
Bergen News 
Birds, Beasts and Botany in Bergen

by Bob Griebel, photos by Sandy Easterbrook

Ring-necked Duck (aythya collaris)
   When Sandy photographed this pair of Ring-necked ducks in a dugout at the end of our driveway, I suspected they 
were only stopping to refresh themselves on their way north. It is in the bogs and marshes of the boreal forest zone 
that the majority of these ducks spend their summers. When they were still on the pond several days later, however, I 
thought they may have decided that Bergen is a reasonable place to pass the summer and raise a family. However, 
they have since moved on.
   The male Ring-necked is a strikingly handsome duck with a gleaming, iridescent, purplish-black head and sharply 
marked black and white body. Two white rings surround his blue-grey bill and he has bright yellow eyes. The neck ring, 
after which the duck is named, is difficult to see at a distance, but is composed of a band of dark cinnamon-colored 
feathers at the base of the bird’s neck. The female of the species comes in a rather poor second in sartorial terms.
She has a uniform brown colouration with a brown eye surrounded by a white ring. Both male and female have a 
distinctive peaked or angular head shape, which helps to identify these ducks at a distance.
   Ring-necks are one of the most abundant duck species in western Canada. They prefer shallow ponds (four feet or 
less) surrounded by cattails, sedges and reeds. Beaver dams provide ideal habitat. Being omnivores, they dive for 
mollusks, snails, midges or leeches as well as the stems, seeds or tubers of water plants. They are particularly partial 
to wild rice and, during fall, migrating flocks containing up to a hundred thousand birds will land on lakes to harvest 
the rice. 
   These birds are not inclined to life-long monogamy, but do form seasonal breeding pairs. In early spring the males 
engage in 
courting 
behavior when 
in the vicinity 
of females. 
They throw 
their heads 
sharply back, 
touching their 
backs with 
their bills, nod 
their heads 
and perform 
wing preening 
behavior. If a 
rival male 
enters the 
scene, they 
lower their bills  
to their chests, 
swim towards 
their 
competitor 
and attempt to 
push him 
away. Pushing 
can progress 
to bites and 
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My Camera and I
by Sally Banks

Hover Fly 

Hover flies — or flower flies as they’re sometimes 
called — are a common sight in Bergen. Because of 
their colour they may be mistaken for bees, wasps or 
bumblebees but they don’t bite or sting. Adults feed 
mainly on pollen and nectar, often hovering like a 
helicopter near flowers before landing to feed.


Long Horned Beetle 

Wild rose blossoms are a favourite spot to find these 
shiny beetles where they feed on pollen. Like knights 
of old, they are sheathed in armour. Two hard covers 
that join in the middle protect the underwings as well 
as the soft tissues underneath.


Large Aspen Tortrix Moth 

Several years ago many of the aspens around here 
lost all their leaves leaving people to ask What 
happened? Each year since then the leaves have 
disappeared again, but to a lesser extent. The 
culprit? Caterpillars of this moth. They’re capable of 
stripping even full-grown trees of every single leaf.

Blue Butterfly 

The blues belong to a group of butterflies known as 
gossamer wings. This particular one was “puddling” 
on the edge of a creek with a dozen or more blues. 
Often it’s just the males that puddle. They gather in 
wet areas, sometimes on carrion or dung. These 
spots supply them with needed nutrients.
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Ring-neck Duck continued from page 1
blows with the wings. Once the pair bond is established, the female builds her own nest, usually a few inches above 
the water on floating vegetation. A flimsy collection of bent over plant stems is constructed, often with an ancillary 
ramp to help the female get into or out of the nest.
   The nest is lined with down feathers plucked from the female’s own body and 6 to 14 eggs are incubated for almost 
a month. Although the male duck may attend to the nutritional needs of the female while she is laying eggs, he moves 
on as soon as she starts incubating the eggs. The female will stay with the young until they are old enough to fly, a 
period of seven or eight weeks after hatching.
   The breeding population of these ducks in North America is well above a million birds. They are a relatively good 
tasting duck and are extensively hunted, but this does not seem to be affecting their numbers, which have been 
increasing since the 1950s. For reasons not entirely clear, there are far more male members of the species than 
females, and banding results show that the males seem to be living longer than females. The oldest known Ring-neck 
was a male banded in 1964 in Louisiana and shot 20 years later in Minnesota. Not bad for a small diving duck!

