
Bergen News 
Birds, Beasts and Botany in Bergen

by Bob Griebel; photo by Sandy Easterbrook

Cedar Waxwing (bombycilla cerorum)
   I’d be hard pressed to name a more elegantly dressed bird than the Cedar Waxwing. It sports a sleek, silky, brown, 
grey and lemon-yellow coloured body offset by brilliant red wax droplets on the tips of the secondary wing feathers; a 
jet black mask outlined with white; and a bright yellow tail tip. A feathered head crest completes the picture. And yes, 
the red deposits on the wings really are a waxy secretion. Coloured by a red berry pigment, they increase in number as 
the bird ages and act as an important signal in mate choice and social organization. Waxwings are one of the few bird 
species in which females do not play second fiddle to males in the dress department, as both sexes appear identical. 
Given its distinctive and easily recognizable appearance, one is unlikely to confuse it with any other bird apart from its 
close cousin, the Bohemian Waxwing, which is larger and greyer than the Cedar, and has a red patch under the tail as 
compared to the Cedar’s white under-tail.
   Cedar Waxwings are an exclusively North American bird. They 
spend their summer breeding season in the southern half of 
Canada and (wisely) avoid our winter by migrating to the southern 
United States and into Central America as far south as Panama. 
   These are very social birds. They are non-territorial and forage in 
groups year-round, often feeding and grooming each other. In 
autumn they gather in larger flocks often numbering in the 
hundreds. Waxwings are mainly fruitarians and consume a wide 
variety of fruit and berries including dogwood, mountain ash, 
saskatoon and juniper berries, as well as crab apples and cherries. 
The “Cedar” in the birds’ name comes from their particular 
fondness for the small cones of the Eastern Red Cedar. A 
particularly charming feeding behavior occurs if fruit is confined to 
the end of a branch and only accessible to one bird at a time. 
Other birds will form a lineup on the branch and food will be 
passed down the line from bird to bird, so that each will get to 
share in the bounty. Waxwings are susceptible to alcohol 
intoxication from fermented fruit and can be seen staggering 
drunkenly about on the ground, unable to fly if they over consume.
   Nesting occurs in mid to late summer. It would seem that the 
rather delayed breeding season is timed to coincide with the ripening of the various berries that comprise most of the 
hatchlings’ diet. Mating is usually initiated when the males do a little hopping dance for a female. If she is at all 
interested, she returns the gesture with a little hopping of her own. The birds may then sit together and pass small 
objects such as a berry, a flower petal or an insect back and forth from bill to bill. They may “kiss” by rubbing their 
beaks together. After mating, the female will build a nest over the course of five or six days, occasionally helping 
herself to nesting material from other birds’ nests. Nests are usually located in conifers approximately six to twenty 
feet above ground. The female incubates three to five bluish grey, speckled eggs for 12 to 13 days. The young are fed 
and cared for by both parents, being fed insects for the first few days and berries thereafter. Two broods a year are 
commonly raised, with a new nest built for the second family. 
   Planting fruit trees is the surest way to attract these handsome visitors to your back yard or farm. And while watching 
these birds becoming tipsy on fermented fruit, why not enjoy a glass of wine or beer yourself? Speaking of beverages, 
I would like to take this opportunity to toast all the readers and supporters of the Bergen News and wish them a joyous 
Christmas Season and a viral-free New Year!!
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A Trip to Newfoundland
by Shelley Ingeveld

   Gerald and I had planned to attend the Celtic Colours Musical Festival on Cape Breton this fall but it was changed to 
a virtual event which did not get us a trip away. So we chose to visit Newfoundland (pronounced Newfinland by the 
locals) since it was the only province we hadn’t been to. Tickets were ordered, and we thought we were on our way 
with plans to land at and return from Deer Lake airport (near Corner Brook). But West Jet cancelled our flight home 
which meant rearranging the entire trip. After a late night call (11:45 p.m.) with a booking agent, we booked a tour with 
Visions Atlantice that included B&B’s, a rental car, driving guide and tour fees. Travelling during the COVID 19 

pandemic meant there were some extra details to work out. 
We had to register our flight plans along with our 
vaccination record with the Newfoundland government 
and our paper work was checked when we landed in 
Deer Lake.
   We met two Newfoundland ladies on the flight to Deer 
Lake. The lady chatting with Gerald decided that she 
would like to come along on our trip once she heard 
about all our planned stops. The lady I talked to spoke 
well of her home province. I mentioned our previous trips 
to Nova Scotia, New Brunswick and PEI and that we 
were glad to have heard no cussing during them. She 
said it might be different in Newfoundland!
   After we landed and our documents were checked, we 
made a stop at the Newfoundland Tourism counter in the 
airport. We were welcomed as darlings, loves, and 
sweethearts and that was before we even left the 
terminal building! The folks there are so very nice and 

helpful.
   We picked up our car and headed north 
toward Gros Morne Park and began to enjoy 
the fall colours right away. We made our first 
stop at Woody Point on the east side of Bonne 
Bay and toured the Interpretive Centre on its 
last day of the season. This is where we found 
out that the plate tectonic theory (continents 
crashing together and retreating from each 
other) was originally discovered right there in 
the Gros Morne region by an English geologist, 
Robert Stevens, and a local professor, Harold 
Williams. We got a photo there of the Viking 
Village at L’Anse aux Meadows. It was closed 
for the season so this was as close as we 
could get.
   Donna, at the Rooms at Woody Point, made 
us feel welcome and gave directions to the 
only open restaurant in town. The Merchant 
had a nice view of the water, great sea food 
and wine, and friendly staff.

