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Red-sided Garter Snake (thamnophis sirtalis)
   From the time of Genesis and probably earlier, snakes have 
had a public relations problem. Seeing these creatures as the 
embodiment of Satan makes them easy to vilify and the fact 
that some species defend themselves with dangerously toxic 
venom does not help their case. Here in Alberta we have at 
least six species of snakes including the Prairie Rattler, the Bull 
Snake, the Hog-nosed Snake and three (sub)species of garter 
snakes—the Wandering Garter, the Western Plains Garter and 
here in Bergen, the Red-sided Garter. Recently a hibernaculum 
of Eastern Yellow-bellied Racer snakes was discovered in the 
extreme south east corner of the province. All of these creatures 
quietly slither about their business, being helpful to us humans 
by controlling rodents and insects and generally contributing to 
the preservation of the native prairie ecosystem.
   In the Bergen area the snake one is most likely to encounter is 
the Red-sided Garter snake, and Jon Wright tells me he has 
never seen either a Wandering Garter or Western Garter west of 
Highway #2. All three of these subspecies are characterized by 
a central dorsal stripe and two lateral stripes running the length 
of their bodies. The Red-sided Garter, as its name suggests, 

has bright red checkered markings 
along its sides, with yellow dorsal 
and lateral stripes. The dorsal stripe 
of the Western Plains is orange in 
colour, with the side stripes being a 
yellowish-green. All three stripes of 
the Wandering Garter are cream 
coloured (see photo). The triple 
stripes found on these snakes 
reminded early European settlers of 
the three stripes found on the 
garters, that over a century ago, 
men used to hold up their stockings
—hence the snake’s name.
   Throughout the late spring and 
summer, garter snakes are 
constantly on the move. As solitary 
creatures they dwell in both 
wooded areas and open grassland. 
They often inhabit areas near water 
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Red-sided Garter Snake photo by Jon Wright

Wandering Garter Snake photo by Jon Wright

Frost photo by Sally Banks
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continued on page 14

Changing Minds to Save Lives
by Karen Fahrlander

   The article in The Albertan (January 9th) regarding the rescue of a fox caught in a trap has prompted me to write what 
I have learned about the use of traps and poison with wildlife. We recognize when our pets are feeling joy, sadness 
and curiosity. Wild animals also experience a whole range of emotions. I have witnessed many in my photographic 
pursuits. Some examples were included in my “Sentient” article in the November issue of the Bergen News. Included 
were a grizzly bear shrinking in fear as a helicopter hovered far too close, a fox joyfully soaking up the rays of the sun,  
and a Rough-legged Hawk coming close to me to satisfy its curiosity about what kind of creature I was. We react in 
horror if we think that any creature may be experiencing needless pain or suffering.  
   For 36 years I taught elementary students, with a science curriculum that emphasized respect for all living beings. As 
students progressed through the grades, habitats were studied with the inter-relationships between all creatures 
emphasized. We learned how each species contributes to a healthy biodiversity. If a spider or beetle happened to find 
its way into our classroom, we would launch into a teachable moment about the importance of each living creature 
and the impact we have on our environment. A discussion about choice would follow. Hands would raise to be chosen 
as the responsible volunteer to carry the spider outside to safety. Sadly, a disconnect with nature has occurred and for 
some, the respect for living creatures has 
disappeared.  
   When I first delved into research about the 
nature of animals with regards to trapping, my 
reactions were purely emotional. I knew if I 
wanted to help people understand about the 
cruelty involved with trapping and poisoning of 
wildlife, I had to get my facts straight and find 
out about the science behind what occurs 
when an animal is trapped or poisoned. This 
led to many sleepless nights as the haunting 
images of suffering creatures remained with 
me. The search for scientific information led me 
to a book by Gilbert Proulx called Intolerable 
Cruelty-The Truth Behind Killing Neck Snares 
and Poisoning. It is by a wildlife biologist with 
forty years experience in the field. This book is 
available from the Sundre Municipal Library.

   I learned that, in addition to the carotid artery, wolves 
and coyotes have small arteries that deliver blood to 
their brain, which means it is very difficult to humanely 
kill them in a neck snare because nature has provided a 
way for them to remain alive due to these arteries. This is 
called collateral blood circulation. In fact, it can take up 
to 14 hours for a wolf to die once it has been caught in a 
neck snare. During this time, while the snare tightens, 
they are denied food, and water, their young are without 
care and they are frantic to escape.  
   Through continued searching, I discovered that 
trapping and poisoning in Alberta violates ten acts. One 
is the Species At Risk Act (SARA). You see, traps are 
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and will quickly flee into streams or ponds to escape land-based predators. Being excellent swimmers, the snakes 
readily feed on small fish, leeches and amphibians. On land, earthworms constitute a large part of their diet, as do 
snails, slugs, voles and insects. They will readily eat toads and newts in spite of the strong chemical defenses emitted 
by these creatures. The snakes grasp their prey with their double row of small, sharp teeth, and partially or wholly 
immobilize it with a mild salivary neurotoxin. The prey is swallowed whole and suffocates in the snake’s stomach or is 
killed by digestive juices. In turn, garter snakes are preyed upon by large fish, turtles, and herons in the water and by 
crows, hawks, foxes, raccoons and squirrels on land. Even tiny shrews will attack baby garter snakes. When grabbed 
by a predator, the snake releases a foul-smelling secretion and will actively attempt to bite the attacker, as many a 
school-child can attest. These bites are generally quite harmless to humans, although one may react to the neurotoxin 
with slight swelling and itching.
   In early autumn the garters seek out a hibernaculum where they will coil up to keep warm in the company of 
hundreds of their kin, or even snakes of differing species. In late April the snakes emerge to soak up sunshine and 
mate. Females emit a pheromone to attract males and dozens of males answer the call, forming an orgiastic, writhing 
mass referred to as a “mating ball”. Unlike most other species of snakes, garters do not lay eggs but rather give birth 
to live young. These are incubated in the lower abdomen about half way along the length of the mother. Young snakes 
give birth to 10 to 40 young, while larger, more mature snakes will deliver 80 or more babies. Once delivered, the 
young are ignored by their parents and must find food and generally fend for themselves.
   The photos and some of the information in this article were provided by our local herpetologist, Jonathan Wright. Jon 
is a veritable encyclopedia of knowledge when it comes to snakes—what he doesn’t know about them probably 
should not have been asked in the first place. 