OLD
by Marilyn Halvorson

   Old. What a small word to carry so much freight! And to have so many different connotations, depending on the 
situation. When, exactly, is a person old? It has been said that 60 is the new 40 and it is true that we are living longer 
than ever before. I know that my own definition of old has been somewhat revised by the passing years. There was a 
time in my life when I could read an obituary and note that the deceased had been in their 60s. Ah well, I would think, 
too bad they are gone but they did have a pretty good run. Reading the same item now elicits a response more like: 
Oh, how sad. They were so young.
   The definition of an old animal depends on the species. A well cared for cat might, at best, make it to over 20. With 
dogs, it usually depends on the breed. Strangely, it seems that the larger the breed, the shorter the life, with the big 
breeds often expiring by 10 or 12 with the little ones often making it past 15. Horses have been known to make it into 
their 30s or older but most die or develop infirmities that result in being put down in their 20s. Cows rarely are allowed 
to die of old age but I have known some to still be reproducing at 18. Elephants last nearly as long as people, but the 
biggest surprise may be birds of the parrot family. If you decide to adopt one for a pet you need to be very young or 
have a good-natured beneficiary named in your will. Macaws can top 100.
   Some tree species have the capacity to live thousands of years—if people have the restraint to leave them standing. 
It is said that the recently partially-burned 800 year-old Notre Dame Cathedral cannot be restored exactly as it was 
originally built as there are no longer tall enough trees in France to provide the timbers. 
   “Old” plays a schizophrenic role in the quality of food. Old cheddar cheese is delicious. Wine and whisky appreciate 
in value as they age. On the other hand, old is not a selling point for lettuce or milk.
   There is a magical age for old “stuff.” Just when “junk” turns into “antiques” is not always clear but The Antiques 
Road Show can sometimes help with this distinction. I just fear that, over the years, I’ve thrown out a lot of antiques—
and I know I’ve preserved a lot of junk.
   Returning to the subject of old as applied to people, when is one old? Is it when the first Old Age Security cheque 
arrives? Or when store clerks start calling you “ma’am?” Or is it when younger people offer you their seat on the bus? 
(I’m not closely acquainted with bus travel these days. Does anyone ever give up their seat out of deference to age 
nowadays?) Of course, we could go by the “old” adage “You’re only as old as you feel.” That could be dangerous. 
There are days when I feel so old I must already be dead.
   Some of you may recall that I ended last month’s epistle with a poem written by a very young person. This time I will 
end with a very old piece of poetry. When I was a child I admired it, embroidered on a piece of linen, framed, and 
hanging on the wall of my great aunt’s home. Now, I treasure this piece of family history as it hangs on my own wall.

continued on page 4
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EVERY DOG HAS ITS DAY
by Jessie

   “If you go out to the woods today, you’re in for a big surprise.”
Now where did that line come from? Sounds like it came from a book but I must 

have heard a human say it. I don’t read books. I’m a dog. I read scents on the 
wind. But, speaking of scents, I have been catching a bit of a surprise in the 

air lately. It wasn’t there all winter but it seems like something has just 
woken up. Something big. I don’t remember scenting it last summer but, of 
course, I was just a baby then. What did I know except dig and chew? 
   But things are different this spring. I am a BIG dog with BIG 
responsibilities. It’s up to me to keep the place safe from varmints. So, I 

bark—and bark—and bark. Sometimes I run out into the woods and BARK. 
But, other times, something tells me to stay out of the woods because that 

thing out there is not to be messed with. So that big furry thing and I have 
made a silent deal. You stay out of my yard and I’ll let you pass through my 

woods. But don’t be eating any calves or all deals are off.
   A word of advice to humans: You might want to make a deal with the big furry things, too. I’ve noticed that your 
teeth are pretty puny for scrapping.

	 Let me grow lovely growing old,
	 So many old things do.
	 Laces, and ivory, and gold,
	 And silks need not be new.
	 And there is healing in old trees,
	 Old streets a glamour hold.
	 Why not I, as well as they,
	 Grow lovely, growing old.
   No author’s name was attached to the poem so I thought perhaps Aunt Nell had written it herself or it was authored 
by one of her friends. I typed Author Unknown under it and was ready to call it a day. Then, on a whim, I googled the 
first line and, lo and behold, up popped the author’s name: Karle Wilson Baker, a female poet and author of the early 
20th century.
   There you go, Karle, credit for your poetry, at last.  

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.

Submissions of articles or comments can be sent via email to ljsyer@telus.net, snail-mail to Marilyn Walker, The Bergen News, 
Box 21, Site 9, RR 2, Sundre, T0M 1X0 or call Marilyn Halvorson at 638-2245. If you would like a subscription, it is $15 which 
can be sent to our snail-mail address. Remember, subscriptions are coming due for this year. Your subscription expiry date will 
be highlighted on the label. Thank you for your continued support.

