
Bergen News 
Birds, Beasts and Botany in Bergen

by Bob Griebel
American Coot (fulica Americana)
   Stand on the edge of any marsh or reedy, shallow lake in Alberta and you are likely to see an American Coot. It’s 
easy to see why these birds are commonly known as “mud hens”, given their chicken-like features—small heads, tiny 
tails, short wings and pointed bills. Although coots spend a lot of time in the company of ducks, they are more closely 
related to rails, soras and Sandhill Cranes. Unlike the solitary, reclusive rails, however, coots are noisy and highly 
gregarious, spending time in large flocks. In winter, a flock can number in the thousands.
   Both male and female birds are a uniform dark grey 
or black with white bills. The bill has a frontal shield 
at the base and often, although not always, a red-
brown spot at both the base and tip of the bill. The 
coot’s feet are a yellow-green colour with peculiar 
fleshy lobes on the toes. These assist the bird both 
in swimming and diving, as well as making it more 
adept at walking on mud or ice. To get airborne, the 
birds race across the water, furiously pumping their 
wings before lifting off.
   Although coots have been reported to overwinter 
on open water in Alberta, most spend the winter in 
the southern United States, Mexico and Central 
America as far south as Panama. The males return 
north in late April or early May, a week or two before 
the females. The birds are seriously monogamous 
and have a long courtship characterized by touching 
bills, bowing and nibbling. Copulation is brief, taking 
no longer than two seconds. A series of nests are usually built before one is selected in which to lay the clutch. The 
nests are floating platforms concealed in tall reeds and anchored to standing stalks of dead vegetation. A clutch of 

eight to twelve buff-coloured, darkly speckled 
eggs are laid in a smooth basket, lined with fine 
grass. Both parents take turns incubating the 
eggs and the young are ready to leave the nest 
within six hours of hatching. Coot chicks look like 
tiny aliens the first week of life, with bright orange 
feathers covering the front half of their bodies and 
bright red bills. These so-called “chick 
ornaments” allow for preferential parental 
treatment of the well ornamented, making the 
brighter chicks more likely to survive the first 
week. The babes spend most of their time in 
water, being unable to fly until seven or eight 
weeks. The attentive coot father builds resting 
platforms on which the young can pass the night.
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Feisty Little Flyer
by Karen Fahrlander

   One of the most welcome spring migrants to return to Bergen is the Rufous Hummingbird. Usually around the first 
two weeks of May, they make their appearance after a very long migration. It is so incredible that such a small creature 
can make this long journey! I was lucky to capture a photo of a Rufous male on May 10th, 2021. The other species of 
hummingbird in our area is the Ruby-throated. 
   The following information is from allaboutbirds.org:
   Rufous Hummingbirds feed primarily on nectar from colorful, tubular flowers. Scarlet Runner beans and columbine 
can be grown in Bergen and are examples of flowers that attract hummingbirds. Rufous Hummingbirds get protein 
and fat from eating insects, particularly gnats, midges, flies and 
aphids. When hunting for insects, Rufous Hummingbirds will pick 
insects out of the air, out of spider webs, or from leaves or bark.
   Rufous Hummingbirds hover at flowers to sip nectar or fly from 
one flower to another in fast, straight lines. When they are hovering, 
their wings move so fast that they are a blur, making the bird look 
wingless. This species often comes to hummingbird feeders. 
Hummingbird feeders should be filled with a sugar water mixture 
with a ratio of 1/4 cup of sugar to 1 cup of water. Table sugar is the 
best choice. The feeder should be refilled frequently and before the 
sugar water grows cloudy or discoloured. This is especially 
important during hot weather when the sugar water will ferment 
quickly and become toxic to the birds. 
   Rufous Hummingbirds are the most aggressive of all 
hummingbirds. They will guard their food source against other 
Rufous Hummingbirds as well as other larger species of 
hummingbirds. They are very territorial and have been known to 
chase chipmunks away from their nests. 
   The Rufous Hummingbird is a western hummingbird, rarely seen 
ini the east. It has a circular migratory range from as far south as 
Mexico. The birds move up the Pacific Coast in late winter and 
spring, some of them going as far north as southeastern Alaska. They will start moving south again, traveling down the 
chain of the Rocky Mountains, sometimes leaving their nesting ground as early as July.
   These hummingbirds breed in a wide variety of landscapes including open or shrubby areas, forest openings, yards 
and parks, and sometimes forests, thickets, swamps and meadows. They may be found nesting at sea level right up 
to an elevation of 6,000 feet. In our area, Rufous Hummingbirds will typically choose to put their nests high in conifer 
or deciduous trees where they are hidden by drooping branches. Although they are not colonial, there will sometimes 
be several Rufous nests within a few yards of one another.
  The female builds the nest using soft plant down held together with spider web. The outside of the nest is covered 
with lichen, moss, and bark. The nests are about two inches across on the outside, with an inner cup width of about 
an inch. Nests are sometimes reused the following year, but not necessarily by the same bird. The Rufous has an 
excellent memory for location, however, and will sometimes return to the same feeder that it used in a previous year.
   The female has a single brood per season of two to three tiny, white eggs. The eggs hatch in 15 to 17 days, and 
young birds leave the nest in 15 to 19 days.
   The oldest recorded Rufous Hummingbird was a female, at least 8 years, 11 months old when she was caught and 
rereleased during banding operations in British Columbia.
   Hummingbirds do not often become prey, as they are hard to catch. Numbers of Rufous Hummingbirds are 
declining, however, and the species is listed as one that is at risk of becoming threatened or endangered without 
conservation action.
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EVERY DOG HAS ITS DAY
by Jessie

