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What Readers Have Said 

Ms. Nicole Benoit-Roy’s engaging writing style makes this a fascinating 

read, one that provides insight into Haitian culture and some of the 

challenges of assimilating into American culture. Most importantly, she 

shares God’s marvelous working in her life. This book is eye-opening 

and inspiring. 
–Myra Omeler, RN, BSN 

Nicole is an amazing woman. She emigrated from Haiti, has overcome 

language and cultural conflicts, is highly educated, and is a woman fully 

devoted to God. Her book will inspire you.  
-Patricia Renard Scholes, Author of the Lorekeeper series  

“Being a woman, born in a foreign land, which she still adores, a wife, a 

mother to an only child, an educator, and a churchgoer, Nicole has been a 

completely absorbed individual with lots on her plate. Yet, she finds time to 

fulfill her ultimate dream, which she holds dearly, to become an author. 

With this book in which she describes her ordeal, adapting herself to her 

new life in America, Nicole poignantly exposes the hard way to true and 

brilliant success. Hence, the reasons I recommend this autobiography to 

those still struggling for success.” 

-Jean-Claude Blaise, M.S. Ed. 

 

This was quite an interesting read. When I first started out I wasn’t sure at 

all what it involved but now after reading this author’s non-fictional 

Christian Read, I can say it was one good read. There were things that I did 

ponder and will think about long after the read. Would I recommend this 

read as a good Christian read . . . ? YES! The best to you and all you pursue 

in life. I am sure that with God’s help you will get there! 

-Arlena Dean 

 

I pray that the Lord will bless your writing ministry. You have a talent for 

writing in a way that grips the reader. I found it difficult to put the book 

down and was really caught up in the story. I especially liked the part 

where you talked about living for God. It was written with conviction, 

simplicity and straightforwardness. I appreciated reading old time 

religion. I believe that God will bless that which glorifies Him. 
–Myra Omeler, RN, BSN  
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A NOTE OF THANKS  

   

   

   

Thank you for the cross, Lord.  

Oh, what I gain through Your pain . . .  

Jesus, if I am anything it's because You are everything.  

  

  

To my son  

Nolan Roy who constantly reminds me of my calling.  

To my husband  

Roosevelt Roy who honors his vows, “For better or for worse.”   
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Free Gift 
 
This is my way of saying THANK YOU for downloading my book. 

  
Download this learning a second language made easy package for young children 

by Nicole Benoit-Roy 
 

You Get 

One set of 4 beautifully illustrated bilingual children’s book: English/Spanish 

Ideal for teaching young children a second language while building up their faith in 

God. 

You can download and print them for a hands-on feel to start them on their way to 

building a relationship with God. 

 

What customers have said (from all-English versions): 

 

This book will capture a young child's attention while introducing them to simple 

academic concepts and Christian values. Definitely a great addition to any kid's 

recreational activities and also good for teachers working with children in a non-

secular setting. 

-Amazon customer 

 

This book was perfect for teaching my almost 3 year old son about how Jesus Christ 

loves him. . . . I really like the way Nicole can capture the way a child looks at the 

world and finds a way to deliver God's message of love as well. 

-Mic McArt, Author of Tales of Wordshure 

 

http://nicoleroyministries.org/freebooksad/
http://nicoleroyministries.org/freebooksad/
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INVITATION 
   

could start this, rather typically, by telling you that Nicole 

Benoit-Roy was born on November 26th of 1968 in 

Léogâne, Haiti to Marie Rose Renée Chéry and Andréus Benoit, but 

that would be boring, and probably not the information you were 

looking for when you picked up this book.   

Disregarding the obligatory dates and locations that we commonly use 

to define a person, I want to share with you a different perspective. 

This viewpoint is not glittered with accolades, redeeming qualities, or 

with decorated stories of ascension despite adversity. Instead of 

welcoming you in to the story of another ‘relatable’ person, I’d much 

rather bring you in to something a little more abstract, but surprisingly 

a little less distant. I invite you to share in the experience of an 

ordinary woman on an extraordinary spiritual journey.   

As an educator of 20+ years, Nicole has dedicated her life to 

not only teaching but also learning, never once believing that she 

could ever reach her limit. This passion for self-improvement paired 

with a very personal and open-minded relationship with God has led 

to what I can only describe as tangible.   

I strongly believe that her palpable faith has motivated each 

word you are about to read. As a student of hers for 23 years now, I 

am convinced that if you allow yourself to, you will learn from her as 

much as I do every day. However, don’t take my word for it . . . I’m 

just her son.  

  

-Nolan Roy, MFA  

 

  

  

I 
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INTRODUCTION  

  

  

A Clash of Cultures  
  

he year I turned fifteen, my life changed forever. My 

mother was the first in the family to come to America. 

Eventually all of us followed her here. I absolutely hated being here. 

I did not understand why I needed to leave my familiar place to come 

to a strange country.    

Moreover, the language barrier challenged me like a hiker 

facing a mountain. Every day I attended school with children who 

spoke English, and returned to a Haitian family, who spoke my 

familiar Creole. The inability to communicate freely with others 

caused me to ache with missing my friends back home. Even though, 

I longed to make friends with other cultures, nonetheless, I made only 

Haitian friends.   

The language frustrated my entire family, making it difficult 

for them to find jobs. When they did find jobs, they found factory and 

other low-paying jobs. My mom attended classes at night to learn 

English. At work and in school, my entire family slogged through 

great difficulties trying to communicate. We avoided restaurants or 

other places where knowing English was necessary. We felt like 

T 
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prisoners, only able to go to school and work. If we got lost, it was 

scary trying to find our way because we couldn't ask for directions. 

Even now that I speak English, I still harbor a fear of being lost. 

However, it has subsided considerably through faith in Christ.   

Now, thinking back, I realize the language was especially hard 

because I resisted being here. I was not open to learning anything 

about this place.   

I did my secondary and college education here, still struggling 

with the English language. Deep down, I still blamed my mother for 

bringing me here. As I got older, I realized God’s plan for the family 

protected us from all the political issues that took place in Haiti a few 

months after we left. When I understood this, instead of blaming, I 

learned to be grateful to God for my mother who sent for us to be here.    

   

 

In Retrospect  

  

Currently, I hold a dual master’s degree in early childhood 

special/general education and work as a Special Education Itinerant 

Teacher (SEIT). I no longer struggle with speaking English, but I still 

sometimes flounder trying to find the right vocabulary when writing.    

To grow up in one country and move to another to live 

permanently can be a difficult experience. Each country has its own 

way of life, customs and language. Even if two countries speak the 

same language, they may have different pronunciations and certain 

things may be called by different names.    

Growing up in Haiti, most of the people there always envied 

those with the opportunity to come to America. That was due to many 

rumors such as a person never went hungry no matter how poor he 
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was. I always thought that Americans were much more educated, and 

believed a teacher from the United States would be more effective 

than a teacher from Haiti.   

By the time my traveling papers were approved for me to come 

to America, I no longer held any of those assumptions. I decided that 

America was a country like every other country and no longer wanted 

to come. With the rest of my family making the trip, I had no choice.   

Once I started school, I experienced firsthand what the United 

States was really like. I wanted to return to Haiti and continue my life 

as before.   

The relationship between teachers and students were so 

different in America they repelled me. Students in Haiti showed the 

utmost respect for teachers. Whatever a teacher said happened. The 

students listened and obeyed. They also spoke to the teachers politely.    

The U.S. students’ lack of respect stunned me. In New York, 

students talked back to teachers all the time and even cursed at them. 

In Haiti if anyone cursed a teacher, or even a student, that person 

would get kicked out of school. Haiti schools taught respect for elders. 

The school I attended there made Sunday church attendance a part of 

the curriculum. However, I learned nothing about God from the 

mandatory church services, much less how to get to know Him. In 

addition, students were not allowed to arrive late to school. The gate 

would be closed. Even now, I hyperventilate at the thought of being 

late to any function.    

If a student missed one day, the child needed to come with an 

adult. The school never accepted a note. School uniforms were also 

mandatory: white socks, black shoes, and bows in the hair (for girls). 

Make-up was not acceptable.   



 

Nicole Benoit-Roy        6        What I Gain Through His Pain 

I still cherish the idea of uniforms. They make life simpler. I 

also appreciate their stand on make-up. No form of make-up will 

touch my skin even now as an adult.   

 

 

My Early Years  

  

Mommy bore five children before I came along. I was born on 

November 26, 1968 in Léogâne, Haiti. My parents had six boys and 

three girls, altogether. The name of the fourth child was Carol, whom 

I never knew. She died of a high fever before my birth when she was 

about one year old. In addition, a twin with my brother Kenny, she 

would have been four years older than I. All of us were born two years 

apart except for the baby, Harry, who came along three years after his 

closest sibling. According to my mother, who wanted no more 

children, she resisted a conjugal relationship with my father. 

However, to her surprise she became pregnant anyway and gave birth 

to him in the U.S.   

My mother left for the United States when I was 4 years old. I 

only have vague memories of her from before that time. I remember 

once she lay me on my stomach in her lap. I kicked and screamed 

because I didn’t want her to comb my hair. Another time, she spanked 

me because I bent over to look at her private parts during bath time. 

All hell broke loose. The spanking was not painful. Nevertheless, the 

fact that someone hit me infuriated me.    

Allow me to take you with me to that moment.   

In front of our house laid a big, open cemented space in 

Léogâne. I was about 3 1/2 years old. I stepped in a puddle of water, 

thrilled to see my mother squat down to wash herself. Innocently, to 
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better view the place she washed, I bent over to look under her skirt. 

To my surprise, I heard and felt a pow-pow. She hit me! I cried out of 

shock and confusion.    

I did not do anything wrong, I thought. And if I did, why didn't 

she tell me?    

I became very angry. I screamed my little heart out and sat 

down in the puddle shuffling my legs back and forth in rebellion.   

I hoped daddy would come soon enough to find me crying.  

Little did I know, daddy’s arrival was still hours away.    

I made my temper tantrum last as long as possible, but I was 

getting tired. My stomach hurt from crying. Too ashamed to just quit, 

I refused to stop without getting vengeance, though.    

My five brothers and a sister all watched, probably saying to 

themselves, “Daddy is not here to rescue you now.”    

No one doubted Daddy favored me, making them jealous of 

my relationship with him. I learned very early on that when daddy was 

not home, I needed to watch my back.    

I still wanted my vengeance, but it didn't feel right to hit my 

mother. This left me with only one alternative; my mouth, rather, my 

words.   

The fact that she was my mother and I should respect her never 

occurred to me. I screamed enough for people miles around to hear 

me. I believed that I did nothing wrong because no one told me not to 

peek under a skirt before.    

I still believe no child should be punished before being taught 

what to do. Children possess a good sense of justice even without the 

ability to explain it.    

I cried so much that my clothes became soaked with sweat. 

Finally, I took some shallow breaths. I looked around to make sure I 
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got everyone's attention and said, “You see! That nonsense made me 

cry until I sweat.”    

I then disappeared into isolation to wait for daddy.   

Thinking back about the rest of my childhood years, I realized 

my father spoiled me even then. I recall after my mother left, if any of 

my siblings slugged me I’d cry until my father got home, being 

daddy’s little girl. However, I refused to get even a slap to the point 

that not even my beloved daddy could get away with physically 

punishing me.   