Old continued form page 3
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Musings: Happy Mother's Day!
by Phyllis Cormack

   It's the merry month of May—already. Let me just say Brrrrrr...... At least, that's my reaction at the start of the 
month. What happened to rain? You know that clear liquid that falls from the clouds and waters the earth? April 
showers bring May flowers—or so I've heard. Too cold for flowers, although my daffodil buds are peeking through.  
They are tough little plants. I'm feeling sorry for the birds that have returned expecting to settle into their summer 
lifestyle of building nests, laying eggs then spending most of their time searching for bugs, worms etc to feed their 
offspring. It's interesting to watch those pudgy male robins with their beautiful bronze breasts stuck out there—
bobbing along listening for worms then, once they have a beak full, flying to the nest to feed the ever-hungry little 
ones. Then you see the female. A rather drab grey rusty breast doing the same. Somehow she appears to be a bit 
weary but perhaps it's just her coloring. Good camouflage for her on the nest while her mate attracts the predators 
away with his flashy feathers. They are dedicated parents. 
   And speaking of parents—this is the month we celebrate Mother’s day. In our part of the world, since 1914, the 
second Sunday in May has been chosen for this special event. Countries around the world also have set a day to 
recognize moms and all they do for their families. Interestingly, not all have chosen the same day or even the same 
month. January and September are the two months of the year that are missed when one checks the calendar. Every 
other month of the year has dates marked as Mother's Day. But most of the countries in the world celebrate Mother’s 
Day on the same Sunday we do. I didn't check into how they all celebrate. I can only imagine how elaborate some 
cultures might be. I'm happy with a family get together. I hope all you moms felt a little more special on the day set 
aside to recognize you!  

A PLACE CALLED BERGEN
THE SCHOOLS OF BERGEN

by Marilyn Halvorson

   The schools of Bergen—not to be confused with The Bergen School. During the first half of the 20th century, the 
Bergen School was just one of the three that served the students of what might be referred to as The Greater Bergen 
Area. 
   The Bergen School was where the Bergen Hall is now. (The school building, furnished as it was when it closed in the 
1960s, is located on the Sundre Museum grounds.) 
   The Eidswold School (also known as the Highland School) was located at the corner of RR61 and TWP Rd. 341.That 
school was in good shape when it closed, as its log predecessor burned in the 1930s and was replaced by a well-built 
frame building. After closure, the Eidswold School building was sold to a private individual who moved it away. 
   The Red Deer Valley School stood at the corner of RR61 and Pioneer Lodge Road. After it closed the log building 
and its surrounding acreage were sold to a couple who re-purposed the school for a house and raised their family in it. 
Although no longer lived in, the sturdy building still stands in its original place.
   The pupils walked or rode horseback to all of the schools until sometime in the 1950s when school bus service was 
introduced to Bergen School, the only one still operating at the time.

Delicious duck eggs for sale from free-range, happy ducks. 
Jumbo-sized compared to chicken eggs. $7/dozen. Call Sandy at 

403-638-1283.
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Remembering the Petersens 
by Noreen Olson

   “Am I speaking to Noreen Olson?” The voice on the phone was young and male.
   “Yes,” I answered warily.
   “Do you have a few minutes to talk?”
   “That depends on the subject,” I said, imagining a vacuum cleaner demonstration or an offer of new windows and 
doors.
   “My name is Dave Jensen and my dad's sister was Ingrid Jensen. I have been told that you spoke at Ingrid's funeral 
and you might be able to tell me something about my grandparents, Kai and Tina Petersen.”
   Kai and Tina Petersen and my parents, Glen and Martha Johnston, had been neighbours and friends on farms NW of 
Ponoka. The four Petersen kids were about the same age as the four youngest in our family and we exchanged visits, 
went picnicking at the river and picking berries. I remember Mrs. Petersen curling my hair with tongs heated in a coal 
oil lamp. She was not as tall as my mom, blonde, pretty, neat, good natured, and always had lovely things to feed us. 
The Petersen kids were Alfie, Ingrid, Rita and Edwin. Ingrid and I were three months apart so I'm sure that at 
community events we were bundled together on a pile of coats and knew each other as babies.
   My birthday is in December and hers in April so I started school before she did, but the year that I was in grade two 
and Inky was in grade one we were together every day. I remember us practicing for the Christmas Concert. We were 
in drills and plays together and Rita and Edwin were singing a duet, “Reuben, Reuben I've been thinking, what a grand 
world this would be.....” Concert night came and there were no Petersen kids. I was upset and angry. What could 
possibly be more important than the Christmas Concert?
   Mrs. Petersen was dead; a heart attack I think. In a couple of weeks Kai had found a housekeeper and the kids were 
back in school, but money was tight so he went to work on a construction crew. In a very short time there was an 
accident and he died beneath some large piece of equipment. Dave's dad, Alfie, was four, Inky (Ingrid) six, Rita nine, 
Ed ten.
   Our house was small and already crowded, but somehow my folks managed to keep the little Petersens until the 
Danish Church could make other arrangements. Rita and Edwin went to a family out of our district but near enough 
that they visited once or twice a year. Inky and Alfie went further away and my brother, Howie, and I imagined them as 
Hansel and Gretel, lost and frightened, mistreated by wicked step-parents.
   Fast forward about seventeen years and I am transferred to the ATB main branch, Calgary. On my first day a pretty 
blond girl introduced herself. “I used to live at Ponoka, but my name was Petersen then.”
   The adoptive parents’ name was Jensen, and Ingrid and Alf had been raised near Brooks.
   Ingrid and I resumed our friendship as if it had never been interrupted. We were like long lost siblings. I have a pencil 
sketch she made of me and a copy of a poem I wrote for her. She hosted my bridal shower, sang at our wedding and 
gave presents to our babies. We attended her retirement party. She came to our family reunions. We sent funny cards 
and phoned often. I spoke at her funeral. I miss her.
   Ingrid's nephew would like to come and visit and certainly I would be happy to see him, but I was awfully small when 
his grandparents died and I won't be able to tell him very much. He says that's okay. It would just be nice to talk to 
someone who actually remembers them.

