he did make a habit of this and I loved it.  It was a 

great way for us to connect and we had SO MANY spiritual 

conversations over the years.) 

 

 

I did hang in there dad, and your mission is complete.  You are whole, healed, freed 
from the sin of this world and in the everlasting presence of your Savior.  I can’t wait to 
see you again. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



By Granddaughters  
 
Hi everyone! Our names are Emily, Callie, and Elizabeth and we are 3 of Bill’s 7 
grandchildren. Our grandpa was a great friend and role model to us so we wanted to 
take some time today to share a few of the biggest things he taught us through his well-
lived life. 
 

ELIZABETH: 
One of the many things that my grandpa taught me is that there is always a delicate 
balance of hardwork and having fun. Bill Bunker truly was an adventurous spirit and kid 
at heart. One way that kept him young was his bright red corvette and need for speed 
which he was determined to pass on. I remember the shock all of us grandkids had 
when he let us drive even though our parents weren’t allowed to… On my first drive 
EVER my grandpa told me his biggest trick; get to the top of the hill, check for cops, if 
they aren’t there, then pedal to the metal. He allowed all of us grandkids to share in the 
love of the red corvette and the excitement of driving it. His need for speed didn’t end 
there though, he was always on his bike or hiking with his family. Honestly, there were 
definitely times I was trying to keep up with him as we headed up Tom’s Thumb. If 
anyone ever asks where my crazy side came from, I can confidently answer that it was 
grandpa Bunker. Some of his favorite tricks were blowing up his muscle or the claw 
which were always known to make his grandkids laugh. He always encouraged us kids 
to make our own fun and be a little crazy. With that however, he has also instilled in his 
grandkids the motivation to work hard and do well in school. We are all blessed by our 
grandfather who truly brought so many memories and life to all of us. I love and miss 
him more than I could have ever imagined. 
 

Emily: 
Our grandpa also had a unique way of showing everyone close to him how much he 
loves them, but particularly us grandkids. One of my most cherished memories was our 
annual Christmas dress tradition. When we were little he would buy us fancy sparkly 
Christmas dresses to wear to church and the Holidazzle parade. It made us feel like 
princesses! One year on his way from Arizona, he couldn’t get through airport security 
with wrapped gifts. He had to unwrap the dresses and get creative. Naturally, he re-
wrapped the boxes using duct tape. Giggling, struggling, and getting the biggest kick out 
of trying to unwrap the duct tape we finally got them open! Thus began the best tradition 
with grandpa. Each year the challenge of opening the dresses got harder and harder. It 
got to the point where he spent all year incorporating gorilla glue, locks, seran wrap, 
duct tape, insulation, pvc piping, wooden boxes, you name it, in the dress wrapping. To 
give you a picture, the record time of opening the dresses some years was well over an 
hour. It may seem like a silly little tradition but the amount of time, effort, shipping 
money, and creativity our grandpa put into the Christmas dresses every year just to see 
the smiles on our faces was proof that he would do anything for people he loved. He 
constantly showed us what it meant to not just say that you love people, but to find 
tangible ways to show them. I feel fortunate to not only get to carry on that Christmas 
tradition now that he’s gone but also his legacy of making people around me feel special 
and cherished. 
 

 



 

 

 

Callie: 
Another really special thing about grandpa is how generous he was.  One of my favorite 
stories about grandpa is the iceberg story.  One day, our family drove past a super cool 
blown up iceberg near the cabin.  It was 20 feet high, and had a rock climbing wall on 
three sides, with a big slide on the fourth side.  We ended up pulling over to check it out, 
and after talking to the camp staff about it we ended up jumping in with our clothes on to 
try it out.  We drove back to grandpa’s cabin and we were talking about how cool this 
iceberg water toy was, and how much fun we had.  The next minute, we were all 
wondering where grandpa was.  Turns out he was in the office looking to see where he 
could find one of these icebergs we were talking about.  We walked in as he was 
searching through the internet to find that there were about 2 left in the world.  After 
doing some serious investigating he came out into the family room and had great news 
to share with us.  He said it should be here in a while, it is coming from Canada.  We 
were so excited, we couldn’t believe it.  Throughout all of the years of the iceberg, it was 
such a big act of love with the set up and tear down that grandpa did every year, but he 
did it all out of love for us.  We ended up getting grandpa a sign that said “Saw it, 
wanted it, told grandpa, got it!”  But in all seriousness, grandpa was such a generous 
and loving person.  He loved donating to different causes, and always helped people 
when he could.  I am so thankful for the man that he was, and all that he taught me 
throughout life.  He never failed to put a smile on my face.  
 

Thank you! 
 