Garter Snake continued from page 1

EVERY DOG HAS ITS DAY
by Jessie

Ah, February, the month of love for people and dogs alike. Nobody can have too 
much love. Well, not usually anyway. But lately I’ve begun to wonder about that. 
I’ve been having a little problem with my cat, Tab. He’s about to love me to death! 
Whenever I come in the porch to visit 
my persons, he just about overwhelms 
me. He rubs his whole length against 
my side and, if I was a smaller dog, 
he’d knock me over. He tickles my nose 
with his whiskers and, often as not, 

sticks his tail in my eye. I try to oblige him by giving him a face wash. I 
know it can be a tedious task for a cat’s little tongue to do a face wash but 
one slop and I’m done. But then he’s so pleased about it that he gives me 
another complete treatment.
   Sometimes, love just makes me want to say, “I’m sorry but could you 
just go catch a mouse or something.” 
   I guess I’m just irresistible—to cats.

Subscription Renewals
To our loyal Bergen News subscribers: Please check your mail labels for your expiry date. You may 
mail your renewal to The Bergen News c/o Marilyn Walker Box 21, Site 9, RR 2, Sundre, T0M 1X0. 
Renewals by e-transfer can be sent to ljsyer@telus.net. Subscriptions are $15 annually or $10 for an 
email subscription. First time subscribers may use the same addresses to set up a subscription. For 
additional information call Marilyn at 403-638-2156. Thanks for your support.

mailto:ljsyer@telus.net
mailto:ljsyer@telus.net
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AN OLD TRUE LOVE STORY
by Marilyn Halvorson

   When you read this, Valentine’s Day will be past but, no matter, this is a historical love story.
   It began in about 1929. That was when a teacher, not yet twenty, had finished Normal School (Teachers’ College of 
the day), and was looking for a job. The year 1929 may ring a bell. That was the beginning of The Great Depression. 
Jobs of any sort were few and far between, including teaching jobs. That was, no doubt, why the young teacher, Irene 
McConnell, agreed to take a school which may have seemed to be at the end of everything. It was four miles west and 
two miles south of Bergen, almost in the Nitchie Valley.
   The log school, built several years earlier, was in poor repair. In places, daylight seeped in between the logs. The 
blackboards were just that—boards painted black. Nonetheless, it was her school and she would give it her best shot.
Also living west and south of Bergen was a Norwegian family. The Halvorsons. Often, when the grown son, Trygve, 
rode down to the Bergen Store for the mail, he would pick up mail for other homesteaders in the area. These people 
would stop by the Halvorsons’ for it, a much shorter trip than to the store. Among those people was the couple with 
whom Irene was boarding. Sometimes she borrowed a horse and ran the errand.
   Years passed. Irene became friends with the quiet, shy Trygve. He was still at home rather than out establishing his 
own homestead, as he had been helping his mother and younger siblings keep the farm going since he left school 
after grade six. His father, stricken with a terrible case of rheumatoid arthritis, was bed-ridden for seven years before 
his death.
   Irene and Trygve found they had a lot in common. They loved horses—all animals for that matter—the beautiful 
country around them, and God. They also loved each other and wanted to spend the rest of their lives together.
   Unfortunately, setting up a household required a little money. They had virtually none. The homesteaders in the 
district also had none to spare—not enough to pay their taxes, the taxes that should have been paying Irene’s 
teaching salary. Although Trygve worked out some at local sawmills, he was still helping to support his family. He had 
managed to prove up on his own homestead but that and a couple of horses made up his assets.
   Then, in about 1936, a light appeared at the end of the tunnel. A more prosperous district, far to the east, was 
looking for an experienced teacher and Irene’s good reputation had somehow reached them. They would hire her at a 
better salary—and actually pay it. 
   So, it was decided. Irene would work at Yankee Valley for the 1936-37 term and Trygve would spend all his spare 
time that winter building a house. The following summer they would be married.
   It was a long, lonely winter for the two of them. They wrote letters every week. Irene, being a woman, kept most of 
them all her life. Trygve, being a man, did not keep most of them but the extant ones are all treasures to read some 
eighty-four years later. A lot of the text of the letters relates to prosaic things like the weather and the garden— 
“something is eating little holes in the turnip leaves.” Of course, there is also a bit of “sweet nothings” which I would 
not be inconsiderate enough to share. Some of the best parts relate to Trygve’s quiet sense of humour when he teases 
Irene a little. The following comment is, in my own words, about the time he was invited, with his mother and siblings, 
to Sunday dinner at the home of a family with two rather stodgy old maid daughters: “I tried to flirt with Agnes and 
Molly but they just didn’t seem to get it.”
   All winter he plodded on with the log house building—no easy task without power tools or labour-saving machinery.

Continued on page 5
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Musings: The Value of Community
by Phyllis Cormack

   Back in the early 1900s my grandparents homesteaded right here in Bergen. In those days people depended on 
their neighbours for help and support in all aspects of life—be it building, harvesting, or fetching the doctor. Being 
there for others was important. In those days there weren't that many folks living close-by, so neighbours needed to 
get to know each other and be ready to lend a hand when called upon. Life-long friendships resulted from the need to 
be a good neighbour.
   Things haven't really changed a whole lot in that respect. Of course there are a huge number of Bergenites now, 
compared to even when I was growing up. Many of the newcomers to our community have a tendency to stick to 
themselves. They don't join in by attending functions and have no desire to know who lives next door. Perhaps 
they've had a bad experience where they lived previously. Some are very transient—here this year and gone the next.  
I guess because I have lived here basically all my life I don't understand their mindset. I need to give them space and 
realize they are more private and want to stay that way. In my thinking, it's a lonely life.
   Our family has just gone through a rough time and our community has rallied around and given such wonderful 
support and encouragement. The people in Bergen and the town of Sundre have proven themselves to be over and 
above “a good community”. When you know your neighbours and others who live a stone’s throw away, it is 
unbelievable how those people show compassion in a time of tragedy. We have nothing but praise and thanks for the 
friends, neighbours, and acquaintances who have unselfishly given of their time and resources to help ease our loss.
   One never knows when the time will come when having a good neighbour will help you out or, better yet, when you 
can be that good neighbour.   

The Bergen News is very grateful for the rural community grant received from Mountain View 
County to assist in our operating costs. Thank you for your continued support. 

Views and opinions expressed in the articles are those of the authors and not of the Bergen News.

Of course, he couldn’t work on the house after 
dark but he set himself another building task. 
He cut “logs” from red osier dogwood and 
built a perfect miniature replica of the new 
house. When completed he carried it, walking 
and hitch-hiking, to Yankee Valley, on March 
21st, the first day of spring, for Irene’s birthday.
   That summer the young couple scraped 
together enough money to set up 
housekeeping. In lieu of the back taxes that 
should have paid Irene’s salary, many 
neighbours contributed a few head of cattle so 
the Halvorsons now had a little herd of cows.
   On July 8, 1937, they were married at their 
new home. They lived and loved one another 
for 40 years.
   Irene and Trygve were my parents. To them I 
owe all I have and all I am.
   P.S. I still have—and treasure—the little 
house. 

