
Bergen News 
Birds, Beasts and Botany in Bergen

by Bob Griebel
Do Not Disturb
 “In the Spring a young man’s fancy lightly turns to thoughts of love”
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	  William Shakespeare
   With Spring on the horizon, it will be not only young men thinking those loving thoughts, but millions of our feathered 
friends as well. The sheer variety of mating rituals in the bird world rivals, if not surpasses, the mammalian (including 
human) repertoire.
   When it comes to attracting female interest, 
the male bird must demonstrate to the female 
how valuable he would be as a mate. The 
female, for her part, is interested in choosing 
a mate that will provide viable, healthy 
offspring. Vocal communication is probably 
the most complex way the male signals his 
worth, but brilliant plumage, physical posture 
and movement displays, non-vocal sounds, 
gift and food offerings, preening and nest 
building are all male strategies.
   It has been shown quite conclusively that 
female birds use the song-learning ability of 
the male as an indicator of male quality. Poor 
or absent male songs are a non-starter for 
many females, as it seems there is a link 
between male bird brain development and 
song learning. In Song Sparrows, not only 
does the quality of the song matter, but those 
males with the most song variations stand a better 
chance of success. Male birds don’t hold a monopoly on song as some 65% of female songbirds sing too. During 
courtship, males and females often sing together, matching song for song. This possibly helps reinforce the pair-bond 
and lets other members of the species know a particular territory is already claimed. 
   Some birds don’t sing, but attempt to sexually excite the females by making a racket. Downy Woodpeckers are a 
prime example, drumming away on resonant dead tree stumps, posts or even metal downspouts.
   If song doesn’t do it for the male, dancing might, and many female birds choose mates based on an evaluation of 
their motor performance. The vigour of the male in performing energetically expensive acts repeatedly, or the skill with 
which these acts are performed indicate his worthiness. Grouse, both the Sage and the Sharp-tailed, are renowned 
dancers. The strutting and bowing display of the Sandhill Crane is another example of a great performer of mating 
ritual. While the grouse females passively watch their suitors dance, the female cranes cannot resist joining in and will 
strut, jump, bow and flap their wings along with the males. In a moment of exuberance they may pick up a stick or bit 
of grass and toss it in the air. Female Western Grebes also join their partners in a wild, ecstatic dance, racing along the 
surface of the water with their shoulders and heads held rigid.
   Female birds are definitely not immune to displays of colour or ornamentation. The most extravagant example of 
male ornamentation is the peacock’s tail, but the bird world is full of males only too willing to display their brilliant 
colours or other ornamentation, e.g. the bright red wattles of the turkey. The iridescent shimmer of some 
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"I know you're handsome, but can you help with housework?"
photo by Sandy Easterbrook.
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Is It Loon Time Yet?
by Karen Fahrlander

   The spring teaser that we had during the first week in March had me dreaming ahead in great anticipation to the 
upcoming season of getting out on the lake to photograph loons.  
   We have an inflatable kayak that we take to Birch Lake, Beaver Lake or Phyllis Lake. If we want to venture further, 
Peppers Lake is another favorite. I am fortunate to have 
my husband along to take care of maneuvering the 
kayak so I can concentrate on scanning for loons and 
photographing them. Floating on the lake is the epitome 
of peace and contentment for me.  
   Loons are favourite water birds for many people who 
look forward to hearing their enchanting, echoing call 
over the water. Their lives are spent mostly on the 
water.They only go ashore to mate and incubate their 
eggs. The placement of their legs far back on their 
bodies, allows for efficient swimming but makes them 
awkward on land.
   The Common Loon swims underwater to catch fish, 
propelling itself with its feet. It swallows most of its prey 

underwater. The loon has sharp, rearward-
pointing projections on the roof of its mouth and 
tongue that help it keep a firm hold on slippery 
fish. A hungry loon family can put away a lot of 
fish. Biologists estimate that loon parents and 
their two chicks can eat about a half-ton of fish 
over a 15-week period. 
   Loons are well equipped for their submarine 
fishing maneuvers. Unlike most birds, they have 
solid bones that make them less buoyant and 
better at diving. They can quickly blow air out of 
their lungs and flatten their feathers to expel air 
from their plumage, so they can dive quickly and 
swim fast underwater. Once below the surface, 

the loon’s heart slows down to conserve oxygen.
   Loons are also impressive in the air. Migrating 
loons have been clocked flying at speeds more than 
70 mph. Like airplanes, Loons need a runway for 
takeoff. They need from 30 yards up to a quarter of 
a mile (depending on the wind) for flapping their 
wings and running across the top of the water in 
order to gain enough speed for lift-off. Migrating 
Loons occasionally land on wet highways or 
parking lots, mistaking them for rivers and lakes. 
They become stranded without the open water that 
they need for takeoff. They can also become 
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hummingbirds, starlings, and mallard ducks allows the male to quickly draw attention to himself. Not all bright colour is  
intended for female attention. The wing flashes of the Red-winged Blackbird sends a signal to other males that a 
particular territory is already taken.
   Taking one’s intended out to dinner is a well-established behavior in the human mating repertory. Many male birds 
will bring a morsel of food to the female and gently lay it in front of her. The behavior appears to be establishing that, 
not only is the male capable of finding food, but is willing to share it with his mate when she is sitting on the nest. On 
occasion the male will place food directly in the mouth of the female, signalling that he is willing to help feed the 
prospective brood. A male gull will regurgitate food for the female as he would when feeding the young, as she squats 
with her bill open and imitates the cries of an infant.
   As some readers may be aware, a vigourous or handsome male is not always a guarantee that he will be good at 
domestic life. To prove otherwise, male birds of some species attempt to impress females with their house-building 
ability. House Wrens are good examples in this regard. Males will build multiple nests and entice the female to choose 
one. Once she has chosen and started a clutch, he may then look for a different female to choose another. It has been 
shown that males with the largest nest are most likely to gain female attention.
   Preening is the word for grooming in the bird world. Birds use their bills to clean their feathers of dirt and dust, 
remove ecto-parasites and realign the feathers in an optimal position. Courtship preening, often mutual, indicates that 
the birds are comfortable being close to each other and that the male intends no harm to the female. Courting crows 
are great preeners, and after rearranging each other’s feathers, they will often sit shoulder to shoulder. I like to think of 
this behavior as a wife picking a bit of lint off her husband’s jacket or straightening his tie.
   Birds don’t have the ability to hang up a “Do Not Disturb” sign, so if you encounter birds this spring engaged in one 
of these delicate rituals, keep at a distance and allow nature to take its course without undue interference. It’s all part 
of the never-ending panorama of the natural world, and one can only smile and watch it unfold.

