
Bergen News 
Birds, Beasts and Botany in Bergen

by Bob Griebel; photo by Sandy Easterbrook

Canadian (or Northern) Gooseberry (ribes oxyacathoides)
   I have wondered from time to time what, if anything, gooseberries have to do with geese. Turns out, not much at all. 
The name gooseberry is a derivative of the French groseille, which came from the Medieval Latin term for 
gooseberries, grossularia. The Latin term was a derivative of the Old German name for the berries, Krakuselbeere, 
meaning a curled or crimped berry. And there you have it, no geese Involved!
   Ribes oxyacanthoides is a native North American shrub and can be found from Alaska, across western Canada to 
the Hudson Bay basin, and into the western and north-central United States. The bush does well in riparian areas but 
also grows in openings of the boreal forest and on rocky prairie hillsides. The stems have thorns or spines, hence the 
Modern German name of stachelbeere or prickle berry.
   The heart-shaped leaves are 
deeply toothed and somewhat 
reminiscent of maple leaves. 
Short hairs can be found on 
both the upper and lower 
surface of the leaves as well as  
the leaf stem. The cream, 
pinkish-purple or green flowers  
of the gooseberry appear from 
April to June, depending on the 
latitude, and berries are 
produced from June to August. 
A shallow root system radiates 
from a central crown.
   The Canadian Gooseberry is 
pollinated by insects and the 
bushes regenerate by seed. 
Seed production begins when 
the plants are three to five 
years of age, with the seeds 
being dispersed by animals or 
simply dropping to the soil 
beneath the parent. The seeds have long term viability in the soil, and the plants come back vigourously after grass or 
bush fires. 
   White pine blister rust was initially brought to North America from Europe in a large shipment of pine seedlings. 
Shortly thereafter it was recognized that the Canadian Gooseberry was an alternate host for the disease. Because of 
the economic implications to the lumber industry, and because only a few gooseberry plants per acre were sufficient 
to perpetuate the disease, efforts were made to eradicate the gooseberry bush in several Great Lake States. These 
efforts met with partial success.
   The berries of ribes oxycathoides are certainly edible and were extensively used by First Nations. Berries can be 
eaten either green or ripened. A withered floral remnant called a “tail” or “pigtail” sits on top of the berry and is usually 
nipped off before use. Although the antioxidant properties of gooseberries are lower than either blueberries or 
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cranberries, they are very rich in both Vitamin C and pectin, and make delicious jams or jellies. Both grizzly bears and 
mule deer will forage the berries. 
   The plant’s medicinal properties were recognized by the Potawatomi natives who used the roots and bark as a 
uterine remedy and for sore throats. Various tribes also used the hollowed out canes of gooseberry for pipe stems, 
and the Cowichan boiled the roots, then pounded them to make rope and fishing nets. The spines of gooseberry 
branches were used as tattooing needles and to drain small abscesses. The Saanich natives made a concoction of 
bitter cherry and gooseberry roots which was thought to make children intelligent as well as obedient. This is 
information Sandy and I could have used thirty years ago.

Canadian Gooseberry continued from page 1

The Gift of Fire
by Sandy Easterbrook

   Fire has always fascinated me. It is audible, tangible (ouch), and visible. Visible, yet composed of invisible gases--
carbon monoxide and dioxide, nitrogen, oxygen and water vapour. It consists of both matter (gas) and energy (light 
and heat). It’s comforting yet dangerous. It’s beautiful but can result in ugliness and despair.
   When I was a child, one of my favourite pastimes was building fires in our backyard, and seeing what burned and 
what didn’t. That came to a halt when my mom looked out the window one day and saw me transfixed with terror, 
clutching a hula hoop engulfed in flames and dripping fiery gobs of plastic. I gave up the pastime for a while, but Girl 
Guide camp revived my pyromaniacal instincts and, at the end of the camp stay, our tent always won for best fire-
makers. 
   Imagine what a turning point the control of fire must have been for early hominids! It was a source of warmth and 
light, it offered protection from predators, and it allowed them to heat treat stone to improve spear or arrow points. 
Durable pots and figurines could be fashioned. Food could be cooked, a huge evolutionary advantage. Before the 
advent of fire, the hominid diet was limited to mostly plant parts composed of simple sugars and carbohydrates such 
as seeds, flowers, and fruits. Parts of the plant such as stems, leaves, and tubers were inaccessible as a food source, 
due to the indigestibility of raw cellulose and starch. Cooking, however, made starchy and fibrous foods edible and 
also allowed some toxic foods, such as flax and cassava, to become edible, thus increasing the diversity of the diet. 
Cooking killed parasites in meat and made it much easier to chew and digest. It actually changed man’s facial 
appearance, by causing a shrinkage of molars and, eventually, a decreased jaw volume and smaller teeth overall. Fire 
also allowed for the smoking of fish and meat, ensuring a winter supply of food. As a result of raised nutrition levels 
from switching from a mainly plant-based diet to a mainly meat diet, hominids’ survival and reproduction rates 
increased.
   When did all this happen? Hominids’ control of fire was an interminably slow process, and estimates range 
anywhere between 1.7 million and 200 thousand years ago, long before Homo Sapiens (us!) had arrived on the scene. 
At first Homo would have taken advantage of fires caused by nature—hardening their wooden weapons on hot spots, 
for example—then they would have figured out how to bring fire home and keep it going; then how to make it 
themselves. Possible evidence of humans using fire 1.42 million years ago comes from archaeological sites in Kenya. 
Archaeologists have found baked clay shards there, that had been heated (based on testing the surrounding clay) to 
400C, as well as depressions that could have been hearths or fire pits. The earliest certain evidence was found in 
South Africa where many burnt bones were unearthed among stone tools, bone tools, and bones with cut marks 
made by Homo Erectus from 200,000 to 700,000 thousand years ago.[5] (Control of Fire by Humans, Wikipedia) The 
site also showed that hominids were eating meat.
   Fire is so essential to humans that just about every civilization had a story to explain its origin. Most of us are 
familiar with the story of Prometheus. According to the ancient Greek myth, Jupiter charged Prometheus with making 
men out of mud and water. Prometheus felt so sorry for these paltry beings that he stole fire from Mount Olympus and 
gave it to them. He was punished by being chained to a rock where an eagle preyed on his liver, until he was 
eventually released by Hercules. 