  

  

Something Fishy  

  

Daddy practiced Voodoo, but even as a child I considered it 

foolish. During summer vacations in Haiti, the family expected my 

sister, my next younger brother and me to go to Léogâne. As the 

summer months drew to a close, my father lined up every child in the 

house to bathe him/her with a special Voodoo water made with 

crushed leaves.    

As I got older (though not much older), I grew to detest the act 

and so, I decided not to go on vacation anymore. I thought it was 

ridiculous to allow myself to be bathed with stinky water. I never 

believed in the Voodoo stuff either. I had a good sense of who I was 

since early childhood. I knew God made me, and no evil could harm 

me. (Now, I know evil cannot touch me without His permission.) That 

knowledge made me very bold and never afraid of any Voodoo stuff. 

My father had a special table with a white, small washbasin and other 

Voodoo items on it. No one was supposed to touch them. However, 

on many occasions, I pretended to be cleaning just so I could touch 
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and rearrange everything on that table. I held no fear. I just knew they 

lacked any authority over me. It's weird though, no one told me that 

Voodoo held no potency. It was always a gut feeling. I was always 

very bold about expressing my belief every chance I got.    

My father used to hold Voodoo rituals where every child in the 

house was expected to eat out of special wooden bowls. I shunned all 

that eventually. Because my brother, Kenny, and sister, Carol were 

twins, the ceremony held every year honored them even though Carol 

died as a baby. Those things made no sense to me. They led me to 

refuse to take part in them as soon as I grew old enough to say “No.” 

With me so hardheaded and strong-willed, no one in my family could 

force me to take part once I said “No.” Not even my father.    

On one occasion, something terrible happened in my family, 

causing my father to be the focus of suspicion. I felt his pain 

afterward. He needed so much to have someone on his side. 

Unfortunately, not even his favorite little girl was willing to be that 

someone.    

In desperation, one evening in Port-au-Prince, the capital of 

Haiti, he pulled me aside. In a private conversation, he explained his 

own version of the incident after he visited my mother in the U.S. in 

1982 for the first time.    

He said, “Nicole, I know you’re getting older. You can 

understand what I’m about to tell you.”   I was 14 years old then.    

“When I went to New York,” he continued, “I swear I did not 

take your mother’s soiled panties. It’s only after I came back to Haiti 

I saw them in my suitcase. I swear I did not take them.”    

I listened attentively, but my eyes stared at the cement floor as 

we sat on the edge of my bed.    
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“You believe me, don’t you, my girl.” He held on to my left 

arm as if begging me to say yes.    

I’d heard the rumor that he wanted to use her underpants to 

hurt my mother through witchcraft so often that I’d already made up 

my mind of his guilt.    

My father returned to Haiti finding himself in an awkward 

predicament. At that age, I was naïve and extremely honest.    

“Well, I can’t say whether you did it or not. I wasn’t there. 

You’re the only one who knows if you did it or not,” I said.    

Suddenly, the look he gave me told me he wanted another 

answer. His eyes turned red. His pain turned to hatred.    

I knew then I was not his favorite little girl anymore and I 

would pay.    

In retrospect, I realized I could have answered him differently 

had I known better. I still feel his pain even now, as I write about it.   

As soon as my mother found out her panties were missing, she 

demanded that my father purchased a plane ticket and returned them 

to her.    

When he did, she burned them in his presence.    

My father continued to make his regular weekly visits from 

Léogâne bringing us fresh produce every time. Our relationship was 

never the same, however. At times, I’d purposely stay away to avoid 

seeing him altogether, not showing up until after he left. He was the 

enemy of the family. He knew it. That made him very uncomfortable 

and angry.    

During one of his visits, he threatened to beat me because I did 

not greet him. Of course, I put up a fight. He tried to pin me to the 

ground. I escaped from his grip and ran to a nearby stony hill. I picked 

up a stone and made the motion to throw it at him, but an invisible 
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power stopped me. I knew Who kept me from flinging the stone, and 

I’m glad He did. Deep down inside I really loved my father. I believed 

that he gave me so much love and attention that he made it possible to 

never feel insecure about my identity.    

During my college years at Stony Brook University in New 

York, our father-daughter relationship remained broken. I recall lying 

on the bed in my dorm room reminiscing about my childhood. My 

entire family lived in the U.S. by then. My mom and dad separated 

shortly after the panties incident, although they waited to divorce until 

eleven years later. I finally realized the pain my father must have gone 

through to have his whole family against him, and the pain he 

continued to feel every time he and I met.   

“Look at Nicole, the daughter I loved so much. Now, she can’t 

even talk to me,” he sometimes said.    

At that time, we were on greeting terms. As I empathized with 

my father, I decided to put an end to our broken relationship. I picked 

up the phone.   

“Hello,” he said.   

“Hi daddy, how are you?” It felt uncomfortable saying 

“daddy,” but I also realized that doing the right thing was never easy.    

“Who’s this?” he asked.   

“This is Nicole,” I said. “I just call to tell you, I love you. Bye.”    

“Okay,” he said.   

I hung up the phone, feeling a burden lifted from my chest.   

For the first time, I began to understand the power of 

forgiveness. I still had a long way to go.    

Our relationship continued to improve after that phone call. 

My father is now ninety-two years old, and I love him as if nothing 

ever happened between us.    
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The Bible says in Deuteronomy 5:16, “Honor your father and 

your mother, as the LORD your God has commanded you” (NLT). I 

desire to obey God's Word. Through this experience, I learned that 

making mistakes is what we (humans) specialize in the most. What’s 

essential is that we learn from them.   

  

 

Understanding My Dad  

  

My father had many wives and children, before, during his 

marriage to my mother, and after their divorce. Soon after his 

marriage to my mother, he became gravely ill. He was poisoned. He 

visited an herbalist daily for three months who placed a sangsue 

(leech) on his body to suck bad blood and lizards. He needed to keep 

monthly appointments after that. Prior to his illness, he used to find 

Voodoo stuff in front of his house such as candles, matches, Voodoo 

bowls, dolls, etc.   

After his healing, daddy went on to abuse and beat my mother 

causing her to run away countless times. Finally, she escaped from his 

abuse and went to the U.S. in 1972 with the aid of her attorney brother, 

Rodrigue Chéry.    

My father was born into a Catholic family with very little 

education. From my own experience as a former Catholic, I can attest 

that Catholicism is another name for Voodooism to many families. I 

intend no offense to my Catholic friends. Many worshipers hide 

behind the Catholic faith to practice their Voodoo faith.    

Daddy later converted to Freemasonry. However, there was no 

difference in religious practice. His devotion to Voodoo caused him 

to be constantly at war with our family. After a time, none of us 

allowed him to stay over in any of our homes. One of my brothers' 
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Godmothers reported that my father mentioned that none of my 

mother’s children would ever be able to build a family and keep it. He 

started with Bobby’s house. Bobby was the second oldest child. He 

found our father burning Voodoo items in his house. Eventually his 

family separated.    

Daddy's technique was to concoct a reason to stay over in any 

of our homes just for a couple days. Because he used to travel back 

and forth, he sometimes pretended he did not have a place to stay 

when he came from Haiti. He was able to do that to most of our homes. 

He tried this in my own family, and succeeded for about two years. 

With prayer, my husband and I overcame his evil. He kept trying after 

that, but we did not let him in. I spoke up against his evil and warned 

other family members of his agenda.   

My father thought we were the reason his marriage with my 

mother did not last so he vowed to make sure our families would never 

stay together. In Haiti, he used Voodoo to keep my brothers from 

coming to the U.S. He thought if my mother sent for the children first, 

she would forget about him. Three of my oldest brothers, excluding 

Bobby, consulted a Voodoo priest and found out that my father was 

the reason they could not get a visa.    

My father was always at war with my grandmother, Louizina 

Gaigue. They were archenemies. Grandma converted from 

Voodooism to Christianism and I can attest right now that my faith in 

God is because of time spent with her. She taught me how to pray, 

read the Bible in my presence, and always took me to church. White 

(1903) states, "In order to interest our children in the Bible, we 

ourselves must be interested in it" (p. 187).    

Before dying at the age of 90 while still able to care for herself, 

she overcame his evil over the family through prayer. She was a very 
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patient, happy, and funny Grandma, always singing and praising God. 

She taught me that too.    

I recall one time in particular when her patience shone as 

bright, if not more, than the stars, towards me. I was about 6 years old 

and I never used to eat cornmeal. My grandma served it to me anyway. 

It seemed as though she was intentionally making sure my refusal for 

cornmeal would be a thing in the past.    

In an attempt to convince me, she said, “Ooh, you’re going to 

become a belle fifi (beautiful girl) and all the young men will love 

you.”    

I looked straight into her soft, gentle eyes and thought, In this 

case, I will eat cornmeal for the rest of my life.    

It is a common saying that Haitians love rice; however, as an 

adult, I’d choose cornmeal over rice every time. I miss her and I thank 

God for her to this day. As for my dad, I forgave him. Moreover, after 

arduous family prayers and the help of the Holy Spirit, he is now a 

baptized Seventh-day Adventist Christian. Yes, there is a God.    

  

  

Mom's Influence  

  

The smell of summer still brings back my early adulthood. One 

quiet and peaceful afternoon in the summer of 1991, when my mother 

came home from work, letting in the warm summer air, I noticed 

weariness written all over her face. The smell of fabric on her did not 

escape my attention. Her work in the bridal factory must have 

exhausted her. She surveyed inside a cooking pot that was supposed 

to contain leftover meat. To her surprise, all the meat was gone.    

She said in an angry tone, “Look, they licked the pot.”    
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Upon hearing her unkind words, I realized I was the one who 

ate the last of the meat. I became so inflamed with pride. I thought, 

How dare she talk to me like this over some food?  

During the next hour, without saying a word, I put some 

clothes in a brown plastic bag and headed to a friend's house. She lived 

about 15 minutes away from us by bus.   

Maggy Carver was about my height, 4’9,” single, with very 

pretty, long and shiny black hair. She welcomed me to the two 

bedroom basement apartment she co-rented with another woman on 

Bedford Ave. We had known each other since high school.   

That summer, I was home from college with no intention of 

going back. I struggled with college writing so much I decided to drop 

out. No one in my family knew about it. Maggy owned a queen size 

bed in her room, which we shared. When her boyfriend came over, 

that forced me out of the room. Not the outgoing type, with no other 

place to go, I was stuck in the basement hallway. Sometimes I slept 

on two chairs when the boyfriend stayed late, not a very comfortable 

position. I needed to rethink my decision.   

I stayed with my friend for one very long week. During that 

week, I visited my mother a couple times. She and I never talked about 

the incident, but she knew why I left, and wanted me back home. She 

was so gentle in her way to win me back that I still admire my 

mother’s tactfulness. I strive to be like her.    

My mother was a businesswoman who started her career as a 

seamstress at the age of 15. A family member introduced my mom to 

sewing after failing sixth grade from l'École Nationale République Du 

Venezuela in Port-au-Prince, close to the Cathedral Church where she 

later got married. Her grandmother, Marie Désiré, bought her a 
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sewing machine following a year of sewing and embroidery training 

from l'École Elie Dubois in Port-au-Prince.    

Just like her, I learned to sew at an early age. I have the same 

business mind as my mother. However, I just never made a living out 

of sewing.    