THE MAGIC DOOR
   Dear fellow dogs—and others. I come to you this month 
deeply troubled. Something is going on that I don’t understand. 
(Seems like that happens fairly often.)
   This is about the door to my garage. As you may know, my big 
doghouse is in the person’s garage and I use the famous doggie 
door to go in and out. And, yes, despite my earlier dismay I have 
come to love my doggie door. It is the big automobile door that 
is causing me consternation. You see, that door has developed 
a mind of its own. I can be peacefully minding my own business 
when, all of a sudden, there is a whoosh and a clatter and that 
door springs open. In the past I have known it to happen when 
the person drives up from outside the door or when the back-up 
lights come on the vehicle inside the garage. I have always 

thought that the door has a sensor that tells it, “Yikes! Here comes the vehicle so I’d better get out of here before I get 
smushed.” Okay, that’s a bit strange for a door to figure out but I can live with it.
   However, lately I’ve been paying close attention to the other times when it springs open—particularly when, first 
thing in the morning after a tiring night shift chasing coyotes, I’m sound asleep in my house when Slam! Bam! Up 
goes the door. I rush out but there is no vehicle either coming or going. There is not a person in sight either—except 
when I glance through the window and see the two persons laughing their heads off.
   What is going on here? If this  is  a mean trick on a hard-working dog, I  want to know how they do it. What witchcraft 
are they using to make that door open?
   Sometimes, I think it even surprises my person. She can be bending over gathering an armful of wood when the 
magic door opens. She looks totally stunned and then laughs and checks her pocket.
   What is going on around here?
   Any advice gratefully accepted.

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.

The Bergen Community Association would like to thank Mountain View County for a grant recently 
received under the “ COVID-19 Response Grant” program. This program is designed to assist 
Community Associations with operating expenses while unable to accept Hall bookings or host fund 
raisers due to the pandemic restrictions. The BCA appreciates the ongoing support from the County. 

mailto:ljsyer@telus.net
mailto:ljsyer@telus.net
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Teacher
by Marilyn Halvorson

   Uncle Evan shook hands. “I am Evan Tellman and this is my wife, Nettie, and our niece, Katherine O’Rourke.”
   At the mention of my name Mr. Cranston’s face lit up. “Miss Katherine O’Rourke? The teacher with whom—“ there 
was that whom again—“I have been corresponding?”
   I stepped forward and held out my hand. “I am indeed Katherine O’Rourke, Mr. Cranston. I am pleased to meet 
you.”
   Mr. Cranston shook my hand and gave me a quizzical look. “What? A name like O’Rourke and not a trace of the old  
Irish brogue?”
   I laughed. “I’m afraid not. It was my father who came from Ireland. I was born in Calgary.”
   “Ah well, I was born in Missouri and have occasionally been mistaken for the notorious Missouri mule! But please 
come and say hello to my wife.”
   The little round woman stepped forward, seemingly not in the least concerned about her condition or her less-than-
presentable dress. “It is indeed a pleasure to make the acquaintance of our new teacher and her family,” she said in a 
low, melodious voice. She shook our hands with the serene confidence of a duchess but one touch of her strong, 
calloused hand told me that this was no duchess. She was a woman who knew the meaning of hard work. “But Abner, 
we are forgetting our manners. These people have had a long, dusty drive. They need a cup of tea.”
   “Yes, yes of course,” agreed Mr. Cranston. “Please come in.” He flung the door open and was met by a rather 
flustered hen which came clucking out. I could almost feel the horror emanating from Aunt Nettie at the thought of a 
chicken in the parlor. Personally, I thought it was rather amusing but both of us pretended not to notice that the 
Cranstons kept livestock in their living room.
   Mr. Cranston not only noticed the hen but drew our attention to her. “Oh, that’s Mehetabel. She’s our hope for a fine 
new crop of egg-layers. She’s setting on a nice clutch of eggs in that box behind the stove there. This is her second 
attempt. A skunk got her first setting so, late as it is in the year, we decided we’d better bring her in till the chicks 
hatch.”
   “Of course,” said Uncle Evan in the most convincing tone he could muster. Aunt Nettie just continued to stare after 
the departing Mehetabel.
   “Please sit down and make yourselves comfortable,” urged Mrs. Cranston, ushering us to an oilcloth-covered table 
that filled most of the cramped kitchen. “The kettle has just boiled and it won’t take a moment to get a pot of tea 
brewed.” She opened a battered cabinet and carefully brought out three fine, bone china cups and saucers which she 
set in front of the three of us. Then she set two chipped earthenware mugs for herself and her husband. “I left Missouri 

Continued on page 14

Note from editor: Last month, new teacher, Katherine O’Rourke, and her Uncle Even and Aunt Nettie finally arrived at 
the home of the chairman of the school board for their first meeting.They were in for more culture shock as neither 
the chairman nor his large family was what they had anticipated.

   Both muskrats and turtles predate coot nests, while adult and baby coots are preyed upon by ospreys, owls, hawks, 
gulls and eagles. Alligators and bobcats also dine on coot. Human hunters take far fewer coots than ducks as the 
meat is often considered of poor quality. Nonetheless, in the United States an estimated 700,000 coots are shot 
annually for sport. In Louisiana, coots are used in Cajun cuisine, most commonly in gumbos. 
   Scientists analyze coots to monitor pollution levels in swamps and wetlands.
   I would suggest that watching these rather weird-looking birds is probably more fun than eating or dissecting them. 
You will probably see fights erupting between birds. For no apparent reason two birds will suddenly rear up and claw 
at each other with their feet. They also participate in interesting collective behaviors—large groups will engage in 
synchronized swimming displays, suddenly swimming in long single lines or broad arching formations. A fine way to 
pass the time for an old coot like myself.