Continued on page 15

Fall Colours

View from Woody Point trail of the town and cannery
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EVERY DOG HAS ITS DAY
by Jessie

Sly As A Fox
Occasionally, I’ve heard humans complain about some of their 
relatives, wishing they weren’t related at all. Trust me, the same 
feelings apply to the canine world. For the most part, us dogs 
are a pretty upstanding bunch. The problem is those other 
canines. I can’t be entirely sure, but I think that jackals and 
hyenas might be our distant cousins, and you know the 
reputation of those guys. And we are all too familiar with those 
yappy coyotes I have to bark at all night long. Biggest, and 
probably most handsome, is the famous wolf. Somehow, he has 
developed a bad reputation for devouring things like Little Red 
Riding Hoods. I don’t believe half those stories but, just in case, 
I make it a point not to mess with Mr. Wolf.
But the smallest and most despicable of the canine clan is 

the common red fox. We have one living near my yard and he is nothing but a sly, long-tailed thief. Once, after a long 
night of coyote chasing, I retired to my bed for a well-deserved nap. No sooner had I fallen asleep than the slinky little 
villain crept into the yard, grabbed my best bone, and disappeared into the forest.
   When I woke up my nose was screaming, VARMINT! VARMINT! I piled out the door so fast I tumbled head over 
heels and sprained my toe but, alas, the varmint was long gone. All that was left was a trail of those smelly little 
pawprints, not much bigger than cat tracks. And you know what, take away that great, overgrown, show-off tail and 
that whole critter wouldn’t be much bigger than a cat. Not nearly as nice as my own cat, Tab, either.
   So there you have it, my essay on the subject of “Why I Hate Foxes.”      
   I hope you enjoyed it. With all my entries in The Bergen News, I’m thinking of a novel next.

 

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

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

freson.com



Bergen NewsPage 4	 December 2021

The

Teacher
by Marilyn Halvorson

   The Grayson boys and I were just swallowing our oatmeal mush the next morning when we heard the neighing of 
horses and the jingle of harness chains. In our enthusiasm, the four of us almost got stuck in the doorway as we all 
tried to rush outside at once. At a slow jog, the MacPherson Percherons came down the lane, still hitched to the 
Grayson’s wagon. They were by no means spent but I could see that they had made a demanding trip. Mr. Mac was at 
the lines and Jim Grayson sat beside him. Both men looked weary but jubilant. Before Jim’s feet could touch the 
ground three boys surrounded him, all talking at once. He reached out and engulfed them all in a great bear hug. Then 
he extricated himself and gave us the news we were all waiting for. “Your mother will be fine, boys. Her arm isn’t even 
broken. She lost a lot of blood and they’ll keep her in the Olds Hospital for a few days to get her strength built up, but 
before next weekend she’ll be back. Gus Schumann drove us into Olds and he’s promised to go back and pick her up. 
It’s neighbours like that that make the Lundhill district such a great place to live.” He turned to grasp Mr. Mac’s hand in 
a hearty shake. “And that includes you, too. What would we have done without you?” Then he reached out and gave 
me a big hug. He grinned. “Don’t worry, Miss O’Rourke, I had not only permission, but orders, from Ida to do that. 
Having you come here was just as important as getting Ida into town.”
   “I wouldn’t have missed it,” I said honestly. “We had a great time here.” 
   “That’s for sure,” piped up Patrick. “Miss O’Rourke let us make popcorn and then she made fudge that wouldn’t set 
so we took turns eating it out of the kettle with spoons and we played checkers and she told us ghost stories and we 
didn’t go to bed till midnight!”
   I felt my face go red. I didn’t suppose this was quite the proper way to look after youngsters but, not having any of 
my own, and not thinking it an appropriate time to teach the history of the Roman Empire, I’d had to improvise.
   There was a moment of absolute silence and then both Mr. Mac and Jim burst out laughing. “Sounds great,” said 
Jim. “Just don’t tell your mother or she’ll never forgive me for making her miss all the fun.”
   After a few more heartfelt thank yous, Jim unhitched the team and Steve ran to the barn to fetch Mr. Mac’s saddle 
for me. “Well, Katie, now you get to ride another driving horse home again, but all is not lost. At least you have the 
saddle,” Mr. Mac said, gallantly cinching it onto Nighthawk for me. Jim immediately offered him the use of his saddle 
but Mr. Mac declined, saying they’d be all winter trading gear back and forth at this rate. With that, he led Dusky over 
to a stump and clambered aboard. Jim held Nighthawk while I mounted. He certainly didn’t seem to rein as well as 
Warpaint had and the two Percherons charted a jerky course down the lane. Once certain they were going home they 
settled into a gut-wrenching trot, but at least it went in a fairly straight line. 
   We were almost home when Mr. Mac mercifully pulled his mount down to a walk and we made the rest of the trip 
without my teeth banging together with every step.
   As he dismounted and then held my horse for me to get down, Mr. Mac chuckled. “What are you laughing at?” I 
asked.
   “Oh, nothing much. I was just thinking it was a good thing these horses had already travelled 20 miles these last few 
hours.”
   I gave him a bewildered look. “Why?”
   “Because they’ve been strictly driving horses. Neither one of them has ever been ridden before. If they’d been fresh 
there might have been a little excitement.”
   What a weekend it had been! After my faux pas of getting caught peeking in the school window at the dance Friday 
night, and the near-disaster with Ida Saturday night, I was more than ready for life to return to normal. I spent the early 
part of Monday nervously expecting some dear little soul to ask me how I enjoyed my brief glimpse at the dance but it 
didn’t happen. The closest anyone came was to tell me that I had missed a wonderful time. Needless to say, I didn’t 
bother to say I hadn’t missed as much as they thought I had.

