
Bergen News 
Birds, Beasts and Botany in Bergen

by Bob Griebel
European Starling (sturnus vulgaris)
   It seemed like a good idea at the time. In the late 1800s a group of Shakespeare enthusiasts in New York City 
decided to import and release into that city’s Central Park all of the bird species mentioned in the plays of 
Shakespeare. In his play Henry 1V, Shakespeare speaks of the starling and, accordingly, 60 European Starlings were 
brought to North America in 1890, followed by another 40 birds the next year. Many of the other introduced species, 
such as the bullfinches, nightingales and skylarks, did not do well in their new environment but the European Starlings 
thrived and quickly spread right across the continent. It is now estimated that there are close to 200 million European 
Starlings in North America. Flocks of these birds cause major navigation problems in some airports and, indeed, 
caused the crash of an airliner leaving Boston, killing 62 people. Damage by starlings to orchard and grain crops in 
North America is now estimated to be over a billion dollars a year. The first European Starling in Alberta was noted in 
1934 and, as elsewhere in North America, starlings in this province have since become a major nuisance. Just
ask a feedlot operator. Large 
numbers of the birds 
congregate around feedlots, 
where they consume and 
contaminate high protein 
animal feed and drinking 
water and “whitewash” the 
farm buildings with their 
excrement. Moreover, the 
birds are a vector for the 
infectious fungus 
histoplasmosis. This 
pathogen thrives in starling 
droppings and can 
subsequently infect both 
humans and domestic 
animals.
   The average starling is 
about eight inches in length, 
slightly smaller than a robin. 
and has glossy black 
plumage with a metallic 
green or purple sheen. In 
winter the bird’s plumage is 
flecked with white. The bird’s 
legs are pink and the bill is 
yellow in the summer and 
black in winter.
   Starlings by nature are aggressive birds and out-compete many native species for food sources and nest sites. 
Being hole nesters they seek out bird houses, tree cavities and crevices in buildings and, in the process, exclude the 
bluebirds, chickadees, purple martins, nuthatches or woodpeckers that would normally be nesting there. 
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Cats Can’t Count
by Coleen McKeon

   Like many of you, we have a barn that happens to provide a safe and warm haven for mice. Last year we found we 
were losing the battle, or the mice were winning—whichever way you want to look at it. They were taking over. We 
decided to go old-school to control the burgeoning population and re-homed a couple of kittens from a neighbour.  
Those two female kittens grew through the winter, eventually learned how to feast on the mice, and settled in quite 
nicely. We’re pretty sure they threw a few parties with friends, since by spring they both had growing bellies, from 
more than just eating the mice.
   On Mother’s Day, one of the cats became a first-time mom 
to five healthy kittens. She instinctively assumed her new role 
as a doting mother. She proudly introduced us to her brood 
and purred loudly whenever we were around. It was nice to 
have this young family in the barn.
   Just two short weeks into her role, my husband went to the 
barn at lunch and she was not around. He thought she may be 
out hunting. By mid-afternoon she still had not returned. Sadly, 
the animal kingdom’s circle of life was at work that day as the 
huntress became the hunted—likely to an owl we think. 
Suddenly, we were in charge of five two-week-old orphan 
kittens.  
   After a few calls, I purchased some kitten milk replacer along 
with a few syringes with nipple attachments of various sizes. 
My daughter and I were up for our new role. My husband, not 
so much, as he thought our children slept through the night at 
one month—so kittens didn’t stand a chance with him in the 
wee hours of the morning. We thought we would nurse these 
kittens for the next six weeks, bond with them and then help 
them find new homes. It sounded like a good idea at the time. 
   Well, it’s been 20+ years since I’ve been up with a baby, 
never mind with quintuplets that don’t know how to drink from 
a bottle. To further complicate matters, a mother cat licks her 
kittens to stimulate them so they can go to the bathroom. I did 
not know that, despite growing up on a farm with lots of cats. 
Not only did we have to be careful the babies didn’t aspirate 
on the milk replacer, but I also had to rub their bottoms to help them go to the bathroom. And there were FIVE OF 
THEM!  
   I opened my eyes at 7:57 a.m. after night 1, with approximately 46 minutes sleep, only to realize I had an 8:00 am 
Zoom call! I brushed my hair, threw on a nice shirt over my pajamas and greeted the crowd. This foster mother 
program was losing its appeal quickly. We were already exhausted and had another 40+ nights to go! We kept our 
efforts up throughout the morning.  
   Shortly after lunch, I came up with Plan B: find a nursing mother cat, or a few mothers since we had five kittens 
needing a spot, and see if she would take an extra kitten. I started making some calls—to many of you fine Bergenites.  
Each of you that I spoke with tried to think of someone, which led to more calls. Our first adoption attempt failed when 
the kittens were rejected—likely because this litter was considerably older than our two week old babies and momma 
wasn’t willing to start over again. By late afternoon we had one person with four kittens that were about a week older 
and they felt she could handle two more kittens. Quietly the owner reached in to pet her and left behind kitten #1 in 
exchange for a hiss. Soon, followed by another hiss and scratch, kitten #2 was in the mix. Fortunately, this mother cat 

Continued on page 15
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EVERY DOG HAS ITS DAY
by Jessie

IFOs
   I don’t know about you but I find it very annoying when some 
little flying bug whizzes right by my ear. There is plenty of sky 
out there so why should they invade my airspace? In retaliation, 
I give chase. Unfortunately, they are a lot more manoeuvrable 
than I am and I usually land piled up in my person’s best petunia 
while the little critter happily sails on. Not only does the person 
mention the destruction of the petunia but also says I should not 
attack bees as they are good citizens who pollinate plants and 
make honey.
   “But what about the other kind, the wasps. Can I catch a few 
of them? There seem to be lots out there.” 
   At this point, the person laughs, then sighs a big sigh. “Okay, 
Jessie, suit yourself but don’t say I didn’t warn you. If you snap 

up one of those you’ll think you swallowed a hot tamale.”
   A hot tamale? That sounds tasty. I ate a jalapeno smoky once and it wasn’t bad. Maybe I’d like a hot tamale. I’ll 
have to try one.
   Hmm. What to do? I’ll give it some thought and let you know what happens.