Do Not Disturb continued from page 1

EVERY DOG HAS ITS DAY
by Jessie

   Hi there! I’m in the middle of an investigation, nose to the 
ground, ears at full cock. I think my persons are up to 
something. I’ve caught bits of conversation like, “Maybe if we 
took her first thing in the morning she wouldn’t be too muddy.” 
Take who? Take who where? And what does it matter if she’s 
muddy or not? I haven’t sensed so much skullduggery going on 
since the early days of the Doggie Door planning. Yeah, yeah, I 
know that eventually turned out all right but this is different. I 
don’t like it. Not one little bit. Gotta go and get on with my 
sleuthing. When I find out what’s happening I’ll fill you in.
  

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

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

   Uncle Evan scratched his head, slowed down, and studied the dirt road that stretched out ahead of us all the way to 
the horizon. Then he slowed down some more. Finally, he stopped. The cloud of dust that had been chasing us caught 
up and sifted through every crack and cranny in the rattletrap Model T. Aunt Nettie sneezed daintily and fanned her 
lace-edged hankie in front of her face.“Evan,” she pointed out gently, “We are sitting right in the middle of the road.”
   Uncle Evan gave a snort. “We haven’t seen another car since we left Didsbury twenty minutes ago. Don’t suppose 
one’s going to leap out of the bushes and run into us in the next minute or two. Now let’s have another look at those 
directions, Kate.”
   I sighed and handed him the letter from the chairman of the Lundhill School Board. It was already ragged from being 
folded and unfolded so many times and I was pretty sure all three of us could recite it from memory by now.
   From Calgary go north to the town of Didsbury. Then turn off and head due west. From the Dog Pound it will be 
about another twenty five miles. When you reach the Fallen Timber it will be only about another four miles.
   Uncle Evan polished his spectacles on the front of his vest and squinted at the writing. “Dog Pound, indeed. Haven’t 
even seen a dog since we left town. Why on earth would anyone want to build a dog pound away out here in the 
middle of nowhere?”
   Now it was Aunt Nettie’s turn to sigh. “I have no idea, dear, but perhaps we should stop at the next dwelling and ask 
someone.”
   Hmmph!” Uncle Evan muttered. “Nobody around here to ask. And if there was, they probably wouldn’t know.” Uncle 
Evan wasn’t an inquiring kind of man. I could see Aunt Nettie getting ready to field that comment and return the ball 
smartly to his court. In the interest of peace-keeping, I decided that it was about time to put in my two-cents worth. 
After all, I was the one to blame for taking us on this wild-goose chase.
   “You know, Uncle Evan, it’s past noon and we don’t want Aunt Nettie’s good picnic lunch to spoil. Let’s just pull off 
here by this pretty creek and enjoy our lunch. Then, if we never do find Lundhill, the day won’t be a total waste.
   So that’s what we did. And a good thing, too. Otherwise we might never have found out about the Dog Pound.
   We had finished the sandwiches and were washing down the apple pie with cold, lemon-laced tea when I spotted 
the boy strolling down the road. He looked to be about thirteen, bare-footed, shaggy-haired, and without a care in the 
world. Rollicking along beside him were two dogs who pretty well fit the same description. “Hello, up there,” I called, 
standing up and brushing the crumbs off my front. The boy stopped, gawked, and said nothing. Not so the dogs. 
Within seconds they had bounded off the road and landed in a panting, wagging tangle in the middle of our picnic 
blanket. A left-over sandwich and the last of the pie vanished down their pink gullets before Aunt Nettie could finish 
saying, “Oh, my sainted aunt!” which was about the strongest language Aunt Nettie knew.
   “Roscoe! Shep! Stop that!” the boy hollered, charging down the bank to grab each one by the scruff of the neck. 
“Oh, ma’am, I’m sorry,” he said, his face turning red as he faced Aunt Nettie who was looking as fluffed up as a 
disturbed bantam hen. “These are really good ol’ dogs. They just get a mite excited now and then. We’ll get out of 
your picnic now and get on down to the Dog Pound.”
   “Indeed, that would be a good place for them,” Aunt Nettie huffed. Then, suddenly, the indignation on her face 
melted into consternation. “So there really is a dog pound?”
   The boy scratched his head. “Ma’am?”
   Aunt Nettie sighed, collected her patience, and tried again. “The dog pound. That’s where you are taking these two, 
er, animals?” The two “animals” were straining to break free, intent on giving Aunt Nettie’s nether regions a good 
sniffing.

Continued on page 5

Note from author: Some of you who read last month's true story about my parents, Irene and Trygve 
Halvorson, might be interested to know that, about 10 years ago I started writing a fictionalized version of 
my mother's adventures as a young teacher coming to the Bergen area in about 1929. This is the first 
chapter of that story.  
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Musings: Hike or Bike
by Phyllis Cormack