American Coot, continued from page 1
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Musings: A Little Bit of Thanks Goes a Long Way
by Phyllis Cormack

   I happened upon a friend in a store recently. We were catching up on events in our families. She's a person who is 
involved in various community groups and she takes her responsibilities seriously. 
   To give you an example, we were planning a small gathering for our family at a venue that my friend helps 
administer and care for. I was planning to take care of a small job at the venue in preparation for our family event, but 
when I arrived my job had already been done. I knew right away who had been there ahead of me. So I phoned her to 
express appreciation. She had also received a thank you card from another member of our family. This task that she 
had completed was not done solely for us. She has been part of this organization for years and has done the same for 
many others over this time. The sad part is that she has never before received a thank you for the time and effort 
which she volunteered. Of course the position she holds is part of a group of volunteers. So, needless to say, these 
other people, who are also part of this membership, have likely not received many thank you messages either. 
   Sad isn't it? To say “thank you” takes so little effort but can boost someone's morale so much. A little show of 
appreciation, regardless of how menial the task performed, goes a long way.  
   We've just celebrated Mother's Day. And, I must admit, I was spoiled with expressions of “thank you” in beautiful 
cards, gifts, hugs, and food from my family. It was so pleasant to not plan the meal, decide who was to bring what, 
and then cook. I remained oblivious to all of it. I just sat and waited while the meal was cooked and served. And a 
lovely meal it was! Cleanup was taken care of with my hands never having to touch the dishwater. That was a “thank 
you” to remember.
   Father's Day is coming up. In our household my husband doesn't plan many family meals so that won't be a chore 
taken away from him. On the other hand, there are few tasks he doesn't undertake to repair vehicles, plumbing, bikes, 
or most anything else you can name. We are so fortunate and thankful that he is so versatile and willing to lend a 
hand, be it for a family member or a neighbour. And yes, he does get thanked throughout the year for services 
rendered. However, that won't stop us from having our family meal together in his honour. We will present him with 
cards and gifts expressing our thanks and appreciation of him. 
   So that's what we do for family. May this acknowledgment of “do good” people extend out into the community. 
Those folks out there doing a little bit here and a little bit there to make life easier or more pleasant for others whether 
they know them or not.  
   Give thanks—it's inexpensive and the results are so encouraging.

The Bergen Farmers’ Market would like to thank Mountain View County for financial 
support through their Municipal Operating Support Transfer Grant (MOST). The grant 
was used to offset additional operational costs to the  Bergen Market due to Covid 
protocols.

The Bergen Farmers’ Market 
Opens June 26th for its 11th season.

All your favourite vendors will be there 
eager to see you again and share their 

passion for their products and their 
way of life. 

All Covid protocols will be observed
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REMEMBERING MOM
by Noreen Olson

   I am a little ambivalent about Mother’s Day. I think being a mother is a great privilege and I love and appreciate my 
wonderful children and amazing grandchildren. I always get lots of love and attention on the day and I am grateful for 
that, but it's also a day when I really, really miss my mom.
   Martha Mattern was born in what was then the North West Territories but soon became Alberta. Her parents were 
Norwegian immigrants who came first to Marysville, Washington where they read about homesteads in Alberta. I have 
the receipt from DOMINION LANDS that says on October 23, 1901, John Mattern paid, “the sum of $10.00 being the 
office fee for Homestead Entry,” on a quarter section NW of Ponoka. Mom was born there on July 10th, 1902. She was 
second in a family of five, four girls and a boy. She died on Sept 13 1995.
   There was no Lutheran Church in the area so they joined the local Baptist Church. Grandma had a little piano case 
pump organ and, after Martha had taken about ten music lessons, Grandpa decided that was all they could afford and 
she was now the church organist. So she practiced, “Rock of Ages” and Grandpa's favourite “Peace, Perfect Peace,” 
and improved as she went along. 
   The Women's Christian Temperance Union was strong in the community and they sponsored elocution contests. 
Martha proved to be a gifted performer and my sister, Donna, inherited one of her prizes, a leather bound copy of 
Longfellow poems. Some of the poems she recited are hilarious. “The Arsenic Tragedy” is an example. 
   She also played basketball and skated.
   After she finished school she got a job at Edwards Dry Goods and was in her element. She loved fashion and smart 
clothes and beautiful shoes. She was tall and quite beautiful, and in pictures she is always laughing and beautifully 
dressed.
   She married Glen Johnston in 1924 and they moved to Chinook. They lived there for ten years and suffered through 
hail, drought, grasshoppers and dust storms. Dad hunted coyotes with a pack of greyhounds and made enough from 
their pelts to keep the family off welfare. They had four children. The youngest died at ten days, a crib death. Pictures 
from that era show Mom very thin, haggard and worn.
   They moved back to Ponoka and things improved in that they could now grow some grain and a huge garden. They 
also had four more children. Without benefit of running water or electricity, Mom and Dad canned and pickled and 
jellied everything from venison and chicken to rhubarb relish. One year they did 200 quarts of saskatoons. Mom baked 
bread, and her baking powder biscuits floated off the plate. She was famous for her carrot puddings and fruit cake at 
Christmas, carrot, apple and lemon pies, and birthday cakes with mile high sea foam frosting made in a double boiler, 
with a hand cranked egg beater over a wood stove. 
   Aunt Mina lived variously in Edmonton, San Francisco, Seattle and Nome, Alaska, and each time she moved she 
sent us huge boxes of gently used clothing. Mom had a treadle sewing machine, also a gift from Aunt Mina, and she 
re-made this largesse into clothes for us. Once Mina sent two nylon parachutes and we girls all had slips, nighties and 
underpants stamped “PROPERTY OF THE US NAVY.”
   When we four younger kids were in high school, our parents bought a house in town and Mom got a job at an 
upscale dress shop. She clerked and did alterations and, once again, had smart clothes. The shop held an annual 
fashion show and Mom was a favourite model.
   Mom was fanatical about grammar, proper behaviour, posture, and cleanliness. For years she scrubbed on a wash 
board and Perfex was her middle name. Once she bathed one of the grandkids and when the kid got out of the tub 
she said, “I hope that never has to be done again.” She was a great letter writer and a voracious reader. She often read 
to us and I can see her sitting in a pool of light from the coal oil lamp and reading us a story from THE SATURDAY 
EVENING POST. More often she was mending socks.
   When Aunt Phebe had her 100th birthday party, my sisters and I and the granddaughters rented a van, packed and 
cushioned Mom and Dad (now both ninety) into it, and took them to the party. As the van pulled into the parking lot 
Mom removed her flats and slipped into a smart pair of pumps.