 

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 $20 annually or $15 for an 
email subscription. First time subscribers may use the same addresses to set up a subscription. For 
additional information call Marilyn at 403-638-2156. Thanks for your support.
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freson.com
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Teacher
by Marilyn Halvorson

   So, it was done. I had a job. I had a place to live. And I was looking forward to my new life here with equal amounts 
of joy and terror.  
   Back in Calgary, the next week flew by. I had so much to do to get ready for my move to the Lundhill district. I went 
over and over my limited wardrobe, selecting the clothes that I thought might look properly “teacherly.” What that look 
might be, I wasn’t sure but I didn’t need to worry. Money had been short enough the last few years that, if the outfit 
was clean and unmended, it would have to do. I also packed the one and only pair of trousers I owned. There might 
be a chance to ride and I wasn’t about to do it in a skirt, however “lady-like” that might be.
   I had been back living with my own parents and my brothers and sisters since I had begun high school and, 
although I was fond of them, I missed the life I had enjoyed with Aunt Nettie and Uncle Evan. I suppose it seems 
strange that a child with parents of her own would spend several years with an aunt and uncle. I didn’t completely 
understand it myself. I had been just two years old when my aunt, broken-hearted by the stillbirth of her only child, 
had come from Saskatchewan to visit her sister, my mother. Things were not going well in the O’Rourke family. I was 
the third of four children, born within eight years of each other. My dad, a big-hearted Irishman, was too inclined to 
stop at the Elks Club on the way home with his paycheck and buy drinks for all his many friends before remembering 
that he had a family to feed. Not surprisingly, my mother had grown embittered by the constant scrimping she had to 
do to make ends meet. So, when Aunt Nettie arrived with a heart full of a love to give, my two-year-old self latched 
onto her like a small, blond leech and when she joked that she would take me home with her I piped up, “I want to go 
with Aunt Nettie! Please Mama! Pretty please!” So it was agreed that I could go for a few weeks. Somehow those 
weeks turned into years and my aunt and uncle became more like parents to me.
   Now, I was giving up the shelter of both sets of “parents” and heading out to the middle of nowhere on my own. 
With my suitcase in one hand and a valise full of books and teaching supplies in the other, I hugged and kissed my 
family goodbye (with the exception of my younger brother who would not be kissed under any circumstances, at least 
not by his sister) and climbed into Uncle Evan’s Model T again. My father, a CPR conductor with free tickets anywhere 
in the country for his family, had never felt the need to own a car.
Uncle Evan steered confidently over the roads that just a week ago had seemed so mysterious. The Dog Pound 
remained a creek, completely dog-free this time as our young friend from the last trip was nowhere in sight. We 
stopped again at the Bergen Store, not for directions but for a soft drink to cool our parched throats. I’m sure part of 
the dryness of my mouth was from my nerves which were more tightly strung with each passing mile. In fact, I was 
beginning to feel much like a  pony I once had. When he felt that he was too far from home, without warning, he would 
spin on his hind legs and race back the way he had come.

Continued on page 7

Note from editor: Last month, new teacher, Katherine O’Rourke, accepted the offered teaching position, and found a 
place with a family near the school, to board.

   In early spring the males choose a nesting site, sit next to it and sing in an effort to attract a mate. They sing 
constantly during the breeding season, and females seem to prefer those with more complex songs. Once a female 
starling accepts an invitation, the birds breed and together build a nest. Nests are an untidy, haphazard affair of 
loosely arranged twigs, grass, trash and feathers, with a slight central hollow where the female deposits four to seven 
pale blue eggs.
   As students, Sandy and I spent several years studying in Newcastle-upon-Tyne in northern England and my most 
memorable encounters with starlings occurred in that city. On winter evenings thousands upon thousands of these 
birds would congregate in the city centre, where they would roost on buildings, electric wires and trees for the night. 
Their cacophony was deafening, and the sidewalks were greasy with their excrement, making walking treacherous.  
Bombardment with droppings from above was a constant danger. It was then that I realized it is okay not to like some 
birds.

European Starling, continued from page 1
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Musings: Right in Our Back Yard
by Phyllis Cormack

