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By Sharron (Lester) 
Roberts,
Calgary, Alta.

  When I told someone 
about this grade 8 reunion 
they wanted to know what 
was so special about grade 
8.  That got me thinking.  
What was it about that 
school year, 1962–1963, 
that has drawn all of us 
back here nearly 50 years 
later?  
  Maybe we were just 
at that age, no longer 
children but certainly 
far from adults, ready to 
have our young minds 
challenged.  Most of us 
had lived here in Rolling 
Hills for the better part 
of our 13 plus years, but 
we knew there was a 
bigger world out there 
somewhere. Grade 8 
started normally enough, 

By Gwen Miller
Rolling Hills

  Total attendance at the 
reunion was 37. They came 
from Pugwash, Nova Sco-
tia, B.C. residents from 
Gibsons, Castlegar & Kim-
berley and Kyle, Sask. and 
Alberta--  Eckville, Benalto, 
Red Deer, Calgary, Vulcan, 
Lethbridge, Medicine Hat, 
Wardlow, Brooks and Roll-
ing Hills.
  Most of the group started 
Grade 1 together and a lot 
graduated together from 
Brooks High School. Our 
class was the second to 
head off from Rolling Hills 
to Brooks for Gr. 12. There 
wasn’t bus transportation 
then so some students went 
elsewhere to complete high 
school. 
  Our class was always the 
biggest in the Rolling Hills 

By Ken Budd

  Sometimes we are lucky 
enough to experience pure 
joy!
  Reunions can be hit or miss 
affairs—perhaps revisiting 
old recriminations or hope 
fully affirming long time 
friendships. And it’s seldom 
that those old friends you 
want to see show up.   There 
was no doubt that it was the 
wish to get back together 
again with special people 
from our past that brought 
over 20 of us—plus spouses 
and a few grandkids—to the 
49 year reunion of the very 
first class I taught, when I 
was just 20 years old.
  There were 23 of those 
eager,  ear ly  teens  in 
my grade eight group 
in Rolling Hills back in 
1962-63. Nineteen of them 
came back on Saturday, 
October 1 to the Rolling 
Hills Community Hall to 
share old memories. Of the 
four who couldn’t make it, 
one couldn’t be found, one 
couldn’t forsake his 40th 
wedding anniversary, one 
had pre-planned conference 
commitments and three—
Bob “Woody” Wirove, 
Ken Hirney and Lawrence 
Calihou—had passed away.
  George Lowe of Kyle, 
Saskatchewan, had the 
fun of teaching math and 
science to these exceptional 
kids (now eagerly awaiting 
their  old age pension 
cheques) the year after I 
had them. He and I were the 
past teachers in attendance 
and both of us were thrilled 
by the good will evident on 
the day. 
  Attendees came from coast 
to coast—Bob Ponting all 
the way from Pugwash, 
Nova Scotia. I was blessed 

  Students and former teachers gathered for a reunion of the Rolling Hills School grade eight class of 1962-63 on Saturday, October 1.
  Back row: Lawrence Unser, Herb Hemsing, Earl Sommerville, Robert Ponting, Clarence Amulung, Marilyn [Engel] Dell, Bill Hirney, Kevin Dunn, Dawn [Hutchison] 
Thomsen, Donna [Thomsen] Kullander, Mervin Kopperud.
  Front row: Mr. George Lowe, Carol [Smith] Hofmann, Bev [Aitchison] Charest, Beth [Stewart] Ion, Gwen [Pfefferle] Miller, Val [Charest] Haag, Kathy [Pfefferle] Harty, 
Rachel [Nashiem] Gerbrandt, Noreen [Kristiansn] Shaw, Sharron [Lester] Roberts, Mr. Ken Budd.  Missing: Karl Kloepper, Linda Garden and Betty Dressel and  sadly 
deceased friends: Robert Wirove, Ken Hirney and Lawrence Calihou.

    Teacher George Lowe, left, and Ken Budd at the reunion.

Grade eight reunion rekindles fond 
memories of school year

to remind my past students 
o f  s o m e  m e m o r a b l e 
times such as our year-
end camping trip to the 
mountains of Waterton 
Park. Of course I couldn’t 
leave out some of the hi-
jinks that went on that year.
  Kevin Dunn was the 
brainchild of the reunion 
and Gwen Miller (nee 
Pfefferle) and Marilyn Dell 
(nee Engel) did a marvelous 
job of making sure we left a 
few pounds heavier. It was 
added weight, thinning or 
gray hair or inexplicable 
new lines on our faces that 
caused guessing games 
as to who was who when 
each of us entered the hall 
throughout the morning and 

early afternoon.   With each 
new arrival, even broader 
smiles prevailed. That’s not 
to say there weren’t a few 
tears.   I expect that all of 
us felt wonderfully warm 
and fuzzy as we left that 
evening. It was one of those 
great, heartfelt experiences 
that we likely get to enjoy 
too seldom and I can’t wait 
for the next one in another 
49 years.
  Only my very best to 
my past classmates that 
I also remember fondly 
when I was a student here 
and similar good wishes to 
those past students I taught 
when I came back to teach 
in Brooks eons ago.
  (Editor’s note: Ken Budd 