An Old, True Love Story continued from page 4
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THE BADGER
by Noreen Olson

   It started with the peas. We'd had a preliminary small picking and now the vines were heavy with lovely fat emerald 
pods. As soon as the morning dew evaporated, Ralph took a couple of pails and went out to the garden. In a very 
short time he was back. “Are they not ready?” I asked him. “They were ready,” he told me, “ but the whole patch has 
been ripped up and trampled and there is not much to save.” “ Do you think it's a porcupine?” “I don't think so,” he 
replied, “I can smell something, but I don't think it's skunk.”
   It was mid July by then and the five new kittens had been frolicking in the sun, tumbling over each other and 
chasing their aged but obviously still fecund mother. We really didn't need five kittens but they were awfully cute so 
we felt badly when three of them disappeared. The day after their disappearance, I glimpsed movement by the corral 
and watched a fine fat badger slip off toward the trees. A couple of days later I saw him again, this time near the 
granaries. “Would a badger take kittens?” I asked my husband. “Probably,” he answered, “kittens, gophers, moles all 
about the same size and shape.” A few days later the remaining two kittens were gone.
   The North American Badger (Taxidea taxus) is part of the weasel family. He is short legged, flat to the ground and 
has powerful front feet with massive curved claws for digging, and short, spade-like hind claws for scooping. They 
hunt below ground and, when they excavate a gopher or mole burrow, they first plug all but one entrance. Research 
shows that they are successful in three out of four attempts and coyotes have learned to tag along on the hunt and 
pounce on any extra gopher trying to escape. They will also eat grasshoppers, insects, worms, bird eggs and anything 
else they can find above ground. Their short legs don't run very well. They weigh about 25 lbs. They are mostly light 
grey, with white cheeks, and a white streak from nose to forehead to nape of neck. They have a dark muzzle and 
brows. If you corner one, it will bare its fangs and hiss or growl. Badgers are not to be trifled with and have been 
known to badly damage a dog.
   Badger holes are conspicuous, with entrances up to a foot in diameter and, because the tunnel is big, a lot of earth 
is thrown out. If there are lots of gophers or moles in an area, there can also be lots of badger holes and these have 
been the bane of horse travel since men rode horses, I suppose. A horse stepping in a badger hole can cause a nasty 
fall and even a broken leg. Badgers have a small “home range” so I assume ours is a resident badger because, after a 
light snowfall, we see his distinct tracks down our lane and into the field. The track is so even it looks machine made 
and on either side of the footprints are feathery designs made by trailing fur. Badgers have three to four babies each 
year, so I am hoping that ours is a bachelor badger.
   Long ago, near Pincher Creek, our brother-in-law, Bill, and his cousin, Francis, were out checking fences when they 
encountered a badger in great distress. The badger’s face was full of porcupine quills rendering him unable to dig or 
hunt so he was hungry and angry and in no mood to make friends. The boys roped and tied the very uncooperative 
animal and, using their fencing pliers, pulled the porcupine quills, then set him free. This is not an Androcles and the 
Lion story and the badger did not become a beloved family pet or even express gratitude, but we'd like to assume he 
avoided further contact with porcupines and went back to ripping up the homes of terrified pocket gophers.
   Our seed order has arrived. I wonder if there is any point in planting the peas!    

WORLD DAY OF PRAYER 
Observed on the first Friday in March, World Day of Prayer is a global, ecumenical movement of Christian women 
joined together to observe a common day of prayer. This year focuses attention on the people of Vanuatu, an 
archipelago located in the South Pacific. Christian women of Vanuatu have written the order of service and 
developed the theme, “Build on a Strong Foundation” for the 2021 World Day of Prayer. 
This year the Bergen Missionary Church will be hosting the ecumenical World Day of Prayer service on Friday 
March 5th at 2 p.m. For those who are not able to attend, the Church will have the service on Facebook which will 
be on line at   http://bergenmissionarychurch.ca/

http://bergenmissionarychurch.ca
http://bergenmissionarychurch.ca
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Bergen Church News 
by Phyllis Cormack

   The Bergen Church is located on the Bergen Road one mile west of the Highway 760 intersection. For Sunday 
morning services, please go to our website   http:/bergenmissionarychurch.ca/   then click on the Facebook page 
where alternative services will be listed.     
   Bergen Church is open for services every Sunday starting at 10:30 a.m.  Covid restrictions continue to be followed.
    Children's Features are thoroughly enjoyed by all ages.  A wide variety of topics are covered, pointing old and 
young alike back to our Creator and His attention to fantastic detail.  
    Friday night youth group is happening by Zoom under the direction of Adam Elliot, our youth pastor.
His phone number is 403-438-7729 if you have inquiries.  
   The skating rink is up and running! Regulations must be followed which allow one household on the ice at a time. 
The rink is open for use from 10:00 a.m. to 10:00 p.m. There is a light switch on the boards by the light pole and rules 
are posted on the rink boards. Thank you for your cooperation.
   The Sundre Ministerial is a team of churches in the Sundre area who want to help during this difficult time. If you find 
yourself in need of help, whether physical or emotional, please feel free to contact this number and they will be able to 
direct you to an appropriate resource:  403-636-0554.  
   You can also go to the Sundre Ministerial web page — sundreministerial.blogspot.com — if you'd like to contact a 
church directly. Click on 'Church Listings and Links'.
   If you want to donate food to the McDougal Chapel food bank, it can be taken to the Chapel. There is a door bell 
you can ring to alert them that you are there. You can also donate by e-transfer. Contact McDougal Chapel or check 
their web site for information.
   Our prayer chain is still operating so, if you have prayer needs, please call or email Leila Schwartzenberger at 
403-638-4175 or leila@processworks.ca Thank you to those who pray faithfully. 
   Pastor Rob Holland's number is 403-672-0020.
   Olwyn is in the church office Tuesdays and Fridays, 10:00 – 2:00 p.m. The church's number is 403-638-4010 and the 
fax number is 403-638-4004. The email address is bergenchurch@xplornet.ca.  
   The website is http://bergenmissionarychurch.ca/

Bergen Ladies Aid Report
by Phyllis Cormack

   Alas another month has gone by and we were unable to have our meeting.
   January is the month we usually make our donations and vote on executive positions. Due to the fact we couldn't 
have our annual auction in November, we sent out only one donation to The Evangelical Alliance Mission. The Bergen 
Ladies Aid was started in 1908 to support Malla Moe, a missionary who worked under this organization. We felt it was 
important for us to remain constant in giving that one donation. The remaining money in our account will be kept until 
needs arise where we can help out. Our hope is that we'll be able to have a sale this fall to boost our financial 
standing, thereby enabling us to continue sending out the donations we usually do.
   Our executive positions will remain the same until such time we can gather and determine if anyone would like to 
step down.  
   It's hard to believe we are close to a year since we had to stop our quiltings and meetings. Let's hope things clear 
up so life can return to some form of normal.   