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. 
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Bergen Ladies Aid Report
by Phyllis Cormack

   It was a lovely April afternoon when we met at Phyllis Cormack's home for our meeting. Donna McGregor read a 
scripture passage, then we said the Lord's Prayer. Sixteen ladies answered roll call with a memory of Easter. The 
memories ranged from many years ago to more recent. Ladies remembered receiving new clothes, hunting for eggs as 
a child, a church service, delivering a baby, being ill.
   Betty Josephson read the minutes from our March meeting and Maureen Worobetz updated us on our bank balance.  
We had received no correspondence. There was nothing to report for goodwill or Hospital Auxiliary.
   We discussed the Bergen Cemetery clean up day, which is set for June 1st, weather permitting. The alternate day is 
June 8th. There are lots of cones to gather up this year, so quads and trailers will be very helpful. The usual tools such 
as rakes, spades, scoop shovels, brooms, and wheel barrows are always needed. Workers arrive around 9:00 a.m. 
and we are usually finished by lunch time. Coffee is provided and those interested can bring a bag lunch to partake of 
while visiting with others. Lynn Whittle mentioned that they have replaced the weathered signs at the entrance, 
outlining the cemetery rules.
   We admired a wool quilt which was tied this month and a stitched baby quilt. Betty brought samples of the wool 
donated to us by Linda Wendelboe. There was also fabric Lois Carlyle had given our group for quilts. 
   We discussed times to arrive at the hall for upcoming funerals for Travis Stringer and Ruth Scott.
   Sue Vollmin is to read scripture at our next meeting. Pam de Bruycker offered her home and Liz Cunningham will 
help her provide lunch. We sang Happy Birthday to Kathy Lugg, then enjoyed the lovely lunch served by Janet 
Cummins and Phyllis.

The Sundre Palliative Care Association
Is Holding a FREE Public Event 

Death Cafe 
   Conversations about death can be some of the most nourishing, life-enhancing discussions we have, but 
death is rarely talked about until a health crisis arrives and, often, not even then. Maybe even especially not 
then. 
   Death Cafes are respectful places to talk about what society has branded a taboo subject. It is NOT a 
bereavement or grief support group and there are no agendas, objectives or themes, other than to provide a 
safe place to explore whatever is on your mind about death. The purpose of the death cafe is to share ideas, 
feelings, experiences, questions, and concerns, and ultimately, to honour death in your everyday life. Talking 
about it won’t make it arrive any sooner. But it will arrive, and talking about it now might make it easier to 
navigate when it does. 
	 Date: Saturday, June 8, 2019
	 Time: 7:00—9:00 PM 
	 Where: The Sundre Library
	 #2, 96 2nd Ave. NW, Sundre
	 Facilitated by: Diana Kleinloog
   Please RSVP by emailing by June 6: sundrepalliativecare@gmail.com
   We will have coffee and cake. We look forward to seeing you there! 
	 Sundre Palliative Care Association, P.O. Box 1259, Sundre, Alberta T0M 1X0 
	 www.sundrepalliativecare.ca

The Sundre Palliative Care Association 
Is Holding a FREE Public Event 

Death Cafe 
 

Conversations about death can be some of the most nourishing, life-
enhancing discussions we have, but death is rarely talked about until a health 
crisis arrives and, often, not even then.  Maybe even especially not then. 
 

Death Cafes are respectful places to talk about what society has branded a 
taboo subject.  It is NOT a bereavement or grief support group and there is 
no agenda, objectives or themes, other than to provide a safe place to ex-
plore whatever is on your mind about death—ideas, feelings, experiences, 
questions, concerns—and ultimately, to honor death in your everyday life. 