Continued on page 9

https://simple.wikipedia.org/wiki/Control_of_fire_by_early_humans#cite_note-James-5
https://simple.wikipedia.org/wiki/Control_of_fire_by_early_humans#cite_note-James-5
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EVERY DOG HAS ITS DAY
by Jessie
Mining

Hello canine and human friends! Wowsers, it sure has been nice 
out lately. These are the kind of days when a dog can just lie 
around and listen to the persons go on about things they think 
matter. The persons can get quite hot and bothered on some 
topics—nothing important like the over-abundance of birds 
sitting in my lilac bush.
   One thing I have heard discussed is mining and how it really 
messes up the countryside. Well, I probably should keep quiet 
about this but the truth is that I did some mining myself this 
summer. My person spent a lot of time out in her garden, 
watering the plants so, loyal dog that I am, I went and hung out 
with her. It was pretty boring until I heard that faint underground 
sound. A varmint was living down there! Right then I went to 

work, doing what a dog does best. I dug and dug and dug some more and before I knew it I had a hole the size of a 
big watermelon—but still no varmint. Then I heard another faint sound a few feet away. Aha! The varmint was 
tunneling! So I made another watermelon-sized hole over there. Still no luck. About that time, the person had enjoyed 
as much gardening in the blazing sun as she could stand, so she started for the house. As she passed my project, 
she stopped and stood staring, speechless. (I think the speechless part was just as well.) Apparently my work had 
caused her some displeasure, particularly since my two large excavations were right in the gateway to the garden. 
Well, I was somewhat sorry about that but a dog’s gotta do what a dog’s gotta do. I was mainly sorry I didn’t get the 
varmint.
   But here’s the happy ending. A few days later when she got up, the person found that my cat, Tab, had eaten a 
large rodent with a lot of big innards and a fat tail and left the evidence on her rug. It was probably a mole—the 
varmint I had first tracked down. How’s that for teamwork!

 

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. 

Really Great Food
is meant to be shared 557 Main ave. W. Sundre

freson.com
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Teacher
by Marilyn Halvorson

   When I finally summoned the courage to open Mr. Andropolus’s report I almost collapsed with relief. Apparently he 
didn’t regard me as a total idiot after all. There was a whole page of stuff too boring to relate but the last sentence 
about summed it up. “Miss O’Rourke seems to be making reasonable progress with what she has to work with and, if 
she can overcome an unfortunate habit of forgetting that she is a lady, not a baseball player, she may yet make a 
teacher.”
   Don’t count on it, Mr. Andropolus, I giggled to myself as I swooped around the bases for my second home run of the 
season.
   Another subject, equally as exciting as baseball, began to buzz through recess conversations. The Harvest Dance 
would be held at the school next weekend. Knots of excited little girls began gathering at my desk to tell me of new 
dresses their mothers were making them or to describe the whole apple box of homemade doughnuts that Ida 
Grayson could be counted on to bring. Then, inevitably, there would be a question for me. It came in many forms, 
regarding what I might wear, whether I would bring a cake, and so on. Whatever the question, the answer was the 
same. “Oh, I’m afraid I won’t be here.” The children looked as shocked as if I’d slapped them. The teacher not at the 
dance!
   “No,” I explained gently, “actually, I don’t dance.” They were too polite to press the issue but I’m sure I caught a 
couple of them casting covert glances at my legs. How could the person who could fly around the bases not be able 
to dance?
   I had to explain to the MacPhersons, too. I had not been raised to believe in dancing. In Aunt Nettie’s and Uncle 
Evan’s books, dancing was a sin. Up until now, I’d never questioned their beliefs and, even though the two of them 
were 80 miles away, I couldn’t bring myself to betray them now.
   So it was that Mr. and Mrs. Mac set off, reluctantly leaving me at home alone with my marking.
   I kept at it for an hour or so but it was no use. With that huge harvest moon peering in my window and the warm 
Chinook wind teasing around the roof, marking papers was the farthest thing from my mind. I needed air. I lit the 
lantern, grabbed my jacket and headed out. Laddie greeted me with vigorous waggings and a grin that showed all his 
excellent white fangs. “Want to go for a walk, boy?” I asked. The wagging grew so violent I was afraid he might 
dislocate something.
   “Okay, okay, take it easy,” I said, patting his big head. “Which way do you want to go?” He bounded off up the 
woods trail like he knew where he was going. I followed. The night was spooky with branches scraping and tree trunks 
groaning as they swayed back and forth in the gusting wind. Clouds raced across the sky, occasionally sliding across 
the moon, then racing away to let its light make the shadows of the dancing trees flit across the trail like furtive wild 
things. It was the kind of night to make you feel young and alive—and restless. I quickened my pace, striding up the 
long hill like some early frontiersman.
   Suddenly, a faint sound came drifting on the wind. It was eerie, haunting. I felt the skin prickle on the back of my 
neck. “What’s that, Laddie?” I asked the grinning Collie but he seemed unconcerned, his grin undimmed as he pricked 
up his ears and listened. Then the sound came a little louder and I realized what it was. Music. Violin music. I could 
even recognize the tune. Something that had been around ever since the Civil War. Lorena, I think it was called. It was 
so sad and so beautiful, and somehow so lonely on that beautiful moonlit night, that I felt tears sting my eyes. Sensing 
my mood, Laddie whined and licked my hand. As if the musician, too, had sensed my mood, suddenly the music 
stopped and seconds later began again, transformed into rip-roaring hoedown. Now I could hear a guitar and a banjo, 
too. And now I knew what I was hearing. It was the music from the dance up the hill in the schoolhouse. My foot 
began to tap to the rhythm of Turkey in the Straw. 
   With no conscious direction from me, my feet began to move up the trail again, heading toward the sound of that 
music. Continued on page 5