My mother stands about one inch taller than I, with light skin 

complexion. Before using hair relaxer, she used to have “long, 

beautiful black hair in her younger days,” she once told me. Now, she 

wears her hair at neck length.   

During those visits, I put my arms around her shoulders and 

asked about her day. I acted as though I enjoyed a great time at my 

friend’s house when in fact, I longed to come back home. However, 

my pride would not allow me to admit it. She said during one of our 

visits in a most gentle tone, “Why don’t you come back to your house. 

Your bed is waiting for you.” She tried to avoid my eyes as she sat by 

the kitchen table preparing dinner.    

I said and did nothing in response. I did not want to appear too 

desperate.    

We lived in a two-bedroom apartment in Brooklyn. I shared 

one bedroom with my sister, Madia, and my cousin, Beatrice. The 

room was big enough to accommodate one queen size and a twin-size 

bed. The small bed belonged to my cousin but I preferred to sleep in 

it while Beatrice shared the big bed with my sister. Another twin-size 

bed for my baby brother, Harry, sat in the living room by the window. 

I visited a couple more days praying that my mother would ask me to 

come home again. I began to worry, but after three long days, she 

made that request again.    

I jumped to the opportunity with a simple “Okay.” God fully 

intended to answer my prayer. I was so grateful.   
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May God bless her heart for not allowing pride to keep her 

from asking me to come back home.   

I came back home that day with a different attitude knowing a 

little bit more than when I left. I learned tolerance and how self-

importance can add to one’s suffering.    

My mother and I were separated when I was very young. I 

came to this country in 1985. We were still getting to know each other 

even in 1991. I realized getting to know the people in one’s life is a 

lifelong journey. Therefore, I learned to love my mother the way she 

is, for I, myself, have many flaws too.    

The more I know about my mom, the more I love her.  I pray 

that one day she will join my religious faith. She is currently my Bible 

student. Praise the Lord, still.  
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CHAPTER ONE  

  

  

“His Pain Guarantees My Future”  
   

y heart beats with ecstasy at the sight of every one of my 

students. I love to teach and I cherish every moment my 

students and I spend together, but teaching was never my dream. Ever 

since I could remember, I have always wanted to be a famous actress. 

Life has led me in a different direction once I had placed it in God's 

hand. My beliefs about many things have changed. However, my 

dream of becoming a famous actress has not. I find acting to be one 

of the highest art forms. The ability to forget oneself while be in 

another's shoes, even if it's just for a time, is a commendable art form 

to me. Moreover, I find it a way to escape the burden of reality and 

enter into the realm of the imagination. This art form, I aspire to 

master. Notwithstanding my aspiration, I reserve the right to 

determine which character I play. I understand that my refusal to wear 

make-up and wigs may limit those who call me back for a part; 

however, standing out from the crowd is a risk one must take in order 

to live the sanctified life.   

 

 

M 
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My Existence 

  

I believe my existence is in direct correlation with what I have 

done and am still doing in my life. In other words, who I am stems 

from what I have already accomplished and what I still plan to do. 

However, before I attempt to label this ‘existence,' here is some 

background:   

I have been a teacher for over 20 years. I love to teach young 

children to read and witness for Christ. I taught the Beginner, 

Kindergarten, Primary, Junior, and Earliteen Sabbath School classes 

for many years. I also directed the Children Ministries Department at 

my home church, (Horeb SDA) in Brooklyn for over 5 years. I wanted 

to take this one step further, however, and expanded my reach to 

outside the classroom. My love for teaching early childhood literacy 

and witnessing for Christ inspired me to do just that through the Jesus 

Loves Everybody children’s book series I wrote. To my delight, the 

first book, Jesus Loves Everybody: Especially Me, received the 2012 

Sharp Writ Book Award.   

This was only the first step. Writing and spreading a message 

through words ignited a passion inside of me. This led me to 

evangelism, beginning my Christian education at the Northeastern 

Evangelism Training School (NETS) and furthering the experience 

even more through various workshops, street and subway evangelism. 

I have often led my Sabbath School students in sidewalk evangelism.    

Besides reaching out to those of different faith, I also try to 

remain very active in my own church community. During my time 

away from my home church, I directed the Woman Ministries 

Department at Bethlehem SDA Church in Reading, Pennsylvania. I 

also founded Bible Truth Ministries from my apartment. I was 
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actively involved in community outreach events in the Reading area. 

I am currently the Director of Children’s Ministries at my church. If I 

fit my titles on a nametag, it would read as follows, “Special 

Education Teacher by day, Literature Evangelist by night, and Writer 

everywhere in between.”  

  

  

Finding My Purpose  

  

As an actress "wannabe," I spent a lot of money on headshots 

during my teenage years. I performed in High School plays and during 

my undergraduate years in college. The principal at Brooklyn Temple 

Elementary School, where I worked, found out I have experience in 

theatrical performances. She requested that I produced the school’s 

Christmas Play. What I really wanted was to be in it, not produce it. I 

was so jealous of those students who were in the play, but that was 

my little secret. Nevertheless, I produced it. Everyone, including me, 

was pleased. Now that I am a Christian, I put the desire to be an actress 

in God’s hand. I am willing to do it in submission to His divine timing.  

My current goal is to earn a doctoral degree in educational 

leadership. I started a career in education as a substitute teacher in 

high school. The administration expected me to earn six education 

credits every year in order to keep my license. Unbeknownst to me, 

those credits were leading me in to a teaching career. One thing I knew 

for sure, I wanted to bring joy to people. I did substitute teaching for 

two years and disliked it. Afterward, I found myself back to square 

one again trying to find my calling. Some years earlier, I took a 

correspondence Personal Computer Specialist Course. I had a 

computer in my apartment that was not being used. I decided it was 
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time I got my money's worth. I opened up a typing service center in 

my apartment. It contributed to my finances significantly by providing 

for my major source of income. I, then, added a family daycare 

business to that. I fell in love with working with little children. There, 

I found my calling. The joy I was to bring was to little children. I 

found incredible joy in teaching little children. White (1903) says, 

"Our heavenly Father, in giving His word, did not overlook the 

children" (p. 185). Pursuing a doctoral degree in educational 

leadership is my opportunity to serve little children as an 

administrator. God is good, isn't He? “Seek, and ye shall find" (Luke 

11:9).   

 

 

My Destiny  

  

I am the administrator of a well-stablished Christian school. 

Such is my dream, my destiny. For a very long time, after I became a 

Christian, I dreamed of running a Christian school and teaching young 

children about Christ. I also wanted to help them teach what they 

learned to others (Knight, 2006, Chapter 10, Section 7, para. 24). 

Because of its focus on teaching others, it was an evangelism school. 

“To know Jesus,” we taught, “is to share Jesus.” I wanted to inspire a 

love for the Word of God into the children's hearts so that they burned 

on the inside with the holy fire of God.    

During my graduate studies at Touro College, I wrote my final 

paper on establishing and running a Christian school. The main aspect 

of the curriculum of my school was to teach the students to understand 

the power of God's Word, take hold of it, and apply it in every area of 

their lives. Another point was for them to not settle for the present, 

earthly glory, but to set out, in Jesus name, to experience both the 
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earthly as well as the heavenly glories. Knight also states, "Christian 

education seeks to prepare the young for both the present world and 

the world to come" (2006, para. 10). In other word, their objective as 

Christians should be to live life to the fullest with Jesus Christ at the 

center of it all. "The very existence of Christian educational 

institutions is due to the Christian belief that life is meaningless 

outside of Christ" (Knight, 2006, para. 10).   

My dream is to establish a Christian school in my home 

country, Haiti. I want to have a spiritual impact on the lives of young 

Haitian children so that God will be pleased enough to say to me, 

"Well done, good and faithful servant" (Matthew 25:23).    

Where does being a famous actress fit in? I have no idea. 

However, to live out God's calling for my life is my most cherished 

goal. Moreover, in Jesus name, I accomplish my life's purpose, calling 

"into being that which does not exist" (Romans 4:17, NASB).   
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CHAPTER TWO  

  

  

"His Pain Speaks"  
  

A Special Announcement to the Church: Revelation 

Through Prayer  

  

ecause this age is coming to a close, it is imperative that 

the people of God return to the three angels’ messages 

that have been ignored for decades in God's church. "And I saw 

another angel fly in the midst of heaven, having the everlasting gospel 

to preach unto them that dwell on the earth, and to every nation, and 

kindred, and tongue, and people, Saying with a loud voice, fear God, 

and . . .  receiveth the mark of his name" (Revelation 14:6-11). The 

three angels’ messages are not messages for future events like many 

believe them to be. This is erroneous. God's people are in grave danger 

to assume that these messages are to be postponed for future dates. 

Now is the time to proclaim these messages. Not individually, but in 

unison as the time is crucial now more than ever for the world to be 

warned through these messages as stated in Revelation 14.   

B 
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God is calling His people to obey His voice and respond to the 

call of the great commission. The people must be warned. If light does 

not shine, light will eventually become darkness and be shunned by 

the Lord Himself.    

These messages must be preached constantly in every church, 

street corner, and events as there is not much time left before the end 

comes. Jesus is on His way. He is only making rest stops for the sake 

of rebellious man who refuse to adhere to His repeated warnings by 

His prophets. If there is any time not to slack, it is now. Every sleeping 

Christian must be awakened. God's church also needs the three angels’ 

messages to awaken the people out of their stupor. Otherwise, the 

Lord will spew them out with the rest of the wicked world. Come out 

of her, my people. Babylon is fallen, is fallen. A den of every evil 

spirit lies within the church. Through rebellion and idol worship, the 

people of God have signed a contract with Babylon themselves. The 

time is now for God's church to come back to the Lord and obey His 

commands. The people must remove from their midst every uncouth 

things that they worship in the form of wigs, make up, and jewelry. 

God is saying, "These idols along with pride have taken over my 

church. And if my people will repent of their sins, I will forgive them. 

If not, they will perish with Babylon."   

The sealing is now. Again, God's people must rid themselves 

of their idols. If these idols are found, the Spirit of the Lord cannot 

seal strangers. We must be cleansed from every idol that has soiled 

the church for years. The people have been blinded and bound by 

Satan because of idol worship. There is still hope, only for a short 

time, if my people repent. "Repent and be saved" is the plea of God. 

Or “the voice of the bridegroom will no longer be heard in God's 

church.”   
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Father, you are a just God. Everything you do is just. There is 

no unrighteousness in you. Your Word is yes and amen. Come, Lord 

Jesus. Come.  

Thank you Lord for talking to me. I cannot fathom the thought 

of you not speaking. Please Lord, keep talking. I need to hear your 

voice constantly. Please don't stop talking. What is your church going 

to be like if you stop talking? Please keep talking! This was silent 

prayer. 

I was so troubled by this message that I couldn't practice my 

piano that morning of December 22, 2016. I had been shocked by this 

statement, “the voice of the bridegroom will no longer be heard in 

God's church” to the point it led me to tears. “Have mercy Lord,” was 

what I uttered as I cried in my bed. My daily routine couldn't go on as 

usual. That's when I realized the severity of this message. People of 

God! We must obey! 

The spirit of service has vanished from God's church for too 

long now. The people of God are harming the whole world as well as 

themselves by not taking part in fulfilling the work as required by the 

great commission spoken of in Matthew 28. Organizations should not 

leave the work for individuals and individuals for organizations. 