  Ray and I aren't much for travelling. I guess we focus on what needs to be done around home (and it’s a lot) so even 
though we realize the jobs don't go away—they will be waiting for us when we get back—we just stay home.  
   Hence, our family gave us money and a suggestion that we take a night away at a place just south of Rocky 
Mountain House. We made the reservation at least two months ago as I figured if we didn't have it written in stone, it 
wouldn't happen. So away we went with our overnight bag packed. We arrived at this lovely secluded “get away” 
place, had a delicious dinner and a wonderful room to relax in after a stroll by the creek. It's a nice quiet place to kick 
back and explore some of God's creation. We had a very comfortable room and thoroughly enjoyed our time away 
from the “same old, same old”.
   The following day as we drove home it was hot—the “mercury” was just above 30 C—as it has been several days 
this summer. It was good to see some of the country and compare how dry the fields looked and how many bales of 
hay were in one area compared to another. Kind of similar to comparing gas prices from one town to the next. By the 
way, we discovered gas is cheaper in Caroline than Sundre.  Go figure.
   Now, as far as moisture is concerned, it was actually somewhat greener north of here. We heard they had received 
rain when we hadn't seen a drop. 
   We travelled down roads we hadn't been on before and ended up at Cow Lake. It's a very large body of water and 
has a lovely sandy beach. Boaters were out enjoying the space and those who wanted to swim or just goof off in the 
water were doing so. Beautiful day for anyone who loves water or just relaxing with a book, getting a few rays, or 
watching the activities of others. 
   From there we made our way back home. And yes, the jobs we left undone were waiting for us. However, it was 
nice to be away and see different sights. The best part was that we didn't have to travel that far. Not that many miles 
away there are waterfalls, lakes, mountains, hiking trails, horse riding trails, camping areas. The list goes on. We live in 
a gorgeous area with a profusion of things to do and see right in our back yard. One just needs to take a day now and 
then to experience it.  

The Bergen Farmers’ Market 
Every Saturday from 10:00-1:00

at the Bergen Hall
Come for the great selection of food 

and crafts, stay for coffee, music and a 
visit. See you there. 

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

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

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.

mailto:ljsyer@telus.net
mailto:ljsyer@telus.net
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Type to enter text

IAN TYSON
by Noreen Olson

   The rain barrels have been empty for weeks and Ralph has been hauling water from the well at the stock tank. The 
pea vines were short but produced fairly well and the raspberries have been surprisingly good. But the flower beds 
have really suffered. The corn seems to enjoy the heat and the green beans and squash are downright scary. Our 
daughter planted them and I hope she has lots of friends who like green beans, pumpkins, zucchini and spaghetti 
squash.
   “Doesn't Ian Tyson have a song called Moisture?” Ralph asked. “Yes,” I answered, “you want to hear it?” The mini-
google obliged nicely and, while it is not one of his best songs, it is still vintage Ian Tyson and we enjoyed hearing it. 
We like Ian Tyson and feel a sort of affection for him because he is an Albertan, seems totally genuine, is an 
environmentalist, and because his singing career began in our neighbourhood.
   He began rodeoing at nineteen, made himself a pair of chaps, borrowed some bareback rigging and entered a lot of 
small rodeos in the BC interior. He was working for the Forest Service at the time and then applied at the Vancouver 
School of Art (now the Emily Carr University of Art and Design). He imagined himself as a Charlie Russell type, 
cowboying and painting western scenes and horses, but The Vancouver School of Art was more into cubists, 
abstractionists and expressionists so his kind of art was under-appreciated and he was not a very good student. 
During the summer he went to Banff to drive cabs and small buses for Brewster and one day he took the day off to go 
to a rodeo.
   The rodeo was at Dogpound and it rained. The horse was wet, the rigging was wet. It shifted too far forward and he 
came off landing on his feet but, because of the mud, the horse slipped and stepped on his ankle. Long ago we heard 
Pierre Burton interviewing Ian Tyson on the CBC. “My ankle kind of exploded and I knew it was gone.” He said that 
there was a doctor in attendance but he thinks it may have been a vet. Whatever type of medical person he was, he 
didn't think there was much of a problem.
   Tyson had taken a girl from Banff Springs with him to Dogpound and he got her to drive the borrowed truck to the 
General Hospital in Calgary. She did not know how to drive a stick shift, so Tyson operated the clutch with his good 
leg and shifted gears while she steered. They cut off his boot, operated and pinned his ankle back together. He says 
they did a fine job.
   He was in the broken leg ward for two weeks and the kid in the next bed had a guitar. Johnny Cash's I'll Walk the 
Line was huge then and Ian began to learn it. He was 22. After he got out of hospital he convalesced at his folks’ 
place, bought a cheap guitar at a pawn shop and kept practicing.
   He has had two failed marriages, and two children. They say he is irascible, difficult and doesn't take direction well. 
We have seen him in concert a couple of times. When he played the Memorial Complex at Didsbury, he made several 
nasty remarks about the lack of a liquor license at the venue.
   Ian and Sylvia's song, Four Strong Winds has been voted the Number One Canadian popular song and when he 
sang it at the Memorial for the four young Mounties that were killed at Mayerthorpe, it was awe inspiring. He has any 
number of wonderful songs and he has a beautiful voice. Difficult and prickly or not, he is a Canadian icon who 
deserves our admiration and respect. He lives on his ranch at Longview, still plays concerts, and on Sept 25th, 2021, 
he will be 88 years old.