If you have comments on anything that you read in the Bergen News, send your response to The Bergen News, 
ljsyer@telus.net   or the Bergen News c/o Marilyn Walker, Box 21, Site 9, RR2, Sundre, T0M 1X0.

http:/bergenmissionarychurch.ca
http:/bergenmissionarychurch.ca
mailto:leila@processworks.ca
mailto:leila@processworks.ca
mailto:bergenchurch@xplornet.ca
mailto:bergenchurch@xplornet.ca
http://bergenmissionarychurch.ca
http://bergenmissionarychurch.ca
mailto:ljsyer@telus.net
mailto:ljsyer@telus.net
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 For the Love of Austen
by Shari Peyerl

   February turns our thoughts to love and friendship—coincidentally also the title of a story by Jane Austen, a writer 
commonly thought of as celebrating romance. It turns out, however, that Austen’s writing is a lot more complex. I first 
read her most famous novel, Pride and Prejudice, 30 years ago, and I continue to reread it and her other 
compositions, as well as assorted literary analyses about them. I learn more about her genius all the time.
   The numerous movie and television productions of her novels introduce many people to her work, but these 
costume dramas have also led some to underrate her creations. Emma (1996) was popular when I became engaged, 
and the Regency fashion in the film was the inspiration for many wedding dresses when I married (mine included). 
However, the costumes are all modern additions to her stories. Austen has a surprising lack of physical detail in her 
novels, with her most famous heroine’s description limited to her “fine eyes”.
   Austen’s oeuvre was limited by her tragic early death, but film remakes are endless, with the latest Emma released in 
2020. Even her unfinished novel (Sanditon) has been adapted for television. Her works are so influential that they form 
the basis of a whole category of modern novels and films that focus on her minor characters, place modern characters 
in Austen settings (Austenland, Lost in Austen), or reinterpret her work into present-day settings (Clueless, Bridget 
Jones’s Diary, Bride and Prejudice). Some films have also tried to cross into the mystery and horror genres (Death 
Comes to Pemberley, Pride and Prejudice and Zombies).
   Austen is so beloved that even her earliest writings have been published. “Love and Friendship” was written in 1790 
when she was fourteen and appears in Volume the Second of her collected juvenilia. By the way, spelling wasn’t a big 
deal back then, perhaps another reason I love the period so much. Even her letters are valued as windows into her 
amazing mind, and the world mourns the unknown letters that her sister burned after Jane’s death.
   Part of Austen’s success in scholarly circles and popular culture alike is because her work was groundbreaking, and 
yet, timeless. The romance novel as an art form had just been invented when Austen began writing. In “A Brief History 
of the Romance Novel” <https://www.nypl.org/blog/2019/02/15/brief-history-romance-novel-recommendations>, 
romance novels are defined as “being primarily written by women, for women, and about women.” Austen’s first novel 
to be completed, Northanger Abbey (though not published until after her death), is a parody of contemporary gothic 
romances. Although she deals with the marriage market in her novels, her wit and ironic humour prevent her writing 
from being sappy; and in fact, she writes from a feminist perspective, highlighting the limits women of her time were 
forced to accept. Her rebellious spirit is part of her appeal to today’s audiences.
   The best analysis of Austen’s work I have read is Paula Byrne’s The Real Jane Austen: A Life in Small Things, which 
approaches Austen’s biography through objects. This format resonated with the archaeologist in me, but also 
effectively revealed important details about her, including the context of her work within her society, and how her 
feminism and abolitionism are revealed in her writing.
   If you want to learn more about Austen or are already a Janeite looking for a fix, you can find an episode featuring 
Byrne discussing Austen’s relationship to theatre on the January instalment of Austen Wednesdays, broadcast by Jane 
Austen’s House, the museum in Chawton, England <https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GMYc60hyGfc>.
   Take a virtual tour of Jane Austen’s House at <https://janeaustens.house> and wander her halls, see some of her 
clothes, and listen to music she played. Other instalments of their Austen Wednesdays feature food and clothing of her 
era. Or, listen to a broadcast of a lecture about Austen’s life by Fiona Stafford, through the UK’s National Archives 
<https://media.nationalarchives.gov.uk/index.php/jane-austen-beginning-end/>.
   On my current wish list is Camp Austen: My Life as an Accidental Jane Austen Superfan, by Ted Scheinman, and 
Dress in the Age of Jane Austen: Regency Fashion, by Hilary Davidson. Perhaps one of you dear readers could 
casually work these into a conversation with my husband, as possible gift ideas for me, in lieu of the traditional 
February flowers or chocolates?
Postscript: 
   If you love Austen’s stories and wish there were more than just six major novels, take heart! As an Austen substitute, 
I recommend Georgette Heyer, author of over 50 mystery, historical, contemporary and romance novels. 

continued on page 9
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   In 1921, at the age of nineteen, she published her first novel, inventing the historical romance genre with this 
swashbuckling tale set in the 1700s. In 1935, she created a new sub-genre—the Regency Romance—which her 
extensive historic research allowed her to fill with details of life in the period. Her novels are in some ways easier to 
read than Austen’s books (which were written between 1787 and 1817), because there is less hidden subtext that the 
reader is expected to know. Nevertheless, if you want more background on the Regency period as captured in the 
writings of Heyer and Austen there is Georgette Heyer’s Regency World, by Jennifer Kloester.
   Heyer recognized that she was not creating the great literature of Austen and stated, “‘I think myself I ought to be 
shot for writing such nonsense. ... But it's unquestionably good escapist literature and I think I should rather like it if I 
were sitting in an air-raid shelter or recovering from flu.’” A good endorsement for these Covid times, as well.
   If you enjoy Austen’s irony, the witty repartee of Heyer’s novels is sure to please. Heyer’s novels also include period 
slang, which helps distinctive characters jump off the page. I especially recommend The Talisman Ring, Cotillion, and 
The Corinthian. I wish you all a lovely February curled up by the fire with a good book.