Everyone must do his/her part. The hearts of all, grow cold for lack of 

a self-sacrificing spirit and caring for others. They have become 

loveless. Jesus advises us to work until He comes. (Luke 19:13). We 

only have a few years left before the end. It would do us good to search 

the scriptures daily and contemplate on Christ's second coming. He is 

coming, sooner than we think. 

The Sabbath should not be used as an excuse to neglect the 

needy. Going out on the Sabbath to relieve suffering is in harmony 

with God's Word. The Sabbath was made for man. 

It would do God's people good to adhere to these counsels now 

from chapter 6 of Last Day Events by E. G. White: 

• Individually fulfill the gospel commission — Commit time as 

individuals to the gospel work.    
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• Occupy till Jesus comes — The closing of life's history is at 

hand.   

• Today is your only day — Watch, work, and pray as it may be 

your last.   

• Keep the Sabbath at the forefront of your mind each day — It 

will direct your mind to God.   

• Be faithful in tithing and offerings — Eternal riches await us. 

We must prove that we can handle temporal possessions in 

this life.   

• Build various institutions and schools — The time is now to 

show our love for God and humanity.   

• Learn natural cures — Medical missionary work will replace 

ministerial work soon.   

• Practice true temperance — Shun alcohol, tobacco, coffee, 

tea, beer, wine, and other spirituous drinks entirely. Use the 

true remedies of nature such as nutrition, exercise, water, 

sunlight, temperance, air, rest, and trust in divine power to 

cure illnesses.   

• Remove meat from you diet — It endangers the physical, 

mental, and spiritual health.   

• Set time for fasting and prayer — Indulge less in temporal 

foods and more in spiritual foods.   

• Trust God entirely — Obey His directions.   

• Worship God as a family — Teach the children to memorize 

and repeat God's laws.     

• Guard our association with the world — Protect our spiritual 

discernment from becoming confused. Mingle with the world 

without sacrificing principles.    
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• Innocent recreation — You must be able to take Jesus with 

you to your gatherings and be prayerful.   

• Shun worldly music — Use sacred songs that have power to 

banish gloom and strengthen your spirit.   

• Beware of television and the theater — God does not approve 

of such amusement that poisons the imagination and has the 

power to destroy religious impressions.    

• The dress code — Dress with simplicity and modesty. Show 

the inward dwelling of Christ in your heart by your outward 

adorning.   

• Publication of the three angels’ messages is a necessity — Be 

sure to alert the world of past events in prophecy and the 

reality of what is to come according to God's Word.   

• Avoid forceful words in our publication — Keep from 

offending people in our writings. Speak the truth in love to 

reach all, including the Catholics. Eliminate all expressions 

that will make us seem disloyal to the laws of our country. Be 

gentle and wise with our words.   

• Guard from erroneous issues — They bring confusion and 

debatable topics to keep us from the truth.   

• Beware of disguised temptations — Stay away from doctrines 

that cannot stand the test of God's Word. Put emphasis on 

having unity of spirit.   

• When responding to critics — Remain humble and let Christ 

put the words in your mouth that will reach the hearts of the 

opposers.   

• Lift up God through His Word — Let the Holy Spirit do the 

work of creating excitement in the hearers of the Word. We 

must preach the Word clearly and humbly. Allow the Word to 
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be the avenue through which people obey the truth, not 

feeling.  
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CHAPTER THREE  

  

  

“His Pain Teaches Me That Forgiveness 

Beats Hatred”  
  

What I Gain Through His Pain  

  

lived in a household of six with my son, stepson, 

stepdaughter and her baby, and my husband and me. Our 

household was pretty peaceful and joyful for the most part. I recalled 

a time my stepson and I were talking about his job at a fast food 

restaurant and a female worker was asked to mop. He taught that 

women should not be mopping. According to him, that was a man's 

job. I wanted to laugh during the conversation, but he was too serious 

about his conviction. However, I laughed on the inside. I thought, 

Welcome to America.    

With this information, I made jokes with my husband every 

time I was mopping saying, "Honey, how come you’re letting me mop 

the house? Women should not be mopping."    

My husband then laughed and jokingly ordered me to mop the 

whole house. I understood my stepson's view since he had just come 

I 
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from Haiti not too long ago. In Haiti, women were exempted from 

heavy-duty work. Lifting a mop at one of the fast food restaurants was 

like lifting weights. I knew because I worked at Roy Rogers and 

McDonald’s restaurants during my high school years.   

My stepdaughter, I’ll call her Rosie, was always a sweetheart. 

During the time we lived in the same house, she continued to be a 

sweetheart. Once we started talking, we never stopped. Our 

conversations lasted for hours, sometimes even going on through the 

night. We laughed and joked, and couldn't get enough of each other. 

Such long talks usually took a toll on me because I was no longer 

young. Many times, I fell asleep while she was still talking.    

She had an amazing affinity for birthdays. That was one thing 

we never had in common, for sure. She never forgot anyone's 

birthday, whereas I seldom remembered my own birthday. On one of 

my birthdays, she surprised me with a beautiful black bag. I think it 

might have been a designer bag, but I don't recall since I don't keep 

up with brand names. Anyway, she tied a balloon on the bag and hid 

it in the dining room closet. She waited just at the right moment, while 

we were eating food that she cooked herself, to bring out the surprise 

from the closet. My birthday was the last thing on my mind. It was a 

pleasant moment, but at the same time, I found it upsetting. I did a 

good job pretending to be happy and jolly about the surprise.    

It was very kind and generous of her to not only give me an 

expensive gift, but to turn it in to a delightful surprise. However, 

knowing that birthdays meant so much to her and realizing that I 

would not remember hers made me uncomfortable. I found myself 

thinking, Lord! Help me.   

Soon following the delightful surprise, I began to make plans 

to remember her birthday. I marked it on my calendar. That's the best 
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I could do even though I had failed at it before. Unfortunately, the 

chance of me celebrating her birthday never came.   

On a sunny and beautiful Saturday morning, in the spring of 

2007, a couple months before her birthday, an unfortunate event took 

place. While I was getting ready for church, my stepdaughter and I 

got into an argument over a broken picture frame. I assumed her 

young daughter broke it. The temperature was just right, especially 

for someone like me who is from the Caribbean. Nevertheless, the 

argument ruined it.   

Already filled with frustration that since my stepdaughter 

came back home, the house never stayed clean because her daughter 

kept urinating all over it. She was only a two-year-old and going 

through diaper training. My stepdaughter simply let her daughter 

roam the house without making sure she cleaned after her.   

Two years prior, unable to get along with her father, Rosie ran 

away from home. During that time, she gave birth to her daughter. 

Life must have been tough for them. Therefore, she called her father 

to pick her up even though for the previous two years she had refused 

to speak to any of us. On one specific occasion while talking to her 

brother, my stepson, her father asked to speak to her. She rejected him 

saying, "I don't wanna speak to anybody right now." My husband was 

so hurt; I never stopped hearing about it. Yet when she asked to come 

home, he readily agreed.    

When I talked to my husband about the broken frame, I stated 

boldly that my step-granddaughter must have broken it.    

My stepdaughter heard the conversation from her room, which 

was in earshot of the dining room. She stepped out in defense of her 

daughter.    
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I became infuriated, not over the broken frame anymore, but 

the fact that she butted into the conversation. I thought it was none of 

her business. All I wanted, was to express some frustration and move 

on. Besides, I hated fighting and arguing.   

When she butted in, however, I wanted to tear her to shreds. 

For the first time since her arrival, I wished she had never come back. 

I knew then that she and I were finished.    

To make matters worse, my husband confessed to breaking the 

picture frame, but he waited until after the whole argument to say so. 

Now I wanted to rip him apart as well. He became enemy number one 

on my hatred hit list.    

I became inflamed with anger toward my husband because, in 

my opinion, he took her side, not mine. Believe it or not, none of his 

words should have brought me to such fury. All he did was confess. 

Now when I think of it, I realize how silly I was to be so infuriated 

with him. Anyway, How dare he not take my side? He is going to pay, 

I thought. I regretted marrying him, rather than staying away from 

people as I had always promised myself when I was younger. I blamed 

myself for marrying him.   

Thinking back, I feel that Satan himself orchestrated this 

event. I did not know anything about spiritual warfare then. The anger, 

the broken home that resulted from a statement I thought was 

innocent. "She probably broke it. She’s the one who has been messing 

the house up."     

The argument got so heated that my stepdaughter stood at the 

front door, stopping me from leaving. Posted on the door was a poster 

that read, "Our way to God is through Jesus," with a ladder standing 

up and the word God on top, people at the bottom, and the word Jesus 

spelled out between each space on the ladder. In anger and with every 
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ounce of my being, I pulled the poster off the door from behind her. It 

was really a symbolism of what my flesh wanted to do to her. I really 

don't know why I did not pull her out of the way.    

God knew how much I could bear, so He allowed her to move 

out of the way. I exited the apartment ashamed, not knowing who I 

was. The message on the poster kept flashing in my mind reminding 

me who I was supposed to be: a representative of Christ. My heart 

ached with sadness. On my way to church, which was only a few feet 

away, I felt overburdened with anger mingled with hypocrisy. I did 

not recognize myself. Every step I took toward church was daunting. 

Suddenly, my knees weakened but I kept on walking because I could 

not go back home for fear of being in the presence of my adversaries. 

It was truly an awful day. Prior to the argument, home was my retreat. 

Instead, that Saturday morning, church was my getaway.    

For months, I refused to forgive my husband and my 

stepdaughter. They did not apologize either, although I was expecting 

my husband to say, "Honey, I'm sorry I did not take your side.” Anger 

turned to hatred and hatred turned to chest pain. The home could no 

longer stand. Though crowded with people, loneliness, anger, and 

hatred ruled the environment. My stepdaughter and the baby were the 

first to leave. We woke up one day and they were gone. There was no 

sign that she was packing her belongings. I figured the dead silence in 

the house must have been too much for her to bear.    

My stepson was the next to go. I was sad when he left, for 

some reason. He was always a good-natured young man and pleasant 

to be around. I could never tell if he was upset about anything, except 

for one incident where my husband and I were arguing. He feared that 

he was going to relive the chaotic life he witnessed between his mom, 

when she was alive, and his dad. He butted into our argument and 
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threw the F-word. I threw it right back at him. I knew then I was falling 

apart. Curse words were not supposed to come out of my mouth. 

Again, I was left with the shame of my action. The burdens were 

piling up on my heart because of those shameful moments.    

Once my stepchildren left, my husband and I moved to a two-

bedroom apartment in the same neighborhood. By late August, my 

son had already left for boarding school. I moved into the new 

apartment still full of hatred toward my husband. Oh, how I hated that 

man. I blamed him for everything. As his wife, I kept myself from 

him. I slept in the spare bedroom. I became afraid of his presence. He 

had a violent temper when he did not get his way. Our most recent 

argument in the old apartment, after he took his daughter's side in the 

argument, had been over intimacy. I was forced to call the police. All 

that drama took place in front of my son, who was only thirteen years 

old at the time. I did not like that he had to witness it. Especially when 

my husband took a knife to pry and open the bedroom door after I 

locked him out. My son begged him saying, "No daddy. No!" Only 

when my husband heard I was calling the police did he put the knife 

away. I was frustrated with him even more for not considering how 

his action would affect my son. Even now in his twenties, my son tells 

me how he was traumatized by that experience. I promised myself that 

I would not be intimate with my husband ever again. I knew that 

much. I hated him too much to try to please him in any way.    

