
REFLECTION BY FRIEND:  Jim Peterson 

 
BE READY 
My first encounter with Bill Bunker was at a meeting in 1999 when he was Treasurer of the 
Community association, and I was on the board of the county club.  I was explaining the 
condition of the club when this young fellow said,  “When are you golf people going to learn 
how to manage money?”  
 
After the meeting I spoke with Billy Bye, who was a good friend of Bill and asked, “Who is 
this Bunker fellow?”  He said,  “Bill’s a banker!  His bark is bigger than his bite… unless you 
owe his bank money!”  
 
In 2004 I finished my years as President of the club and was looking forward to not hearing 
complaints.  I soon learned that my golfing friends complained about the greens, the 
fairways, the tee boxes, even certain trees after they hit them. 
 
I called a couple of friends and asked if they found the same to be true. They all said , “yes, 
you just can’t get away from it.”   
  
“How would you like to form a golf group where members agreed not to complain?”  “Count 
us in”, they said.  I asked for nominations and heard the names of Jack Dolan, Bill Brown, 
Ted Swift, Glenn Britt, Dick Lawler, Don Gibbs and…Bill Bunker. 
We started with eight guys who agreed to three rules of the NBA, also known as the Non-
Bellyachers Association. I changed the middle name because of standing at this pulpit.  The 
real middle word rhymes with itchers. 
  
Rule 1 No complaints about anything from the time you arrive at the golf club until you leave 
for home. 
Rule 2 Every player is expected to stay after the match for  the settling of the game.  
Rule 3 The low net player of the day agrees to write a letter of appreciation to any staff 
member in Rio Verde which includes the club, the community association and the church. 
 
So every NBA Wednesday there is a special reverence for the day. Male bonding at a 
mature age…impossible, but true.   
  
However, within a few years three NBA members died.  We all had become close friends 
and wanted to recognize our deceased comrades.  While visiting Bill and Terrie at their 
home, Donna and I saw a metal Saguaro Cactus in their front yard.  We asked them about 
it, suggesting it might be a good NBA memorial to place in front of the clubhouse.  Bill 
jumped on the idea. He contacted the artist and had a 10 foot metal cactus delivered and 
installed near the country club.  This is Bill attaching the memorial nub to the cactus.  Bill’s 
name will soon be placed on that Saguaro alongside 13 of his NBA comrades. 
  
In 2010 I was facing some serious medical issues.  It became clear that I would not be able 
to continue my responsibilities as the NBA commissioner.  I knew who my replacement 
should be.  A retired banker who would become a, “servant leader.”  I asked Bill if he would 
serve as NBA commissioner, and he said, “Of course I will!”.    
For five years Bill devoted his time and fun loving nature  leading and serving his golfing 
brothers.  He refined the art of poking fun at everyone at just the right time.  He brought to 
our annual meeting some of the funniest skits ever devised.  His best one was the role of 
Commissioner Adolf, teaching us how to add up score cards correctly.  Being a banker, Bill 
checked every score card for accuracy. 



 
Or maybe  when he demonstrated he had bigger and better white teeth than Billy 
Bye…jokingly saying his teeth cost a dollar ninety eight, and Billy’s costing ten thousand 
dollars.   
 
Bill delighted in showing me the tightly wrapped Christmas gifts he would send to his 
grandchildren.  He worked for hours taping and gluing packages together all the while 
laughing.  
 
Living in a retirement community presents the opportunity to meet many new friends.  But 
suddenly we discover that the person we played golf with last week… died.  The longer we 
live here the more we realize that we are close to death at any time.   
 
The NBA club motto, “Be ready” was born out of the usual game of “ready golf”…along with 
the recognition that in life, we must be ready.  Jesus said in John 14:6., “I am the way, the 
truth,  and the life.  No one comes to the Father except through me.”    Be ready! 
 
My last round of golf with Bill was in October 2018.  It was a special day.  His first round in 
nearly a year.  He parred the first hole, then on White Wing number two…a par five… he 
was on in four and…. he made the putt.  He finished with a 45 for nine holes.  He was the 
happiest I had seen him in years. 
 
But my favorite memory is knowing that my friend Bill was ready to meet Jesus.  His last 
years were focused on Jesus.  Yes, Bill Bunker was ready.  If he were here today he would 
say to everyone, “be ready.” 

 

 
REFLECTION BY FRIEND:  Dean Eggebraten 
 
It was the winter of 1993 – if you can call January winter in Arizona. After most of us came 
to Arizona from the Midwest, Russ Troy was having a cocktail party to introduce us to Bill 
and Terrie Bunker to our neighborhood in Rio Verde. Russ Troy loved to have an excuse for 
a pater and the Bunkers were building a home in the neighborhood.  
 
That was the beginning of many years of friendship with Bill and Terrie. Fond memories of 
Bill on the golf course, and in our Friday game. He loved the lake and fishing – having the 
family come to the lake! 
 
We enjoyed many days in Arizona hunting quail and he as a darn good shot. He was a 
pretty good bird dog too, finding downed birds. He spoke of his good times hunting with his 
son and grandsons.  
 
He was always happy and ready for 5 o’clock.  
 
I know he is happy now because he is in a better place waiting for me so we can golf and 
hunt together up there. 
 
Be Seeing You Bill! 
 
Dean 


