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The first day at a brand new middle school is always a scary one. Brand new faces, brand 

new teachers and classmates, a brand new campus. My first day was just as it should be, 

terrifying and awkward, until I met the most influential teacher I would have to date. 2nd 

period and 4th period brought the gifted language arts teacher who would teach me it’s 

okay to be yourself and that people will always admire confidence and courage, they just 

might not know how to show it.  

 

Today we are here to celebrate the life of Christine Roberts, and God is it a life worth 

celebrating. Never again have I met someone as inspiring and strong as Ms. Roberts.  

 

I will never forget the first day I walked into Ms. Roberts’ classroom. Imagine walking into a 

dimly lit room to find a 65-year-old woman with fire engine red hair, a giant handmade 

shawl, blowing out a candle she definitely was not supposed to have lit in her classroom. 

We all took our seats, the bell rang, and she immediately starts a monologue telling us all 

about our greatness. Something that has strongly stuck with me all these years was the way 

she told us “You don’t know your greatness but I do. You don’t know how extraordinary you 

can be, but I know how extraordinary you are.” 

 

Ms. Roberts not only helped foster within me a strong desire for pursuing creativity daily, 

and a passion for authentically creating, but she showed me the greatness that comes from 

confidence. She taught me that setting goals and actually putting your mind to things can 

have outstandingly impactful results. The mind is a powerful mechanism; it can do things 

we don’t even know it can. One of those things being fighting cancer while teaching a group 

of unfiltered middle schoolers who were too cool to do fun assignments (but who deep 

deep down really wanted to make you proud).  

 

Ms. Christine Roberts, we will miss you so much. I will forever hold onto the look of sheer 

pride you gave to all of us as we created and built and showed our true colors to not only 

you but also our peers, some of which ended up becoming life long friends. Who am I today, 

I owe to you, Ms. Roberts.  

 

In the words of Atticus Finch, from To Kill a Mockingbird, a book we read and referenced 

often in Ms. Roberts’ class, “Mockingbirds don’t do one thing but make music for us to 

enjoy. They don’t eat up people’s gardens, don’t nest in corncribs, they don’t do one thing  

but sing their hearts out for us. That’s why it’s a sin to kill a mockingbird.”   