Note from editor: Last month, new teacher, Katherine O’Rourke’s, difficult day with the school inspector ended 
delightfully for her when the older students secretly set his car up on blocks leaving him stranded with his tires 
spinning. Now, a new predicament awaits her.
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Musings: Round and Round
by Phyllis Cormack

   Have you ever wondered how the seasons know to come and go? Or perhaps why we are here in this period of 
history? It all had to start at some given time because our lifestyle has changed dramatically since I was a kid. How 
many generations of your ancestors can you count? It goes back a long way. Generations come and generations go,  
some remembered and some forgotten. We as humans are continually regenerating. And so it goes with our 
surroundings. It's a repetitive cycle.    
   Every day just before the sun peeps over the horizon we almost always have a glorious sunrise. This big ball of fire 
warms our part of the earth's surface for a given number of hours then lowers itself in the western sky very often 
giving us another amazing spectrum of color before it disappears, giving all living things a period of rest. Where would 
we be without the sun? Easy answer—we wouldn't be. 
   The wind is another wonder. Where does it start? Where does it come from and where does it go? It blows one 
direction, then turns and blows back where it came from. Sometimes it's warm and sometimes it's cold. The only way 
we know it's there is by feeling, hearing and seeing the effects of it. No one has seen the wind. 
   Water flows from its source, joins with other streams, dumps into lakes then continues on its journey and eventually 
ends up where it started. A continual circle. 
   We never grow weary of the sights and sounds of our surroundings. As I mentioned above, just as creation 
continues on its circular course so does mankind. When we feel the world is getting crazy we should look at our 
history. It's not the first time that people felt this way. There have always been disasters, wars, illnesses. None of us 
knows what the future holds but we can be sure it isn't anything new. So, as we enjoy the sunrises and sunsets, feel 
the warm chinook breeze, and listen to the gurgling water as it passes by in the stream, let's remember that others 
came before us and did the very same thing. It's all part of God's plan.

   It was like the Pied Piper was playing and I was one of the children—or perhaps one of the rats—of Hamelin. I 
couldn’t help myself. It called and I followed. 
   As I neared the schoolhouse, I began to hear other sounds blended with the music. Harness chains jingled as 
tethered teams shifted among the trees. Leather creaked on the saddled horses. From inside came the hum of voices 
and an occasional peal of laughter. Furtively, I moved closer. If that front door had opened, I would have dived for 
cover like a wild animal. I shouldn’t be here. Aunt Nettie would be appalled. Dances were sinful and lurking outside 
one listening to the music was no doubt equally sinful. So why was I creeping closer? Well, curiosity killed the cat and 
I had always felt a little feline myself. And that window blind at the very end was up a little ways… 
   I ducked down and made my cautious way into position. Even with the moonlight I would be in relative darkness 
compared to the brightness of the gas lamps inside. The music was ripping along again with Old Dan Tucker. The poor 
old building was practically vibrating from the stomping of heavy boots. I wondered how much more it could stand 
before it simply disintegrated. But at least everyone was too involved to be staring out that little space of window.  
   I set the lantern down, raised my head, and peered inside—right into the face of the man with the violin! He was 
standing at the front of the room not six feet from the window—with his foot propped up on my chair, I noticed 
indignantly. But that was the least of my worries because, at the angle he stood he was looking right at me and, 
darkness or no darkness, I knew he saw me. He never missed a beat with his sawing bow and flying fingers but his 
eyes met mine, he smiled a slow smile—and he winked at me.
   Totally mortified, I ducked out of his sight and, although I’m sure my face was flaming bright enough to light the 
night all on its own, I picked up my lantern and fled. Laddie ran at my heels, barking with glee.  
   I was almost home before I slowed to a panting halt. What had I done? Here I was, the teacher, just about the most 
respected person in the community, the person expected to show dignity and leadership, caught behaving like a 
common peeping tom. I was ruined!  
   Too rattled to think of what else to do, I undressed and climbed into bed. But sleep was the farthest thing from my 
mind. I kept re-living that awful moment when that fiddler’s eyes met mine. There was something familiar about that 

Teacher, continued from page 4

Continued on page 12
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Unfreezing the TV
by Noreen Olson