was born and raised in 
North Battleford, Sask. 
and came to Brooks as 
a  teenager  where  he 
attended school, worked as 
a lifeguard and did all the 
other things teenagers do in 
a small town..
  His teaching career started 
almost as an accident, he 
told me while here for the 
reunion. He had acquired 
his teaching certificate 
enabling him to teach 
grades one to nine, however, 
here in Brooks, there were 
no teaching jobs. Needing 
something to do, he asked 
Bev Nelson if he needed 
anyone at his men’s wear 
store and was easily hired.
  S o o n  a f t e r,  t h e n 

superintendent of schools 
Jack Church dropped into 
the store and when Bev 
asked him how things were 
going, he mentioned that 
the teacher he had hired to 
teach grade eight in Rolling 
Hills had decided not to 
take the job.
  “You have your teaching 
certificate for grade eight, 
don’t you Ken?” Nelson 
asked him. “Yes I do,” he 
answered. Church hired 
him on the spot and a 
teaching career that would 
span more than two decades 
began. After Rolling Hills, 
he returned to school and a 
few years later, he returned 
to Brooks to teach high 
school physical education. 

I was one of the lucky ones 
to be in his physed 30 
class. He was a teacher of 
English, creative writing, 
psychology and physical 
education before retiring 
after 25 years
    He makes his home on 
the Sunshine Coast of B.C. 
where he is busy writing—
his new book Summer Wild, 
the first in a juvenile series 
about the adventures of 
Buddy Williams, is available 
at Chapters book stores and 
also at Brooks Stationers.
  He returns to Brooks now 
and then to visit his mother, 
Mrs. Bernice Young, an 
active Brooks resident now 
in her 88th year.—Jamie 
Nesbitt
  

What was so special about Grade 8? 
but about a month into the 
school year we learned 
our teacher was leaving 
us (nothing we did I hope) 
and we would be getting 
a new teacher. When that 
day arrived, September 24, 
1963 to be precise, in strode 
a self assured, enthusiastic 
and very young man.  
  Mr. Budd was not like 
any teacher we had ever 
encountered and it turned 
out this was not going to 
be like any other school 
year. He got inside our 
13 old heads and made us 
think for ourselves. Nothing 
was seemingly off limits 
when it came to classroom 
discussions, and there were 
many of those. Those of 
us who loved reading and 
writing were in our element 
because he loved those 
things too. I never felt that 
we were just another bunch 

of kids to Mr. Budd (we 
were his first after all). 
We were individuals with 
all sorts of opinions worth 
hearing. Maybe he related 
so well to us because he 
was barely out of school 
himself. 
  Some of the things I 
especially remember were 
the trips: the one to the 
Badlands where we found 
the fossilized turtle shell, 
and of course, the weekend 
camping trip to Waterton for 
which we spent many hours 
fundraising and planning. 
It was my first trip to the 
mountains and my first ever 
camping trip.  
  I also remember the 
Grade Eight Great Debate, 
inspired by the poem 
“David” (and being on the 
losing side of that debate). 
I remember the weekly 
creative writing sessions 

Memories of Grade 8
school and it was a prob-
lem to find which room 
we would fit in. We always 
seemed like a close bunch 
but when Mr. Budd be-
came our teacher we re-
ally bonded. He was a new, 
young teacher with lots of 
energy and interest that was 
transferred to the students.
  There weren’t many field 
trips “back then” so a trip 
to the Badlands was a great 
day. When he asked us if 
we’d like to take a camp-
ing trip to Waterton, we 
couldn’t believe it could 
be possible. We needed to 
raise our own money as 
there was no school fund-
ing for something like that. 
We ALL went to work with 
the first Slave Days in Roll-
ing Hills. It was actually 
many days that saw us doing  
many different jobs. 
  We had popcorn & fudge 

sales & finally had enough 
money to go. It was the 
first time some had seen 
the mountains and the first 
time most of us had been 
camping, not to mention 
the boat ride.
 It rained most of the time 
and many of the tents 
leaked so it was a cool one 
but the warmth among us 
made it a weekend to always 
remember. We thank-you, 

Mr. Budd.
  It is mostly those Gr. 8 
students and Mr. Budd who 
wanted the reunion. We 
were thrilled that classmates 
from other years were able 
to join us and also Mr. Lowe 
who taught us after Gr. 8 
and was one of the chap-
erones for our Waterton 
weekend.  Unfortunately we 
were unable to contact some 
members of the class. 
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where we could write 
about anything as long 
as we were original and 
descriptive.  I remember 
borrowing Mr. Budd’s 
copy of “Exodus” which 
was my first grown up 
book and I never went 
back to children’s books 
until my son was born. 
And I remember the last 
day of school. I kept 
a diary in those days 
because someone had 
given me one. The entry 
for June 28, 1963 reads:  
“Today’s the worst day 
of my life. I came home 
from school and cried.”
  Thank  you  fo r  a 
truly remarkable and 
memorable year, Mr. 
Budd. I don’t think any of 
us ever called you “Sir”, 
but you will always be 
the Sidney Poitier of my 
schoolgirl days. 