Sundre Palliative Care Association 
P.O. Box 1259, Sundre, Alberta T0M  1X0 

sundrepalliativecare@gmail.com 
www.sundrepalliativecare.ca 

We will have coffee and cake 
We look forward to seeing you there! 

Date:   Saturday, June 8, 2019 
Time:  7:00—9:00 PM 
Where: The Sundre Library 
  #2, 96 2nd Ave. NW, Sundre 
Facilitated by:  Diana Kleinloog 
 

Please RSVP by emailing by June 6:  sundrepalliativecare@gmail.com 

Talking about it won’t make it arrive any 
sooner.  But it will arrive.   

And talking about it now might make it 
easier to navigate when it does. 
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Views and opinions expressed in the articles are those of the authors and not of the Bergen News.

Spring Cleaning
by Shari Peyerl

   Lately, the weather has been teasing us with peeks of sunny spring interspersed with storms fit for deep winter. The 
confusion caused me to succumb to spring fever early this year. Like my distant Scottish ancestors, who cleaned 
house on December 31st in preparation for the New Year, I started my spring cleaning in January. However, this term is 
misleading, as it implies that I clean my home every spring. I’m sorry to say my housecleaning follows a pattern similar 
to our current weather: erratic.
   There are definite benefits to this negligent approach. Firstly, I save a lot of time for other, more enjoyable, activities 
by not cleaning every space regularly. Secondly, it allows long-forgotten treasures to be joyfully rediscovered. Thirdly, 
there is a true feeling of accomplishment when a teetering dust-encrusted stack of something has been restored to 
pristine order.
   Also, I must clarify that I have not been cleaning continuously since January. I have been selectively scrubbing in fits  
and starts. I began with my closet, the smallest room in the house; there I discovered clothes I could once again wear, 
either because I had returned to a previous size or because they had been there so long they were again in style. Then 
a few days later I moved to my dresser, where I found some cozy fleece pants I hadn’t seen for years. I retrieved them 
from the illogical cavity at the back of the bureau frame, just in time for the next blizzard. However, in my tidying 
enthusiasm, I did make the mistake of throwing away the tattered shoes I wore for my wedding 21 years ago. A month 
later, I realized I needed them for a costume I was devising. Sadly, Marilyn Halvorson’s March editorial arrived too late 
to save me from this error. On the other hand, sometimes one must finally let go of things and send them away for 
recycling. 
   Next, I focussed on a mound of recipe clippings I had piled in my office, after they had overflowed the kitchen shelf 
long ago. Following my mother’s example, since the beginning of my adolescence, I had been salvaging instructions 
for potentially wonderful meals. I’m not kidding: I found recipes from 1981 that, I confess, I had never made. I had at 
least seven separate pages for fruit galettes, which—being a fruit pie without the pie plate—doesn’t even require a 
written recipe anyway. Ironically, possessing this plethora of cooking how-tos for decades had failed to improve my 
abilities in the kitchen. Out they went.
   I was warning my son of this family predisposition to hoarding, and used a particular set of books as an example. I 
triumphantly explained that I had finally realized I was never going to return to my study of French, and was pitching 
my French textbooks; they stretched all the way back through my university second language requirement (24 years 
ago), to my first class in Grade 5. I had also become the repository for all my sister’s (identical) books, my husband’s 
texts, and even my mother’s high school tome from the early 1960s. I was proudly proclaiming that even if I did decide 
to brush up my language skills in the future, I had no need for this shelf of books, since I could just get a “Learn to 
Speak French” cassette. At which point, my son rolled his eyes and informed me that mp3s had replaced that 
outdated technology eons ago. Sigh. Well, at least those take up even less space.
   The cleaning hasn’t just involved dreaded dusting and stressful sorting, but also polishing off projects. First on this 
list was getting my husband to create balsa wood dividers for a shadow box picture frame; it relieved his boredom for 
15 minutes on a dreary Saturday and had been waiting 15 years to get done. Next was reupholstering the dining 
chairs; it took me about seven years to tackle this task but, in my defense, it required inventive three-dimensional 
thinking, borrowed tools, and several days of intensive physical effort, and there were eight chairs to recover. 
   Now, spring has actually arrived and garage sale season is upon us. I’m polishing my armour and battling my pack-
rat tendencies to avoid bringing more projects and discarded sparklies into the newly tidied house. I fight these 
natural proclivities by continuing to plug away at refreshing my home. Just like tidying up the yard after winter, clearing 
the debris in the cluttered corners can reveal unexpected treasures.
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LOOKING BACK
by Pat Gibbs