   My husband and I are part of the generation that has witnessed more change than any other generation in history. If 
we occasionally seem a bit bewildered, frustrated and confused, I think it is understandable. When we encounter a 
situation that is foreign to us we appreciate assistance but we are a little touchy about having to ask so often. Our 
children and grandchildren have been perfectly wonderful about helping us when we have a problem, but they do 
these things so easily and quickly that we don't always follow the procedure, and then, when the next situation arises, 
we feel “we should know this,” and are reluctant to ask again. If it's a problem that we can handle ourselves we are 
pleased to do so, and it's good for us to be able, occasionally, to cope.
   More than a year ago our TV began to “freeze.” For no apparent reason the weatherman would stand there, mouth 
open, hand raised, pointing at a wind and snow warning near Pincher Creek. The sound continued for a bit but then it 
went too, and we had a blank screen. After about three minutes we would get a flash of light and, in another three or 
four minutes, a sign would come up explaining that we had lost satellite contact and please wait. Three or four more 
minutes and the sign changed again so that we could see a progression of numbers that seemed to indicate that the 
connection was re-establishing and then, in another few minutes, a sign apologizing for the inconvenience and 
thanking us for our patience. If they apologized it must be their fault, right? Then finally, after it was too late to find out 
who the killer was, or whether Ivanka Trump had been vaccinated, picture and sound returned. Sometimes it 
happened three times in one night. It was extremely irritating and it seemed to be getting more frequent. I called a 
couple of neighbours. “Does your TV freeze?” “No.”
   Knowing full well that this was going to make me crazy, I phoned the TELUS help number. I listened carefully to the 
recording and touched the number that would get me technical assistance. I got billing and accounts but she said she 
would connect me to an IT person and the wait would be approximately one hour. Did I wish to leave my number? I 
did. One hour and fifteen minutes later the phone rang and someone answered who knew nothing about technical 
problems, but would connect me to an agent. I waited on line this time and, after about 40 minutes, got a person with 
an accent that I could not place. “Where are you located?” I asked. “Manila” he said. His name was Ryan and he was 
very nice. Between Ryan, Ralph and me we conducted several tests and decided that our satellite control box was 
shot. Ryan would send us a new one and we only had to put the old one in the box and take it back to the P.O. Three 
weeks went by.
   I called a TELUS outlet in Calgary. “I will connect you with a technician,” she said. In about half an hour a man 
answered who knew nothing about satellites but would call someone. After about 40 minutes a man answered who I 
guess looked up our file and said he would send a new box. In a few days the new box came, along with instructions 
to install it. Ralph managed this on his own but the final instruction was to call a technician to have the box activated. I 
dialed the number and waited for a very long time. A nice lady answered. “Where are you from?” I asked. “The 
Philippines” she told me. Activating the box was not easy. It seems our control is older than the one currently in use so 
it took the nice Philippine lady, me relaying her instructions and Ralph pushing buttons on the box, the control and the 
TV to finally attain success but the three of us prevailed and the TV remains unfrozen.
   I am quite pleased that we old guys managed this on our own, but next time I guess I'll ask one of the kids.

Please Note New Rates for 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  editor@thebergennews.ca  Subscriptions are $20 annually or $15 
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:editor@thebergennews.ca
mailto:editor@thebergennews.ca


Bergen News
The

Page 7 	 November 2021

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 am.  
   Masks are now required and are available at the door along with hand sanitizer.
   Seating is such that attendees can spread out. We are allowed to have 50 people in attendance.
   Various adults are presenting the Children's Feature followed by Toddler Time and Sunday School for the younger 
kids.
   There are Bible studies in progress. 
   If you are interested in Friday night youth group, the contact person is Adam Elliot, our youth pastor. His phone 
number is 403-586-3598. Adam encourages kids enrolled in Grade 7 through Grade 12 to join in and take part in the 
activities he has planned, as well as in the short Bible lesson. 
   Preparations are being made to get the skating rink operational for the coming winter season.
   Other outside work has been done, replacing landscaping ties around the perimeter of the church. 
   Prayers go out to several regular attendees and community members who are experiencing health struggles or 
bereavement. 
   Congratulations and God's blessings are extended to two families in our church who welcomed babies: 
Al & Liz Cunningham, grandparents to Jael. She is Jeff & Haylee Cunningham's second daughter and sister to three 
brothers. Kevin and Connie Sheppard, grandparents to Ezra. He is the son of Lucas and Robin Sheppard.    
   It's always a blessing to hear of answered prayers or praise items of everyday occurrences where God's hand is 
evident. Sometimes we need reminders that He is present and at work in our lives. 
   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/

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

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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Fred Wall, 1916-1917; Courtesy of the Wall Family Archive
by Shari Peyerl

The People of Glenbow:
Military Medic—Frederick Wall

   Many of the men who lived and worked at Glenbow later enlisted in the Canadian Expeditionary Force (CEF), 
Canada’s army that served in the First World War. One of these volunteers was Frederick (Fred) Wall, an English-born 
stonecutter. However, Fred fought to save lives, not take them.
   In 1909, Fred arrived at Glenbow Quarry. During his leisure time, he 
provided music for community dances and played football (soccer to 
us). In 1911, his family joined him at Glenbow, but in the next two 
years, his wife and oldest daughter died, and he gave up his newborn 
for adoption.
   Fred faced increasing adversity. The stone industry collapsed, 
economic depression set in, and war broke out. In 1915, he enlisted in 
the Canadian Army Medical Corps, drawing on experience he had 
gained in his years with St. John’s Ambulance in England. Initially his 
two young sons were cared for by another Glenbow family, the 
Andertons, and then the boys moved to Calgary’s Salvation Army 
Children’s Home. By joining the CEF, Fred was able to provide a 
steady wage for his sons’ upkeep.
   As the war dragged on, combat became more brutal. In May 1918, 
an unprecedented assault on a hospital 45 miles from the front was 
carried out by a relay of German planes. On the night of May 19th, the 
air-raid dropped incendiary and high explosive bombs on the No. 1 
Canadian General Hospital outside Étaples, France, where Fred was 
stationed. The sleeping quarters of both the men and the Nursing 
Sisters were attacked, as were the hospital wards.
   The official report read: “The portion of the staff and personnel that 
had escaped injury immediately attended to the needs of those who 
had been hit.…The devotion to duty with absolute disregard to personal safety, that was exhibited by all ranks is very 
highly commendable.” Among the dead were 51 enlisted men and officers, 1 nursing sister, and 8 patients. The 
wounded numbered 46 enlisted men and officers, 6 nursing sisters (2 of whom died of their injuries), and 31 patients. 
Although Fred did not suffer physical injury, his mental anguish must have been extreme.
   Fred Wall is just one example of the many members of the Canadian Army Medical Corps who volunteered to serve 
the needs of others during the War to End All Wars. Placing their own safety at risk for the greater good, they saved 
many lives. The selfless dedication of medical professionals to providing health care continues today, as we have 
witnessed during the current crisis. All medical staff, past and present, deserve our gratitude and support. 
Tips for Researching Ancestors Who Served in WWI
   Old photos can provide clues to your ancestor’s service. For example, Fred’s rank as Lance Corporal is depicted on 
his sleeve by a single chevron with the point down. You can find information about uniforms, ranks, and badges as 
well as many other aspects of WWI (and WWII) at <https://www.canadiansoldiers.com>.
   The date for Fred’s photo was derived by combining the information about his rank with details from his service 
record. Digitized personnel records of Soldiers of the First World War can be accessed online at Library and Archives 
Canada:
<https://www.bac-lac.gc.ca/eng/discover/military-heritage/first-world-war/personnel-records/Pages/personnel-
records.aspx>. You can find a variety of clues to your ancestor’s service (and family) in documents such as attestation 
papers, casualty records, pay records, medal cards, and record of service form.