ATTENTION BERGEN NEWS SUBSCRIBERS
OUR NEW RATES ARE $20 ANNUALLY FOR PRINTED COPIES, $15 ANNUALLY FOR 

EMAIL SUBSCRIPTIONS AND $2 FOR SINGLE COPIES. THANK YOU FOR YOUR 
CONTINUED SUPPORT.
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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. 
   Masks are no longer required at time of writing this. Seating is such that attendees can spread out if desired. 
Everyone is welcome to return when they are comfortable to do so.  
   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.  
   If you are interested in Friday night youth group, the contact person is Adam Elliot, our youth pastor. His phone 
number is 403-438-7729. Adam encourages kids starting Grade 7 in September to join in his activities and get 
acquainted with the others already attending.  
   August 26th is the next family fun night. There will be snacks and games for the whole family. The fun starts at 7:00 
p.m. and goes till 9:00 p.m.
   Congratulations are extended to Aaron & Bronwen Cunningham and Noel & Melony Cormack who have recently 
been married. Praying God will bless these newlyweds as they begin this adventure. 
   Prayers go out to several regular attendees and community members who are experiencing health struggles or 
bereavement. 
   The Sundre Ministerial is a team of churches in the Sundre area who want to help during this difficult time. If you find 
yourself in need of help, whether physical or emotional, please feel free to contact this number and they will be able to 
direct you to an appropriate resource:  403-636-0554.  
   You can also go to the Sundre Ministerial web page — sundreministerial.blogspot.com — if you'd like to contact a 
church directly. Click on 'Church Listings and Links'.
   If you want to donate food to the McDougal Chapel food bank, it can be taken to the Chapel. There is a door bell 
you can ring to alert them that you are there. You can also donate by e-transfer. Contact McDougal Chapel or check 
their web site for information.
   If you have prayer needs, please call or email Leila Schwartzenberger at 403-638-4175 or leila@processworks.ca 
Thank you to those who pray faithfully. 
   Pastor Rob Holland's number is 403-672-0020.
   Olwyn is in the church office Tuesdays and Fridays, 10:00 – 2:00 p.m. The church's number is 403-638-4010 and the 
fax number is 403-638-4004. 
   The Church has a new email address. It is office@bergenchurch.ca 
   The website is http://bergenmissionarychurch.ca/

I felt like I just might be too far from home now.
   After accepting a cup of tea and a delicious  slice of real Scottish shortbread from Mrs. MacPherson, Aunt Nettie and 
Uncle Evan reluctantly declared that it was  time to head back to their home. After many hugs and a few tears I stood 
and watched as the rickety Model T grew smaller and smaller until, at last, it was a tiny bug in a puff of dust.
   Despite Mr. MacPherson’s jovial presence and Mrs. MacPherson’s reserved but kind manner, I had never felt so 
alone in my life as at that moment, so when Mrs. MacPherson showed me to my room, I was glad of the opportunity 
to allow myself a few private sniffles. The upstairs room was small and plain but bright and sunny and arranging my 
few possessions made the place seem at least a little bit like home.
   After an excellent supper I could feel the melancholy of a late-summer evening settling in on me, so I headed up to 
my room to take the “cure” that had always worked for such ailments—a good book. An hour later, I found myself 
lighting my coal oil lamp but barely looking up from the pages of Riders of the Purple Sage as I did so. Once again, 

Teacher, continued from page 4

Continued on page 8

http:/bergenmissionarychurch.ca
http:/bergenmissionarychurch.ca
mailto:leila@processworks.ca
mailto:leila@processworks.ca
mailto:office@bergenchurch.ca
mailto:office@bergenchurch.ca
http://bergenmissionarychurch.ca
http://bergenmissionarychurch.ca
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History Books
by Shari Peyerl

   Once in a while, you discover a really great book. It’s something to celebrate, especially when you consider how long 
it took for book manufacturing technology to develop. While readily available clay formed the substrate for the world’s 
earliest writing, clay tablets are cumbersome and breakable. Over time, they were replaced by other materials, such as 
papyrus, parchment and paper. 
   Papyrus documents (made from water reeds) date back to 2900 BCE (Before the Common Era) in Egypt. The texture 
of papyrus allows writing on only one rough surface; it also makes folding difficult, so documents were rolled into 
scrolls.
   Parchment, made from animal skin, was used by the Greeks (in what is now Turkey) as early as 1500 BCE. The word 
vellum can refer to the same thing, or can indicate very thin, high quality skin. Parchment has a smooth surface that 
allows writing on both sides, and it can be folded into books. It is very durable, but takes a lot of preparation.
   Paper was originally made of fabric fibres and is said to have been invented in China in the second century BCE 
(Before Common Era, the culturally neutral term for BC). Its use slowly spread, and paper eventually arrived in western 
Europe around 1200 CE. Mass production of wood fibre paper began in the 1840s. Details are discussed at <https://
www.adelaide.edu.au/library/special/exhibitions/cover-to-cover/papyrus/>. Rag paper is more durable than wood fibre 
paper, because wood fibres are shorter and contain chemicals such as lignin and acid, which lead to its degradation 
over time.
   Various paints and inks were used on these assorted surfaces to record handwritten language. Official paper 
documents frequently used iron gall ink, an expensive black ink that has the unfortunate long term affect of corroding 
the paper it is written on. People sometimes made their own ink out of materials at hand. The British National Archives  
recently published a recipe for berry ink, if you want to give it a try: <https://www.nationalarchives.gov.uk/education/
families/celebrating-british-science-week/how-to-make-berry-ink/blueberry-ink-recipe/>.
   Then, in 1440 CE, Johannes Gutenberg developed a printing system that combined mass produced movable type, 
oil-based ink, adjustable molds, and a wooden printing press. This method of rapidly making identical copies of a 
manuscript allowed mass produced books, and consequently revolutionized society. An excellent documentary, 
hosted by Stephen Fry, examines the various raw materials of printing and chronicles the recreation of a wooden 
Gutenberg printing press: “The Machine That Made Us” <https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uQ88yC35NjI>.
   All these technological inventions contributed to the books we buy and borrow today. Books don’t just tell us a story 
or impart knowledge, they are the embodiment of human innovation and the outcome of historical processes. So, this 
summer, as you lounge on the porch with a novel in hand, you may be surprised to find out you are actually reading 
history!