continued on page 7
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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 protocols continue to be followed.
    Those wanting to attend can now pre-register by going to our website.
   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 love for us 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.  
   Praise the Lord! Adam and Megan's twins were born on May 7th. Just in time for Mother's Day! 
Welcome to this world Riker David and Teyla Ethal! Everyone is doing well. 
    Prayers go out to several regular attendees and community members who are experiencing health struggles.  This 
is a very hard time for those who are ill and for their caregivers. 
   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.
   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 Church has a new email address. It is office@bergenchurch.ca 
   The website is http://bergenmissionarychurch.ca/

   A couple of years later she fell in the bathroom in such a way that my sister, Marj, who lived with them, had to call a 
carpenter to remove the bathroom door and an ambulance to take Mom to the hospital. Her hip was broken and they 
carried her out through the front hall, past a bouquet of flowers that was beginning to wilt. Poor frightened Marj 
grabbed a jacket so that she could accompany the patient. One of the ambulance attendants spoke,
   “This is a lovely old house.” 
   “It was built in 1917,” Mom said. “Get rid of those flowers, Marjie, and don't wear that coat.” 
   She recovered and came home.
   Mom was a powerful personality. She was smart, loyal and honest and she loved Dad and all seven of us 
unconditionally. No wonder I miss her. 
   Happy Mothers Day.

Remembering Mom, continued from page 6

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

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. 

http:/bergenmissionarychurch.ca
http:/bergenmissionarychurch.ca
mailto:leila@processworks.ca
mailto:leila@processworks.ca
mailto:office@bergenchurch.ca
mailto:office@bergenchurch.ca
http://bergenmissionarychurch.ca
http://bergenmissionarychurch.ca
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Castles in the Sky
by Shari Peyerl

   When I was 20, I bought an extravagant hat. I had been unduly influenced by advice to purchase clothes for the life I 
wanted to lead, in order to motivate choices that would bring these aspirations to fruition. I dreamed of touring 
palaces and castles in France and England, and my new hat was perfect for a stroll among the statues in the Jardin 
des Tuileries beside the Louvre, or amid the blooms of any great English castle garden. 
   Alas, decades have passed and the funds to enable this extensive tour have never materialized. Now, however, there 
are other options available. Instead of enduring days of stressful travel and throngs of annoying tourists, I can recline 
on my sofa and visit these destinations through the magic of the World Wide Web, something that had not even been 
invented when I made my fanciful millinery purchase.
   There are several options available for virtual visits to some of the world’s most iconic castles: one can take private 
video tours guided by experts, or with the click of a mouse wander at will among rooms filled with sparkling treasures.
   In honour of May’s holiday, Victoria Day, let’s begin with Buckingham Palace. Although the Palace (then known as 
Buckingham House) was acquired in 1763 by King George III, it became the monarch’s official London residence in 
1837, with the accession of Queen Victoria. You can view this and the other royal palaces through the online exhibits 
of The Royal Collection Trust <https://www.rct.uk> and watch videos or read about the rooms and the items they 
contain. 
   Through the Discover (More) menu option <https://www.rct.uk/discover/art-history-and-stories> you can access 
“videos, activities and trails that highlight fascinating objects in the Royal Collection and give historical insights into 
royal palaces.” Included here is “Highlights of Buckingham Palace,” while under the Exhibition (Collections) menu 
option you will find the exhibition for “Queen Victoria’s Palace” <https://www.rct.uk/collection/themes/exhibitions/
queen-victorias-palace/buckingham-palace>. 
   If you prefer a less interactive approach and are a fan of antiques, I highly recommend Ashley Hicks’s YouTube 
videos featuring the stunning interiors of Buckingham Palace. The first video can be found here: <https://
www.youtube.com/watch?v=N3DUdLLSpTo&t=6s >. The flamboyant Hicks is a designer and photographer and also a 
member of the extended Royal Family (grandson of Lord Mountbatten and 3X great-grandson of Queen Victoria). His 
access to the Palace combined with his personal narration of its historical objects make these three hour-long videos 
a visual feast. His book on the subject is on my wish-list.
   Skipping across the Channel to France, a visit to the Louvre is a must. Beginning as a medieval fortress, the Louvre 
was converted to a palace, which became the primary residence of French kings in 1546 during the reign of Francis I. 
The Louvre became a venue to display the royal collection when Louis XIV moved the royal household to the Palace of 
Versailles in 1682. Renovated extensively over hundreds of years, today the Louvre is the world’s largest museum.
   The Palace selection from the main Explore webpage <https://www.louvre.fr/en/explore> allows access to the 
various galleries, each with photos, videos and descriptions. The Napoleon III apartments from the 1860s, and the 
18th century period rooms present objects in context. The ability to access additional information provided by experts 
was a distinct advantage of my virtual visit, as I spent much more time with the Louvre’s most famous object—the 
Mona Lisa—than I ever would have been able to in person. The only downside to my experience was that some of the 
English videos were not accessible, so I was forced to rely on my mostly forgotten university French. However, this did 
lend authenticity to my sojourn in France!
   Lest you feel I am neglecting my own country, I direct you to the online exhibits of Craigdarroch Castle, in Victoria, 
BC < https://thecastle.ca/pages/about-the-castle >. Of course, this is not a royal palace, but rather the Victorian 
mansion of the wealthy Dunsmuir family. The collections and online presence of this “castle” are much smaller than 
the English or French palaces discussed previously, making a virtual visit here more manageable. However, the 
interiors and objects are still opulent, and the stained glass windows are worth the visit.
   I am not the first or only person to have their sight-seeing plans thwarted. Even England’s George IV was forced to 
become an armchair traveller, when his father prohibited overseas journeys in order to protect the precious heir to the 
throne. So, instead of lamenting the lack of my Grand Tour, now I can find a cozy seat, don my chapeau, and travel 

continued on page 9
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virtually whenever I wish. Besides avoiding prohibitive costs and travel-induced anxiety, there are additional benefits. I 
can spend as much or as little time as I like in a particular exhibit, without boring my companions or insulting the tour 
guides. My favourite tea is always at hand and I have just as much chance of bumping into the Queen.