Continued on page 12

Note from editor: Last month, Katherine O’Rourke had an anxious ride through the dark to the Grayson home to look 
after Ida’s children after she accidentally shot herself and needed to be taken to the doctor.
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Musings: It's Here!
by Phyllis Cormack

   Well it's here! And what, you ask, is “it”? Snow for one thing. It started falling mid-morning one day and didn't quit 
until we had a nice three to four inch layer on the ground. Along with that came three separate power outages. The 
second one lasted six hours, give or take. Our grandkids were with us so it was a bit of an adventure. I lit the oil lamps 
giving sufficient light for eating our supper, which was cooked before the power went out. Cinnamon buns were in the 
oven and just ready to be removed when all went black. And at this time of year, black it certainly was! A fire in the 
fireplace lent us heat that wasn't really needed but added a certain ambiance to the evening. And, of course, it 
provided warmth that ascended the stairs to keep the main floor comfy. It wasn't really cold out fortunately, so we 
certainly didn't suffer.  We never heard the cause of the outage but the snow was wet and stuck to power lines, etc. 
so it's possible a line broke or perhaps a tree went down across the line. The other two power interruptions were of 
shorter lengths causing less concern for our comfort. So, having had this happen three days in a row, I decided it was 
time to take precautions. My granddaughter and I filled containers with water. They are stored in the basement for the 
next time we need them. We also have a generator which Ray fired up for the six hour blackout. That was just to 
prevent the house from becoming too cold overnight. Let's say we are somewhat spoiled.  
   Haven't we been blessed with a beautiful and long fall? So blessed that I didn't get my winter cups out until after 
this winter weather arrived, which is almost a month behind the usual switch.  
   So another “it” is December. Wow! Another year drawing to a close already. It's so hard to believe we are so close to 
the end of 2021! It's been a year filled with mixed emotions. In January our son-in-law and Ray's dad both passed 
away. In June our two granddaughters graduated from high school. So sad the covid limitations were still in place, as 
those attending were still under rather rigid restrictions. The next day rules were lifted, which was a blessing as our 
son and daughter-in-law were married two days after that! 
   Throughout the year two grandsons got their drivers’ licenses, so now there are four grandkids on the road. May 
God protect them and help them drive responsibly.
   So now we come to the third and final “it” on my mind, the approach of Christmas and the hurry and scurry of 
getting ready for it. I have yet to write my Christmas letter and cards and get them addressed and mailed! Yikes! I'm 
not even going to mention shopping for gifts. We've been helping our kids with renos in their homes, so the time has 
passed very quickly. 
   I've had help from the grandkids getting the decorations up in our house and Ray hopes to get the lights up outside 
before long with grandkid assistance. Extra hands make light work. Our daughter and family are staying with us until 
the painting is done in their house. What a great opportunity to spend valuable time getting to know each of her kids 
better.  
   So, as the hubbub of the precious season of Christmas approaches, I pray you will all take some time to remember 
the reason for the season. It's not about all the gifts. It's about the one gift, Jesus, the Son of God. Let us not forget 
that this is His birthday.  
   May you have a blessed and merry Christmas and best wishes for 2022!  

Continued on page 7

Christmas 2021 Newsletter to Mountain View County Residents, Division 4
by Gordon Krebs

   First of all, and most importantly, on behalf of my wife Dennise and all of my family, I would like to wish everyone a 
very safe and happy Holiday season and a prosperous 2022. Mountain View County has many amazing amenities right 
here in our back yard, and I hope you have some time over the next few weeks to enjoy them with your family and 
friends. And here is hoping for a Covid free 2022!
   Once again, I would like to thank the residents of Division 4 for placing your trust in me during the October election. 
Since being sworn in as your Councillor, I have enjoyed the job more than I even thought I would! As a new Councilor, I 
often feel “in the dark” when dealing with things like new procedures, policies, and budget. It has been a steep 
learning curve and I really do want to thank my fellow Council members as well as the County administration and staff 
for their patience. I’m forever stopping a meeting to ask for an explanation of “what exactly we are doing” and the 
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MERRY CHRISTMAS
by Noreen Olson

   Merry Christmas to all the people I love and to the few whom I do not. Merry Christmas to all my neighbours and 
friends, both old and new, to the people who don't send Christmas cards and to all the ones who do.
   Merry Christmas to volunteers, leaders and organizers. Merry Christmas to the apathetic and the uninvolved, for 
even they care a little, at Christmas. Merry Christmas to people who volunteer and donate to the Food Banks, to the 
people who collect toys and gifts and clothing and to the people who are in need of some assistance.
   Merry Christmas to doctors and nurses, police and firemen, social workers, druggists, airline personnel, bus drivers, 
librarians, employees of the telephone, power and gas companies, to snowplow drivers, clerks, waiters, attendants at 
service stations and vendors at farmer and craft markets.
   Merry Christmas to the men and women in agriculture. The ones who rise at 5:00 AM to milk, feed, water and clean, 
the egg producers who pick, sort and package. I suppose if you’re a bee keeper or in straight hay and grain, you could 
take a day off, but anyone who has animals has to work on Christmas day. Merry Christmas to goat fanciers, horse 
lovers, kennel keepers, shepherds, all the animal rescue groups, and people who feed and count birds.
   Merry Christmas to clerks in grocery stores who by now have seen so much food that they have no appetite for 
Christmas dinner. Merry Christmas to the post office people who are swamped but do a great job at Christmas. Merry 
Christmas to wives, mothers, aunties and grandmas who have worked themselves into exhaustion. I hope it was worth 
it. Merry Christmas to everyone who got the gifts they wanted and to the ones who got what they deserved.
   Merry Christmas to teachers and ministers and bands and choirs. To Cubs and Scouts, to Girl Guides and Brownies 
and Youth Groups. Merry Christmas to carol singers, especially the ones who don't sing well but sing anyway. Merry 
Christmas to families with new babies and to families whose number decreased. Merry Christmas to the handicapped 
and special people and to the families that love and support them. Merry Christmas to all the people who live in fear 
because their household is ruled by stupidity, alcohol or meanness. Merry Christmas to people who re-cycle, re-use 
and re-new but not to the ones who waste, litter and vandalize. Merry Christmas to the environmentalists. Merry 
Christmas to all the people who have had their Covid shots and wear their masks. Merry Christmas to everyone who 
eats too much and spends too much but not to the ones who drink too much and drive. Merry Christmas to people 
who won't be home for the holiday, old people who are alone and young people who are lonely.
   Merry Christmas to women's groups, book clubs, sewing groups and quilters, to everyone who gave away some of 
the joy and warmth of the season and shared food, friendship and laughter.
   A special Merry Christmas to the readers, the contributors, and the staff of the Bergen News and God Bless us 
Everyone.