   Oh great! The power’s off again! I suppose I could run to town for pizza or whatever. The power’s usually on in town.  
This is often the solution for such a problem in homes today. Flash back to when my mother was making supper and 
there was no power. No problem. She didn’t have any, so she just made do. Go back to her mother and guess what?
She cooked, cleaned and did the chores just like all the other mothers around, but all of them were working without 
power. Today it is quite a different story isn't it? Turn the tap and “voila”, you have water. Turn up the thermostat and 
you have heat. When I grew up, you walked the water into the house and out again, and you did the same for the 
wood you used in the stove. My point being, our mothers back then were true pioneer women who knew what it took 
to survive the life style they lived—hard work, a strong back and a sound mind to look after their children while their 
husbands were away working to make a living for them. I've heard the saying "growing old isn't for sissies." Well, 
neither was raising a family without any of the handy amenities we have today. Having a wood stove today isn’t a 
constant necessity and may be a bit messy and smelly. But when the power goes off you can have hot food, coffee 
and water, and those, my friend, are very precious commodities! 
   Speaking of wood stoves, thanks Mom, for allowing me, as a kid, to try and save some baby mice with a milk-filled 
straw while they lay in a cloth on your oven door. (I'm sure she remembers this). Also for the great baking, meals, and 
hundreds of jars of fruit and jams. All made on her wood stove.
   As a mom myself, I always enjoyed one-on-one times with my two daughters over the years. On trips to 
appointments we would talk about anything and everything. I called it bonding. This may include work projects as well. 
When they got older and I mentioned a bonding project—well, let's say they were cautious about saying okay!
   While on a short holiday with Melony, while relaxing in the sun, we were approached by a yoga instructor about 
joining a class. We both declined but his persistence won. I should have known better! There were four of us in the 
group. Great. The first bend and stretch left me ready to be done! The rest got worse and I had not reached that 
wonderful calm and relaxation he was constantly talking about. I simply could not stand on one leg with my other one 
propped upon my knee! Please, Lord, let this be over soon. More soft words about participation. Not happening, sir! 
Finally, as we were laying on our mats I looked to see the latest position we were to do and he was standing on his 
head. I peeked at Melony and we nearly started giggling! That's it. That's all! I am soooo done. We said our goodbyes 
and thank yous and went back to our lounge chairs for some calm and real relaxation! Did I mention meditation? Yes, I 
was thinking hard about just what we had been thinking when we decided to do some bonding in a yoga class! 
   I want to wish all you mothers a very happy Mother’s Day. And to all the wonderful women who have played an 
important role in the lives of children and youth in their growing up years—aunties, friends and neighbours—God
bless you all! 
   Til next time.........
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Bergen Church News 
by Betty Josephson

   The Bergen Church is located on the Bergen Road one mile west of the Highway 760 intersection. Our Sunday 
worship time is 10:30 a.m. Sunday School is during the message. Cookies, vegetables and coffee are served in the 
fellowship hall after the service.
   Rob is preaching applicable lessons from the book of Luke.
   There will be a Men's Breakfast on June 8th from 7:30 a.m. to 9 a.m. There is a signup sheet so we know how many 
to prepare food for.
   June 16th is the Sunday School wrap up/potluck/ Father's Day luncheon with hotdogs, hamburgers, and dessert 
provided. Please bring a salad.
   Mike Fleming has several Bible studies on the go and in the works. He can be contacted at 403-636-0216 or 
mensminbmc@gmail.com.
   The Friends and Coffee Ladies’ group was held on May 23rd from 10:00 a.m. until 11:30 a.m. Ladies came for a 
warm drink, a time to be together and a place for children to play. Check with Vanessa at 587-999-1244 or Olwyn for 
the next one. 
   Youth Group is on Friday evenings. Contact Rob for more information. The Youth Worker search begins again this  
spring.
   Contact Naomi Holland at www.facebook.com/refitsundre or talk to her at 403-636-1419 about REFIT, a cardio 
dance exercise program, with a full schedule of the four classes each week.
   Call Leila Schwartzenberger at 403-638-4175 or leila@processworks.ca if you have prayer needs. 
   Olwyn is in the church office Tuesdays and Fridays, 10:00-4:00 p.m. Rob Holland may be reached at the church or 
at 403-672-0020. The church's number is 403-638-4010 and the fax number is 403-638-4004. The email address is 
bergenchurch@xplornet.ca. The website is http://bergenmissionarychurch.ca/

Two Soft Cheeses 
Ricotta and Mysuostur

from Linda Wendelboe

Recipe makes approximately 250 ml or 1 cup of each
   You can double the ingredients to double the yield but will need to add cooking time.
	 1 litre (4 cups) whole milk (or 3.25% Homo from the store)
	 250 ml (1 cup) buttermilk (homemade or from the store)
	 2 tablespoons fresh lemon juice (or bottled)
	 Pinch or two of salt