Castles in the Sky, continued from page 8

Bergen Roadwork Update
by Laurie Syer

   Work on completing the Bergen Road upgrade is well underway. Crews are currently working on preparing the road 
surface for paving. The surface preparation is expected to take most of the remainder of May. Paving work will start in 
the first two weeks of June, weather permitting. Following paving there will be another two weeks of cleanup with the 
whole job completed before July. This schedule is dependent on the weather.
   Weekly updates are available in the County pages of the Mountain View Albertan. In addition, up to the minute 
notifications are available through the County app and the County’s social media channels. The Bergen News website 
will also have updates.
   The road work will mean delays and cautious driving for road traffic, however the work area has flag people and 
clearly designated driving lanes to allow traffic to flow as smoothly as possible. 
   Also in Bergen, Range Road 54 is under construction to replace a culvert. Range Road 54 is closed to traffic 
between Township Road 322 and Township Road 320 from May 10th to June 11th. Follow this link to see a map of the 
diversion route.  https://www.mountainviewcounty.com/about-mvc/news/bergen-road-project-resume-early-may . 

The Bergen News Online  
by Shari Peyerl
EXTRA! EXTRA! Subscribe to The Bergen News website for Breaking News!

Dear Readers, 
Find up-to-the-minute Local News on the newly reinvigorated The Bergen News website. 
The county will be providing updates on local road construction and other issues of 
concern to Bergen residents on our website: thebergennews.ca

On the Local News page, you will also find links to county bear activity reports, Sundre 
weather reports and a Bergen events calendar (with info on government meetings, 
performances, and farmers’ markets, etc).

On The Bergen News page, you can read past editions (in the process of being uploaded) 
and find out how to get current editions.

Other pages include information about and links to the Bergen Farmers’ Market, the 
Bergen Community Association, and assorted Bergen businesses (soon to be added). If 
you live in Bergen and would like to have your local business listed, please let us know!

Please subscribe to The Bergen News website to be notified automatically of the latest 
news. The subscription form can be found on the Welcome page and the Contacts page. (If 
you do not receive the confirmation email in your Inbox, please check your Junk folder.)

Bringing Bergen Together (Digitally)

https://www.mountainviewcounty.com/about-mvc/news/bergen-road-project-resume-early-may
https://www.mountainviewcounty.com/about-mvc/news/bergen-road-project-resume-early-may
https://thebergennews.ca/
https://thebergennews.ca/
https://thebergennews.ca/welcome-to-bergen/
https://thebergennews.ca/welcome-to-bergen/
https://thebergennews.ca/contacts/
https://thebergennews.ca/contacts/
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Happy Mother’s Day
by Pat Gibbs

   Thank you, Lord, for mothers, bumble bees and the snow that fell on Mother's Day! Also for the rain prior to that 
which left the trees sparkling with diamond-like droplets of water clinging to the branches. How beautiful! Everything is 
now clean and lookin' green! 
   I'm going to write some Mother's Day quotes I received from a friend a few years back, but I would also like to write 
a few lines about my own mother. She will be 93 this fall. Her memory is better than mine and she resides in the 
Seniors Lodge in Sundre. While some folks in the Lodge like to play bingo or put puzzles together and chat over 
coffee, Mom is busy reading magazines and newspapers on current and world affairs that she then cuts out and 
secures in large scrapbooks. These are for us kids to read at some point. The rest of her time she spends writing out 
recipes she finds and thinks are worth trying. Three copies of each, I might add, maybe four; one each for me and my 
sister and for my two daughters! Did I mention she does this by hand? I will have to live to one hundred in order to
try all the ones she has given me! Mom has had a bit of a break from her busy schedule due to cataract removal on 
both her eyes. This has required both stamina and courage on her part because it was really out of her comfort zone!  
To quote her thoughts on the whole procedure, "I'll be glad when this is all behind me because these drops are a bit of 
a pain!" There we have it, folks, a typical mother figure who does what needs to be done and carries on. 
   Now for those other quotes by anonymous writers.
 Somebody said it takes about six weeks to get back to normal after having a baby....somebody doesn't know that 
once you’re a mother, "normal" is history.  
 Somebody said being a mother is boring....Somebody never rode in a car driven by a teenager with a learner’s 
permit. I can say AMEN to that! 
 Somebody said a mother can find all the answers to her child-rearing questions in the books....Somebody never 
had a child stuff beans up their nose. I can relate to this because I was that child. I did share them with the dog but he 
managed to snort them out of his nose while I went to see the doctor!  
	 Somebody said a mother's job is done when her last child leaves home.... Somebody never had grandchildren.
Another yes!
	 Somebody said your mother knows you love her, so you don't have to tell her.....Somebody isn't a mother.
   God Bless all you mothers!
   ’Til next time....

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.