My unforgiving attitude started when I was very young. A 

neighborhood friend of mine was playing with my hair. She thought I 

had long hair, but it was only long in comparison with hers. I sat in 

agony, my sensitive scalp burning with every stroke. However, for 

fear of letting her down, I allowed her to continue until I could not 

take it anymore. I told her to leave my hair alone because it hurt.    
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She walked away angry, saying that I thought I was "pakèt afè" 

(all that) because I had long hair.   

That was the end of our friendship. I made sure of that. I 

decided that if she could be so mean and inconsiderate of others' 

feelings, she was not one with whom to associate. Though we greeted 

each other from time to time, I kept my distance for fear of being hurt 

again. I realized also that I should never have let her play with my 

hair. That hurt eventually turned to hatred toward all people because 

I assumed everybody's reaction would resemble hers. Therefore, I 

blamed myself and carried that hatred into my adulthood and my 

marriage.   

On December 1, 2007, I left my husband and moved to 

Reading, Pennsylvania. I was alone. There were no family members 

in sight. All that remained was a chest pain.   

Throughout this ordeal, it so happened that I began listening 

to sermons after sermons about how physical illnesses could be the 

result of harboring hatred in the heart. I did not know what to do. 

Consequently, I sought the Lord who commanded that I prayed and 

fasted for a day.    

At the end of that day, I felt impressed to call my stepdaughter 

and tell her that I forgave her. Later that week, I also called my 

husband and said, "I forgive you."   "For what?" he asked.    

This response led me to understand that he had never realized 

that he had hurt me by not taking my side. That day, I made a 

conscious decision that hatred was pointless and destructive. Soon 

after I had this epiphany, my chest pain vanished. Two years later, my 

family was restored. In three years, my husband and I will celebrate 

our silver anniversary.    

Forgiveness beats hatred, I now believe with my whole heart. 
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CHAPTER FOUR  

  

  

“His Pain Helps Me Endure Loss”  
  

Why Hanging? A Tribute to My Brother:  

Jean-Baptiste Darly Benoit (aka Bobby) 

   

riday, September 17, 2010 at 5:38 p.m., my cell phone 

rang. I noticed the caller’s name. It was Bobby’s live-in 

girlfriend, with whom he had two children. I was too preoccupied 

to talk. So, I waited for the message. “Call me back,” said a 

stranger’s voice as I listened to the voicemail. I heard screaming in 

the background. I returned the call at 5:41 p.m. The stranger’s voice 

answered the phone saying, “Bobby is dead. He hanged himself.” 

Surprisingly, I was very calm, maybe in disbelief. I felt as if I did 

not understand what he meant. I suddenly put myself in detective 

mode, asking what I thought were all the right questions: "Why are 

you calling me? I don't know you."  “What’s your relationship to 

Murly (Bobby’s girlfriend)?”    

F 
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My son, Nolan, sat next to me on my bedside during the 

phone conversation. I looked over at him. His demeanor changed. 

He got up and paced around about in the house. I followed him to 

the bathroom and whispered in his ear, “How do I record the 

conversation while I’m still talking?” He is slightly taller than I, so 

I had to lift my heel off the ground to reach his ear.    

"I don't know," he whispered.    

I continued the conversation feeling a bit annoyed at the 

thought of not being able to record it. However, I had no choice. I 

gave in to the defeat.   

In the back of my mind, I needed to find out why a stranger 

was calling to inform me of my brother’s death. Nevertheless, the 

man refused to be grilled with questions. He hung up the phone.    

Surprisingly enough, I felt relieved because deep down I did 

not want to engage in conversations with a stranger regarding my 

brother's death. I don't know why, but speaking to someone besides 

family about this seemed odd to me.   

Following the phone conversation, I felt charged with the 

responsibility of delivering the bad news as painlessly as possible. 

I called everyone in the family, trying not to be blunt unless asked. 

I refrained from calling my mother not knowing how to approach 

her with this horrible news. I stood by my bedroom window while 

I made my calls to get a better view of the numbers, when I heard a 

sound coming from the living room.    

As I glanced around, I noticed tears in my son’s eyes. This 

was a crying moment, not a calling moment. I hugged him and cried 

with him briefly, but could not weep for long. My body was not 

ready.    
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I paced around in the house while, wondering whether I’d 

called everyone. My mother called, minutes later, screaming as I 

answered.    

I felt relieved. Someone else had already given her the news. 

Thank God, I thought. I did not have to do it.    

My Sister, Madia, called me next. She was sobbing 

uncontrollably. I wept out of sympathy for her, but I was still not 

ready to grieve.    

I found an excuse to hang up the phone.    

“He was my favorite uncle,” Nolan said with teary eyes.    

I don’t know if he felt that way because Bobby was the uncle 

he spent most time with or because he was the “rich uncle,” 

according to Nolan. Bobby, in the Real Estate business, made his 

living buying and selling houses, owning many houses in the state 

of Pennsylvania as well as in New York.    

Unable to shed my tears yet, I became very impatient and 

restless, getting upset over the slightest blunder. I felt a 

responsibility being placed upon me to deliver and it was crucial 

that I got it right.    

One last person remained to be called, my husband. I 

thought about him driving and the bad news causing him to have an 

accident. As with everyone else, I needed to be very careful how I 

delivered the news. Subconsciously, I think I postponed calling him 

to allow him time to get home first to avoid shocking him while he 

was driving. I was not so sure how I felt myself until my hubby 

walked into the house. His quiet demeanor brought with it a sense 

of peace that counteracted the chaos that was going on in my mind. 

Moreover, I realized I needed my hubby by my side. I hugged my 

husband and held on to him for what seemed to be an eternity and 
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in a sad tone I said, "My brother died." I felt sad enough to cry, but 

for some reason I could not shed any tears.    

"What? Who?" he asked in disbelief. "What happened?" he 

continued.    

"Not sure yet," I answered.    

I did not like getting the news from a stranger that my 

brother hanged himself. So, for a while, I refused to believe it.    

Though I was not in the mood to answer questions, I was 

glad my husband came home when he did. I needed him to drive 

Nolan and me to my mother’s house. I felt obligated to console her.  

At my mother’s apartment, my sister-in-law, Tracy, greeted me with 

a charming smile. I kissed her on the cheek, but I avoided looking 

into her eyes. Instead, I saw my mother sitting on her brand new 

sofa, weeping uncontrollably. I put my arm around her shoulders, 

feeling very awkward. Not knowing what to say, I said nothing.    

Minutes later, other well-wishers and a few of my siblings 

came in. Someone took my mother to her bedroom. I sat with my 

head down, starring at the newly polished wood flooring. Even 

though I was in a daze, I managed to hear my mother and my sister, 

Madia, screaming from inside the bedroom. My sister kept saying, 

“Bobby shouldn’t have done this to us, Mommy. With everything 

he put us through, this one tops the chart.”    

The latter statement brought back memories of Bobby’s 

past. He had no success with women. One of his former wives threw 

him in jail, causing a lot of pain in the family. Other women just 

came in and then disappeared out of his life, somewhat like the 

wind. He never was able to have a stable relationship. At one point, 

everyone in the family agreed that he should consider celibacy.    
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As if the noise from the bedroom wasn’t enough, others in 

the living room discussed whether what happened really took place. 

Some thought there was something fishy with the way my brother 

died. I was relieved to hear someone verbalize my thoughts. I felt 

as if somebody understood what I believed. A cloud of sadness 

overwhelmed me as I thought of my mother's grief. I tried to 

imaging how she must have felt to lose a child, but I couldn't relate. 

However, deep down inside me I felt her pain.    

My body was now ready to let it out, to let everything out. I 

threw my cell phone to the floor, wanting to empty myself of 

everything. I heard pieces of my phone going into different 

directions. I jerked my bended knees and exploded in grief, to the 

point I even wet myself. Tracy’s sister, Pamela, a tall, beautiful 

woman, came to my rescue. She put her arm around me and 

comforted me.    

I felt sorry for my mother’s new sofa. Tracy cared for the 

cushion, flipping it over after she blotted as much of the wetness out 

as possible. She also offered me some paper towels to take to the 

bathroom with me to clean myself.    

Another explosion of emotion, screaming and crying, 

blaming and fury took place when I hugged Karen, Harry’s wife, 

whom I had not seen in a long time. I felt comforted in her arms as 

she rubbed my back and held me without saying a word.    

This whole ordeal confused how I felt about God. I 

remember thinking during the phone calls, God; you have a lot of 

explaining to do. Then the book of Job came to mind and I thought, 

Well, I better not question Him before He asks me where I was when 

He created the heavens and the earth. (Job 38:4). Then I said to 

myself, I don’t care about all that. He still has a lot of explaining to 

do. I recall crying on the inside to God saying, I’m confused. I don’t 
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understand you. You said I will receive whatever I ask for in prayer, 

if I believe. (Matthew 21:22). You were supposed to save my 

brother.    

During Karen’s hug I felt free enough to say, “I’m confused, 

I’m annoyed. I don’t know how to feel right now. God was 

supposed to save my family, all of them. I don’t understand.”   

My brother Harry, handsome and well built, another 

entrepreneur in the family, sold electronics. He was a hardworking 

dad with four children, the oldest being fourteen years old, the 

youngest only two.    

That same night, Harry and his friend, James, my mother, 

Nolan and I headed to Pennsylvania where my brother, Bobby, 

lived and died. We arrived in PA at 2:08 a.m. I continued the 

investigation I started over the phone. When we arrived at Bobby’s 

house, Rob (the stranger on the phone) was not there. Thus, we 

grilled Lomie, Murly’s mother, with questions instead. We headed 

straight to the basement where they said Bobby hanged himself. By 

that time, all police involvement was finished. It seemed as though 

life went back to normal in the house.    

During my investigation, Murly, the mother of Bobby’s two 

young girls, three-year-old Kathie, and one-year-old Carie, walked 

down a short flight of stairs adjacent to the kitchen. Her demeanor 

did not appear to be that of someone who was grieving the loss of 

her children’s father. She tried her best to appear genuine as she 

cried and explained what she saw, but none of us believed her tears. 

Standing a few feet behind me during her performance, she reached 

over to a knee-high table and picked a piece of paper. The writing 

on it read, “I’m so sorry girls.” She claimed that she knew that 

Bobby must have left something.    
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I, in particular, found myself very puzzled by Murly finding 

the message. The note was in such plain view, how come the police 

did not find it! I thought and later told my family.    

One of Murly’s friends, already there when we arrived, said 

to my mother with a smirk on her face, “Bobby must have loved 

you. Only when you come, the note is found.”    

We all felt that she ridiculed my mother who could hardly 

stand up due to her grief. We also believed that the woman was 

probably an accomplice to my brother’s death.    

At sunrise, we went in search of my brother’s body. No one 

in the house could tell us exactly where the coroner took it. Harry 

and James took turns driving around for a while in Karen’s Jeep in 

search of the Reading Police Department. Being a Saturday 

morning, most businesses were closed in Reading. The atmosphere 

felt dry and sad as we were.    