  I was doing some dishes in the morning on the second Saturday of this month. If you remember, it was a beautiful 
day. The temperature was in double digits. As I gazed out the window I counted six trucks going by with quads or 
side by sides in tow. A wonderful day to get out into nature and get some fresh air.  
   I'm not much of a “quader” myself. In fact I'm more of an indoor person until I get outside and then I enjoy myself.  
It's always such a welcome sound when the song birds start coming back. I even appreciate the starlings because, 
once I hear them chirping, I know the other more welcome birds will soon follow. 
   Once it warms up, more of the smells of spring will permeate the air with the promise of a few months of the warm 
weather we've been waiting for. Those avid gardeners will be out there, smiles on their faces and dirt under their 
fingernails with the anticipation of an abundance of flowers and vegetables. The reward for time well spent in our 
great outdoors, doing something that many look forward to all winter.
   Now back to the quads. Or other exhaust emitting machines.  
   I remember the days just a few decades ago when we would fire up our snow machine and head out to the fields. It 
was fun flying over the snow with the chilly air in your face. However, regardless of how exhilarating this fun was, it 
seemed that one always had the essence of exhaust on them once they returned to the house.  
   I notice the same with our grandsons. They are dirt bikers. They love getting out there and bombing around the 
pasture enjoying the outdoors. They too come in the house smelling like exhaust. So I wonder about getting “out 
there”. I have to admit hiking isn't high on my list of fun activities but, after considering the options of breathing in and 
reeking of exhaust compared to filling your lungs with the fresh aromas of God's creation, I think I'd opt for the 
second.
   Now, I realize not everyone will agree with me with regard to what kind of outdoor activity is best and so be it. This 
is, after all, just my opinion. So should I ever decide to take part in something more than my usual lawn mowing and 
dabbling in gardening, I will have to decide if I have the energy to get out and appreciate nature under my own steam 
or have to rely on one of the other modes of transportation.
   I hope you all will be able to get out and breathe deeply—without a mask—and take in the beauty of your 
surroundings regardless whether you are walking or riding. We live in a very beautiful part of the world.

   The boy’s face lit with understanding.” Yes, ma’am. That’s where we’re headed. Nothing these fellers enjoy more 
than a swim on a hot day.”
   A light went on in my head. “By any chance, would this little creek be named the Dog Pound?” I asked.
   “Yes’m,” the boy replied patiently. “Reckon it always has been.”
   Hallelujah! The mystery of the Dog Pound was solved. We were on the right road. Now, if only we could get through 
the Fallen Timber without having to stop and chop it out of our way.
   Leaving the dogs, whose names we now knew, and the boy, whose name we hadn’t managed to learn, splashing 
happily in the Dog Pound, we climbed into the Model T and headed west.
   For the first few miles the road led us on past ripening grain in some fields while, in others, it was already cut and 
stooks of bundles stood across the fields like the tents of some encampment of miniature soldiers. The drought that 
was devastating the prairies was less noticeable here than farther east but still the grain was generally short and the 
farmyards looked parched and dusty. But as we drove farther west, the countryside was changing. Though the fields 
were smaller here, they seemed greener. Instead of grain stooks more often these fields sported stacks of loose hay, 
neatly rounded on top like loaves of bread baked for giants. While the cows grazing on the well-kept farms near town 
had been mostly dairy herds of purebred Holsteins or Jerseys, these herds looked more like someone had spilled a 
bag of jellybeans, every one a different color. Horses, too, were plentiful in every pasture. Many were draft horses, big-
footed and ponderous, while others were rather scrubby-looking creatures of indeterminate breeding. But, here and 

Teacher, continued from page 4

continued on page 6
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Royalty
by Noreen Olson

   I'm not old enough to have experienced the great drama and emotional chaos surrounding Wallace Warfield 
Simpson and Edward, Prince of Wales, but I have read and heard about it and listened to the sad little speech he gave 
on his abdication. How terribly romantic to give up a kingdom for the sake of “the woman I love.” How silly and foolish 
and sad and then to live the rest of his life bullied and shunned and on the edge of everything he had known and 
believed. Maybe he “loved” her but there is reason to believe that she wasn't all that crazy about him.
   I do remember Princess Margaret, Countess of Snowden and only sibling of Queen Elizabeth. Her great tragic love 
affair was with Peter Townsend, a divorced royal equerry. An equerry is an officer or noble charged with the care of 
horses. He was also an Air Force pilot and a war hero. Margaret was forced to choose between her great love and her 
duty to the Crown. She did not marry Peter but did marry, and after 18 years divorce, Antony Armstrong Jones who 
was also not royal, but at least was not divorced. Her children are Lady Sarah Chatto and David Armstrong Jones 2nd, 
Earl of Snowden. They are not called Prince and Princess because a Prince or Princess must be in line to become a 
King or Queen. They are too far removed from the crown, as is Archie.
   Then we come to Charles and Diana and the never-ending scandal, deception, infidelity and public airing of grief 
and fury climaxed by death and tragedy. Landfills overflow with it. At the same time we had Andrew and Fergie whose 
messy lives were overshadowed by Charles and Diana, but also involved scandal, cheating, lying and again divorce. 
Anne got divorced too but I don't remember a lot of drama. She gives the impression of being smart, strong and 
reasonable.
   And now we have Meghan Markel, Duchess of Sussex; Prince Harry, Duke of Sussex; little Archie who does not 
have a title; and the interview with Oprah. I didn't plan to watch the interview but there it was on Sunday night and we 
sort of got caught up in it. Meghan is an American actress. She is also divorced and has a toxic relationship with her 
own sister, niece and father. She is very lovely, vulnerable, charming and feminine. For the interview she wore an 
Armani maternity dress priced at $4,700. She brushed back tendrils of hair an estimated 386 times and occasionally, 
and delicately, patted away tears. She says that the only title that is truly important to her is “mummy.” She says she 
had no idea what was involved in becoming part of the Royal Family and had absolutely no preparation for the role 
she was expected to play. She also said her passport and driver’s license had been taken away from her. Really? 
Why?
   In spite of all the drama I felt sorry for her, but I feel sorrier for Harry, Will, The Queen, Charles and, to a lesser 
degree, Kate and good old Philip. I don't suppose she did have much of an idea of what would be expected of her but 
she should have made an effort to find out. She certainly had to know that there would be never ending publicity, 
almost total lack of privacy, lots of protocol to follow and tons of tradition to observe.
   I'll bet she knew all about Armani dresses and priceless jewels and servants and a fairy tale wedding that cost $32 
million pounds and castles and crowns and world travel and spectacular entertaining and an endless expense 
account. Poor little thing. Poor Harry. I hope Archie and the baby are O.K.