DELICIOUS JUMBO-SIZED DUCK EGGS From Kettle Crossing Farm
from happy, free range ducks—$4 per 6-pack—call 403-638-1283

FOR SALE
I still have copies of most of my Young Adult 
books and of my journal, Living in the Wonderful, 
available for sale.
Marilyn Halvorson 403 638 2245

mailto:ljsyer@telus.net
mailto:ljsyer@telus.net
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Ride With Me
by Donelda Way

   “Hurry, little fella, Hurry.” “Did we miss him?” “Yes!” The little guy was the first squirrel we had seen this year. It barely 
made it across the road to continue scurrying toward the huge spruce tree near one of the gates on our entrance lane. 
   Perspective: “That vehicle looks like it is passing a lot of vehicles.” I think I will slow down and give it lots of time.” 
My passenger watched and then commented “That car looked like it was passing oncoming traffic, but it was really 
heading in the same direction as us”.  
   I tapped my husband’s shoulder and pointed at the fox racing across in front of us. Its red body and white tipped tail 
were stretched to full length. We passed with ease. Then, the fox turned back. In the mirror I watched it slow and stop 
at the edge of the ditch. Maybe its den was right there? 
   Through the trees I saw animals. “That’s a lot of cows! Is it really cows?” On the other side of the trees I pulled into a 
field entrance and counted fifty elk! 
   In Red Deer: while waiting on someone to come out of an appointment, I chose to stroll along a strip mall sidewalk. 
A metallic noise attracted my attention. A crow was waltzing around on top of the donut-shaped lid of a trash bin. The 
crow hopped down inside the bin to maneuver a fast food rectangular container up through the hole. Then the crow 
flopped the container onto the concrete sidewalk. The container remained closed.  Determined, the crow used its beak 
to extract the serviette which it threw aside. For several minutes the beak was used to pry and prod the lid open. But 
without success. The crow cawed a few times. A second crow flew in and perched on the nearest roof to get a better 
view of the action. A third crow glided right into the scene, and took a close look. Then they all flew away! 
   The bull had its head and shoulders thrust through the barb wire fence and was straining toward the cows grazing 
across the road! 
   A Sandhill Crane’s extended body and legs seemed to be in slow motion as it flew above the road I was travelling 
on. 
   A vehicle was parked at a field entrance. The woman driver was walking in the ditch. The black collection bag was 
puffing out away from her body. 
   I had purchased two large bags of potting soil. A very congenial fellow suggested he transfer those bags from the 
cart into my vehicle. He made my day so pleasant.
   At Fallen Timber Trail and the Bergen Road intersection: Red-Winged Blackbirds, ducks, and geese.
   I thought I was early for 10% off at the grocery store. Well, the parking lot was full. The store was busy. Several of my 
masked friends chanced to recognize me and we chatted from a distance. 
   The dark-coloured fox rushed across the road, through the ditch and instantly became hidden in the foliage. 
   I noticed the solid blue of the sky. Framing the blue was a U-shape of white billowy clouds. The road I travelled 
ascended a hill and went directly into the U-shape. Exciting. 
   The hawk, at full wing span, glided to a tree. As the wings folded, I saw the spread out red tail.
   What is that sound? Just then, a gust of wind caused many of the flat metal business signs to flex noisily inside their 
supportive tower.
   For a change of scene and mood we drove a loop from home and back on a rainy/snowy afternoon. These are the 
sights from that trip:
   Two people with hoodie hoods covering their heads were working on building a new fence. A portable power auger 
rested on their truck tailgate.
   A grey vehicle, difficult to distinguish from the grey pavement, had no driving lights. 
   Water gushed out of a culvert.
   A car was pulling a white sailboat with a lowered mast.
   Poplar trees displayed tiny, green, spring leaves. 
   Through the chain link fence at Tall Timber a cheerful campfire burned next to an RV.
   Seemingly in slow motion, a duck lifted off a dugout and ascended toward the sky.
   Visibility was low. It was almost a blizzard. We were glad to be home!
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Pandemic Pastimes
by Sandy Easterbrook

   Not many of us in Bergen have suffered from a lack of things to do during covid. We have livestock to tend, quilts to 
sew, trails to hike, and kiddies to enjoy. Some of us have continued to go to our workplaces. It seems to be different in 
the city though. Grounded commuters have taken up new skills such as knitting and bread-making. Gardening has 
become hugely popular. In fact, a seed order I placed at the beginning of January didn’t arrive till May because of 
extra demand.
   If you are waiting for warmer weather to get on with planting, or 
are tired of mundane pastimes such as reading or baking, I have a 
few more esoteric suggestions to make. They all have a fascinating 
history and need someone to promote their revival. Could that 
person be you??
 Napkin Folding: The 17th century in Europe saw both a rise in 
literacy and in a merchant class with money to spend on fine living. 
Manuals on such topics as meat carving and table service began 
to proliferate. In 1629 Mattias Giegher, a Bavarian who had moved 
to the Republic of Venice, published Trattato delle piegature 
(Treatise on Folding). With the treatise he proved that he was not 
only a master at dismembering animals (as per his earlier treatise 
called “The Carving Knife”), but also at resurrecting them with the 
help of fabric. Herringbone pleats were magically transformed into 
pheasants, crabs, lizards, the lion of St. Mark and fantastical 
beasts.
   There are still plenty of napkin folding tutorials online, though the 
creations are only faint echoes of Giegher’s complicated animals. 
When you have mastered those tutorials, you can extend your 
skills to towel folding. When Bob and I were in Sri Lanka a few 
years ago, the room cleaner did a terrific job of making an 
elephant, even furnishing it with sunglasses we had left on the desk (see photo).
 Ornamental Orange Peeling: Okay, so you’ve proved your dexterity with napkins. Next you can try removing peel 
from an orange in one piece and fashioning a knicknack with it. The first mention of this fine art was in an 1899 issue 

of the British Strand 
Magazine. The article 
pictured the creations 
of a ship’s cook named 
Mr. Birch. When Birch 
found  himself stowed 
away on a ship with 
thousands of crates of 
oranges, he began to 
experiment with his 
pocket knife, 

transforming peels into 
flowers, Japanese houseboats, boars etc.
   Another article on orange peel art appeared in 1910 in American Homes and Gardens. Imagine the envy of your 
friends when you show them the table centrepiece (accompanying image) that you made with your very own hands! 
The best known contemporary practitioner is a Japanese artist named Okada. He has created 170 animal designs and 
is now working on symbols, such as the zodiac signs and Twelve Tribes of Israel.

continued on page 13
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LOOK WHAT’S HAPPENING AT THE SUNDRE LIBRARY
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LOOK WHAT’S HAPPENING AT THE SUNDRE LIBRARY
REGULAR HOURS

Monday CLOSED 
Tuesday 9:00 - 5:00pm
Wednesday noon - 8:00pm
Thursday noon - 5:00pm
Friday noon - 5:00pm
Saturday 11:00 - 3:00pm

CLOSED SUNDAYS, MONDAYS, HOLIDAYS

Phone 403 638-4000 
www.sundre.prl.ab.ca
sundrelibrary@prl.ab.ca

The Library is closed December 23 
through January 1.