https://www.canadiansoldiers.com
https://www.canadiansoldiers.com
https://www.bac-lac.gc.ca/eng/discover/military-heritage/first-world-war/personnel-records/Pages/personnel-records.aspx
https://www.bac-lac.gc.ca/eng/discover/military-heritage/first-world-war/personnel-records/Pages/personnel-records.aspx
https://www.bac-lac.gc.ca/eng/discover/military-heritage/first-world-war/personnel-records/Pages/personnel-records.aspx
https://www.bac-lac.gc.ca/eng/discover/military-heritage/first-world-war/personnel-records/Pages/personnel-records.aspx
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   The following is a whimsical North American legend from the Alabama tribe in the US: When Earth was young, Fire 
was owned by Bear. He carried it wherever he went. When it was cold, Fire warmed him. When it was dark, Fire lit his 
way. One day, Bear and his family entered a forest. They put Fire down and went to explore, wandering further and 
further away. Fire got hungry because it was running out of wood. “Come and feed me”, it called, but Bear was too far 
away to hear. A man was passing by, and heard Fire. “What can I do to help?” he asked. Fire asked for some sticks. 
Soon it was blazing merrily, and Man was enjoying its heat and light. When Bear finally returned, Fire drove him away, 
and now Fire belongs to Man. 
   I suspect that, with the increasingly cold weather, many of us are enjoying the warmth of fires as much as the man in 
that Alabama legend. Hopefully, as we sit around the wood stove or fireplace, we are sharing our own stories. That is 
one of Fire’s comforts that archaeologists will never be able to unearth.

The Gift of Fire, continued from page 4

THANK YOU
To all the residents of MV County
Div. 4, thank you very much for
your support last week. Now
it is my goal to live up to your
confidence and do my job as your
Councillor.
To all MV County residents…
we are fortunate to have an eager,
dedicated, and cohesive Council
that has your best interests at heart.
But the only way we can deal
with issues is if we know there are
issues, so I strongly urge you to
put your Councillor on speed dial!
That’s what we signed up for.
Thanks again
Gord Krebs. 403-586-0272
gkrebs@mvcounty.com

A Note From Pastor Rob Holland, Bergen Missionary Church
   As the seasons change and as winter slowly gets closer to being a reality, we'd like to share with you a few things 
that are taking place at the Bergen Church.
   We continue to meet together on Sunday mornings at 10:30 am, following covid protocols, or you can also join us 
online by going to our website: bergenchurch.ca     https://www.bergenchurch.ca/    and watch our live-streaming 
there.  
   We have started the process of getting our skating rink prepared for another year and now we are just waiting for the 
weather to cooperate. We will post the condition of our ice online and will make sure that, when it is ready to go, you 
will be notified.
   Lastly, we are planning a Christmas Eve Service. There will not be a meal served this year but we will still be 
gathering to sing some carols thanking God for the birth of Jesus. Please stay tuned for details.

https://www.bergenchurch.ca
https://www.bergenchurch.ca
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O Canada
by Pat Gibbs

   Being busy, always doing something, is no excuse for two months slipping by with no reports from this writer but 
busy I have been! Perhaps the summer and fall weather, which was so nice, inspired me to take advantage of the 
opportunity to get more jobs done than I normally would. 
   We also had birthdays to celebrate (I know, we all do) but they take time to prepare for and my mother’s 93rd was 
especially special. She is still keeping very busy and likes to go shopping etc. and so we do. She is a woman after my 
own heart.
   The gardens kept us busy, that’s a given, for all gardeners. Al and I had a break from mowing the grass due to the 
hot weather. We had a lovely surprise one morning in our gardens where 12 sharp-tailed grouse were enjoying  their 
breakfast of seeds and berries. Sunrises and sunsets have been beautiful all summer and the cloud formations
the same. Our four year old granddaughter stayed with us for two different weeks and just loves all things related to 
the gardens and woods. The birds and squirrels keep her happy. One day her papa was busy tilling the garden and I 
brought this to her attention. She looked at me and said "Papa is tilling the garden? "He can’t do that! Papa is old!
Papa told me he was an old man!" Tsk, Tsk. Well Papa, I guess you have to be careful what you tell this young-un, eh?  
She does make us laugh a lot! 
   Did anyone else have flies this summer? My sunroom had so many I was reminded of the flies in the Bible story of
Moses in Egypt. Thank goodness for vacuum cleaners.
   As you sing O Canada this Remembrance Day, listen to the words you are singing. May God truly keep our land 
glorious and free. May we reflect with thanksgiving on the many blessings He has bestowed on us and our country 
over time. 