Ricotta Style:
   Combine milk and buttermilk in a saucepan and  cook over medium heat. Curds should start to separate from the 
whey at about 185°F (you can use a dairy, instant read or candy thermometer) but may start at a lower temp. If there 
are no curds after a few minutes at 185°, add 1 tablespoon of lemon juice and stir for several minutes. If curds do not 
appear, add the second tablespoon and stir for several minutes. When curds appear, remove from heat and let cool 
for 10 to 15 minutes.
   Line a sieve with several thicknesses of cheesecloth, or a clean, loosely woven kitchen towel or a nut milk bag.  
Place the lined sieve over a deep bowl. Pour curds and whey into the sieve and let drain, up to 30 minutes. Curds 
should be thick but not completely dry. Turn curds into a bowl and salt to taste – stirring well. Cover, and refrigerate.
   Refrigerate whey for use in soups or make Mysuostur.

continued on page 14
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A FAIRY TALE FOR BIRD LOVERS
by Marilyn Halvorson, photos by Kathleen Lindsay

   Once upon a time there was a cute little chickadee who we shall just call Birdie. Birdie lived in a lovely country yard 
where kind people kept a supply of sunflower seeds available at all times. It was a wonderful life—until Birdie made a 
mistake. While plucking some choice spilled seeds off 
the ground she neglected to look to left and right. 
SNAP! Before she knew what hit her she was in the 
jaws of a cat, being carried through the open door into 
the house. Horrified, the kind people plucked Birdie 
from the jaws of the cat. 
   Now, it is a sad fact that many rescued birds just 
don’t survive. They either die of shock or succumb to 
the poison from the cat’s saliva. However, the people 
had to try their best. Examining Birdie for wounds, 
they found her uninjured except for having lost a few 
of the flight feathers from her wing. Obviously, she 
could not be sent out to fend for herself just yet, so 
they ensconced her in an antique bird cage and 
watched to see what would happen.  
   Birdie did not die. In fact, before long she began 
helping herself to the seeds they provided. She hopped 
about from perch to perch and, lo and behold, she began to sing. Every day, she serenaded the people who had 
saved her life.
   Days passed. She began to flit about her cage. She kept eating, drinking, and singing. 
   Then one day she did something she had never done before. She availed herself of her water dish for a complete 
bath, liberally splashing water over herself and half the room as well. Then she sat on her perch and groomed each 
feather to perfection.
   Could this be a sign that Birdie was ready to make her return to her real world? The next day, the people shut her—
and themselves—into the bathroom and opened the cage door. Birdie flew! Perfectly!

   Next day, on a beautiful sunny morning alive with chickadee 
song, the people took Birdie’s cage out near the spruce trees and 
opened the door. Birdie studied the situation for a minute, spread 
her wings, and flew up into a tree. She was home.
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Ride With Me
by Donelda Way

   It was snowing teeny tiny flakes as we pulled out of the yard. The Fallen Timber Trail was sloshy and wet-sounding 
as we travelled along. We turned onto Hwy 766 and the snow fall diminished, the road surface was damp only.  
   In Sundre, city friends easily found the new location for Piro’s—same side of the street about two blocks west at the 
roundabout. There are three entrances—at the rear, the street corner and from the west side of the building. The 
interior is bright and quite spacious with newly upholstered booths and also table and chair seating areas. Two large 
rectangle tables are in a recessed/fireplace section. Soft music plays in the background. A big screen TV is located in 
one corner. The street-side tables have large windows. When we visited, we knew what we wanted so didn’t study the 
menu for changes. The waitresses and service, as we have always known it, continue to be friendly and prompt. The 
food was excellent. Returning home, it appeared we were heading into a blizzard but visibility stayed good and the 
roads were only sloshy wet. 
   Calgary: Two uniformed officers were escorting a person from an LRT station.
   Right above us, out of nowhere, a military cargo plane!  
   Deerfoot Trail: He was crouched beside the RV trailer with tools on the ground. He was changing the centre of three 
tires on the unit as traffic sped past. It must have been unnerving.  
   I saw my first red Flames license plate on a vehicle. It also had a Flames flag flapping from each rear side window.  
   Fallen Timber Trail / Burnt Timber Trail Intersection. The embankment was snow covered. Each tree cluster on the 
embankment had a circle of bare ground under it.  
   We slowed to let a jeep pass us. “Oh, right hand drive.”
   “They are burning a little pile of wood. It doesn’t smell very nice.”  “This is the time of year for grass fires.”
   One mid-morning in Sundre there were people walking along the river on the NW side of the bridge. When I could 
see around the guard rail a pathway came into view. That explained why the kids on bikes could move along so easily.  
   The hoisting equipment had the large green sign up in the air. Crew members were keeping it from swaying into 
traffic. I saw the H symbol for the hospital on it.
   Did you notice the new business—Sundre Machine Shop—on the east end of town?
   Cowboy Trail Liquor near Fas Gas has a mural of three people sitting around a blazing campfire painted on the 
outside wall. 
   There, on the shiny gray, hard plastic dash was a reflection of my hands. The reflection shifted with each movement 
of my fingers or wrist. 
   Clomps of mud leading from farm field entrances are a sure sign spring has arrived. The variegated alternation of 
bare ground and stretches of snow in the open fields made me think—the tractors working last season have textured 
this land just like a hand rubbing over fabric causing nap variance. 
   In the country, directing guests to a party location: A bright pink poster, balloons and a long arrow just below the 
person’s name.
   The woodpecker rose out of the ditch to cling to the bark low on a tree trunk.  
   As I slowly rounded the corner from one country road to another I glanced at the driver of a stopped truck, thinking 
he was waiting for traffic. I smile now as I envision his tipped back head and the contentment he was receiving from 
the milk jug of water he held to his mouth. 
   Carstairs: Waiting at a train crossing, I marked down some of the words artistically painted on the sides of the 
passing cars:    Fuszy    Brake    Arid    Jore    Demos    Naïve.
   Hwy 27: Attention-drawing exhibit. One-room log cabin known as Dog Patch.  
   On this windy day the flag had a slight curl in it.  
   The wire TV antennae was sturdy and upright on the high metal pole. 
   The high platform on a round pillar post supported a landed goose whose feet are forward, body raised and neck 
elongated as it honked.
   An upended small square bale had become a person with spindly thin metal legs and huge black and white googly 
eyes under a sombrero style hat.
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LOOK WHAT’S HAPPENING AT THE SUNDRE LIBRARY