Bergen Ladies Aid Report
by Phyllis Cormack

   It has been such a long time since I submitted a report to the Bergen News. The months fly by and we get caught up 
in our changed schedules which have eliminated Ladies Aid meetings among others. We have really missed getting 
together and it doesn't look like that will be changing any time soon.
   For many years the Ladies Aid has handed out Christmas baking in gift bags to various folks in the community and 
we felt this was something we wanted to continue, so we gathered together for that purpose. We spent a good 
amount of time visiting, catching up on what's happened since we were last together. The Christmas carol booklets 
were passed out and we sang several songs. A lovely lunch was enjoyed with more story telling and visiting. Our time 
together was very enjoyable and before we knew it it was time to put the baking into the goody bags which various 
members volunteered to deliver. We have hopes of being able to meet regularly again in the new year however that 
remains to be permitted.  
   So, on behalf of the Bergen Ladies Aid, I wish you a very Merry Christmas and may you enjoy a healthy and happy 
new year!
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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 online please go to our website   http:/bergenmissionarychurch.ca/   then click on the Facebook 
page where alternative services will be listed.     
   Bergen Church is open for services every Sunday starting at 10:30 am.  
   Masks are required and are available at the door along with hand sanitizer.
   Seating is such that attendees can spread out. We are allowed to have 50 people in attendance.
   Various adults are presenting the Children's Feature followed by Toddler Time and Sunday School for the younger 
kids.
   There are Bible studies in progress. 
   If you are interested in Friday night youth group, the contact person is Adam Elliot, our youth pastor. His phone 
number is 403-586-3598. Adam encourages kids enrolled in Grade 7 through Grade 12 to join in and take part in the 
activities he has planned, as well as in the short Bible lesson. 
   Volunteers are busy making the skating rink. It should be ready soon. Check the Bergen church website for the 
condition of the rink.
   Prayers go out to so many families and acquaintances who are experiencing health struggles or bereavement. 
   We will be having a Christmas Eve service starting at 7:00 p.m. We will not be serving a meal; however, we will be 
gathering to sing some carols.
   It's always a blessing to hear of answered prayers or praise items of everyday occurrences where God's hand is 
evident. 
   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/

others in the room are excellent at helping it make sense. As MV County residents, you really do have some great 
people working diligently on your behalf. If you know any of these folks and you get a chance, thank them for their 
hard work.
   The purpose of these newsletters (which I am going to commit to do quarterly) is to keep my residents informed as 
to what Council has been doing on your behalf. While it will only be a snapshot, I encourage anyone who wants more 
information on any item to contact me directly. I am happy to have a phone call or meet for coffee anytime to discuss 
any issues. Your concerns are now my concerns, but the only way to find out is if you tell me. My contact info will be at 
the bottom of this newsletter.
   Things I have been working on:

Christmas News Letter continued from page 5
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The People of Glenbow:
by Shari Peyerl

Evelyn Edwards
   Just as in the classic Christmas movie, It’s a Wonderful Life, each of us impacts the lives of others in vital (but 
sometimes forgotten) ways. Like the film’s hero George Bailey, Evelyn Edwards performed a crucial act of bravery one 
winter during her childhood.
   Evelyn was born at Glenbow in April 1912, the first child of 
Jessie and Cecil Edwards. They lived at the general store where 
Cecil was storekeeper and postmaster from 1910 to 1918. 
Evelyn’s little brother, Harris, was also born at Glenbow. The 
Edwards subsequently moved to a farm at Delia, Alberta, where 
the family grew.
   On December 1, 1923, when Evelyn was 11 years old, her 
parents drove the five miles into town and left her in charge of her 
three younger siblings. While Evelyn was caring for her 11-month-
old brother, one of the other young boys (aged three and eight) 
began playing with a lantern and matches, and inadvertently set 
fire to the henhouse. Evelyn “inspected the extent of the fire, 
decided it was beyond anything she could manage and got busy 
with the telephone.” Neighbours rushed to the rescue. Losses 
were limited to the henhouse, ten chickens, a granary, and a 
wagon. Evelyn’s “pluck and presence of mind” had saved the 
house, the barn, and the lives of her brothers.
   Evelyn Edwards (Glenbow’s holiday poster child) is the perfect 
embodiment of the moral of It’s a Wonderful Life: all of us have a 
part to play in caring for the people and places around us. 
Wishing you all a safe and warm holiday season.
Postscript:
   Although the newspaper article that reported this incident did 
not name the child with the matches, fire did seem to haunt the 
life of Harris. During the Second World War, he served as a flight 
mechanic and witnessed the fiery crash landing of his little 
brother’s plane. (They all survived). Back home in 1955, Harris 
was appointed division fire warden of his rural municipality. How 
long he held this position is unknown, but in 1961, while his station wagon was parked in his field, it was destroyed by 
fire.

Roads and Water: Beaver dams have been causing some danger to County infrastructure (roads and bridges).
Drought conditions last year have resulted in many wetlands drying up, no doubt adversely affecting our delicate 
ecosystem. There have been concerns raised about water use from ditches and trapping of beavers contributing to 
this issue. County Operations has been very accommodating as I relay your concerns. They are mindful of water 
shortages and will monitor water usage from ditches as well as beaver control activities.
   Deadfall has been chopped and piled in ditches and allowed to accumulate. Dead or dying trees or those 
interfering with sight lines are cut during summer months. They are put through a chopper if possible, but often they 
are so dusty that they damage chopper blades. In this instance, the trees are cut into manageable pieces and piled to 
be burned when safe to do so. As a municipal resident, if you see any trees chopped and stacked in the ditches, feel 
free to help yourself. Please, only trees that have been cut by County crews and that are stacked in County ditches.