See you at noon January 2!

See the library website 
for more events.

Red Hot Science
Saturday, March 14th 

11:00 – 3:00 PM
Sundre Library

Sumo Wrestlers (gr 3-5) 
11-12:30 PM 

Short Circuits (gr 3-5) 
1:30 – 3:00 PM. 

Registration required. 

Genealogy 101
Wednesday, March 11th 

6:30-8:00 PM
Sundre Library

Learn to research your family tree.Registration required.

Movie Afternoon
Thursday, March 19th 

1:30-3:30 PM
Sundre Library

Showing: Seven Brides for Seven Brothers. 
FREE.

Karen Tubb, Library Manager
Joy Willihnganz, Library Programmer
Sandra Huchala and Jodi Janz, Library 
Assistants.

Medical Health Series: Alzheimer’s
Wednesday, March 25th 

6:30 – 8:00 PM
Sundre Library

Presentation and Q & A. 

Family Movie Matinee: Frozen 2 
(NEW day)

Saturday, March 21st 
1:00-2:30 PM
Sundre Library

FREE. 
Loonie concession. 

Parents must attend with children.

Sundre Library
	 is CLOSED to the public but staff are available:
 Tuesday 9:00—5:00 PM 
 Wednesday 12:00—8:00 PM, 
 Thursday 12:00—5:00 PM
! Friday 12:00—5:00 PM

Curbside pickup and requests/interlibrary mail still available.
  403-638-4000
  https://sundre.prl.ab.ca/

Do you know a youth aged 12-15 who’s done something kind, helpful, or unique to help 
someone in our community? Nominate the Everyday Superhero youth in your life! June 1—Aug 14. 
Each youth receives a FREE graphic novel. See website for more details.

Sundre Forest Products 
Summer Reading Club

is COMING Jul 5—Aug 20 
Ages 4-12 yrs, 

Registration opens June 15th

 Fern Collecting: Maybe you are more of an outdoorsy person. Fern 
collecting—also called pteridomania—became an absolute craze during the 
Victorian period in Great Britain and, to a lesser extent, the colonies and the US. 
It began in 1829, when British surgeon and explorer Nathaniel Bagshaw Ward 
invented the Wardian case (now known as the terrarium), that kept exotic plants 
alive in cool, foggy England. Ward’s invention allowed botanist George Loddiges  
to build the world’s largest hothouse in East London, which included a fern 
nursery.
   Ferns were already associated with fairies, magic and the more primeval 
aspects of nature, but Loddiges knew that he needed to hype the plant even 
further in order to attract visitors to his hothouse. So he spread the rumour that 
fern collecting improved both virility and mental health. Shortly thereafter his 
neighbour, the famed botanist Edward Newman, published A History of British 
Ferns, which became a best-seller and was followed by several hundred more 
books on the same subject.
   People started collecting, buying and cultivating the rarest specimens they 
could find, placing them inside increasingly elaborate hothouses. The hobby 

Pandemic Pastimes, continued from page 12

Continued on page 14

Birdhouses!
Build a birdhouse with Dad to celebrate 
Father’s Day and the kick off to Summer 
Reading Club. Birdhouse kits are suitable 
for ages 4-12 with a parent. Register 
online.

We’re looking for a volunteer with carpentry skills to help us with an upcoming carpentry project. 
Interested in volunteering? Contact us.
More Events COMING SOON including: Adult Summer Reading Challenges, StoryWalks and E-Bikes 
101.

https://sundre.prl.ab.ca
https://sundre.prl.ab.ca
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transcended class and gender barriers. Labourers as well as aristocracy collected them; the poor and mentally ill were 
encouraged to take up the ennobling hobby; Victorian hostesses abandoned tea parties in favour of organized fern-
hunting expeditions. Botany was, after all, one of the few avenues open to women who wanted to experience 
adventure for themselves; it was popular and widespread enough to be deemed an acceptable outdoors activity for 
ladies, even unchaperoned ones.
Soon craftsmen started printing fern motifs on everything: dresses, tea sets, visiting cards, fans, christening presents, 
wallpaper, even tombstones. Iron gates, chandeliers, and fire grates were built to resemble the plant’s fronds and 
leaves. Live ferns hung over dining tables and even inside theaters.  
   There were 40 species of ferns in the English countryside, but collectors wanted more. Prices therefore skyrocketed. 
A non-British specimen could cost up to the Victorian equivalent of several thousand dollars. Professional fern hunters 
scoured South America, the West Indies, and Asia for a never-seen-before fern. If a person could not afford to sponsor 
a scientific expedition, there was always the notorious underworld to turn to: crime waves of fern theft plagued the 
country for decades. Some varieties such as the Killarney fern were nearly wiped out. But new ones were also created, 
since plants from all over the world were jammed together in Wardian cases, resulting in interesting cross-breeds. 
Eventually, around the time of Queen Victoria’s death, pteridomania cooled off and orchids became the obsession du 
jour.
   Alberta has a number of native ferns, including the Ostrich and the Maidenhair. Why not take time this month to set 
up your “Wardian case” so you will be ready to go exploring with your trowel and collection basket?
 Anthropomorphic Taxidermy: And now something for the sharp-shooters in our midst...What an excuse to get out 
there with your preferred weapon of destruction! Small creatures work best—kittens, ducklings, squirrels. You can put 
them in all kinds of scenarios—poker games, classroom settings, a covid shot at the pharmacy. All it takes are a few 
lessons in taxidermy and sewing some teeny tiny clothes. 
   Like fern collecting, anthropomorphic taxidermy was a Victorian development. 1851 saw the Great Exhibition, also 
known as the Crystal Palace Exhibition, take place in London. Under a great greenhouse-like structure, European 
countries showed off their latest inventions and crafts. There were over 14,000 exhibits, but the ones that captured the 
lion’s share of attention were the taxidermy tableaux (plural of tableau) created by Hermann Ploucquet (1816-1878), 
German taxidermist for the Royal Museum in Stuttgart.
   Each diorama invited the viewer into a miniaturized world which satirized the fashionable paintings of the day—
kittens serenading a piglet, a weasel disciplining a classroom of rabbits, dueling dormice, ice skating hedgehogs. 
Despite the characters being animals, the tableaux dripped with emotion and played into the Victorians’ scientific 
curiosity and their heightened sense of morbidity. The works dazzled Queen Victoria, Charles Dickens, Charles Darwin, 
Lewis Carroll, Charlotte Bronte, and six million other attendees.
   Would-be practitioners of the art here in Bergen have two fine examples right in the neighbourhood: the Torrington 
Gopher Hole Museum and our very own Museum of Fear and Wonder (both closed temporarily).
   I hope you enjoyed reading about these rather unusual pastimes. Most of the information comes from two of my 
favourite websites, Public Domain Review and Atlas Obscura. They are full of quirky essays and images—there is 
always something bound to catch your attention.
   If you’d rather focus on gardening, gook luck this summer. With covid abating, you might even be able to have 
guests to enjoy your home-grown food. Don’t forget the fancy napkins!