Someone at a gas station directed us to the Cumru Police 

Department (CPD) to inquire. We drove up to an empty lot at the 

CPD. The place looked abandoned, but we were fired with 

persistence. We searched all around the building until I saw an off-

white circular button on the wall of a possible front entrance. I 

peeked through the glass doors into the darkness inside, pushing the 

little button twice. I never really expected anyone to show up. Two 

minutes later, a tall, handsome white male police officer appeared 

from the back where only one police car was parked. In fact, that 

was the only car on the premises. He introduced himself as Officer 

Jim.    

The police officer in charge of the investigation would arrive 

at 3:00 p.m., Officer Jim told us. He suggested we checked the 
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Reading Hospital for the body, and advised us to call his office later 

to speak to Officer Kramer.    

Grateful for the information, we believed we were finally 

getting somewhere. We headed to the Reading Hospital as 

instructed, but reluctant to face the reality of our brother’s death. 

However, we needed to find the body for funeral purposes, no 

matter how much, psychologically, we resisted facing his death.    

The coroner warned us that it was not in our best interest to 

see the body. He said the body was too defaced because of the 

hanging. That warning, in itself, left a disturbing sight in my mind. 

I cried every so often at the thought of my handsome brother being 

defaced. The coroner was a white male. He tried to look sad to 

sympathize with us. I could tell he was used to delivering such news 

and it did not bother him one bit. However, I appreciated that he 

tried.   

Moreover, God knew it. We made every attempt to see the 

body, in spite of the coroner’s warning. Yet, it never happened.   

At 3:00 p.m., Harry called Officer Kramer and was told that 

Bobby’s case was closed. According to the officer, there was no 

need for further investigations since Bobby was found hanged.    

We presented the argument that, “Just because Bobby was 

found hanged does not mean he necessarily hanged himself.”    

Based on the note and other suspicions, Harry had after 

searching through Bobby’s wallet, he convinced the Cumru Police 

Department to reopen the case and have an autopsy ordered. At that, 

the hospital was no longer responsible for the body. As a result, we 

were unable to see it. Hospital personnel told us that the police 

department was now responsible for the body.  However, I felt that 

we were not going to see the body anyway by the insistence in the 
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coroner's attitude. At one point, my suspicious mind told me he was 

hiding something from us. I found myself suspicious of everything 

and everybody.    

A month later, the result indicated that there was no 

suspected foul play.   

This event changed me emotionally. Since my teen years up 

to now, age of 41, I had never been able to watch the news or any 

movies containing violent crimes. A few days after my brother’s 

death, I was surprised to notice how desensitized I’d become when 

I opened the TV and felt drawn to shows such as Cold Case Files, 

Grey’s Anatomy, and Private Practice. My heart did not beat faster. 

My blood pressure did not rise. I was no longer upset at the sound 

of gunshot or the sight of someone hurting another. I remember 

asking silently, “God, what does this mean for me?”    

I believed that not being able to tolerate violence was what 

made me unique. I always thought that since I couldn’t stand the 

sight of it, there was no way I would ever hurt someone deliberately. 

I actually took pleasure in my aversion to violent acts.    

Since my brother’s death, the question I still ask myself is, 

“Who am I?”   

October 1, 2010 came the day of Bobby’s viewing. We 

finally got to see his body. Our family planned for this, but we were 

never prepared to face it because of the underlying cause of his 

death: he hanged himself. We felt that any other way would have 

been easier to accept.    

Then, after a while, we realized any cause of death would 

have been unacceptable.    

We held many debates as to whether we should close the 

casket after the immediate family saw the body, in order to 
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alleviate the anguish. However, my sister, Madia, insisted that 

since well-wishers also came for the viewing, they also needed to 

see it.    

My sister, with her light complexion and short stature, who 

looks like an exact replica of my mother, was a very 

straightforward woman. She never beat around the bush. Even 

though straightforward, she happened to be a very generous 

person. I referred to her as the “giver” in the family. Although I 

tried to follow her footsteps, however, I needed more divine 

intervention.    

At the viewing, my family insisted I presented the eulogy:    

  

Hi everyone,   

When I was trying to come up with the right words to 

describe my brother, I was able to summarize them in two words: 

“Happy Bobby.” These words explain it all, and they rhyme.    

I mean, you could never tell if this man had a problem. So, 

you can imagine the “shock” when the family got this news.    

In fact, when I received the news about my brother’s death, 

I became very angry: not with myself, not with my brother, not with 

the person who gave me the news. I was very angry with God.   

I remember saying, “Boy, God has a lot of explaining to do. 

I don’t care if He is upset with me like He was with Job; He still has 

a lot of explaining to do.”   

Between day one and day two, I demanded an answer 

saying, “God, who are you? I don’t understand you. I ask you to 

save my family and now you’re taking away.” So, I started throwing 

some of His promises in His face. “You said this. You said that. 

And so on…”   
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For all the sufferings God allowed me to go through to teach 

me a lesson, I really thought I got Him this time. There can’t be any 

great lessons in this one.    

A few days later, I came to the realization that “Death is not 

the worst thing that could happen to a person.”   

In fact, the worst thing that could happen is to live, and wait 

until you die, without giving Jesus Christ, a place in your heart.    

After that, I felt this sense of peace that tells me that my 

brother is going to be all right.    

For those of us who read about Jesus’ second coming, we 

know that the dead in Christ will live again.   

Tonight, I want everyone here to know that Jesus is 

interested in you. It doesn’t matter, what other powers, are in this 

world.   

Only in Jesus, are we invincible. Only in Jesus, are we 

incapable of being defeated, only in Jesus. I am about to sing a song.   

Once upon a time, I dedicated a song to my brother. Tonight, 

this one is to you, to all of you. May you be blessed by it!   

By Nicole Benoit-Roy   

Sister   

  

Of course, when I delivered the eulogy, emotion took over. 

There were sniffling, screaming, drooling, stumping, and even 

tantrums to the point I needed to be held. Half of what I wrote for 

the eulogy I said in other words and in different placement.    

My niece, Michaelle, traveled from Philadelphia to be at the 

viewing, thoughtfully walked up to the podium to my rescue. My 

outbursts took me by surprise. In my mind, I intended to deliver the 
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eulogy and move on with the program. By the end, I wasn’t so sure 

if I would be able to sing the song.    

She said, “Tell me the tune and I’ll help you.” These words 

of encouragement alone made it possible.   

The room was packed with family members coming from all 

over the United States. Many were well-wishers, but some, 

according to my family, were not. Quite a few in the family believed 

that evil played a role in my brother’s death by way of Voodoo. 

However, there was no way to prove it. To try meant to put oneself 

at risk of being lied to and cheated financially by Voodoo priests.    

This kept my brothers on edge. They believed evildoers 

lurked. Kenny, the twin and the fourth child in the family, who was 

in business with Bobby, especially supported this view. He talked 

too much about it, without finding any evidence for his viewpoint. 

My oldest brother, Donald, whom I refer to as “forever young,” 

suggested someone took Kenny and my mother home to keep them 

safe.   

I believe God allowed Bobby’s death, whether by Voodoo 

or not, to warn us against self-assurance and to remind us that we 

should depend solely on Him for protection. For every powerful 

being, there is One more powerful, His name is Jesus. Toward the 

end of the eulogy, I pleaded for my siblings to give their hearts to 

Christ before it became too late. (Ephesians 5:16) because we are 

passengers in this world. (John 17:14).    

The following day, on our way to Cypress Hill Cemetery in 

Brooklyn, I couldn’t help but think, Are we on our way to bury 

Bobby? Is this for real? Bobby is no more? We had plans together 

for next year. His house was supposed to be the base location for 

Nolan’s high school graduation celebration. So, he won’t be there 

for Nolan’s graduation? That’s it? 2010 was it for him? I’m not 
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sure whether it was all in my imagination; it seemed to take forever 

to reach the burial spot.   

 Burying my brother was most disturbing. I imagined that 

everyone thought, as I did, This is it! I wanted to deny the funeral, 

the burial, the reality of my brother's death. A dark cloud had fallen 

on the Benoit family, and no one could do a thing about it. We felt 

powerless and I watched sorrow covering my brothers’ faces. I 

worried about their psychological well-being, especially when I saw 

Donald’s face.    

I prayed silently, “God, please do not allow my brothers to 

lose their minds.” I would have felt better to see them cry and let it 

out. All I could see were blank faces and distant stares. To alleviate 

my worries, I wanted to say to them, “It’s okay to cry.” 

Nevertheless, I was in no position to comfort anybody.   

My brother was going down that dreaded hole never to be 

seen again in the land of the living. “It wasn’t supposed to be like 

this,” I exclaimed with teary eyes.    

As if my sister could read my mind, she held me saying, 

“We’re not going to question God anymore.”    

Ever since Bobby attended a baptismal ceremony following 

a crusade at Bethlehem SDA church during the summer of 2009 in 

Reading, PA, I had hoped to attend his own baptismal ceremony 

and sing for him. He was supposed to be baptized first, was my 

unspoken thought when my sister held me.   

Once upon a time, I used to be so indifferent to the family. I 

actually believed I could love them from a distance. What’s love 

without involvement? To prove my point, my brother Harry, who 

lived in Freeport, NY since December 2001 never saw me until the 

Thanksgiving of 2010. Moreover, my brother, William, ill with 
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muscle spasms in his left leg for four months prior to Bobby’s death 

saw me only during the funeral week.    

My mother, my sister, and my brother, Kenny, accompanied 

me to his home. As we prayed and comforted him, he stated in tears 

that he felt “like a stranger” in the planning of Bobby’s funeral. 

William, the third child in the family and dark-skinned like me, 

wore our father’s complexion. We were the quiet type, never talking 

unless necessary.    

After visiting William, we all agreed that such a way of 

confiding in us would only take place during face to face 

interactions, not over the phone. We vowed to visit each other more 

often. We determined that if we visited Bobby more often, we might 

have sensed whether something was wrong and maybe prevented 

his death.    

Bobby’s death made me realize how much my siblings 

meant to me. I realized that in the blink of an eye, I could lose any 

of them.    

I would not want to see that happen without the hope of 

being with them again during the first resurrection at Jesus’ second 

coming. It is my prayer that they will not wait for tomorrow to give 

their hearts to Christ. No one knows what tomorrow will bring, 

except God.    

There is no hole in the heart like this kind of loss. I cannot 

choose for my siblings what they will believe, but I want to remind 

them to Whom they belong. Jesus Christ!  
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CHAPTER FIVE  

  

  

“His Pain Teaches Me to Love under 

Persecution”  
  

The Meeting  

  

o begin, I want to share an experience concerning 

God’s faithfulness to His children when they ask Him 

for justice. I worked at Brooklyn Family Services (BFS) as a Special 

Education Itinerant Teacher (SEIT) for two years. During the first 

year, two teachers, Ms. Allen and Ms. Ladle, decided they’d 

concoct a story about me saying, that in the absence of Ms. Allen, I 

said her class was out of control. The day Ms. Allen returned to 

work, she called a meeting with the classroom staff and service 

providers (SEIT and Speech Therapist included). Ms. Allen shared 

information that Ms. Ladle told her, but Ms. Ladle, for some reason, 

was not at the meeting. During the meeting, all eyes settled on me 

as if to deliberately make me feel uncomfortable. I left the meeting 

feeling annoyed and indignant. Nevertheless, it was not because 

T 



 

Nicole Benoit-Roy        51        What I Gain Through His Pain 

everyone’s eyes settled on me. Rather, I felt it was such a waste of 

teaching time. I thought, This is shameful, if this is what teaching 

time is reduced to. She had called a meeting based on gossip she 

received in the gossiper’s absence.    