Christmas News Letter continued from page 7
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Deadfall in ditches is scheduled to be removed over the next few weeks (now that there is some snow, the piles can 
be safely burned). Sight lines are always monitored and dealt with. This is a good place to remind everyone about the 
Mountain View County App. It is very handy and easy to use, and if you happen to notice any road issue, you can just 
record it directly from the road, and the GPS coordinates go directly to Operations to facilitate a fix.
Planning: I find this part of my job very interesting, trying to balance “what’s best for one vs what’s best for all”. This is 
one area in which Administration and staff as well as my fellow Councillors are very knowledgeable, yet willing to look 
for ways to increase efficiencies by, for example, making the application process easier for applicants. I continue to 
fight for the rights of landowners, provided they aren’t asking for anything that would interfere with a neighbour’s 
enjoyment of their own property. Trust me, we have many interesting discussions at MPC meetings, all with good 
intentions. This early in my career as your Councillor, I am happy with small victories. The appeal process for denied 
rezoning applications has very recently been “tweaked” so that what used to be a six month wait for an appeal hearing 
now can be less than one month. It seems like a small thing, but if you are on the waiting end of the stick, I think this is 
a huge move forward. Thanks to MVC Planning department for listening to my “rant” and providing a fix.
Airport Management Agreement: In the summer 2021, Council asked Administration to pursue outsourcing 
management of the two county owned airports (Sundre and Olds/Didsbury). An RFP (request for proposal) was sent 
out and a successful bidder was selected. The details of the contract have been worked out, with a starting date of 
Jan 1, 2022. Hopefully this management agreement will benefit both County residents, as owners of the airports, and 
the pilots who use the facilities.
Rural Municipalities of Alberta (RMA): Hands down, this was the most informative and stimulating week so far as 
your Councillor. There are 69 rural municipalities in Alberta, and they meet twice per year for a conference. As a 
veterinarian, I have been to many conferences, and very often come away feeling “uninspired”. However, the RMA 
Conference renewed my faith in the potential of rural Albertans to stand up and make a difference. Rural Alberta 
residents have some very experienced, passionate, and intelligent people both locally and provincially, and when we 
get together and make our concerns known as one to Govt of Alberta, we have a much stronger voice.
   The best sessions at RMA are Ministers’ Forums. Several (5-6) GovA Ministers sit on the stage and field questions 
from the audience (Councillors from all over Alberta).
   Here are just some of the things dealt with at RMA:
 • Rural crime and the lack of serious penalties for offenders, especially repeat offenders.
 • Mental health and FCSS funding cuts, lack of access in rural Alberta.
 • RCMP vs a Provincial Police force (APP) – This is going to be a hot topic moving forward and it appears 
that the GovA has a strong leaning towards pursuing a provincial police force similar to Ontario / Quebec / 
Newfoundland models. The GovA has commissioned a study that they will present to MVC in the spring and I will 
certainly relay this info to residents. This affects all of us, so we need to be well informed.
 • Rural connectivity – Covid has reinforced the need for reliable rural internet / cell phone coverage and 
service. Will this be fibre or satellite based? The GovA just released $150 million in funding specifically for connectivity 
upgrades, with “more exciting news to follow” (those were the Minister’s words, not mine). During my nine months on 
Municipal Planning Commission, we have dealt with three new cell tower applications so this can only serve to 
increase internet / cell service to our rural residents.
 • Rural hospital boards – There was discussion about bringing rural hospital boards back as it was felt by the 
audience that this level of administration would replace two levels of AHS.
 • Unpaid taxes – Provincially, municipalities are owed close to $200 million in unpaid taxes, mostly from bad 
players in the oil and gas industry. MVC alone is owed close to $1 million. The fact that companies get away without 
paying their taxes means that the good ratepayers of our County end up paying more to compensate. GovA instituted 
Bill 77 allowing Municipalities to put a lien on surface equipment in an effort to secure back taxes. However, it became 
evident at RMA and through further investigation, that this bill might not have the teeth we are after. This has become 
an area of high priority for Council, not only unpaid taxes but also what is the plan for site clean-up of orphan wells.  
Any residents with expertise or thoughts on these issues, please contact me. I want to make sure I know what I am 
talking about as we move this forward, both locally and provincially.
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Winter Walks in Bergen
   The winter walks are held at 10:00 on Fridays. Everyone is welcome as long as they are doubly vaccinated. We 
walk a different road every week and it's amazing how the distance flies in the company of neighbours. For more 
information, please contact Sandy Easterbrook at 403-638-1283 or kettlecrossingfarm@gmail.com. The next walks 
are listed below:

	 December 24	 	 Walk cancelled
	 December 31	 	 Twp Rd 320 and Rge Rd 61 walking north
	 January 7	 	 as above, walking south
	 January 14	 	 Twp Rd. 314 and Rge Rd 61, going E
	 January 21	 	 Twp Rd 314 and Rge Rd 61 going W
	 January 28	 	 Bergen Rd. and Rge Rd 52 going N
	 February 4	 	 Bergen Road and Rge Rd 52 going S

 • Shortage of rural veterinarians – this was brought up to Minister of Agriculture Nate Horner. He is aware of 
the issue and is working on a solution. As many of you know, I owned Didsbury Vet Services for almost 30 years. I 
was one of the first instructors at the vet school (UCVM) in Calgary, and I sat on the admissions committee for five 
years. I have no stake in the game any longer, but as your Councillor, I understand the need for rural veterinarians. As I 
felt I might have something to add to this cause, I met with Minister Horner personally, and found out we know many 
of the same people. This started the ball rolling and MVC Council gave me the mandate to pursue a Resolution to go 
to this spring’s RMA convention asking for more support for rurally inclined veterinary students to be admitted to vet 
school in Calgary. It must be worded carefully because we don’t want to alienate our urban students. Hence, we are 
involving GovA, AbVMA, RMA, UCVM, MVC and anybody else interested to help draft this Resolution. The aim will be 
to help UCVM graduate more students who will enter and remain in rural practice. I am the first to admit that I am not 
an expert on governance, budget, policy, or procedure, but I think I got this one!
   At our Council Organizational Meeting in October, each Councillor signed up for several committees. Here is a list of 
the ones I represent you on:
 • Ag Service Board
 • Red Deer River Municipal Users Group
 • Strings and Keys
 • Olds Regional Library
 • ICC Sundre -working group between Sundre Council and MVC
 • ICC Didsbury- working group between Didsbury Council and MVC
 • Sundre Petroleum Operators’ Group (SPOG)
 • Municipal Planning Commission (MPC)
 • Audit Committee
 • Fire Guardians
   Again, I want to wish everyone a very happy and safe holiday season. Here’s to great things to come in 2022.
 