there were real beauties, fine-boned and with the delicate heads that proclaimed their thoroughbred ancestry. Those 
made me fairly itch to get back in the saddle again. After spending most of my childhood on Uncle Evan’s 
Saskatchewan farm, riding and driving the team of Shetlands he and Aunt Nettie had bought me, the past five years in 
Calgary had left me with a serious horse deficit. 
   On and on the dusty ribbon of road led us west. The old car rattled its way down two steep hills and labored up the 
other side and on again, always following the sun. Only three vehicles, all looking in even worse condition than our 
Model T, met us along the way. Each provided us with a full and complete dust bath.
   At last, in a wide spot in the road, we came upon a rather dilapidated, false-fronted building whose sign proclaimed 
it to be The Bergen General Store. Parched and dusty, we went in to buy a cool drink.	

continued on page 12

Teacher continued from page 5
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Bergen Church News 
by Phyllis Cormack

   The Bergen Church is located on the Bergen Road one mile west of the Highway 760 intersection. For Sunday 
morning services, please go to our website   http:/bergenmissionarychurch.ca/   then click on the Facebook page 
where alternative services will be listed.     
   Bergen Church is open for services every Sunday starting at 10:30 a.m. Covid restrictions continue to be followed.
    Those wanting to attend can now pre-register by going to our website.
   Children's Features are thoroughly enjoyed by all ages. A wide variety of topics are covered, pointing old and young 
alike back to our Creator and His love for us and His attention to fantastic detail.  
   Friday night youth group is happening by Zoom under the direction of Adam Elliot, our youth pastor.
His phone number is 403-438-7729 if you have inquiries.  
   Congratulations to Jim and Nola Bowhay as they welcome grandson, Lincoln, into their family. Proud parents are 
Orin and Arleta Thiessen.
    Tim and Emily Erickson were blessed with Iver, a brother for Steele and Ember. Proud grandparents are Dale & 
Cathy Erickson. 
    Olwyn and Ron Gale lost their home to a fire. A bank account has been set up at the Credit Union in Sundre for 
those wanting to give financial assistance. The Bergen Community has come together to help them get settled in their 
temporary home and raise funds.
   The skating rink is no longer open for use due to the wonderful warmer temperatures.
   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 email address is bergenchurch@xplornet.ca.  
   The website is http://bergenmissionarychurch.ca/

Ron and Olwyn Gale would like to thank all our wonderful friends and neighbours in Bergen 
for the support we have received after our recent fire. We are so blessed to live in such a 
caring community. We received so many amazing offers of hospitality, food, clothing and 
household items for many days after the fire and when we moved in temporary housing, 
guys came to work at setting it up. Thank you to everyone for your freely given help.

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

http:/bergenmissionarychurch.ca
http:/bergenmissionarychurch.ca
mailto:leila@processworks.ca
mailto:leila@processworks.ca
mailto:bergenchurch@xplornet.ca
mailto:bergenchurch@xplornet.ca
http://bergenmissionarychurch.ca
http://bergenmissionarychurch.ca
mailto:ljsyer@telus.net
mailto:ljsyer@telus.net
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The First Computer Programmer: Augusta Ada Lovelace
by Shari Peyerl

   March 8th was International Women’s Day and the perfect opportunity to highlight remarkable women and their 
cultural, political, and socioeconomic contributions to humanity. One such woman was Ada Lovelace, a brilliant 
mathematician who saw the potential of machines and was the inspiration for later great minds, such as Alan Turing. 
She is now the figurehead for women in STEM (Science, Technology, Engineering and Mathematics).
   In 1815, Ada Lovelace was born Augusta Ada Byron and was the only legitimate daughter of the famous poet, Lord 
George Gordon Byron, 6th Baron Byron, and Anne Isabella (Annabella) Milbanke, 11th Baroness Wentworth. Lord 
Byron was famously characterized by one of his (married) mistresses as “mad, bad and dangerous to know”—an 
understatement for someone who was a suicidal, alcoholic, drug-addict who fathered a child with his half-sister!
   Annabella, was the complete opposite—a privately-educated, extremely intelligent, sweet-tempered philanthropist. 
She was evicted by her husband one month after Ada was born, so he could be with his latest mistress. 
   At a time when women were not formally educated, Annabella fostered Ada’s intellect by hiring the best private 
tutors, and she encouraged the study of science and mathematics (her own favourite subject). At the age of 12, Ada 
used her analytical mind to tackle the problem of mechanized flight, designing a steam-powered machine 15 years 
before a similar idea was patented.
   When she was 19, Ada married William King, the 8th Baron King, with whom she had three children. Three years 
after their marriage, William became the 1st Earl of Lovelace, which made Ada the Countess of Lovelace.
   Ada was working on the forefront of calculus, but it is her intellectual collaboration with Charles Babbage, which 
began when she was only 17 years old, to which she owes her fame. Charles is credited with inventing the first adding 
machine, the Difference Engine, and the first computer, the Analytical Engine. However, neither machine was actually 
completed; Charles kept tinkering with the designs, funding was impossible to secure, and the required manufacturing 
precision was difficult to achieve given the techniques of the time.
   Ada’s contribution to the project was explaining its theory and seeing its potential. In the process of translating a 
paper about the Analytical Engine from French into English, Ada corrected errors and annotated the work, tripling its 
length. She chose a complex series of numbers (i.e. Bernoulli Numbers) as an example and reduced them to the 
simple functions that the machine could use (addition, subtraction, multiplication, and division). Then she described 
the instructions that would be given to the machine. By doing so, she became the first computer programmer: “the 
first person to write and publish a full set of instructions that a computing device could use to reach an end result that 
had not been calculated in advance.” She even anticipated future computing developments, suggesting the use of 
symbolic logic and graphic design by the Analytical Engine.
   Although she was mentally a century ahead of her time, Ada was physically trapped in an era when disease was 
rampant and cures were few. At the age of 13, she was left paralyzed and bed-ridden for a year after contracting 
measles. After the birth of her second child, she was ill for months. She had also suffered though a cholera infection. 
Then she developed uterine cancer and died in 1852, at the age of 36.
   For a more detailed discussion of Ada Lovelace, the challenges she faced and her contributions to what we now call 
STEM go to <https://findingada.com/shop/a-passion-for-science-stories-of-discovery-and-invention/ada-lovelace-
victorian-computing-visionary/>, which I summarized for this article. To find out more about this year’s International 
Women’s Day theme, “Choose to Challenge,” visit <https://www.internationalwomensday.com>. 
   As someone who, as a child, was told by my father that I could not have a train set because that was a toy for boys, 
I encourage you to foster STEM education for girls. “Celebrate women's achievement. Raise awareness against bias. 
Take action for equality.”