For the Love of Austen continued from page 8

The True Story of Gopher John
by Jonathan Wright

   Here is a brief account of the legendary John “Gopher John” Fersden who roamed the huge spaces surrounding the 
town of Gleichen, once hub of that section of the Alberta plains. This took place around the turn of the 20th century. It 
is for those interested in influential Albertans.
   Gopher John was a small German lunatic. As he grew evermore unbalanced, he roamed the streets of town with 
rags of old Mounted Police uniforms tied about his legs, discharging his shotgun at children playing in haystacks. He 
believed these rags were all that stood between himself and an even worse worm infestation than the one he 
supposed he already had. Same idea as wrapping the trunks of elm trees to guard against Elm Disease beetles. Stop 
the pests from climbing up. He was sure the welt on top of his head was, in fact, a large worm under the skin. In 
reality, it came from being belted with a spike by a fellow gold panner during time spent in British Columbia. That 
didn’t stop him in later years from making a special paddle to grind the top of his head in an effort to calm the worm. 
Regardless of the effect this therapy had, this part of his story remains one of the lesser known British Columbia 
bludgeonings. 
   John claimed he had a similar worm in his ear lobe that was fifty feet long and yet another in his leg, twenty-five feet 
long. John Martin, a local cowboy, once examined Gopher for these worms when the infested loony became lost on a 
1904 coyote hunt and ended up on Martin’s homestead. This was on Rosebud Creek. All John Martin could find upon 
examining Gopher John was a ropey muscle where the worm was supposed to be. The rags were doing their job. This  
was related to me in the late 1990’s by John Martin’s son, R. Michael Martin, near the end of his life. This may all be 
beside the point. 
   The point may be that what is most commonly called a “gopher” out on the plains is actually a squirrel. A ground 
squirrel, a squirrel that lives in the ground rather than in the trees. This makes perfect sense in a place where there are 
no trees to live in anyways, but no end of ground (the citizens of this wasteland further muddying the waters by calling 
the actual gophers that abound out there, “moles.” What a disaster the White Man has made of things.) 
   There were thousands of the rodents living on the outskirts of Gleichen at the time Gopher John lived there in a sod 
hut. This hut was dug three feet into the ground and with three feet above-level. The horde of squirrels would drift into 
town and deforest the kitchen gardens. The town hired John, strategically located as he was, as First Line of Defense.  
They paid him a cent per tail for killing the violators. He lived on the meat of these squirrels he killed, and became an 
influential early squirrel-eating legend by this life-altering stroke of good fortune. 
   It is rumored, but not verified, that he was sent by the police to an insane asylum in Medicine Hat to die, twice, on 
account of people growing impatient with him shooting at the children. The first time he was sent there, he walked 
back to Gleichen.  The second time he didn’t.
   Medicine Hat being as good a place to die as any, I suppose, however many times you intend to do it.
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BIRDS BEES AND JAM by Pat Gibbs
   This past January was the first in a very long time to have gone by so quickly. Here we are into February already! As 
a rule, we have been snowed on, blown on and frozen in for weeks prior to the end of January. I am not complaining 
and neither are the animals and birds. The Redpolls are everywhere at our place. Their best buddies, the Grosbeaks, 
are not as abundant but very useful to the Redpolls. They crack the sunflower seeds and the Redpolls strip the lining 
from the seeds to eat. I saw one Redpoll try to actually take the seed from the Grosbeak’s beak before it was cracked
—didn’t work!
   One Grosbeak hit the window and fell to the snow below. They will suffocate if not rescued right away. Thus with 
apron flapping and no boots, I ran around the house to pick it up. Gently setting her up in my hand, I discovered she 
still had a seed in her beak. Hmm....what would vet, Dr. Phol do? I left it there, put her on a pillow outside on the deck 
and, after close monitoring for two hours, she flew away leaving a token gift of poo on the pillow! This, by the way, is a 
good sign meaning the internal organs are O.K. 
   Most of our feathered friends are quite tolerant of each other at the feeders. One day, a large Downy Woodpecker 
and a Grosbeak were sitting across from each other almost beak to beak. I imagined their bird conversation going like 
this."Hey sweetie, could I have some of those sunflowers you have there?" Grossie keeps eating and Downy hops 
closer and whispers, "after all, my beak IS bigger than yours!" All went well and sharing was continued in the local 
feeder. 
   Now for some bee news.
   My daughter has bee hives. On a recent visit to her place, I noticed some of the bees flying around outside the hives
due to the mild weather. There were also quite a few lying dead on the ground. I asked her why they were there while I 
was trying my best to put a live one back inside the exit hole on the hive. She informed me that they had been tossed 
out by the other bees. Say what?? Yup. Every year this happens. They are the drone bees, evicted by the working 
bees who are making room for the new workers being hatched and fed in the hive. Well I never! I was thinking some
nasty thoughts about honey bees and their treatment of a family member with it being such a hard-working one too!  
Trying to find good un-sprayed nectar from crops and flowers is tough enough and then, at the end of the day, you’re 
punted out of the hive! My advice is to NEVER kill a honey bee or bumble bee, folks. Their life span is sadly short 
enough. 
   Last but not least is a little tip for you folks who, like myself, make jams and other preserves in the winter months 
when I can't finish the job in the fall. When you’re waiting for that gentle, steady boil—takes forever, doesn't it?—get 
yourself a high stool and a good book (I'm a Louis L'Amour fan)—and take a ride into the mountains. Yes sir, there is 
nothing better than a camp out in the hills with a campfire, coffee and bacon cooking! Keep stirring, folks—then a 
quiet evening of whispering pines and a sleep underneath the stars........don't go there! Just keep stirring. There. 
You’re done! What a great getaway, don't you agree? Finish the process, clean up, perk some coffee and put your feet 
up and finish that book! A reminder, good friends. Sometimes it's truly the little things that can make a day full of 
surprises and joy. Each day is a gift of love from God. Remember to rejoice and be glad in it and the love of your family 
and friends.
   Til next time................ 