Gord Krebs
403-586-0272
gkrebs@mvcounty.com
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Ride With Me
by Donelda Way

   Vehicle lights in the dark: There was almost a constant glow of red in front of us as we travelled QEII, and a steady 
glow of headlights from the other direction, too. They gave a much appreciated foreknowledge of what was ahead (a 
dip in the road, animals in the ditch). The headlights behind caused me to change the rear view mirror angle to soften 
the glare.
   Hwy 27: A pickup passed me. Little speckles of sand sprayed the windshield. Only, a few feet further, I realized that 
the sand was really rain sprinkles growing into large splatters. We never saw a rainbow during this intense sun-shower. 
   While waiting for the kettle to boil: I saw a cow force her way between the metal feeder and the heads of other 
feeding cows. She used her strength to make at least five cows shift backward or sideways then she simply walked 
away.  
   “It’s a bird. Oh, two birds”. Thinking they were camouflaged, one stood still on the shoulder while its companion was 
a statue about three feet into my lane. We swerved gently and missed both (grouse?) with ease.  
   “Very strange! That coyote is in the middle of those four or five calmly grazing horses. I wonder if the horse lying on 
its side nearby is dead?” Over an hour later we passed by in the opposite direction. “Oh, it is not a coyote! I’ve never 
seen such a small miniature horse before”. Visiting friends another day we were enlightened. What we thought was a 
coyote, then miniature horse, is actually a miniature donkey. 
   Hwy 760: Near the top of the hill we avoided some road kill. We wondered what animal had dragged it into our lane.  
Possibly a dog had brought it from a hunter’s site? Once past, the black birds (crows/ravens?) returned for further 
feasting. We did not identify what kind of animal it had been. Later, during an outside gathering, someone commented, 
“It was pretty smushed with clumps of fur still attached”. Only in rural settings do people discuss these types of 
scenes so openly. 
   In the distance two people crossed the road in front of us. As we got closer, we saw that they were each balancing 
cross country skies against their hips. We think they were going to enjoy a morning of skiing along the river.
   Observed uses for walking canes: The rubberized end pushed the handicap button to open a door. It also was used 
to encourage a dog to move, to allow the cane owner to pass.
   Waiting outside an insurance establishment, I noted the signs taped to the windows and door: Camp Evergreen Day 
Camp, Bergen and Sundre 4 H Clubs, Sundre Santa’s Program and Friendly Callers.  
   Opening the house door I heard the woodpecker rat-a-tat, rat-a tatting somewhere in the distance. Later, arriving 
home, our new dog came bounding toward me. Surprise, his back paws made slide marks on the concrete sidewalk 
blocks. Didn’t slow him down! He regained his balance and bounded off through the snow toward my husband. 
   “Look at that. Either the feral cats or our dog got into the garbage.” This caused a delayed departure as we cleaned 
the debris off the sidewalk. Upon our return, we discovered the fish fillet wrapper. This flavourful wrapper was a few 
feet away across the snow covered yard.  
   One late afternoon: Bright sunlight, low on the horizon, forced me to lower my sun-visor. The distant mountains were 
highlighted with a line of gold light from behind. With the snow-covered trees in front of the mountains and farmers’ 
fields rolling toward us, it was a beautiful postcard scene.

Please Note New Rates for Subscription Renewals
To our loyal Bergen News subscribers: Please check your mail labels for your expiry date. You may 
mail your renewal to The Bergen News c/o Marilyn Walker Box 21, Site 9, RR 2, Sundre, T0M 1X0. 
Renewals by e-transfer can be sent to  editor@thebergennews.ca  Subscriptions are $20 annually or $15 
for an email subscription. First time subscribers may use the same addresses to set up a 
subscription. For additional information call Marilyn at 403-638-2156. Thanks for your support.

mailto:editor@thebergennews.ca
mailto:editor@thebergennews.ca
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   The highlight of the week came Thursday afternoon when there was the sound of hoofbeats and the jingle of 
harness chains outside the school. I looked out the window in time to see the Graysons’ team of paints pull up, 
hitched to their buggy this time. There, sitting up on the seat next to her husband, was none other than Ida. Her arm 
was in a sling but, otherwise, she looked totally recovered. A couple of the students also stole a look out the window 
and a shout went up, “Mrs. Grayson’s back!” In seconds every desk emptied and the whole class poured out the door, 
with me bringing up the rear. I shuddered to think what Mr. Andropolus would have said about that performance—but I 
couldn’t have been happier. We all gathered round the buggy while Ida gave a dramatic description of her adventure 
from beginning to end. To hear her tell it, the whole thing had been a lark! It was that kind of spirit, I realized, that kept 
these hardy homesteaders hanging on through all the trials of their lives out here.
   Then, as they prepared to drive away, Ida reached under the seat and brought out a brown paper bag. “Since I was 
in the big city of Olds, I stopped and picked us up a little treat.” She held out the bag to each child in turn and each 
reached in and brought out a piece of licorice. Fixing me with a stern look, she asked, “Well, Miss O’Rourke, since this  
is special imported licorice, are you going to allow these children to eat it in class?”
   I pretended to think that over. “Well, since it’s imported, I guess I could.”
   “Good,” said Ida, with a laugh. “In that case, you can have a piece, too.” 
   We all said our thank yous and, black-lipped, headed back inside. As the Graysons drove away I heard Ida 
admonish Jim. “Ease up on that left line a little, you’re aggravating Warpaint.” Yes, Ida Grayson was alive and well.
   The next day winter arrived. It was still October so this was no doubt just a warning shot across our bows. But it 
snowed throughout the night and, by morning, several inches of wet snow clung to the trees and covered the ground 
and more of it was still softly falling. It was time to give my new overshoes their initiation. I slipped and slithered up the 
hill to the school, occasionally straying too close to a spruce tree and receiving a cold shower down my neck as a 
reward. A plume of smoke rose from the school chimney so I knew that Bob Sutherland had braved the weather to 
faithfully do his job as janitor. Soon I was standing next to the old stove, warming up and drying off with my students 
as they gradually trickled in from their walks or rides to school. Most seemed adequately, although often shabbily, 
dressed for the wintry day. Except for the Cranston family. I could scarcely believe my eyes when the older ones 