Zane Grey was taking me for a ride into the magic world of the old west. It was eleven o’clock when I next checked 
my watch and reluctantly closed the book and fell into bed.
   Amazingly, being in a strange bed in a strange house with a monumental task awaiting me with the opening of 
school Monday morning, I slept like a log. Until I awoke in the pale dawn at seven a.m., itching from head to foot, that 
is. I leapt out of bed in order to scratch even more thoroughly, but no amount of scratching eased the torment in the 
little welts that were rising all over me. For a moment I was thoroughly baffled and then the horrible truth struck me. 
Chicken pox! The neighbours’ children in Calgary had just finished a siege of it and I had been visiting across the back 
fence. Now I had it! A teacher with chicken pox on the first day of school! The Board wouldn’t stand for it. I would be 
fired before I even started.
   Quickly throwing on whatever clothes were handy, I rushed downstairs to confront Mrs. MacPherson as she stirred a 
large pot of good, sticky Scottish oatmeal. “Oh, Mrs. MacPherson! I will have to leave immediately. I’m so sorry. I have 
the chicken pox,” I burst out, the last words almost lost in the sobs I couldn’t contain.

Teacher, continued from page 7

Continued on page 10
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Sourdough Crackers
   Although this recipe calls for sourdough starter for the liquid you can substitute buttermilk or water or regular milk if 
you prefer. The sourness of the buttermilk or sourdough does bring out the flavour of the grains, however. 
   Arrange the racks in your oven so that the top rack is in the broiler position and the bottom rack is in the usual 
baking position. Preheat the oven to 350℉.

	 Ingredients
	 1/2 cup rye flour
	 1/2 cup whole wheat flour
	 2 Tbsp. white flour
	 2 Tbsp. flax seeds
	 1/4 tsp salt
Mix together with a fork. Add:
	 3 Tbsp. olive oil
	 1 cup sour dough starter or buttermilk
Mix together and knead into a smooth ball 
(about 20 times). Wrap in plastic wrap or a small 
freezer bag and refrigerate for 1 to 24 hours. 
Remove from the fridge and cut into 8 equal 
small pieces. Lightly flour your counter top and 
roll one piece of dough to the thickness that you 
like your crackers. They can be paper thin or 
thicker according to your preference. Use a 
bench knife to lift the dough and place it on a 
cookie sheet. Leave room for 4 pieces per 
cookie sheet. Once all the dough pieces are 
rolled out and on the cookie sheets, score each 
piece with a knife to the shape and size of 
cracker that you want. Sprinkle with coarse salt. 
Spritz with water. If you don’t have a spritzer you 
can flick water off a pastry brush. The water helps the salt to stick. 
   Place one pan on each rack in the preheated oven and bake for 10 minutes. After 10 minutes, turn each 
cookie sheet and switch its place on the oven racks. Bake for 10 or more minutes. After the second 10 
minutes keep checking to see if the crackers are brown enough. The more brown they are the more 
crunchy and toasty they will be.

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

   Need I say that the weather we have been having has been "hotter than a pistol"? I can't remember having this kind 
of weather since I was a kid back home on the farm. Too soon we grow up and leave home for some real adventures!   
Along with this hot weather has come a lot of hot headed wasps and hornets! We don't like to do it but sometimes we 
have to use some One Shot wasp spray on nests that are much closer to our front and back door than we can allow 
them to be. I tried to bravely use this stuff on a nest but picked up the mosquito spray by mistake and the only one it 
affected was me! May I never meet a bear and make the same mistake! 
   The woods seem to be alive the last two months with the hum of bees and insects. Too soon it will be quiet and still. 
There have been times this summer when I have felt velcroed to the garden. I'm sure some of you have felt the same 
way due to the amount of watering one has had to do. Already the produce is being harvested with many thanks to 
the Lord for what we are getting despite the extreme heat. Too soon the gardens will be empty. Al and I have no 
complaints at not having to mow grass for quite a while! 
   Some of you will be wondering about my family of baby skunks that I wrote about last month. Well, we finally 
decided that mommy skunk must have met some nasty fate because she never did come back to her little ones. I 
continued to give them moist foods and lots of water. Then one day we noticed three of them out and about by our 
woods and thought this was great. Instinct was kicking in. This happened for a day or two and each time they would 
come back to home base again. I kept count of my little stinkers which, by the way, they never did make. Well, one 
day the tail count went down and we figured a predator was responsible until, while walking with my granddaughter, 
we came upon a little one on the path who had expired. That was sad to see but, what was worse, was finding two 
more out in the pasture! We came to the conclusion that they got lost and could not find their way back again. Their 
mother would have brought them back likely by the same route that they went out. Remember, they were pretty 
young. At this point we believe there is one left. I enjoyed my experience with these unpopular critters because one 
does not see them as babies very often. Now you know the rest of the story.
   In closing, I want to explain to you the real reason for the title of my newsletter this month. A very well known and 
beloved young woman from our Bergen Community lost her battle with cancer. Debby Scott was a wonderful wife, 
mother and dear friend to so many and will be sorely missed. Too soon she left us to be with her Heavenly Father. May 
we all remember that a visit, a hug, a kind word or special card can be a precious gift to someone. Too soon the 
opportunity may be gone. So go ahead and share them! 
   Til next time..........