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

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!
Teacher Thank-You Gifts

Tuesday, June 4th from 3:15 – 4:30 pm
Come and make a unique thank-you gift for your teacher! 

Limited space. 
Sign-up at the library. 

Geocaching Walk & Talk
Tuesday, June 11th from 1:00 – 3:00 pm

Learn how easy it is to geocache in your community.
$10/family

Hosted by MVCALS
Registration required.
Call library for details.

Sundre Forest Products 
Summer Reading Club for 

Kids!
Watch for information coming 

soon.
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Our Furry and Feathered Neighbours
   Here are a few shy creatures captured unawares by Bergen News readers.

continued on page 15

CONGRATULATIONS, 4-H ers
   Belated congratulations to three Bergen residents who went all the way to the Provincial 4-H Competition with their 
speeches and demonstration. Rees and Shanay Wilson of the Sundre 4-H Club did a presentation on Goat Tying, 
which included speaking and audio-visual components, as well as props such as a saddle. (Sorry, no goats were 
allowed!)
   Shayelyn Scott of the Bergen Club went on to the Provincials with her speech. Before that, competition participants 
had been given a new topic on which all of them had to speak: Building Walls.
   All three did a very commendable job. Nice going, kids. Bergen is proud of you.

Mysuostur – an Icelandic “tangy” cheese spread
	 Whey from the ricotta
	 1/3 cup sour cream
	 Pinch or two of salt
   This soft, tangy spread is made of the whey leftover from the ricotta. You can cook it right after making the ricotta or 
you can save the whey in the fridge for several days, until it is convenient to make this, as it may take several hours.
   Put the whey back into the saucepan and bring it to a boil. Whisk in 1 tablespoon of the sour cream until well mixed.  
Reduce heat and simmer for up to 2 hours, whisking now and then. The whey should start to thicken. When it does, 
whisk in the remaining sour cream and simmer for up to 30 minutes, whisking occasionally. When the mixture thickens 
to a spreading consistency, remove from heat and whisk frequently as it cools. Scrape into a container, salt to taste, 
mixing well, cover and refrigerate. Great in Borsch or spread on rye bread.

Two Soft Cheeses continued from page 10

Pat Cummins caught these bears 
on his trail cam passing through 
his property east of Bergen during 
the month of May. A black bear, 
shown left, and a grizzly shown 
above and right.
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Our Furry and Feathered Neighbours continued from page 14

Pine Marten captured by Pat Cummin’s trail camera on April 5th 

White Fox, 
foraging skunks, 
and Baltimore 
Oriel by Peter 
Kleinloog.

Goose on a roost by Shelley Ingeveld
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   Bergen Skies are amazing! One doesn’t have to travel to Finland, Alaska or Inuvik to see and photograph the Aurora 
Borealis (Northern Lights). All one has to do is look north when the Northern Lights are playing in the clear sky. The 
picture below was shot on May 11th. The Milky Way can be seen behind the Aurora (center to upper right) and the 
lights of Sundre to the lower right. A full album of pictures and a time-lapse of the Aurora is available on the web at: 
https://flic.kr/s/aHskUuVfzy.

Pacman Nebula Rosette Nebula

https://flic.krs/aHskUuVfz
https://flic.krs/aHskUuVfz