Continued on page 13

Teacher, continued from page 4

I Wonder AS I Wander
by Pat Gibbs

   It is finally what I call winter here in Bergen. The four inches of snow that fell the past week clinched it. Was that a 
picture card day or what? The trees were beautiful all draped in white with green branches showing here and there, 
along with glittering sunshine covering the entire scene! As I wandered through the woods to give treats to my squirrel 
friends, there were delicate footprints made by the deer who like to sleep under some of the huge spruce trees we 
have. All the young saplings were bent beneath this white blanket of snow and I could not resist taking a mouth full of 
it! Admit it folks, we all have a little kid tucked away inside of us somewhere. Al is still waiting for mine to grow up! It 
may take awhile. I was also thinking about those years way back when I was a six year old kid and in grade one 
attending the Bergen school. My teacher was our next door neighbour, Mrs. Irene Halvorson. I had my first opportunity 
to be part of the yearly Christmas concert which was held at the Bergen School. Wayne Arthur, a well known Bergenite 
and musician, came one day to have each child, from grades one to nine, sing a line or two of a Christmas carol. I 
sang Away in a Manger while Wayne played his guitar. I was scared to death the night of the concert but managed to 
get through it. That song is still a favourite and every one of my children and grandchildren heard it as I rocked them to 
sleep. My wandering mind reminded me of all the wonderful people who made up those get togethers over the years.  
They sang, they laughed and cried together. Many of you will know of whom I speak because you were there and 
some of you, like me, are still here. I consider those times some of the most precious years of my life. To this day, a 
manger creche is a scene at many churches and reminds us of the most wonderful gift ever given to mankind, the 
Christ Child. 
   As we celebrate this beautiful time of year, may you and your loved ones have a happy, safe and blessed time 
together and may God be with you in the coming New Year.
   Til next time.........
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LOOK WHAT’S HAPPENING AT THE SUNDRE LIBRARY
REGULAR HOURS

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

CLOSED SUNDAYS, MONDAYS, HOLIDAYS

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

The Library is closed December 23 
through January 1.

See you at noon January 2!

See the library website 
for more events.

Red Hot Science
Saturday, March 14th 

11:00 – 3:00 PM
Sundre Library

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

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

Registration required. 

Genealogy 101
Wednesday, March 11th 

6:30-8:00 PM
Sundre Library

Learn to research your family tree.Registration required.

Movie Afternoon
Thursday, March 19th 

1:30-3:30 PM
Sundre Library

Showing: Seven Brides for Seven Brothers. 
FREE.

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

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

6:30 – 8:00 PM
Sundre Library

Presentation and Q & A. 

Family Movie Matinee: Frozen 2 
(NEW day)

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

FREE. 
Loonie concession. 

Parents must attend with children.

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

Rhyme Time 
Thursday, January 6 & 20, 11:00 – 11:45 AM 
Ages 3-5 with caregiver. Songs, stories and rhymes. 
Registration Required.

Genealogy 
Tuesday, January 4 & 18, 9:30 – 11:30 AM.
Learn how to research your roots. 
Registration Required.

Literacy Day Family Scavenger Hunt
Thursday, January 27, 3 - 4:30 PM 
Solve the clues to find the golden tickets hidden in the library. 
Registration Required.

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

Literacy Day Family Story time 
Thursday, January 27, 11:00 – 11:45 AM & 1:00 -1:45 PM
Dress as a character from a book and win a FREE book. 
Registration Required.

Adult Take & Make Kit (Theme: Chinese New Year)
Pick-up January 18-22 at the Sundre Library
$5 DIY Star Paper Lantern with light. Reserve by January 12. 
NEW February themed Take & Make Kit coming soon (Theme: Treat Yourself)

arrived wearing the same footwear as the day before. The girls’ low shoes were no match for the depth of the snow 
and they were filled with it. I quickly had them take them off and hang their soaking stockings by the stove to dry. It 
took several minutes of rubbing and warming to return their poor little toes from blocks of ice to warm, little piglets 
again. The boys had fared slightly better with sturdier boots and they insisted they were fine. It wasn’t until John was 
at work on his arithmetic that I spotted the big hole between the sole and upper part of his boot. His foot had very 
nearly frozen and it took even longer to get it warmed to a normal state. 
   This simply would not do.  	  

Teacher, continued from page 12

To be continued
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Christmas Down Under
by Sandy Easterbrook