Winter Walks in Bergen
   The winter walks are held at 10:00 on Fridays. Everyone is welcome as long as they are doubly vaccinated. We 
walk a different road every week and it's amazing how the distance flies in the company of neighbours. For more 
information, please contact Sandy Easterbrook at 403-638-1283 or kettlecrossingfarm@gmail.com. The next walks 
are listed below:

	 December 3	 	 Twp Rd 320 (Bergen Road) and Rge Rd 60 walking north
	 December 10	 	 as above, walking south
 December 17  Pioneer Lodge Road and Rge Rd 54 walking north. Stop in for some Christmas 
    cheer at the Griebel/Easterbrook residence.
	 December 24	 	 Walk cancelled
	 December 31	 	 Twp Rd 320 and Rge Rd 61 walking north
	 January 7	 	 as above, walking south

Thank You!
   The Bergen News is very grateful for the generous donations and expressions of appreciation that 
have been received from our readers. Your support, both financial and moral, is very encouraging. We 
may have to rely on extra donations on a regular basis in order to cover our expenses. The County 
requires a year end report each December. That report will be included in the January issue of the 
Bergen News so readers can see exactly where we stand financially.
   We hope to keep you entertained and informed for years to come. Don’t forget to check out our 
web page and give feedback for ways that it can be improved to make it more useful and interesting 
to you. 

mailto:kettlecrossingfarm@gmail.com
mailto:kettlecrossingfarm@gmail.com
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Ride With Me
by Donelda Way

   The dog had its head stuck out the window. Its owner, with hands in his pockets, was leaning over for a closer look 
at the evaluation the shop man was giving his truck tire. 
   A small dog was wandering quite near to a lady who was sitting on a cold curb. Her legs were stretched out straight 
in front of her. 
   Three horses were interacting with the one Clydesdale in the corral area. 
   “They must have overnighted there. I think they are warming up before moving around or flying.” One and a half 
hours later the field was bare. Maybe as many as two hundred geese had flown away.  
   A truck and trailer were in the ditch. “Oh, they aren’t fixing the fence. They are gathering firewood”. 
   “Please pull over for a minute”, I requested. I moistened a kleenex and took a few moments to remove a bug splatter 
from the center of the windshield. 
   Near Elkton School: “I think that was a bluebird. It didn’t have the body shape of a Jay”. 
   The day seemed perfect—bright sunshine, blue sky and calm, white clouds. This perfect day was also a day of 
sadness. A couple were setting up a cross and memorial items near the road. 
   “There is a train”. As it travelled near Carstairs I counted 84 cars.
   “Some people would think they are cows”. The herd of buffalo were grazing quite near Hwy 27.
   Somewhere along Fallen Timber Trail: two full-rack bucks were head to head. 
   Hwy 582: Birds with short necks and small bodies (were they ducks?) covered the pond and north shoreline. It was a 
frosty morning. Every cow path was quite visible across the grass. We waited until the traffic light at the road 
construction site changed to green. The first day we entered the detour and followed the curve, on gravel, around 
bridge construction. The second day we watched a crew member start the engine to warm up the flood light system. 
Blue exhaust blew forth for quite awhile. The barricades had been re-arranged, allowing us to cross the single lane that 
had been opened on the bridge.  
   Hwy 760: On either side of an entrance, matching structures, made out of metal, represent a black bear sow with a 
rounded back. Her head is lowered. Her mid-section forms an orange backdrop for dark coloured mountains and 
trees. In front of the scenery, her twin cubs are meandering toward her tail. 
   Hwy 22: The young rider wore a floppy, wide brimmed hat. The horse’s tail was flowing out, free and upward.
   Bergen Rd, heading west: “Unusual for a single cow to be in that north field. It must have broken through from 
somewhere”. Later, heading east, “Might be the same cow. Definitely broken through now”. The healthy-looking brown 
cow was munching grass in the ditch on the south side of the road. 
   The ambulance driver asked, “Do you know how to get to Red Deer Hospital? We might get separated at a light.”   
Why did it have to be the first light we came to, in Sundre? The ambulance got far enough ahead of me that I lost 
visual certainty. Was it them that left the highway to travel a rural road? I decided to stay on Hwy 27 through Olds, 
being certain of that route to the hospital. As a family support person, I was directed to the correct hallway and 
procedure room. The hospital tests were completed and I was allowed to drive my husband home in our own vehicle. 
We were glad to be together with stress levels gradually dropping. The weather was perfect, the roads were dry. 
Viewing the picturesque scenery along the QEII and rural highways during our journey was uplifting.
   Winter is coming. The air was very cool as we went to and from the vehicle. The foliage on the hillsides and valleys 
had taken on the seasonal brown tinge. Ice had formed along the shore of Fallen Timber Creek. Tire tracks showed on 
driveways in an area that an earlier snow squall had gone through. A grader with both an underbelly and also side drop 
blade was driving along a secondary road. Herds of cattle had been gathered to their home locations.  
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tall, blond-haired boy. I knew I’d seen him somewhere since I’d come here to teach but where? Most of the people I’d 
met were either my students or their parents and he was obviously neither one. Where else had I been? To the Bergen 
store once but he hadn’t been there. And to the church service...A wave of recollection swept over me and with it 
renewed shame. That’s who he was. The oldest Arneson boy. What was his name? Lars? No, Leif. That was it. Leif 
Arneson, the grown brother of Raghnild and Kris, two of my students. What if he told them about what he’d seen? I 
broke out in a sweat just picturing the scene. Little Kris, only six years old, as sweet and innocent—and curious—as 
they come. “Miss O’Rourke?”
   Yes, Kris?” 
   “Did you enjoy watching the dance on Friday night? My brother said you should have come in instead of getting a 
kink in your neck looking in the window.” I groaned and flopped over on my other side. 
   By now it seemed that all this tossing and turning had fully activated the dormant bedbugs and I added scratching 
to my repertoire. I was still tossing, turning, and scratching when I heard footsteps and the sound of the back door 
opening two hours later. Mr. McPherson’s deep voice rumbled. “Aye, that was a fine dance. I’ve never heard the 
musicians in better form.”
   “Yes, it was quite a splendid evening. Such a shame our little Katie didn’t come. She doesn’t know what she 
missed.”
   “She didn’t miss as much as you may think, Mrs. McPherson,” I mumbled furiously under my breath and flopped 
back on my left side.  
   It must have been hours later when I finally fell asleep—but Leif Arneson still refused to leave me alone. Music filled 
my dreams. Not the fast-paced music of the dance but that haunting tune I’d first heard on the trail through the 
woods. And, as the music played, those eyes that had met mine through the window came back again. They were the 
bluest eyes I had ever seen—and one of them closed in a mocking wink again.
   I awoke the next morning feeling and looking like something the cat dragged in. I caught Mrs. Mac casting a 
suspicious look from time to time, but I managed to keep so busy there was little time for conversation. I headed up to 
the school early in the morning, telling my landlady that I thought the room might need a little tidying before next 
week’s classes. “Very well, my dear,” she said agreeably but I thought there was a hint of amusement in her voice. Did 
she know? Had that dreadful fiddle player told everyone my secret? Hiding a blush behind a scarf I didn’t really need, I 
set off with my lunch in a basket. I was planning to find enough work to keep me out of the house all day.
   As it turned out, that proved difficult. As I opened the school door I was met, not unexpectedly, by a faint whiff of 
coffee and cigarette smoke. But far stronger was the smell of good old Fels-Naptha soap. I stood stunned, surveying 
the room. I had left it clean at the end of school yesterday but now it was spotless. Desks, floor, blackboard, 
everything had been scrubbed. And on my desk was a little basket filled with wonderful homemade fudge. “Thank you 
for the use of our schoolroom,” read the note.
   I was so touched that, if I’d been the weepy type of girl, I’d have burst into tears. But, since I wasn’t, I ate a piece of 
fudge, sat down, laid my head on my desk, and prepared to catch up on my lost sleep. That was when I saw the shiny 
object away back under the bookcase. 
   I reached down and scooped the object up. It was a small, finely-crafted jackknife, pearl-handled with the initials 
L.A. engraved on it. Hmmm. L. A., as in Leif Arneson, perhaps. It was possible. No, more like probable. This was 
almost the exact spot where he had stood with his foot propped up on my chair. The thing to do, of course, was to put 
the knife in a drawer and ask one of the Arneson children about it on Monday. But, even as that thought crossed my 
mind, I was slipping the knife into my pocket. I had no idea why I wanted to hold onto it but that little knife would 
remain my hostage, at least for a while.
   Putting up some new fall decorations, marking papers, and planning lessons filled a good portion of the day and a 
nice long walk in the woods brought me nearly to the early autumn dusk. I returned home just in time to help Mrs. Mac 
put supper on the table. Since no one mentioned the dance as we ate our creamy potato soup and warm-from-the-
oven scones, I thought I was going to escape the embarrassing subject. But I was not to be so lucky. As he dished 
himself up a healthy helping of blueberry preserves, Mr. Mac suddenly chuckled to himself.