Pandemic Pastimes, continued from page 13

with a setting of my china for eight but the trip was a little hard on breakable things, she said with a rueful smile. “Still, 
I have enough left to enjoy the pattern and at least set a decent place for company”.
   As she bustled about making the tea I had a chance to study my surroundings. It didn’t seem possible that this huge 
family all shared this little cottage. But in the midst of all the clutter of daily living it was the books that caught my eye. 
They were everywhere that a surface could hold them. Tottering piles occupied a shelf by the table. A stack stood on 
the floor next to the old sofa. In a place of pride in a real bookcase there was a set of leather-bound classics. I could 
read the names of the authors on their spines: Shakespeare, Dickens, Sir Walter Scott…

Teacher, continued from page 4

continued on page 15
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Teacher, continued from page 14
   Mrs. Cranston poured the tea with the grace of a fine lady pouring in the parlor of her fine house in Mount Royal. 
She set a sugar bowl on the table and then, with a flourish, added a pitcher of thick yellow cream. “We are in luck, as 
Flossie has just freshened so we have cream again,” she said proudly. I noticed that while the cream was quite 
plentiful, there was very little sugar in the bowl. My instinct told me to forget my fondness for sweet tea today and I 
noticed that neither Aunt Nettie nor Uncle Evan indulged in their usual teaspoon of sugar. 
   As we sipped our tea and spoke of the weather and various other inconsequential things, I noticed that the Cranston 
children had crept close to stand or squat on the floor, big-eyed and silent, just taking in our conversation. Mr. 
Cranston noticed, too. “Children,” he scolded gently, “it is not the best of manners to lurk about staring at our guests, 
you know.”
   Mrs. Cranston laid a hand on his arm. “Oh, let them be, Abner,” she said with a smile. “You know how excited they 
are at the thought of having a new teacher. They just want to be a part of things.” She turned to me and said softly, “I 
do hope you will accept the position, my dear. Both Abner and I were teachers back in Missouri and we set great store 
on education.”
   Sometimes my manners are not the best either, for, without thinking, I found myself blurting out the first thought that 
crossed my mind. “But if you had good jobs back there, what made you come away out here?” I did manage to stop 
myself before I added, “to live on next to nothing at the end of everywhere.”
   Mrs. Cranston looked at her husband and it was he who spoke up. “Ah, Miss O’Rourke, I can see why you would 
ask. Indeed, we did give up a more comfortable life back home. But sometimes it is worth sacrificing present comfort 
for future dreams. Missouri has been settled for almost a hundred years. All of the land was priced beyond our means. 
Here, land is free for the homesteading. This country is young with its whole future ahead of it—as are our children. 
We are giving them the opportunity to be all that they can be.”
   I pondered those words for a moment, thinking of their significance and wondering how to reply to them.
But I did not need to reply at all for it was Uncle Evan who spoke and, as he did, I caught a momentary glimpse of 
unshed tears in his eyes. “Yes, Mr. Cranston, we must most certainly look ahead, not back. Our past cannot be 
recaptured and we must give over the future to our young people, like our Kate and your wonderful brood.” He looked 
at me then with such fondness and hope that I felt tears prick my own eyes. Only Aunt Nettie and I could understand 
what lay behind those words.
   A few short years ago Uncle Evan had been a wealthy man, owner of a good farm as well as the big general store 
and lumberyard in Mortlach, Saskatchewan. But, as a devout Christian who lived his belief, when dust and Depression 
hit he continued to give credit to dried-out farmers with no hope of repayment until he, too, was bankrupt. Now, he 
managed to scrape out a bare living as a clerk in a lumberyard in a small town near Calgary. Uncle Evan’s glory days 
were over. Now he looked to me to make him proud of the girl that he and Aunt Nettie had practically raised with so 
much love and caring.
   Before any of us managed to dissolve in tears Mrs. Cranston saved the day. “Abner,” she said. “these people still 
have a long drive ahead of them. Don’t you think you should take Miss O’Rourke for a tour of the school now so she 
will know what she is getting herself into should she decide to accept our offer?”
   “Quite right, my dear,” he said, standing up. “I’ll just saddle up old Blue and take the shortcut through the bush. We 
should arrive at the school at about the same time.”
   We thanked Mrs. Cranston for the tea and trooped outside with the whole string of children behind us. Mehetabel 
took advantage of the open door to return to her nest.
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