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. 

https://findingada.com/shop/a-passion-for-science-stories-of-discovery-and-invention/ada-lovelace-victorian-computing-visionary/
https://findingada.com/shop/a-passion-for-science-stories-of-discovery-and-invention/ada-lovelace-victorian-computing-visionary/
https://findingada.com/shop/a-passion-for-science-stories-of-discovery-and-invention/ada-lovelace-victorian-computing-visionary/
https://findingada.com/shop/a-passion-for-science-stories-of-discovery-and-invention/ada-lovelace-victorian-computing-visionary/
https://www.internationalwomensday.com/
https://www.internationalwomensday.com/
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Genealogical Mystery Untangled
by Sandy Easterbrook

   After my article in last month’s Bergen News, I continued trying to trace my mother’s family tree. Success! I now 
have direct links back to my first ancestors to settle in North America. The earliest to emigrate were John Catlin Catell 
and his wife, Marianne de la Coste. They were born in 1588 and 1592, although it is not known exactly when they 
emigrated from England to Massachusetts. They are the great great great grandparents of Elizabeth Corse, the little 
girl mentioned in the last Bergen News, who was forced to march from Deerfield, Mass., to Laprairie, Quebec in 1704.
   The earliest Quebec ancestors are a number of habitants, farmers probably, listed in the 1666 census. Others were 
soldiers from the Carignan-Salières Regiment of Piedmont, France. Twelve hundred of them were sent to New France 
in 1665.
   It was realized around 1660 that the colonists needed wives if New France was going to expand—and if the soldiers 
were not going to mutiny. DUH!! Before 1670, there were six to 14 times as many men as marriageable women. An 
attempt to provide native women with dowries to marry the colonists was a failure. That’s where Les Filles du Roi 
come in. These “King’s Daughters” were French women whose transportation and dowry was paid for by King Louis 
X1V. It used to be thought that the Filles were “ladies of the night” but it is now believed they were mostly women from 
charitable foundations: widows, foundlings, orphans. But there were also some who had been incarcerated for 
prostitution, vagrancy and illicit Protestantism. Each one received “an assortment of practical items in a case: a coiffe 
(cap or veil), a bonnet, taffeta, a pair of stockings, a pair of gloves, ribbon, four shoelaces, white thread, 100 needles, 
1000 pins, a comb, a pair of scissors, two knives and two livres (money)” (from Peter Gagné, King’s Daughters and 
Founding Mothers… 2001, 27). How our practicalities have changed!
   Seven hundred sixty-eight Filles came over between 1663 and 1673. By the 1669 census, the population of New 
France had risen from 3200 to 6700, or by 168%. The girls and women first landed at Quebec City, where the 
colonists had first pick of the ladies before they continued on to Trois Rivieres and Montreal. Bachelors in the colony 
were prohibited from hunting or fishing trips from the time the ships docked till all the women married. Talk about 
incentive! 
   While awaiting marriage, the women were lodged in houses in dormitory-style settings under the care of a female 
chaperone or directress, where they were taught practical skills and chores to help them in their future household 
duties. Suitors would come to the house to make their selection, and the directress would oversee the encounters. 
Country-raised girls were preferred as they were generally healthier and coped better with their new situation. 
Every Fille du Roi had the right to refuse any marriage offer that was presented. In order to make an informed decision 
about a would-be husband, the girls asked questions about the suitor’s home, finances, land and profession. Having a 
home of one’s own was one of the most important considerations for a Fille du Roi. There was usually an interval of 
three to four months between arrival and marriage. For girls between 13 and 16, this extended to 15 months or so.
   I count ELEVEN Filles among my ancestors (all from the charitable establishment category, undoubtedly!) And I was 
interested to learn of some other people who claim them as ancestors: Hillary Clinton, Madonna, Angelina Jolie, and 
the famous hockey player, Boom Boom Geoffrion. 
   My maternal grandparents’ lines cross twice. Both Grandmother and Grandfather were descended from Elizabeth 
Corse, the Deerfield girl, and her first husband, Jean-Baptiste Dumontet . But they were also first cousins once 
removed. The family saga relates that Grandfather Victor returned from Saskatchewan where he was homesteading, to 
Quebec, to act as godfather to the newborn Emilienne. He found her so beautiful that he announced he would return 
some day to marry her. Which he did, when she was 18 and he was 38.
   They had six children—a paltry number compared to what some of my ancestors had: not surprising considering 
their religion, the unavailability of birth control and a pension, early on, of 300 livres to families with ten children, rising 
to 400 livres for 12 children and more for larger families. One aunt in the 1800s had 21 offspring. Another cared for 29, 
although the first batch of children were from her husband’s first wife, who had passed away (from exhaustion?). I 
myself, as a teen, used to marvel at my Tante Adele and Oncle Romulus who had 16 kids. When there were only eight 
left at home, Ma Tante opened an all night restaurant and gas station to “stay busy”.

continued on page 15
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The Snake
by Pat Gibbs