Continued on page 14

Teacher, continued from page 5
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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
The library will be open:
Tuesdays 9:00 – 4:30 
Wednesday 12:00 – 7:30 PM 
Thursday 12:00 – 4:30 PM 
Fridays 12:00 – 4:30 PM
Saturdays 11:00 – 2:30 PM
Sundre Library (403) 638-4000, www.sundre.prl.ab.ca

Rhyme Time 
Thursday, December 2 & 16, 11:00 – 11:45 AM 
Ages 3-5 with caregiver. Seasonal songs, stories and rhymes. 
Registration Required.

Merry & Bright Christmas Light Scavenger Hunt
Wednesday, December 15, 5:30 – 7:00 PM 
Search for items around town then pick up Hot Chocolate to end the night.  
Registration Required.

Sphero Mini-Golf (New date/time)
Saturday, December 4, 10:30 – 11:30 AM 
For children K- grade 2. 
Registration Required.

Lego Club 
Thursday, December 2, 3:15 – 4:15 PM 
Ages 6-11. Come build with our Lego. 
Registration Required.

Wearable Technology Design Challenge (New date/time)
Saturday, December 4, 1-2 PM 
For youth grade 9-12. 
Registration Required.

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.

Help us decorate our HOLIDAY SOCK TREE!
We’re collecting new socks (childrens sizes and up) for Sundre Santas 2021.
Donations will be collected December 1-8th.