Teacher, continued from page 8

Mrs. MacPherson just stared at me for a moment, then stepped forward and grasped my arm. Before I could react she 
had pushed up my sleeve and was intently studying the rash on my arm. The next thing I knew, she had burst into 
tears. “Oh I really am sorry,” I repeated. “I hope I won’t give it to you.”
   Mrs. MacPherson calmed her sobs enough to state, “Ah don’t worry, lass. You’ll not give it to me. That’s not chicken 
pox. It’s…” suddenly her face turned red and she sputtered as if she was going to say a bad word,…”It’s bedbugs. All 
the log houses in the country are infested. I did a thorough cleaning and spraying in your room and I thought they were 
all gone but now…” Her voice trailed off, then returned with more sobs. “Now I have the teacher in a bug-infested 
room. I’m so ashamed.”
   I, on the other hand, was so pleased about it not being chicken pox that I gave Mrs. MacPherson a big hug and 
declared, “Don’t worry Mrs. M. Everything will be just fine..”
   By the time we had devoted most of Saturday to washing all my bedding—and most of my clothes, and dragging all 
my furniture outside to be sprayed with something that smelled like—and may even have been—kerosene, I wasn’t 
quite so optimistic. But the bugs didn’t show up that night and after a night of dreaming about cowboys I woke up 
ready to face another day.

continued on page 12
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Ride With Me
by Donelda Way

   My allergies were acting up. Driving near ripe and newly cut fields was affecting me! The swaths were thick and 
healthy looking. Some were being raked. 
   Two moose loped across a wide open space on this record-breaking hot day, completely at ease, one behind the 
other. 
   Fallen Timber Trail: “There are two animals on the road”. As we slowly passed the cow, her calf sauntered up from 
the ditch to amble alongside her.  
   “Those square bales look so small.” “Even so they will be heavy to lift”. The next field had big round bales for 
comparison. 
   New Sign: Greetings from Doyle Drive has a mountain formation and multi–coloured skyscape background. Each 
colourful tall, narrow letter of the greeting has a scene and saying painted on it: animal paws, a camping scene, 
mountains with grazing cattle, Alberta Cowboy Trail, a prairie scene under a colourful rainbow, a barn, and a bridge 
over flowing water.
   “That was a ROLLS! That was a Rolls Royce”. “That was an exquisite car to be on this country road”. Excitement 
was short lived. We were travelling in opposite directions and it was soon out of sight. 
   My husband warned me, “There is something on the road”. I swerved and missed the small hump of black and 
white. “That was a skunk—glad you missed it”. 
   My friend commented, “Those dogs were barking when I came and also now when I am leaving”. A sandwich board 
had been placed at the intersection near our rural mailboxes. It totally explained this almost constant barking from 
mid-morning until darkness. Alberta Tree Hound Association–Annual Field Competition: July 30th—Aug 1st. 
   “I think that was a Model A”. “Maybe it was a Model T?” We saw a restored vehicle on Fallen Timber Trail and also 
along Hwy 27 going through Sundre. It brought back a lot of memories of exciting rides with my older cousins on farm 
roads in northern Saskatchewan. 
   I had barely finished my left turn onto a side street in Sundre. A doe had already crossed the road and was waiting. 
The first fawn stood in the middle of the road looking back at the second fawn which was approaching from the river 
bank. The fawns were spotted twins!
   Exiting our house: For the first time in weeks the air was cool with a fresh breeze that dissipated the forest fire 
smoke. Along the Bergen Road we followed an SUV that had travelled on gravel. The back window was coated in 
dust! In Sundre, a man on the sidewalk had one leg bandaged from the ankle up past the knee. He was using a cane 
for support and balance. Across the street, three people were chatting between puffs on their cigarettes. Heading 
home I noticed the clouds gathering—bright white intermixed with gray. At the roadside, ponds were drying up. 
Unusually, no people were gathered at Davidson Park. The marsh and low-lying grasses have a brown tinge to their 
tops. Neighbours were installing a Texas gate or marking a new fence line. The poplar leaves were dancing. I had a 
clear view of the calm and serene vista of the foothills.
   One evening, I chose to drive slowly (20 km/hr) with the windows down. Nature’s air conditioning created a profound 
comfort. I stuck my left hand out to rest on the mirror. Ick..that is sticky. The strand of spider web did not want to let go 
of my hand, the mirror or the door frame. The strand followed my hand to the steering wheel, to my chin and down to 
my pant leg. By then it had become a fascination.
   We had just backed out of an angle parking stall. As we inched forward the bicyclist, heading in the opposite 
direction, pedalled between us and the back bumpers of several vehicles. Dangerous. The other drivers would not be 
expecting a rider behind them!
  A bungalow house being moved, filled the entire two lanes through town, slowing traffic. Following the house was an 
oilfield rig move, also slowing traffic. Understanding the delay, we decided on a detour route. It was fun to see homes 
in areas we don’t usually frequent. 
   A buck sauntered across in front of us. He was meeting two does that were waiting on a driveway that extended to 
the back part of the property.  
   The wasp zigzagged across the windshield, choosing not to escape through the open side windows. Wearing a work 
glove for protection we pushed it through the dash vent. We never saw it again.
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   Sunday morning dawned sunny with the crystal clear air that signaled the beginning of autumn. With no unwelcome 
guests in my bed, I awoke well rested and more than ready for a breakfast of porridge with thick, fresh cream, strong 
coffee, and homemade bread with wild raspberry jelly.
   At eleven o’clock I was whisked off with the MacPhersons to church service at the school. The MacPhersons, Mrs. 
M. explained, were actually of a Presbyterian persuasion but it seemed that an accidental ecumenical movement was 
afoot in the Lundhill district. Since only one young preacher, this one of a Mennonite background, was willing to make 
the long journey from Didsbury each Sunday, most of the homesteaders of the neighbourhood attended his service.
   I was introduced to so many people that I knew I had no hope of remembering who was who. There were familiar 
faces, though. I was delighted to see Ida Grayson and her family pull into the yard in a buggy pulled by two prancing 
paints, neither of which was the fractious Geronimo. (Apparently the stallion was not a suitable Sabbath horse.) I did 
smile to notice that Ida held the lines while the gentle-looking soul I took to be her husband seemed quite happy to 
sit back and enjoy the scenery. Three bright-eyed young boys eagerly hopped out of the buggy and began a game of 
tag with some other youngsters while Ida and Mr. Grayson exited somewhat more sedately. I did get the impression, 
however, that had Ida not been hampered by wearing the unfamiliar dress she would have jumped out as exuberantly 
as her children.
   In sharp contrast to the Grayson’s snappy team and rig came a lumbering wagon, pulled by my old acquaintance, 
the sway-backed Blue, and a roman-nosed Clyde almost twice his size. Its bed was full to overflowing with youngsters  
who could only be the Cranston family. Each, I noticed, was freshly scrubbed and their hair shone from recent 
washing. They were dressed in what must have been their Sunday best and, although many garments were faded or 
patched, all were clean and carefully pressed.
   After numerous greetings and more introductions we finally made our way inside where, somehow, everyone found a 
seat, some squeezing into the student desks and others sitting on planks run between blocks of wood. After a rather 
lengthy sermon by the young man who seemed somewhat more earnest than gifted with oratory, there was a pleasant 
surprise. Every last one of the Cranstons trooped up to the front where, a capella, they sang “Amazing Grace.” It was 
so beautiful it took my breath away. Patched and faded they might be, but that took nothing from their talent and 
sincerity. Every child, with the exception of the toddler in his father’s arms, sang as if the music came from their very 
souls.
   And that was not the end of the music. Next, a group of three young men took centre stage with guitar, banjo, and 
violin to play a medley of old-time gospel songs. One was quite short, one was quite heavy, and the violin player was 
very tall. I noticed that his shirt cuffs rode a little high on his long arms and his jacket also seemed a little short for him. 
But my thoughts on his outfit were soon overwhelmed with awed admiration. Oh, the sound he could bring from that 
violin!
   Sunday dinner was nothing short of a work of magic. Less than an hour after arriving home from church, we sat 
down to a meal of fried chicken, potatoes and gravy, fresh garden peas, carrots, and beets, and cabbage salad. 
Dessert was a pie fairly bursting with juicy wild raspberries and topped off with real whipped cream from the 
MacPherson’s own cows. I staggered away from the table so full I was almost miserable. What I needed was a walk 
and I knew exactly where that walk would take me. Picking up my satchel of supplies, I set off for the school.
   As I entered the dusty little building and set to work, I could almost hear the voices of Aunt Nettie and Uncle Evan 
gently chiding me. This was the Sabbath and I should not be working. Sorry, Auntie and Unc, I thought. School starts 
tomorrow and this is the first chance I’ve had to prepare anything. I have to do this.
   With my conscience somewhat mollified I began to enjoy my chores immensely. First I gave the poor peeling 
blackboards as good a cleaning as I dared without removing the rest of the black paint. Then I tried a trick I’d learned 
in Normal School. With the use of a perforated paper stencil and a chalk brush saturated with colored chalk it was 
possible to make a “frieze” all along the top of the blackboard. The pattern I chose for the season was autumn leaves 
and I had a fine, messy time scribbling on the board with orange, red, and green chalk, wiping it onto the brush, and 
patting it onto my stencil. Standing back to view my finished creation I could understand how proud Van Gogh must 