    It was ramping up to be the saddest Christmas ever. Our sons, my partner and I had never spent the holiday on our 
own. Normally we went to Bob’s home town of Castor, AB to enjoy a rowdy, food-filled couple of days with 30 to 40 
relatives. The years when Bob was on surgical call at Christmas, we would invite over acquaintances who didn’t have 
anyone to celebrate with, or immigrant friends who were new to the holiday. But, in this Christmas season of 1997, we 
were in Melbourne, Australia. As well as having no one else to celebrate with, we were getting ready to vacate our 
house, as Bob’s sabbatical (the reason we had moved to Oz) finished at the end of December. We had had a garage 
sale and sold most of the limited furnishings we’d bought after moving to Melbourne. The house was practically bare: 
all we had left were a table; a few dishes and pieces of cutlery; and beds and a desk, which had been rented from a 
furniture leasing company. In lieu of a Christmas tree, I had collected a few eucalyptus branches, put them in a tin can 
and decorated them with popcorn strings and the few necklaces I had brought to Oz. It was a pathetic sight. 
Nevertheless, we gamely stacked our presents around the “tree”. Never had we chosen our gifts so carefully. Because 
we were moving on to Asia, we had made a rule that everything had to be lightweight and cost less than $5 (a 
challenge, even in 1997).
   I had a part time volunteer job in the art conservation department of the National Gallery of Victoria. As we 
conservators were having coffee one day about a week before Christmas, someone asked what my family was doing 
on the big day. “Not much,” I replied morosely. “I guess we’ll sit around and eat chicken.” The cost of turkey in 
Australia was out of bounds for us as a sabbatical family, especially since we planned to continue on to Asia.
   Next time I entered the conservation lab, there was an invitation on my desk. John Payne, the head conservator, was 
inviting me and my family to a Christmas Eve dinner at his house. Of course, I immediately accepted.
   John lived in an old Victorian house in a posh part of Melbourne. His family consisted of a wife and three lively 
children, about a decade younger than my 16 and 18 year old boys. John’s kids excitedly reported that, not only was 
Santa coming, but that Ralph, the resident elf, had already left a book for them and had added a new article to his elf 
house. They showed us the book. About the dimensions of a postcard, it described in beautiful handset type the elf’s 
adventures of the past year. Ralph’s house was a work of art as well. It was a seemingly impenetrable dollhouse: one 
could only peer through the windows to view the lighted interior. John and wife Elspeth had equipped it with miniscule 
furniture and accoutrements, down to velvet curtains, a library filled with teeny books, and even a centimeter long 
toilet brush. This year’s addition was a tiny tube of Colgate toothpaste.
   After a delicious dinner with warm breezes wafting through the open windows (December is summer in Australia), 
my son Brendan organized a variety show for the entertainment of the adults. I can’t recall all the acts, but I remember 
some screeching musical instruments and some card tricks. Brendan did a juggling act and impressed everyone (or 
the kids, anyway) with how he could hang a spoon off the end of his nose.
   The next day, the 25th, was almost an anticlimax. We phoned some family and friends in Canada (no computer; 
hence, no email) and opened our thoughtfully chosen presents. Mine included film (no digital camera yet), fudge and a 
sturdy teacup. Then we packed up a grill and some steaks and drove to the nearby ocean. It was a cool, grey, drizzly 
day but, hey, how could we resist telling our snowbound Canadian friends that for Christmas we went to the beach 
and had steaks on the barbie?  
   A week or so later, we landed in Bangkok, thanks to Canadian Airlines round-the-world tickets we had purchased for 
$699. No wonder that airline went bankrupt. 
   If you can safely welcome some lonely person into your home at Christmas, do so!
   It will warm their hearts for years to come, as I can well attest. And it will probably warm your heart as well.

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.

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

mailto:ljsyer@telus.net
mailto:ljsyer@telus.net
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   The following morning, we hiked the Woody Point trail and got a good 
view of the bay, the lobster cannery, and the townsite. 
   We picked up the picnic lunch that Donna had made for us and we 
went to see Trout River. On the way we got a photo of Gerald standing 
on 650 million year old rock on one side of the road and 220 million year 
old rock on the other side of the road in the tablelands area of the park. 
Trout River was founded by George Crocker and his family in 1815 as a 
fishing station. That family were the only inhabitants until 1880 when the 
community began to grow. We soon realized that all coastal fishing 
villages looked the same to us. There would be many colours of homes 
and boats, and lobster traps were everywhere. The garbage cans by the 
driveway entrances were encased in structures that looked like lobster 
traps, pretty much right across the province. 
   The trip across Bonne Bay would have taken about 10 minutes by 
boat, but since that option was not available, we drove around to Norris 
Point which took about one and a half hours. We also visited the 

Lobster Cove historic 
lighthouse on Bonne Bay 
and got some great 
photos there. Our 
grandchildren wanted 
photos of puffins (already gone for the season) so we mailed them a 
postcard of puffins from Norris Point. They got the card before we got 
home and were thrilled to have it. We mentioned that Gramma and 
Grandpa were still searching for puffins.
   The next morning, we headed to Twillingate, which is at the North 
end of the centre of the province. It is a great area to view icebergs, 
whales and puffins in season. 
   We stayed at the Iceberg Alley B&B with Danny and Wendy Andrews 
for two nights. There were no restaurants open in town, so Wendy 
made supper the first night while we hiked the region with Danny. We 
visited their summer home at Blow Me Down where we saw Wendy’s 
garden and their 150 year old root house with Wendy’s preserves 
stored inside. 
   The next day Danny managed to get us a tour of the Twillingate boat 
building museum. He’s a volunteer there and knew someone who could 
get us in even though it was closed for the season. We met a 
gentleman there who was working on a boat. He taught us a lot about 

the process. They use mainly spruce wood which grows so slowly that it 
is a hardwood there. The locals had to build their boats back in the day because they could not afford to buy them. 
Danny then took us to the Auk Island winery with mainly berry wines which were quite good; they were very much like 
good grape wines. Wendy called a neighbourhood potluck for supper; there were four couples who enjoyed slow 
cooked seal, a moose roast with potatoes and carrots, salad, and I made dessert after Amanda texted me the recipe! 
The seal had the texture of shredded beef. It had a slight fish flavour. 
   Moose were introduced to Newfoundland in the 1920’s for fresh meat. Woodland caribou are native to 
Newfoundland and are another source of wild meat. There are roads signs across the province warning about angry 
moose trampling cars as well as caribou/moose crossings. Everyone warned us to watch out for moose and we were 
glad not to have seen any. We did see several hunters parked up and down the highways looking for them (they sell 
about 5,000 hunting licenses per year).

A Trip to Newfoundland, continued from page 2

To be continued

Gerald standing on 650 million year old rock

Lobster Cove Lighthouse
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