A Drone’s Life: It’s Easy Until It’s Hard by Bob Griebel
   Being a male, I appreciated Pat’s sympathy for bees being tossed from the hive and left to freeze. Every bee colony 
consists of a queen, thousands of female workers and a few hundred male drones. The males do not gather nectar or 
pollen, care for the young or clean the hive. They don’t even have a stinger. They are fed and kept for the sole purpose 
of fertilizing the queen, and come fall, with food resources becoming scarce, they are unceremoniously kicked out by 
the workers. Every fall I have watched these poor males trying to get back into the hive and being pushed away by the 
female guardians.
   Dead bees on warm winter days are more likely workers who have left the hive to defecate. Bees do not soil the 
inside of the hive. Once outside they can become chilled and lethargic and not find their way home.   
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Ride With Me
by Donelda Way

   From January: It was 6:00 a.m. and dark outside. Out the kitchen window I noticed the big dipper and had the 
intense urge to view more stars—the whole sky. In the vehicle the dash lights reflected onto the windshield and side 
windows. I could not look around and drive, sooo I made a U-turn and parked in our laneway (vehicle and headlights 
OFF). It was then the sky came alive for me. Standing in running shoes on the snow my feet became cold, my 
fingertips chilly inside my gloves. The wind made my nose tingle and my shoulder lift to protect the back of my neck. I 
became dizzy from tilting my head and looking up so long. I secured my feet and leaned back onto the hood (which 
was also cold). Straight above, from this sprawled position, I saw stars in numbers that could not be counted. I wanted 
to cheer. Instead, creation held me in silent awe!
   It was a chilly but sunlit day. I came upon two men jogging. One was dressed in shorts and a T-shirt. The other wore 
long pants and a jacket.  
   Into February: As we drove down the hill into Sundre, a single engine plane that had crossed the river valley 
appeared to be skimming the top of the trees. It continued to fly eastward.
   I sat waiting in the vehicle outside Napa. Two unmasked men smiled and nodded as they walked toward the 
business entrance where they masked up. Their acknowledgement lifted my spirits. They removed their masks as they 
returned to their truck.
   I imagined Karen Tubb was on lunch break. Walking by on the sidewalk, she recognized us. With mask on and 
distanced she stood alongside our vehicle. We shared a pleasant chat.
   I was heading west on Hwy 27 as the sun began to set. At first I was able to use the door frame to block out the sun. 
Soon the sun visor came down. During a curve I had to hold my left hand just right for eye protection. That way I could 
see the road and oncoming traffic. As I headed south on Hwy 22, the brilliant gold light softened and illuminated the 
mountain peaks. Some pioneer buildings on a knoll stood out, making me feel proud of our heritage. Again, I headed 
west on the Elkton Rd. Wispy white clouds were brightened by the sun hidden behind them. A few minutes later those 
elongated, brightened clouds became a pale pink sunset.
   During this trip, I chose to listen to Marty Robbins Country Classics. That might cause reminiscing for some of you. 
  A pickup truck was attempting to leave the IGA parking lot. Pushing a cart I exited the grocery store. A deer stood 
between the truck and me. Its slight head movement indicated it was contemplating which of us needed more 
attention, me or the vehicle. As I walked a few more steps, the deer made a quick decision, distancing itself from both 
obstacles. 
   A deer in the vacant lot across from IGA and a semi-trailer unit moving along Hwy 27 caused me to think of a sprint 
style race. The deer and truck sprinted in parallel for a short distance.
   The distant landscape became more and more obscured as the chill of winter clouds began to enclose it. My body 
was sensing the dampness settling in. A few more miles and I began descending the hill into town. Almost invisible 
snowflakes began to fall. On the way home the shifting wind caused snow skiffs to cross the road. In one location, 
road crews had sanded, making almost musical gritty sounds on my vehicle undercarriage. Several farmers had rolled 
out feed. Both cows and horses were appreciative.  
   We had driven to the burn pile at the edge of our field. Our neighbours’ part Malamute dog had chosen to sleep 
under a tree when we went to work, instead of giving us its attention. Suddenly the air was full of coyote vocals! The 
Malamute ran a short distance, lifted its muzzle to the sky and joined the chorus. As the two coyotes made a bee line 
in the direction of his family home, the Malamute gave full chase!
   A gathering of at least fifteen horses had formed along the edge of spruce trees. Did the trees provide a protective 
wind break?. The horses’ necks were straight as their heads hung toward the ground. Their bodies were covered with 
a layer of newly fallen snow. 
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A Genealogical Mystery
by Sandy Easterbrook

   It’s two hours before dawn on February 29th, 1704. In Deerfield, Massachusetts, which is the northernmost white 
settlement before hitting the border with New France (Quebec), the 260 inhabitants—Puritans who emigrated from 
England—are sleeping soundly, most within the walls of a palisade. They have had notice that there is a murderous 
band of French Canadians and allied Indians—Mohawks, Abenaki, Iroquois—in the area. But Boston has sent 20 
soldiers for protection, and one of them has been appointed night watchman. Unfortunately, he has fallen asleep.
   Just across the river, a force of two to three hundred French and Indians are preparing to attack. Luckily for them, 
snow has drifted almost to the top of the palisade, so it’s easy for a few Indians to breach the walls and open a gate 
for the rest of the party. The signal comes—a war cry—and the attack begins. Even though reinforcements charge up 
from neighbouring towns when they see smoke on the horizon, the enemy force is too strong. At battle’s end, the 
survivors grimly assess the villages’s losses. Fifty-six men, women and children lie dead; many are injured; another 
109 have been captured. Almost half the houses have been burnt to the ground.
   One of the captives is Reverend John Williams, the minister, who is to keep a diary of ensuing events, and later turn 
it into a publication called “The Redeemed Captive Returning to Zion.” It is thanks to this publication that we know as 
much as we do about what happens to the captives. They are placed in single file, each with a “master” to guard 
them, and marched off to Montreal. Almost four hundred miles, through mountains, streams, and three foot snow 
drifts. Some never reach their destination. They die along the way from hunger or hypothermia (like Reverend 
Williams’s wife, who falls into a stream), or are killed by the natives because they can’t keep up. Once at their 
destination, they are ransomed or incorporated into native tribes to help replace the many who have died from white 
man’s diseases. Eventually the majority, including Williams and two of his children are “redeemed” and return to 
Massachusetts.
   One little girl who never returns is eight year old Elizabeth Corse. Her mother and her brother James are also 
captured (Williams’s diary terms it “captivated”!). The mother is killed on the march and James is claimed by the 
Mohawks of Kahnsetake outside Montreal. Elizabeth is “bought” by a French family from Laprairie on the south shore 
of the city. Her last name Corse, sometimes spelled Coss, is changed to Du Casse. She is baptized a Catholic in 1705 
and is granted French nationality in 1710.
   At age 16, Elizabeth has an illegitimate daughter who dies shortly afterward. At 17 she marries a man 28 to 36 years 
older than herself (his age is uncertain), by the name of Jean Dumontet dit Lagrandeur. They have eight children, four 
of whom live to adulthood. When Jean dies at age 70, Elizabeth marries his neighbour, Pierre Monet dit Laverdure. He 
is nine years younger than her: maybe after old Jean, he feels like a breath of fresh air! Together they have six 
offspring.
   Why am I relating this story, you ask? Elisabeth Corse DuCasse is my maternal great-grandmother about nine times 
removed. I had heard a summary of her life years ago from an aunt and, with time on my hands because of covid, I 
decided to try to trace my maternal lineage all the way back to her. This aunt had tried, as well as a cousin, but neither 
had managed to complete the family tree.
   I started by reading as much as I could find about Elizabeth’s life. I discovered that she actually had two brothers, 
Ebenezer and James. At some point James was given his freedom by the Mohawks but, in 1730, he returned to New 
France to recover his sister. At this point, however, she had just married Monet and had a pile of children from her first 
marriage, so she refused to return.
   She maintained ties with at least one other captive: her cousin Martha French. Martha had married the son of 
Elizabeth’s guardian, so she probably lived nearby. One can easily imagine them chatting about “the good old days” in 
Deerfield. Or maybe not—the life of a Puritan girl may not have been a lot of fun.
   As my mother’s surname was Monette, a derivative of Monet, I began trying to trace the descendants of Elizabeth 
and Pierre Monet. But the line seemed to disappear after their children’s generation, no matter how hard I searched. 
Then I read an article online which mentioned that only one of their children lived to maturity—a girl! So she wouldn’t 
have kept the “Monet” name.