Continued on page 13

Teacher, continued from page 10



Bergen News
The

Page 13  	 August 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
Fall hours return September 7th The library will be open:
Tuesdays 9:00 – 4:30 
Wednesday 12:00 – 7:30 PM 
Thursday 12:00 – 4:30 PM 
Fridays 12:00 – 4:30 PM
Saturdays 11:00 – 2:30 PM
Sundre Library (403) 638-4000, www.sundre.prl.ab.ca

Genealogy
Tuesday, September 21, 9:30 – 11:30 PM 
Research your roots. Call to register.

Preschool Rhyme Time
September 9th & 23rd, 11:00 – 11:45 AM
Ages 3-5 with a parent. Call to register.

have felt when his work was done. What an artist I was! That job complete, I went on to write the alphabet, small and 
capital letters, below the frieze. Then I repeated it in printing for the little ones.
   Soon I had tacked several years’ collection of calendar pictures over the drab and pockmarked bulletin boards. The 
room was beginning to look like a school should look. It was almost supper time so I contented myself with one more 
task. In my best penmanship I wrote across the board.  

Welcome to Lundhill School
My name is Miss O’Rourke

and
I am your teacher.

   The words sent a shiver of anticipation through me and I stood staring at them so long that I barely made it home in 
time for supper.
   When I walked into the kitchen I found a little surprise. The family was seated at the table and there, in my usual 
chair, sat a boy who must surely be young Willie.
   “Well, hello there,” I said with a smile, anxious to make friends with one of my students.
   “Say hello to Miss O’Rourke, Willie,” urged Mrs. MacPherson.
   Willie stuck out his lower lip. “Won’t!” he muttered.

Teacher, continued from page 12

Continued on page 14

Lego Club
September 21st, 3:15 – 4:15 PM
Ages 6-12, Call to register.  

Art & Culture Days
Saturday, September 25th, 12:00 – 4:00 PM 
Interact with artists and enjoy live music.