   Having read Bob's interesting article on the Red-sided Garter Snake, I had an instant flashback to two occasions 
involving Garter Snakes. The first one was when I was in High School in Sundre.
   Back then, anyone involved with Track and Field had to train for endurance. This meant running up and over the top 
of the hill north of the present baseball diamonds, appropriately called Snake Hill. We did a run right up the centre of 
the hill and back to the starting point. We were used to seeing these slithering little creatures and, of course, there 
were those individuals who thought it necessary to catch one and put it in their pocket to show some unsuspecting 
person. I never had a problem with most wiggly, squiggly things so wasn't apt to scream when I saw or held one. 
However—there's that ‘however’ word. One day, after our run up and down the hill, someone asked me for a cough 
drop since I usually had a box of them with me. I said, "Sure" and proceeded to get out the box and open it. For a 
brief moment, I thought it felt a bit heavier than usual but, as I said, it was a brief moment. I looked in just prior to 
giving it a shake and there I was almost face to face with two beady eyes staring back at me! Now, tell me, who is ever 
ready for a surprise like that? Yes, I did give a shriek much to the enjoyment of my friends. 
   My second experience with a reptile was many years later when I was a gramma and Al and I were visiting our 
daughter in Bonneville. We were in charge of the four children while Pam and Matt were doing some shopping. Al went 
to get treats for us all. Outside in the mud, swampy area and barnyard, was large-sized hill of dirt, just right for playing 
on and in. All four grandchildren were having a wonderful time and covered from head to toe in dirt. Suddenly, four-
year-old Kelly-Ann yelled, "Gramma, look at this!". She was running happily to the house holding the biggest snake I 
had ever seen! My reaction was "Dear Lord, help us!" Trying to remain calm I asked, "Are you sure it's not a poisonous 
snake?” I thought it might be a Water Moccasin because she was now placing it in the kiddie pool and it was 
swimming laps! "What if it bites you, honey?" "Oh it won't hurt very long, Gramma. You just hold them behind their 
head and you’re fine!" “ALBERT! You need to come home now. Anybody?” Well, help did come and I was reassured 
that Mr. Snake was indeed a Garter Snake. My "wildie” children took it back to the place they had found it and my 
blood pressure finally went down to normal.
   I might just add that somehow those creatures have found their way into Pam's cold room and into her biggest 
honey buckets and she is very suspicious as to just how they were able to do it! Perhaps they had the help of four little  
Leprechauns! 
   Til next time......

DON’T MISS THIS VERY SPECIAL CONCERT: COMING SOON!
In aid of Olwyn and Ron Gale, some of Bergen’s most well-known musicians and poets are preparing 
an unforgettable evening of entertainment. Tickets are available now, for this unique event.
We’re delighted to announce that country music star, Tim Hus, will be among the performers, who will 
also include Melony Gibbs, Gerald Ingeveld, Rob Holland, Laurie & Jamie Syer, Bryn Thiessen, Harold 
Webber, Pat Gibbs, and Sally Banks. The inimitable Marilyn Halvorson will MC, as she has done so 
many times at the Bergen Hall.
You can purchase your tickets by credit card at bergeninstitute.ca/galeconcert or by calling 403 
638-4776. Tickets are $10 per household but we ask you to please consider supporting the Gales by 
purchasing tickets for all those who will be enjoying the concert. The performance will be available 
online March 26th, 27th, and 28th. You can watch all or part of it, as often as you like during that time.
Even though we can’t be in the same place, let’s get together virtually to support our friends and 
neighbours. You’ll be glad you did.

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

http://bergeninstitute.ca/galeconcert
http://bergeninstitute.ca/galeconcert
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Ride With Me
by Donelda Way

   Hwy 27 Roadside Attraction: The black and white panda bear seemed relaxed. It leaned slightly to the west with its 
left paw and forearm resting on the wide, flat, chair arm. The metal multi-armed TV antenna and the Canadian flag 
were just higher than the cabin rooftop. Outside, to the east, Mama (made from log ends and wearing a dress) stood 
close to the wood-burning cook stove. The round metal stove pipe didn’t have a cap on it. A few steps away, a goose 
decoy was tucked in, high up, on the yard post. I’m not sure what animal the white skull came from. It was placed on 
the stump between the yard pole and the bootlegging visitor. The farmer’s attire was for colder weather than Mama’s. 
His long hair was partially covered by a furry, flop-eared winter cap. His shoulders and chest were protected by the red 
and black flannel lumberjack shirt he was wearing. There were two sources of wood. Near the chopping block was 
piled already split wood, and also log sections. The farmer was a bit too far away from the chopping block to quite 
reach the axe which was securely stuck in the cutting block. The blow-up blue and white dog still watched from the 
Home Sweet Home Dog Patch doorway. Only now he seemed a bit deflated, possibly from the recent frigid cold 
weather. 
   Waiting outside the Sundre Hospital, I had time to study the winter scene painted on the window. A smiling 
snowman is represented on the knoll just behind the yellow church. The church steeple points upward to the sky. 
There are three other buildings in the scene; a lime-green, tall, narrow building with a chimney, a purple building with a 
yellow door and two black windows and a red building with a small, narrow door and two high windows. Huge 
evergreens and poplar trees are arranged around a community lake. Snow is drifting off the bare poplar branches. A 
lady is walking a black dog along the shoreline. Figure skaters and other skaters are pictured enjoying themselves on 
the ice of the lake. A lady and child on land are waving to the skaters. A sun has been placed high in the sky, warming 
this pleasant scene.
   A child on crutches had a green cast on his foot. His mother’s nail polish was the same colour. Was it planned?
   Twp Rd 310: “That’s a heart”, says the person driving. We travelled the same route on our return trip, which meant 
that I got a better look the second time. The field was snow-covered, but the plowed heart shape was quite visible in 
the underlying dirt now that the chinook weather had thinned the snow covering.
   Bowhays have three welcoming, non melting snowmen at their gate. Various sizes and thicknesses of tires have 
been stacked and painted white, forming the three bodies. Upside down black tubs are hats on top of the smallest 
tires. The small tires appear to be textured, white heads. Faces are painted on, black eyes above metal orange triangle 
noses. Broad tires painted red are scarves around the snowmen’s necks. The various extended and bent arms are 
made from dowels, sticks and branches. Each hand has a glove protecting it.
   A vehicle passed us going in the opposite direction. WH..AAA..WACK. “That got us!” Instantly two circles formed at 
the bottom of our windshield, just behind the steering wheel. The almost invisible ‘rock dot’ could be seen in the 
middle of the circles. 