continued on page 16
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Tune in for these story time recordings on Thursday’s, March 4, 11, 18 @ 
9:30 AM. Links can be accessed via the website or through Facebook.  

Learn how to successfully conduct library searches and better use the PAC.                 
Virtual program. Call to register. Wednesday, March 10th @ 7:00 PM 

We are open for curbside pickup Tuesday 12:00—4:00 pm, Wednesday 2-7:30 pm, and                           
Thursday/Friday 1-4:00 PM.  

See a demo and comparison of 
the Air Fryer and Instant Pot Duo 

Air Crisper. Virtual program.  
See the website for details. 

 
 

VS. 

Learn about the field of reporting and          
participate in a Q & A session.                     

This is a virtual program. 
See the website for details. 

Have a child that loves to build with Lego? We’d love 
to have them join us!  (4:00 – 4:30 PM).  

Tuesday, March 2: Theme: Favorite Foods                 
Tuesday, March 16: Theme: Pirates                  

Tuesday, March 30: Theme: Look What I Built! 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.prl.ab.ca/ 

403-638-4000 
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indiscriminate, which means that the bait attracts many at-risk species including Grizzly Bears, Golden Eagles, Lynx, 
Wolverine, Fisher and Marten. 
   "In 2016 in Sundre, snares set to capture wolves, killed 15 cougars and captured two Golden Eagles in only a few 
months. In winter and summer 2011, Dwight Rodtka, a retired predator control specialist for the Government of 
Alberta, found 8-15 wolf snares set around a draw bait near Rocky Mountain House. The trapper captured two white-
tailed deer, one cougar, one black bear, one grizzly bear (a threatened species in Alberta) and two wolves. Researchers 
in the USA have reported similar findings."(Proulx, Gilbert—Intolerable Cruelty)
   This does not take into account the species that have been tortured and died in a trap but have not been reported.
   Another act that trapping and poisoning violates is the Criminal Code of Canada which states: "Every one commits 
an offense who willfully causes or, being the owner, willfully permits to be caused unnecessary pain, suffering or injury 
to an animal or a bird." However, I wonder how wildlife is any different. Without a doubt they suffer, feel pain and are in 
distress when they are caught in a trap or have been poisoned. Many animals die trying to free themselves, as well as 
from dehydration, blood loss and hypothermia. Dogs have also been caught in traps and suffer or die as a result.  
   "In Canada, regulations for trap checking vary depending on whether or not the trap is a restraining trap (leg-hold) or 
a killing trap (Conibear, snare).  Generally speaking, trap checking times range from once every 24 hours to once every 
14 days.  As if this isn't haunting enough, these regulations are largely unenforceable, which means untold amounts of 
animal suffering goes undocumented and uninvestigated." (from thefurbearers.com) 
   When I started writing letters to government officials regarding my concerns about inhumane treatment of creatures, 
I was told that trapping was part of our Alberta heritage. Does this make trapping more humane, just because it has 
been done for many years? Scientific proof that animals are sentient beings should be enough to end the torture of 
being trapped or poisoned.
   I was also told that trapping and poisoning occur as part of conservation. Conserving means to save. Therefore, why 
aren't the animals being saved? Based on evidence proving the numbers of species that are suffering and are at-risk, 
doesn't it make sense to try to improve their numbers by banning trapping and poisoning?  
   I learned that Alberta and Saskatchewan are the only two provinces remaining in Canada that allow poisons to be 
used against wildlife. In addition to their cruelty, the horrendous ripple effects of poison in the ecosystem should be 

Changing Minds continued from page 2

Continued on page 15

Caring Community
   The Bergen/Sundre community is rallying around two local families who have experienced devastating loss 
recently.  
   Dan Feil was killed in a motor vehicle accident on January 23rd. 
   Ron and Olwyn Gale lost their home to a fire on February 16th. 
   Accounts have been set up at been set up at Connect First Credit Union. Donations can be made at any one of 
our divisions—Mountain View Financial, First Calgary, Legacy Financial, or Chinook Financial. Please direct 
donations toward Olwyn Gale, ‘Fundraising Account and Amy Feil, ‘Fundraising Account”.
   E-transfers can be sent to: olwyngale@live.com   or feilfamilysundre@gmail.com  

   Thanks in advance for your support,

Submissions of articles or comments can be sent via email to ljsyer@telus.net, or by snail-mail to Marilyn Walker, The Bergen 
News, Box 21, Site 9, RR 2, Sundre, T0M 1X0. If you would like a subscription, it is $15 which can be sent to our snail-mail 
address. Or you can send an e-transfer to ljsyer@telus.net. For more information call Marilyn at 403-638-2156. Remember, 
subscriptions are coming due for this year. Your subscription expiry date will be highlighted on the label. Thank you for your 
continued support.

mailto:olwyngale@live.com
mailto:olwyngale@live.com
mailto:feilfamilysundre@gmail.com
mailto:feilfamilysundre@gmail.com
mailto:ljsyer@telus.net
mailto:ljsyer@telus.net
mailto:ljsyer@telus.net
mailto:ljsyer@telus.net
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Changing Minds continued from page 14

Hawks, eagles and owls suffer when poisons are used to kill rodents. Let them do their job of hunting and eating mice, 
voles, and other rodents.  
I have noticed quite a reduction in the number of raptors I see in Mountain View County. These photos were all from 
Mountain View County.  