mailto:ljsyer@telus.net
mailto:ljsyer@telus.net
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   Mrs. Mac gave him a quizzical look. “What’s gotten into you now, ye daft old man?” she scolded, but there was a 
smile in her sparkling brown eyes.
   “Ah, I was just remembering the dance.” Uh-oh. I sank a little deeper into my chair. “That young Leif Arneson is quite 
a lad. So quiet and shy until the music gets going. Then his eyes twinkle and he gets a big smile on his face. I saw him 
just standing there, sawing away on his fiddle and staring out into the dark, grinning away like the cat that just 
swallowed the canary.”
   “What was he staring at out there?” asked Mrs. Mac, immediately causing me to choke on my mouthful of tea and 
bury my face in my handkerchief.
   I don’t know what Mr. Mac’s reply would have been for, at that very moment, there was a welcome interruption—
welcome until I found the reason for it. From the yard came the sound of pounding hoofs, neighing horses, and 
rumbling wagon wheels.  
   We all jumped to our feet and rushed outside to be met with the sight of Jim Grayson pulling into the yard in a 
wagon pulled by two lathered and winded paints. My first thought was, where is Ida? The horses were her pride and 
joy and she would have wrung Jim’s neck for driving them so hard. My question was answered the minute Jim pulled 
the team to a stop.
   “Ida’s shot herself!” he yelled. “She was out moose hunting and she was leading her horse and carrying the rifle 
when the fool animal spooked and pulled back and she accidentally pulled the trigger.”
   I might as well have been shot, too, for the heavy lead-like lump that swelled up in my throat right then. Ida, dead! It 
was unthinkable. Ida Grayson was the most alive person I had ever met. But, just as the lump threatened to burst out 
of my throat in uncontrollable sobs, there was a commotion in the wagon box and Ida sat up from under a pile of 
blankets. She was ghostly pale in the light that spilled out the open kitchen door and her arm was swathed in a 
bloodstained bandage but Ida was very much alive—and very much herself. “Oh, for pete’s sake, Jim, stop scaring 
the folks half to death. It was only my arm that got hit. Another inch over and it would’ve missed me and killed poor 
Geronimo. Then there would have been something to cry about.” Even though her spunk was undimmed, Ida’s voice 
weakened toward the end of the sentence and she sank back on her blankets.
   It seemed that Ida’s words released us all from a frozen spell. Everyone sprang into action. “Unhook your horses, 
Jim,” ordered Mr. Mac. “I’ll fetch my fresh team from the barn and we’ll drive her up to Schumann’s. He’s got his old 
car running and can take her to the doctor in Olds.” He set off for the barn at a trot. Mrs. Mac rushed inside and came 
out with the teapot and two cups. She filled a cup and handed it to Mr. Grayson. “Drink up, Jim. Cuppa tea will brace 
your nerves up.” Then, handing me the pot and cups, with remarkable agility for a lady of her years, she clambered 
into the wagon. “Hand me a cup of tea, Katie,” she said. “The Norwegians hereabouts swear that a cup of coffee will 
bring a dead Norwegian back to life but I’ll place my bets on a cuppa tea. “She gently helped Ida to sit up again and 
held the cup for her. Ida sipped, then turned to look at me. “Katie,” she said in a low, tired voice, “the boys are home 
alone. I know it’s a lot to ask but could you put a saddle on Sundance there and ride him home? Warpaint will follow. 
They’ll find the way in the dark. Mind you cool them down good before you water them and then give them a good 
rubdown. The boys will help you feed and stable them. Can you do that?” 
   Could I do that? It was three miles of dark forest to the Grayson place. I’d been there only once and, of course, that 
had been in daylight. More than once this last while, my students had reported seeing cougar tracks. Just the night 
before last we had heard one scream somewhere in the darkness. Could I do it? Ida thought I could.
   “Of course I can do that, Ida. Don’t worry about a thing. You just take care of yourself.” I hurried off to borrow Mr. 
Mac’s saddle from the barn.  
   Moments later, I lugged the heavy saddle out to where Mrs. Mac held Ida’s sweating team. Mr. Mac had unhitched 
them and was hitching up his eager pair of grain fed Percherons. Before I could even wish them luck and godspeed, 
Mr. Mac and Mr. Grayson had jumped into the wagon and the team was off at a spanking trot. As I stood and watched 
them disappear into the night I didn’t notice the tears streaming down my face until I felt Mrs. Mac’s comforting hand 
on my shoulder. “There, there, my dear,” she soothed, her Scottish burr more pronounced than usual. “It will all come 
out all right. You must have faith. Ida is made of sturdy stuff. All we can do now is our part. You must get on that 

Continued on page 15
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painted rascal and go to Ida’s poor children. They must be worried to death. And I must do what old women always 
do, stay home, keep a light in the window—and pray.”
   I straightened my shoulders, gave a big sniff and remembered that I was not a crying kind of girl. “Absolutely, Mrs. 
Mac. I’ll ride up tomorrow and see what news you have. Now I’m off.”
   With a final hug Mrs. Mac let go and I clambered awkwardly into Warpaint’s saddle. The few minutes of rest had 
revived the horses considerably and he danced excitedly, wanting to go home. I kept a firm grip on the reins with my 
left hand and held Sundance’s lead rope in my right. He was anxious to go home, too, and kept trying to pass 
Warpaint. It made for an interesting ride, especially since the stirrups were set for Mr. Mac. It was a good thing he was 
a short man and I was a tall woman or things would have been worse. Anyway, managing the horses kept me so busy 
that I was over halfway through my journey before I had time to worry about what might be lurking in the dark woods 
that crowded each side of the trail. But when both paints suddenly slammed on the brakes, threw up their heads, and 
snorted violently, I had time to wonder. I felt the hair on the back of my neck stand on end as the two horses crowded 
close together and refused to move a muscle—other than to continue with that unearthly snorting. Suddenly there 
was a crashing in the brush. I kept my death grip on the reins, wrapped the halter rope around the saddle horn, and 
then grabbed it with my free hand. One thing for sure, whatever was out there, these horses weren’t going to dump 
me and desert me to face it alone.
   Then it—no they—loomed darkly on the trail ahead. Moose! The first was a big cow, being followed closely by the 
biggest bull moose I had ever seen. A piece of nature lore I’d read somewhere flashed through my mind. A bull moose 
in rutting season is so bad-tempered he’ll attack anything that gets in his way. Were we in his way? No, apparently 
not. He ignored the horses and me completely and hurried on in pursuit of the object of his affections. Luckily, my 
moose was a lover, not a fighter.
   The horses moved on, willing now to walk sedately, and minutes later the welcome glow of a lamp in the window of 
the Grayson cabin burned through the darkness. Before I could even unfold my stiff joints from the saddle, the door 
flew open and out poured the three Grayson boys. “Hi, Miss O’Rourke!” shouted Sam, the youngest. “Boy, is Mom 
gonna be mad when she sees how you lathered up the horses.”
   “Shut up, Sam,” Patrick, his middle brother glared at him. “You know darn well Dad did that taking Mom to see a 
doctor.”
   Steve, the oldest, and most serious, said quietly. “Thanks for bringing the horses back, Miss O’Rourke. Was Mother 
all right when they got to MacPherson’s?”
   “Absolutely,” I started to gush, but then realized that Ida’s children deserved better. “Well, she was kind of weak but 
her main concern was for the horses.”
   Steve smiled. “Okay, then, she’s herself. She’ll be all right. Come in and warm up. There’s some deer steak fried up 
and we’ve done the milking and seen to the stallion and the saddle horses. Pat, come help me rub down and feed 
these two. Sam, go show Miss O’Rourke where to wash up and make her some tea.”
   I had to smile. These boys were okay. They were truly sons of Ida Grayson. 

Teacher, continued from page 14

To be continued

Thank You 
Everyone Who 
Has Supported 
the Bergen 
Market Over 
the Past Two 
Covid Seasons. 
We Appreciate 
You. See you in 

2022.
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