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

FOR SALE
I still have copies of most of my 
Young Adult books and of my 
journal, Living in the Wonderful, 
available for sale.
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Bergen Road Project
Reeve, Bruce Beattie

   With the gradual onset of spring weather here in Bergen, I thought it would be a good idea to share the plan for the 
Bergen Road upgrade, which is not a bypass around Sundre nor an access road to the proposed coal mines on the 
Eastern Slopes. The timeline is naturally weather sensitive, so in appreciation of the vagaries our climate, please keep 
that in mind as you read through this briefing.
   Mountain View County’s expectation is that work will resume on May 1st, as per the contract. Prior to paving, two 
graveled areas require a top lift of gravel, then all gravel areas will be prepped. Repairs to failed areas of the chip 
sealed sections will also be completed. Two “lifts” or layers of asphalt will be placed on the road, taking approximately 
two weeks, with the bridge over the Little Red paved at the same time. The asphalt plant will be operating in the 
County owned Bergen Pit, so paving operations will be taking place during the County regulated operating hours of 
the pit (Monday—Saturday 7am-7pm). 
   A major concern last year was loss of phone service to numerous residents. Our operations staff has discussed this 
with Telus to ensure this does not recur and Telus believes they have the issue resolved. They were trying to save 
money by using essentially a cell phone-based service instead of running temporary lines as they should. As we well 
know, cell phone coverage west of Highway 22 is not particularly reliable. 
   In response to concerns raised from residents, Jersey barriers, like those at the intersection of 760 and the Bergen 
Road, will be placed at the curve on Range Road 53C (Bergen Hall Road). 
   There is, of course, a lot of other work to be done to complete the project. This includes cleaning up and seeding all 
ditches in the right of way, and the placement of erosion protection where required. Placement of permanent fencing 
will follow, as well as planting of trees in several specific locations, but trees will not be planted in the road right-of-
way. Restoration of the trail in Davidson Park will also occur after ditch work is complete. The County ag department, 
working with Operations, will be responsible for this work with a commitment to returning the trail as near as possible 
to its pre-construction condition. Regarding the future of the park, staff is pursuing options with the landowners and 
engaging provincial government departments, (Alberta Land Titles and Alberta Environment and Parks) and will be 
looking for input from Bergenites during the planning process. There are lots of steps to be taken prior to the adoption 
of a final plan. 
   The total length of time to complete the project is estimated to be six weeks but again, road construction is very 
weather dependent and may vary based on contractors’ work plans. Delays are to be expected during construction, 
with traffic reduced to a single lane at times. Please follow all posted signage and find alternate routes if possible. I 
recognize the safety concerns that were raised last year and, to that end, we will make a concerted effort to highlight 
that aspect of the project to the contractor. 
   My hope is for the relaxation of the COVID 19 restrictions currently in place regarding in person meetings. This will 
allow the meeting requested by the Bergen Community Association, to address any additional concerns prior to 
commencement of this year’s construction. I know this has been a difficult process, but the result will be worth the 
effort. 

continued on page 13

   When we inquired about our destination, the storekeeper hitched up his sagging overalls and nodded wisely to the 
west. “Yep, you’re on the right track. Just cross the Fallen Timber and keep going west as far as the road’ll take you 
and there sets the school, right on the hill.”
   Uncle Evan nodded wisely in return and with a sly wink for Aunt Nettie and me, replied, “And the Fallen Timber 
would be this little stream just below the hill.”
   “Yep,” said the man, and then added with a chuckle, “You didn’t think it would be a bunch of knocked down trees, 
did you?”
   Uncle Evan laughed heartily. “Well, I should hope I’m not that easily fooled!”
   Aunt Nettie and I joined in the laughter, each for our own reasons.

Teacher, continued from page 7



Bergen News
The

Page 13  	 March 2021

LOOK WHAT’S HAPPENING AT THE SUNDRE LIBRARY
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LOOK WHAT’S HAPPENING AT THE SUNDRE LIBRARY
REGULAR HOURS

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

CLOSED SUNDAYS, MONDAYS, HOLIDAYS

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

The Library is closed December 23 
through January 1.

See you at noon January 2!

See the library website 
for more events.

Red Hot Science
Saturday, March 14th 

11:00 – 3:00 PM
Sundre Library

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

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

Registration required. 

Genealogy 101
Wednesday, March 11th 

6:30-8:00 PM
Sundre Library

Learn to research your family tree.Registration required.

Movie Afternoon
Thursday, March 19th 

1:30-3:30 PM
Sundre Library

Showing: Seven Brides for Seven Brothers. 
FREE.

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

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

6:30 – 8:00 PM
Sundre Library

Presentation and Q & A. 

Family Movie Matinee: Frozen 2 
(NEW day)

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

FREE. 
Loonie concession. 

Parents must attend with children.

Sundre Library is OPEN to 
patrons

Current Hours
Tuesday      12:00—4:00
Wednesday  2:00—7:30
Thursday  1:00—4:00
Friday   1:00—4:00
Phone 	 (403) 638-4000
www.sundre.prl.ab.ca
https://sundre.prl.ab.ca/

Books 2 Eat With a Twist
Join us as we once again bring together GOOD food and GOOD books in this one of a kind fund raiser that 
supports the library and benefits local business.
Choose from three delicious literary meals created by local chiefs. Purchase a ticket for your chosen meal at the 
Sundre Library by April 9th, 2021, and pick up your ready to go meal directly from the participating restaurant on 
Friday, April 16th @ 6:00 pm.
Enjoy your meal from the comfort of your home while you read up on the literary picks chosen to accompany 
your meal.

Genealogy 
Tuesday, April 27 @ 9:30 AM. Call the library to 

confirm.

Cooking the Books! Book Club
meets virtually on Monday, April 26 @ 6:30 PM. This 

month’s theme is Spanish dishes.

Rhyme & Rhythm
Thursdays, April 15, 22, 29, & May 6 @ 9:30 AM. 

April Surprise Kits
Register by April 7th to request your kit. (ages 4-12)

   Did you miss some of our recent programs? Recordings of ‘Using the Library Catalogue’ and ‘Air Fryer Vs. Air 
Crisper’ are now available to watch through our website (see the events tab – Programs of the Past).
   See our website for more events happening this month.

   We had now come into country where the forest ruled. Yes, there were fields, but for the most part they were small, 
and often piles of brush and roots along the fence lines gave evidence of recent clearing. The houses were now more 
often built of logs and the few which were of frame showed no signs of paint and were generally weathered to a soft 
grey that blended with the surrounding landscape. 
   Uncle Evan was enjoying the scenery, wheeling the Model T around a blind curve with one hand while gesturing 
toward the mauve banks of wild asters with the other. Naturally, Aunt Nettie was in full voice. “Evan, for landsake keep 
your eyes on the ro--!” That was as far as she got.
   A second later we were sitting with one wheel in the ditch. Aunt Nettie was fanning herself with her handkerchief, 
Uncle Evan was a little pale and unusually silent, and I was staring, fascinated, at the cowboy on the beautiful horse 
which was now rearing to his full height and pawing the air. Unfazed, the cowboy stayed firmly in the saddle and, to 
my amazement, began to laugh. 