At the end of the meeting, I asked Ms. Allen, "Did Ms. Ladle 

tell you who the therapist was? Why don't you speak to that 

person?" To me, that would have been the professional approach to 

the situation. She responded, "Well you know, I don't want to point 

anybody out." While in the therapy room, Ms. Kristan, a speech 

therapist, said to me, “I hope it was not me,” and I said, “Don’t 

worry about it. I would not worry about it.”    

The worse thing to me as a parent and teacher was the 

meeting took place in the students’ presence. I suddenly felt sorry 

for our children who found themselves in classrooms with teachers 

like Ms. Allen. Most days, all the students in her class were on 

punishment because, too often, she said they misbehaved. She said 

they acted as if they were the teachers in the class.    

Obviously, the children would not misbehave if they were 

engaged in anything productive, I thought. The children always 

misbehaved because there were no productive things going on in 

that pre-K classroom, at least, not for the students. I learned a very 

important lesson that day that gossipers do tell on themselves.    

Thinking back, I realized why Ms. Allen wanted to get rid 

of me. I refused to laugh at her horror stories regarding the 

children’s future. Ninety-five percent of the time, her morning 

routine turned into talks about the children whose parents from her 

previous graduating classes went to jail, and who she expected their 

parents to have the same fate from her current class.    
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The way she ran her class also upset me. Every so often, she 

punished the children for talking when they had nothing to do to 

keep them occupied. As punishment, she assigned them work from 

a package of black & white Xerox copies. Ms. Allen often yelled at 

them because they did not understand the work. In the meantime, 

she sat around gossiping with staff members about other colleagues. 

She did this within proximity of the students. In my opinion, this 

contributed to an unpleasant learning environment for both the 

students and the staff.    

I believed Ms. Allen felt uncomfortable with me around, 

because she often suggested I worked with my student outside the 

classroom. However, she might have sent me away to make it easier 

for her to make me the next victim of her gossip.   

I knew they meant the meeting for me because following the 

little rendezvous, as I called it, everybody’s attitude toward me 

changed. I could hear other SEITs, Speech Therapists, and office 

workers “shushing” whenever I walked into a room.    

One remark topped it all. The SEITs and therapists' 

supervisor, from the children services agency, Mr. Andrew, said to 

another SEIT in my hearing range, “You’re not like the other SEIT 

that causes trouble in the workplace.”    

A couple days later, following the meeting, Ms. Allen said, 

with a sinister look and deceptiveness in her voice, “I’m going to 

talk to Mr. Andrew.”   

Many of my coworkers ignored me, especially June, who 

was a short, heavy-set Caucasian woman. She walked past me and 

never said good morning. Sometimes I said, "Good morning," and 

she ignored me completely.    
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A quote by Ralph Waldo Emerson came to mind as I 

contemplated the ill-treatment I received from my colleagues. He 

said, “To be yourself in a world that is constantly trying to make 

you something else is the greatest accomplishment.” I thank God 

that He gave me the gift of knowing who I am in Christ.    

No matter what people do to me I will continue to honor God 

in my behavior. Unfortunately, for my colleagues, ignoring or 

mistreating me just let me know how they felt about themselves. 

The Bible says in Matthew 7:12 to treat others as you want to be 

treated. I refused to treat them the same ill way they treated me. By 

God’s grace, I was able to smile and say, "Good morning," even 

when they did not answer. I even went out of my way to be generous 

to my colleagues.   

One snowy afternoon, I overheard June talking to another 

co-worker in the elevator about having three deaths in her family in 

one month. She looked sad and in distress. I used that opportunity 

to hug her and offer my sympathy saying, “I know how you feel. I 

had a death in my family recently.” I must say that during my ordeal, 

and upon returning to work, ninety-nine percent of my colleagues 

did not acknowledge I had a death in my family.    

It began to appear that Ms. Allen managed to get my 

supervisor involved in her gossip. Knowing my innocence, I stood 

my ground and handed the case over to God. Most of my colleagues 

knew my brother hanged himself, but it seemed as though they were 

trying to push me to the edge so I could go and hang myself, too. 

As usual, God was there for me. He delivered me “out of the mouth 

of the lion” (2 Timothy 4:17). “The Lord shall fight for you, and ye 

shall hold your peace” (Exodus 14:14).  
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The next morning, I brought June a card and a heart-shaped 

jewelry box. I wrote, “Just a reminder that Jesus always made 

provision for moments of grief like this. Cast your cares upon Him 

and you will find relief. I love you, June. With this gift, remember 

the love of Jesus always.”    

Later that day, I met June on the elevator as I headed to the 

third floor for my station. June wore headphones, smiled and shook 

her head to the beat of the music as if dancing. I handed her a small 

black bag and said, “Here.”   

She managed to say, “Thank you.”   

I responded, “Sure," not certain that she heard me.    

As I settled down in the therapy room, she walked up to me 

and gave me a big hug and said, “Thank you very much.”     

She likes the Jesus idea, I thought, smiling on the inside. I 

sometimes worried about offending people if I mentioned Jesus just 

in case Jesus was not part of their religious belief.    

Lately, I have decided that if Jesus is not part of someone’s 

religious belief, then it is about time I introduce Jesus to him or her. 

For instance, my mom is not part of my friends’ family. When the 

opportunity presents itself, I introduce her to my friends. Jesus is 

my friend. So I want people to, at least, meet Him.    

During the Christmas holidays I found out one of my 

colleagues, who was a Jew, did not believe in Jesus. Though I did 

not want to offend her if I mentioned Jesus, I wrote, “I know you 

said you don’t believe in Jesus, but Jesus believes in you.” She still 

talked to me after that.    

Fast forwarding, June’s positive attitude toward me did not 

last. It was the norm to ignore the Christian girl at work. Not to do 

it meant to exclude oneself from the crowd, it seemed. When 
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nobody was around, June smiled and responded back positively 

whenever I said good morning. However, around others, she 

ignored me just the same. Peer pressure was very real and powerful.   

I must admit I was not always persistent in reaching out to 

those who disliked me. During my two years working at Brooklyn 

Temple School as the Kindergarten teacher, the preschool teacher, 

Ms. Corbets and I never got along. I felt a strong dislike for her at 

first sight. My sixth sense told me she did not like me by the dirty 

looks I was receiving. I decided we both could play the hating game. 

Except that it wasn’t a game. I took it to the extreme. I dreaded 

having to address her about anything, which co-workers usually 

needed to do. On many occasions, we sat on opposite sides facing 

each other in the cafeteria. We both knew we were looking at each 

other, but at the same time trying to avoid each other’s eyes. She 

had big, glaring eyes that made me feel uncomfortable. After a year 

and a half there, the burden was too heavy for my heart to bear.     

One bright Wednesday morning, as I reached the top of the 

steep flight of stairs at the school, I felt a load on my heart as if 

pressing it down to my stomach. My knees weakened, causing me 

to lean against the wall for support. I thought, I need to do something 

about this.   

I had been reading the Bible, though not faithfully, I knew 

that God said if you had something against your neighbor, you 

needed to go to him and work it out. Matthew 5:24. However, I 

convinced myself that doing what God commanded would not 

work. I thought, What good will it do to tell Ms. Corbets that I 

cannot stand her, and that I hate her guts?   

On that dreadful day, with trembling knees, I managed to 

walk into the principal’s office, and asked to speak with Ms. 
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Denheart in private. I always considered her an approachable 

woman.   

 I explained the situation to her.     

To my surprise, she suggested what God had already 

commanded. “Stay here. I’ll get Ms. Corbets,” she said.    

As I waited, strangely enough, I felt a sense of relief, even 

though I was not so sure how I intended to tell Ms. Corbets how I 

felt about her.    

“Hi,” she said as she walked in and sat on a chair beside me. 

Her eyes were bright as usual.    

Looking straight into her eyes, I said, “I don’t know why, 

but I feel very uncomfortable around you. I don’t like you at all and 

it’s killing me.”    

For whatever reason, she did not seem surprised. She wore 

a blank expression in her face as if I was stressing myself for no 

reason. With that same blank stare she said, “I’m sorry that you feel 

this way. Let us pray,” as she held my hands.    

The subject of our prayer was to thank God for the 

opportunity to be free from our burden and mend our relationship. 

We hugged and went our merry way. Though we were never friends 

after that, there was no more hatred bubbling up inside of me at the 

mere sight of her. The heavy burden on my heart was lifted. That 

incident taught me that it is always in our best interest to do as God 

commands.    

Ms. Corbets and I became telephone prayer partners, 

organized by Ms. Denheart.    

For Christmas, Ms. Corbets sent me a present, a hair 

accessory pouch, which I cherish to this day. I must say, I was 

surprised she thought of me in that way. Ever since then, I decided 
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that was a gesture worth passing around in the workplace, 

exchanging gifts with co-workers.   

  

 

Formidable Task  

  

I am not sure how long the teachers were planning their 

unsuccessful demise of me but they sure took their strike at the right 

time. On September 17, 2010, my second oldest brother died. The 

first day I returned to work from my bereavement leave of absence, 

Mr. Andrew came to observe me. Was that a coincidence? Only 

God knew.    

Ms. Allen and many others did not even offer their 

condolences. Obviously, the enemy of souls (Satan) knows how to 

kick a sister while she is down. However, Yahweh (God) who 

searches the heart will always protect His children.    

Through it all, troubled and crying profusely on my knees, 

I begged God to grant me justice against my enemies. Since 

everyone believed the gossip instead of approaching me about it, I 

realized there was no need to try to defend my cause to anyone. 

Therefore, it was fitting that I followed God’s command, “The 

Lord shall fight for you, and ye shall hold your peace” (Exodus 

14:14).    

What impressed me the most, was that with all the blows 

that were thrown at me, I was able to stand my ground and walk 

with my head held high as long as I stayed connected with God 

through prayer. I must admit though; there were times I felt weak 

in the knees and my heart beat faster from fear of my co-workers. 
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I often had to escape to the bathroom to cry and ask God for 

strength. God never let me down.   

Earlier on in the year following, Center for Child Inc. 

(CCI), took over BFS and reevaluation was necessary for all 

employees to retain their positions. Ms. Allen was only allowed to 

complete the school year. In the meantime, God continued His very 

special work in me.    

Still, I needed to ask, “God, how do you expect me to pray 

for and love my enemies when they hurt me?”    

For some time, I managed to fake it. However, God would 

not accept that.    

One day, I felt unusually heavy-laden and so I went on my 

knees, “God, please bless my colleagues,” when in fact, I knew I 

could care less about those people. Strangely enough, I did not feel 

better. The Spirit of the Lord revealed to me that I was a hypocrite.    

Suddenly, my silent prayer turned into a scream. I 

confessed to God that I was incapable of loving my enemies and 

that I was not so sure I loved those I called friends. I then made a 

plea for God to teach me how to achieve this formidable task.   