enough to ban their use. Poisoning often effects non-targeted animals too. For example, a 2009 study on 164 owls in 
Western Canada found that 70 per cent had residues of at least one rodenticide in their livers. Researchers found that 
nearly half of those owls had multiple rodenticides in their system. Many sick hawks and eagles are delivered to 
wildlife rehabilitation centers after eating a poisoned mouse, vole or gopher. Once the poison is in their system, the 
recovery rates are grim. 
https://www.huffingtonpost.ca/sheryl-fink/canada-must-stop-poisoning-predators-pets-and-other-
wildlife_a_23246909/
  In a poll from 2019, 75% of Albertans agree that strychnine should be banned. 
https://www.ifaw.org/ca-en/journal/alberta-wolf-poisoning-public-opposition
   As I travel on the back roads of Alberta, I question why I'm not seeing as many birds and wildlife as I once did.  I 
think of all the weapons used against species and wonder how they can ever win a war when the odds are against 
them. According to the Alberta government the number of at-risk species is steadily growing.  
https://open.alberta.ca/dataset/d5f03916-aa1a-4c37-
acee-354e69a479f0/resource/6b2c4da7-c933-410e-
a6c0-575e7c6361c9/download/speciesatriskguide-
jan-2015.pdf
   Unless our attitudes toward wildlife change, it won't be 
long before another species is added to the at-risk list. I 
believe a shift of thinking toward compassion, respect 
and empathy is required.  Through awareness and 
education, we can find better ways to co-exist with all 
creatures that we share the planet with. 
   For more information on this issue:
	  Intolerable Cruelty, by Gilbert Proulx
	  thefurbearers.com
	  wolfawareness.com
	  Exposed by John E. Marriott-  https://
	 www.youtube.com/watch?v=4EENOZK74b0
	  compassionforwildlife.weebly.com

https://www.huffingtonpost.ca/sheryl-fink/canada-must-stop-poisoning-predators-pets-and-other-wildlife_a_23246909/
https://www.huffingtonpost.ca/sheryl-fink/canada-must-stop-poisoning-predators-pets-and-other-wildlife_a_23246909/
https://www.huffingtonpost.ca/sheryl-fink/canada-must-stop-poisoning-predators-pets-and-other-wildlife_a_23246909/
https://www.huffingtonpost.ca/sheryl-fink/canada-must-stop-poisoning-predators-pets-and-other-wildlife_a_23246909/
https://www.ifaw.org/ca-en/journal/alberta-wolf-poisoning-public-opposition
https://www.ifaw.org/ca-en/journal/alberta-wolf-poisoning-public-opposition
https://open.alberta.ca/dataset/d5f03916-aa1a-4c37-acee-354e69a479f0/resource/6b2c4da7-c933-410e-a6c0-575e7c6361c9/download/speciesatriskguide-jan-2015.pdf
https://open.alberta.ca/dataset/d5f03916-aa1a-4c37-acee-354e69a479f0/resource/6b2c4da7-c933-410e-a6c0-575e7c6361c9/download/speciesatriskguide-jan-2015.pdf
https://open.alberta.ca/dataset/d5f03916-aa1a-4c37-acee-354e69a479f0/resource/6b2c4da7-c933-410e-a6c0-575e7c6361c9/download/speciesatriskguide-jan-2015.pdf
https://open.alberta.ca/dataset/d5f03916-aa1a-4c37-acee-354e69a479f0/resource/6b2c4da7-c933-410e-a6c0-575e7c6361c9/download/speciesatriskguide-jan-2015.pdf
https://open.alberta.ca/dataset/d5f03916-aa1a-4c37-acee-354e69a479f0/resource/6b2c4da7-c933-410e-a6c0-575e7c6361c9/download/speciesatriskguide-jan-2015.pdf
https://open.alberta.ca/dataset/d5f03916-aa1a-4c37-acee-354e69a479f0/resource/6b2c4da7-c933-410e-a6c0-575e7c6361c9/download/speciesatriskguide-jan-2015.pdf
https://open.alberta.ca/dataset/d5f03916-aa1a-4c37-acee-354e69a479f0/resource/6b2c4da7-c933-410e-a6c0-575e7c6361c9/download/speciesatriskguide-jan-2015.pdf
https://open.alberta.ca/dataset/d5f03916-aa1a-4c37-acee-354e69a479f0/resource/6b2c4da7-c933-410e-a6c0-575e7c6361c9/download/speciesatriskguide-jan-2015.pdf
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4EENOZK74b0
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   Back to the drawing board. I searched the marriages of the offspring of 
Elizabeth and her first husband, Jean Dumontet. Bingo! A daughter, Marie 
Elizabeth, married Francois, the older brother of her mother’s second 
husband, Pierre. So she would be a Monet like her parents. Six children 
resulted from this marriage. Only two were sons, and I traced their lines for 
another generation or two, but none of the names sounded familiar from 
family stories. I therefore decided to start at the other end of the family tree 
and see if I could connect the dots.
   I am stuck in the early 1800s. The first census in Quebec dates from 
1871, so that is no help, and there aren’t any relevant church or civil 
records. The genealogical sites online aren’t helpful either. Luckily, the 
family remained rooted in Laprairie for two centuries, so I may find 
something yet. I still have a cousin I haven’t met, farming original Monet /
Monette land—the ninth generation to do so.
   I will keep working on the project. Maybe I should enlist Sheri Peyer’s 
help. If I ever do find my missing links, I will be sure to let you know!

A Genealogical Mystery continued from page 12

Monet/Monette Residence, Laprairie, 1700s

Hmmm, the bait doesn’t seem 
to be working. I wonder why?

photo by Ev Mill

DON’T MISS THIS VERY SPECIAL CONCERT: COMING SOON!
In aid of Olwyn and Ron Gale, some of Bergen’s most well-known musicians and poets are preparing 
an unforgettable evening of entertainment. Tickets are available now, for this unique event.
We’re delighted to announce that country music star, Tim Hus, will be among the performers, who will 
also include Melanie Gibbs, Gerald Ingeveld, Rob Holland, Laurie & Jamie Syer, Bryn Thiessen, 
Harold Webber, Pat Gibbs, and Sally Banks. The inimitable Marilyn Halvorson will MC, as she has 
done so many times at the Bergen Hall.
You can purchase your tickets by credit card at bergeninstitute.ca/galeconcert. Tickets are $10 per 
household but we ask you to please consider supporting the Gales by purchasing tickets for all those 
who will be enjoying the concert. The performance will be available online for three days (dates to be 
announced), and you can watch all or part of it, as often as you like during that time.
Even though we can’t be in the same place, let’s get together virtually to support our friends and 
neighbours. You’ll be glad you did.

http://bergeninstitute.ca/galeconcert
http://bergeninstitute.ca/galeconcert