Teacher, continued from page 12

http://www.sundre.prl.ab.ca/
http://www.sundre.prl.ab.ca/
https://sundre.prl.ab.ca
https://sundre.prl.ab.ca
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stranded on a pond that is too small.
   The Common Loon is flightless for a few weeks after moulting, as it loses all of its wing feathers at the same time in 
midwinter.
   Like many young birds, juvenile loons are really on their own after about 12 weeks. The parents head off on 
migration in the fall, leaving juveniles to gather into flocks on northern lakes and make their own journey south a few 
weeks later. Once the juveniles reach coastal waters on the ocean, they stay there for the next two years. In the third 
year, young loons return north, although they may not breed for several more years. On average they are six years old 
when they start breeding.
   The oldest recorded Common Loon was a female, at least 29 years old. She was 10 years old when she was spotted 
in Michigan in 2016 and identified by her band. She had been banded in the same state in 1989.
(from allaboutbirds.org)
   I would like to emphasize the fact that loons are accomplished swimmers, divers and flyers but, once on land, all 
that changes. If you happen to see a loon on the shore, slowly and carefully place it back in the water. Loons are not 
like geese. They cannot manœuvre on land.  
   For the past two years I have been collecting data on loons on nearby lakes as part of Citizen Science. During the 
first year there were two adult pairs with two chicks each at two different lakes. At the end of the year, they each only 
had one chick. I visited three lakes the second year of data collection and each of the adult pairs only had one chick. 
In Kristin Bianchini's article in Nature Alberta, she sets out to determine why Common Loon chicks are becoming less 
common. 
    Acid rain is, apparently, part of the problem. In Alberta, sulfur dioxide and nitrogen oxides are emitted from urban 
centres and by oilsands projects, and both sources are projected to increase acid rain production across northeastern 
Alberta in coming years. Moreover, soils in northern Alberta have a low buffering capacity, so even small amounts of 
acid rain can cause lakes to become acidic. This combination of high acid rain production and soils with a low 
buffering capacity poses a big problem for loons, which breed in the northern half of the province.
   Mercury also poses a significant threat to loons in Alberta. Many lakes in Alberta currently have mercury 
concentrations that exceed the province’s safe consumption limits. If eating fish is not safe for people, you can bet it is  
not safe for birds that eat nothing but fish. Mercury contamination is of particular concern in northeast Alberta 
because oilsands operations are a significant source of methylmercury emissions.

Is It Loon Time? continued from page 2

Continued on page 15

The Bergen News Online
by Shari Peyerl
EXTRA! EXTRA! The Bergen News has an updated website!
Dear Readers, 
We are happy to announce the reinvigoration of The Bergen News website. At thebergennews.ca you will 
find Local News including links to Sundre weather reports and an events calendar. Bergen events include 
things such as farmers’ markets, auctions and sales, musical and theatrical performances, as well as 
suppers at the local community hall.
Read past editions (in the process of being uploaded) and find out how to get current editions on The 
Bergen News webpage.
Information and links to the Bergen Farmers’ Market, the Bergen Community Association, and assorted 
Bergen businesses (soon to be added) can be found on their respective webpages. If you live in Bergen 
and would like to have your local business listed, please let us know!
You will soon be able to subscribe to the website to be notified of the latest news, or you can Bookmark 
the website on your favourite device and check back often.
Bringing Bergen Together (Digitally) 

http://bergennews.ca
http://bergennews.ca
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Is It Loon Time? continued from page 14
   Because mercury is not broken down when 
ingested, it becomes increasingly concentrated at 
higher levels of the food chain. The implication is 
that top predators, like loons, can ingest high 
concentrations of mercury as they eat 
contaminated fish. Adult loons with high mercury in 
their bodies spend less time caring for chicks, and 
chicks with high mercury in their bodies are worse 
at fighting off infections and avoiding predators. As 
a result, there are fewer six-week-old young per pair 
on lakes with higher mercury levels."
https://naturealberta.ca/why-are-common-loon-
chicks-becoming-less-common/
   At the lakeside, you can help breeding loons and other waterbirds by following these tips: 
	 1) Avoid adult loons, chicks, and nests
	 2) When boating, steer clear of shoreline areas that show evidence of loon activity. Slow down while boating, 
especially near the shoreline. This helps to minimize wakes and prevents washing out loon nests and separating small 
chicks from their parents.
	 3) Allow native wetland plants to grow in wide strips along shorelines to provide shelter for small loon chicks 	and 
habitat for the fish that loons depend on. 
	 4)Use non-toxic, lead-free fishing tackle, which prevents loons from ingesting toxic lead jigs and sinkers. 
	 Anglers should also properly dispose of fishing lines to avoid loons becoming entangled and injured. Always 
retrieve line and hooks. 
	 5) Keep pets leashed
	 6) Dispose of garbage properly to prevent ingestion by loons, and avoid feeding nest predators such as gulls 
	 and raccoons.
   By following a few simple guidelines we can do our part to ensure that loons have a safe habitat to raise their chicks  
and that they will continue to migrate to our lakes. 

   History is brought to life when you 
start delving into your family roots. No 
matter where your folks came from, 
tracing your ancestors is an exciting 
and educational project. It’s easier 
than ever with so many genealogical 
sites online. Now to tackle my dad’s 
family tree…

Arrival of the Brides (Filles du Roi) by Eleanor Fortescue-Brickdale 
from the Library and Archives Canada

Genealogical Mystery continued from page 9

https://naturealberta.ca/why-are-common-loon-chicks-becoming-less-common/
https://naturealberta.ca/why-are-common-loon-chicks-becoming-less-common/
https://naturealberta.ca/why-are-common-loon-chicks-becoming-less-common/
https://naturealberta.ca/why-are-common-loon-chicks-becoming-less-common/
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