Adult Book Club
Third Wednesday of each month at 2:00 PM
Looking for NEW members. 

Indigenous Story Telling 
Coming to the library in Remembrance of National Day of Truth and Reconciliation. Date TBD
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   Mrs. MacPherson’s embarrassment showed in her face which was rapidly becoming as red as her hair. “Now Willie, 
that is no way to speak to your teacher,” she chided.
   “Don’t care,” replied Willie.
   “Willie!” Mr. MacPherson thundered, beginning to rise from his chair.
   “Now William,” cautioned his wife, “you know we must be careful not to upset Willie. He’s had such a hard time.”
   Mr. MacPherson sank back into his chair without another word but, from the look on his face, I suspected that he 
may have been saying many colourful words to himself.
   “Now,” said Mrs. MacPherson, “let’s all settle down and enjoy our supper. Come, Kate, sit here by me.” I did so and 
we were just filling our plates when another outburst came from Willie.
   “I think I’m going to be sick,” he announced, glaring in my direction. “Can I leave the table?” My recent grammar 
course had drilled into my head that the word he wanted was “May I leave the table?” but I decided it was best to 
refrain from working on Willie’s grammar just yet. Obviously, there were more urgent aspects of his deportment to 
begin with.
   “Very well. Maybe you should go lie on the couch for a while.”
   “I’m going outside,” Willie declared.
   His grandmother just sighed and passed me a cold chicken sandwich.
   “How’d your afternoon at the school go, Kate?” Mr. MacPherson asked and I was so relieved by the break in the 
tense silence that I began a monologue about my afternoon’s accomplishments that lasted through to dessert. We 
were just digging into dishes full of preserved strawberries laced with thick cream when I caught sight of Willie slinking 
up the stairs. Neither of the others saw him from their positions and I thought it none of my business to comment on 
his reappearance  
   We were just finishing the dishes when he came back downstairs. This time his grandmother saw him. “Willie,” she 
said, “where have you been?”
   Willie sidled over and laid his head against her arm. “Up in your bedroom,” he said sadly, “looking at the pictures of 
my mother in your photo album.”
   Mrs. MacPherson dried her hands and enfolded the boy in her arms. “Oh, you poor little bairn,” she soothed, wiping 
a tear from her own eye. “Come on in the parlor. I’ll make up a bed for you and you can stay the night with us. Will that 
make you feel less lonely?”
   Sniffling, he nodded his head against her shoulder. She may have thought him lonely but the grin he shot at me from 
over her shoulder did not look lonely to me. Poor little Willie looked downright triumphant. Wickedly triumphant, in 
fact.
   To be continued.

Teacher, continued from page 13

The Bergen News Online by Shari Peyerl
Find up-to-the-minute Local News on the newly reinvigorated The Bergen News website: 
thebergennews.ca
On the Local News page, you will also find links to county bear activity reports, Sundre weather 
reports and a Bergen events calendar (with info on government meetings, performances, and 
farmers’ markets, etc).
On The Bergen News page, you can read past editions (in the process of being uploaded) and find 
out how to get current editions.
Other pages include information about and links to the Bergen Farmers’ Market, the Bergen 
Community Association, and assorted Bergen businesses (soon to be added). If you live in Bergen 
and would like to have your local business listed, please let us know!
Please subscribe to The Bergen News website to be notified automatically of the latest news. The 
subscription form can be found on the Welcome page and the Contacts page. (If you do not receive 
the confirmation email in your Inbox, please check your Junk folder.)

https://thebergennews.ca/
https://thebergennews.ca/
https://thebergennews.ca/welcome-to-bergen/
https://thebergennews.ca/welcome-to-bergen/
https://thebergennews.ca/contacts/
https://thebergennews.ca/contacts/
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Seen This Summer in Bergen by Bergen Springs Residents

couldn’t count very well. Her brood of four became six and she seemed none the wiser. She purred as she nursed and 
cleaned babies and was quite content.
   Now we were down to three orphans and it was getting late. Another long night loomed in front of us. Then a much-
needed text: someone had two nursing cats, one with five kittens and one with four. We could distribute the remaining 
three kittens between them. However, the deal was, we had to take our three back plus extra when everyone was 
ready to find a home! Despite the time of day, we jumped in the truck and drove to farm #2. When we arrived, we 
discovered the two cats had their litters in the same box. It looked like a mosh-pit of tiny kittens. And two more mother 
cats that can’t count!  
   Without hesitation, in went three more kittens. Suddenly, the pile of babies went from nine to twelve and no one 
seemed to notice, or if they did, they didn’t mind. One mother leaned back to feed whoever could find a spot at the 
‘dinner table’. The other mother set to work with bath time, cleaning one kitten after the other. I noticed that she 
started with two of our orphans, probably because they were covered with kitten milk replacer. It was like watching 
Sister Wives in the cat world. 
What a beautiful scene to have 
these orphans accepted into 
loving paws with food and 
warmth. We were pretty sure 
they would be fine.
   I am happy to tell you that all 
of the kittens thrived with their 
new families. Everyone grew to 
be healthy and strong.  At 
almost twelve weeks old, they 
are full of energy and cuteness. 
And a few are still looking for 
their forever home if you happen 
to be needing your own mouse 
catcher.
   Thank you to all of you that 
helped us find a home for these 
babies. Special thanks to Melissa and Joel Schmitz and Nic Gee and Shelby Medd for welcoming these little beings 
onto their farms. Sometimes it takes a village—even with kittens.
   And thank goodness cats can’t count.

Cats Can’t Count, continued from page 

Kittens all grown up
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