Every time I walked into a room, I felt my colleagues were 

talking about me. After a while, it all became a huge weight on my 

heart as I tried to pretend otherwise. Alternatively, I wanted to fight 

back. For instance, I would walk into Ms. Allen’s classroom and 

say, “Good morning” not caring if anyone answered, or heard me. I 

am not going to repeat myself, I thought. When in fact, had it not 

been for God, I would have had a nervous breakdown. Through 

constant prayer, God led me to understand I needed to not only pray, 

and claim to love my colleagues, but that I should strive to build a 

relationship with them, when necessary.    
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Early one Monday morning, a startling and motivating 

moment happened between Ms. Allen and me. I walked into her 

classroom and said good morning to all, sat down at a table across 

from her and asked, “How was your weekend?” She looked around 

and turned back to me asking, “Who? Me?” I have to admit she had 

good reason to wonder whether I was talking to her or not because 

I had never shown an interest in her before.   

After getting to know Ms. Allen, I realized she was a nice, 

pleasant, and funny person.  The enemy, Satan, was just using her. 

The Word of God says, "We wrestle not against flesh and blood, but 

against principalities, against powers, against the rulers of the 

darkness of this world, against spiritual wickedness in high places" 

(Ephesians 6:12).    

Afterwards, Ms. Allen would usually invite me to her class 

pajama parties and other events. During those moments, we were 

able to chat and laugh while we worked together.    

That Monday morning conversation started a relationship 

between us to the point that even after she left the center, we stayed 

in contact via telephone for some time. We became telephone 

friends, and I no longer suffered chest pains when I thought of her 

or harbored un-forgiveness in my heart towards her.   

Additionally, Ms. Allen always responded, “Thank you," 

whenever I sent her a motivational text from the Bible. She 

occasionally sent well wishes my way in response to mine. Through 

this experience, I learned not to judge people based on isolated 

actions they take against me, but get to know them aside from their 

acts.   
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Interesting Case  

  

At the beginning of the subsequent school year, I convinced 

myself that Ms. Ladle was not returning like Ms. Allen. In my heart, 

I still held some resentment against her. To my surprise, she was 

one of the first few that came back. Ms. Ladle and I shared a silent 

hatred to the point I needed to request a meeting with her and the 

Inclusion Specialist, Ms. Brandon, to discuss her attitude toward me 

when I began working with a child in her classroom. I pointed out 

that most of the time she instigated my autistic student to scream 

just to give me a hard time.    

On January 14, 2011, I began working with Hadelle in Ms. 

Ladle's classroom. Since Ms. Ladle knew she could not touch me, 

she took her anger out on Hadelle by provoking her to cry right 

before I came into the room or while I was with her. In addition, I 

watched Ms. Ladle open her classroom door to draw attention to 

Hadelle's crying so that other staff members would think I did not 

know what I was doing.    

One time, Ms. Brandon walked into the classroom after 

hearing Hadelle screaming. Ms. Ladle said, “She doesn't want to go 

with her. She was fine all morning." Ms. Ladle pulled Hadelle's 

worksheet away.    

That same afternoon, Hadelle was about to sit down at the 

table in her usual place to get ready for snack. Ms. Ladle pushed her 

aside and said, "You're not going to sit there if you're crying." Ms. 

Ladle threatened to throw her snack in the garbage. Of course, the 

girl screamed uncontrollably.    

During the week of January 24, at Ms. Ladle's request, I 

began working with Hadelle in the morning instead. By that 
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Tuesday, I came in and found her crying because the dramatic area 

was already full. After many attempts, the assistant teacher and I 

convinced Hadelle to choose the listening center instead. For the 

most part, Hadelle was calm. She whined every now and then but 

nothing big that would draw the attention Ms. Ladle preferred.    

Ms. Ladle left the classroom, but kept the door open. She 

returned five minutes later.    

She pushed Hadelle to the library center, claiming the child 

was done with the listening center.    

Ms. Ladle stood by her table saying, "I could hear you 

whining while I stood outside the classroom."    

To keep Hadelle from Ms. Ladle's wrath, I took her out the 

classroom to calm her down. Suddenly I noticed frown lines on  

Ms. Ladle’s forehead as she rolled her eyes. She must have hated 

my move.    

I recalled in one of our meetings, in the presence of Ms. 

Brandon, Ms. Ladle stated, "Hadelle does not have any deficiencies 

with her cognitive skills that she needs to be taken out of my 

classroom. She needs to interact with her peers." Ms. Brandon 

stopped her and asked hypothetically, "At what point, during a 

session, does a therapist need to remove a student?" I shouted 

HOORAY! on the inside when I heard that statement. I felt 

victorious.   

As I walked pass the waiting area, Hadelle suddenly became 

happy and jolly to leave the classroom with me. The educational 

director, Ms. Rogers, was sitting in the waiting area and called, 

"Hadelle!" while looking at us with disbelief in her eyes. As a child 

on the autism spectrum, Hadelle hardly ever expressed joy. It 
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appeared Ms. Ladle had already drawn Ms. Rogers' attention to her 

view of the situation inside the classroom.    

From day one, my interactions with Hadelle were positive. 

She and I established a great rapport. About a month later, Hadelle 

refused to work with me because of Ms. Ladle's scheme. Through 

much prayer, however, we overcame her scheme. Thank God, who 

always brings to light what is hidden in darkness. (1 Corinthians 

4:5).    

Later on that year, the teacher’s assistant, Ms. Jorden, shared 

with me, unbeknownst to her; Ms. Ladle knew how to manipulate 

Hadelle. She went on to say that sometimes Ms. Ladle spoke in 

Hadelle’s ears. Most times when Hadelle saw me coming, she began 

to scream, “I don’t wanna go with Ms. Nicole. I don’t wanna go 

with Ms. Nicole.”    

Prior to and during the time of the gossip, I barely spoke to 

Ms. Ladle because I did not have students in her class. Since I knew 

her teacher’s assistant from the year before, I visited her classroom 

probably twice just to say hello.     

As for the gossip, I am not sure their intentions, but their 

plan failed. I sensed awkwardness in Ms. Ladle’s attitude when we 

ran into each other in the hallway one day. At first, it took her by 

surprise when I greeted her with a big smile saying, “Hi, how are 

you doing?” After a while, she forced herself to smile back, or 

avoided my eyes completely.    

I realized becoming a therapist in Ms. Ladle's classroom 

shocked her. The day my supervisor called me to say, “Nicole, I 

have a very interesting case for you,” I soon realized what made the 

case interesting. It was not the fact that Hadelle was on the autism 

spectrum, or that she screamed when provoked, but that he wanted 
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me to work in Ms. Ladle’s class, a woman who hated me and went 

the extra mile to try to get rid of me. If it were not for God, I would 

have quit.    

When I first received the assignment I thought, God, you 

must know why.   

Soon I learned that it’s a lot easier to love your enemies from 

a distance. Giving Ms. Ladle a smile in the hallway was easy. Being 

persecuted and watching Hadelle suffer wrath that was meant for 

me required intervention. I realized my mere presence irritated Ms. 

Ladle. In response, she screamed and criticized the children. The 

day prior to the meeting with Ms. Brandon, she complained of 

having a terrible headache.    

That day I secretly looked at her, thinking, This woman hates 

me so much. She will give herself a stroke.   

Then our eyes met for a few seconds. Frustration was written 

all over her eyes.    

Except for the children’s sake, I might have enjoyed 

watching her self-destruct on my account, and then I remembered 

God admonishing Christians to love and pray for their enemies. I 

thought, Okay I'm willing to love her, but God how can we live in 

peace with one another?   

That evening I asked God, God, what would you have me do 

to resolve this issue between Ms. Ladle and me? I know it’s not in 

Hadelle’s best interest for us to continue this way.   

The next morning I awakened with a thought, Meet with her.   

I quickly thanked and praised God for the Holy Spirit's 

power for bringing into remembrance the things of the Lord. (John 

14:26). Based on Ms. Ladle’s gossip reputation and her ability to 

spread lies, I thought it’s not wise to meet with her alone. Therefore, 

I solicited Ms. Brandon’s presence. I purposely did not tell Ms. 



 

Nicole Benoit-Roy        64        What I Gain Through His Pain 

Ladle my total rationale for calling the meeting. Instead, I told her 

after I requested the meeting that my plan was to "discuss ways to 

help Hadelle." She tried to compose herself but I could tell the news 

shocked her. She opened her eyes wide enough that for the first time 

I saw the sclera of her eyes.    

A meeting convened on February 16, 2011. I opened the 

meeting saying, “I called this meeting and what I’m about to say is 

not to accuse, but rather gain clarity on how I feel.” In front of Ms. 

Brandon, Ms. Ladle’s facial expression changed drastically. Her 

face radiated with beauty as she smiled at me saying, “I don’t have 

anything against you.”    

I found myself thinking, How beautiful. She is human after 

all.   

Ms. Ladle and I shook hands on the promise to work 

together as two professionals for Hadelle’s sake.    

At the end of the meeting, I hugged and thanked Ms. 

Brandon for her time. Ms. Brandon complimented me for calling 

the meeting saying, “Other people would say ‘well you don't like 

me, forget you! I don’t like you either.' But it’s not in her character 

to do that."    

Once again, I received my victory in Jesus. It pays to do 

what God says. Those who took part in the gossip about me did not 

know what to do with themselves after that. Those ignoring me, 

especially June, as well as other fellow therapists felt awkwardly 

uncomfortable around me. They did not know whether to continue 

to ignore me or praise me. They did neither. However, their attitude 

toward me changed positively.   
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Reverse Effect  

  

During the school year of 2011, I had no students in Ms. 

Ladle’s class, so she prepped another one of my students’ teachers, 

Ms. Elliott, to follow her example. They were close friends. By the 

first week, I fully understood what was going on and I went straight 

to God with the matter. I must admit, it felt good watching as Ms. 

Elliott’s scheme took the reverse effect. The child, Chanya, whom 

she instigated to cause chaos, kicked her, spat in her face, tore 

posters off the wall, and so on. She had absolutely no respect for 

Ms. Elliott. Chanya only enjoyed good days at school when Ms. 

Elliott was absent. I earned bragging rights by claiming that I was 

the only one who could help keep her mischievous behavior under 

control. Even other service providers called on me when Chanya's 

behavior was out of control.    

I had a good relationship with Chanya's mother, Ms. Singer. 

She said to me once, "You're good with Chanya."    

For some strange reason, every time she saw me she 

remembered to pray. She would say, “Chanya come, we forgot to 

pray.” I secretly laughed. Especially when she ran into me in a 

crowded elevator, she would say aloud, “Alleluia! Praise the Lord, 

ya’ll.”    

Every so often, Ms. Singer cursed the teacher when she did 

not get her way, such as the time she brought Chanya to school too 

early and Ms. Elliott refused to accept her in the class. I needed to 

act as liaison between them. By the middle of the school year, a 

substitute reported Ms. Elliott’s scheme to Ms. Brandon.   

During my second year at the center, another company 

called Horizon took over CCI. Only nine of the previous staff 

members were rehired. The head director, as well as many 

managers, including Ms. Brandon, lost their positions. Ms. Elliott’s 
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behavior had caused so much tension between her and other staff 

members that she “didn't bother to re-apply,” she told me when I 

visited in late July.    

Ms. Elliott also made sure to let me know that Chanya’s 

behavior was “super” after I left for vacation and that other service 

providers could attest to that.    

I thought, Of course, since I was not here, you had no reason 

to instigate her.   

For the first time during a conversation with Ms. Elliott, I 

saw in her eyes what made Chanya spit in her face. She was mean 

and inconsiderate.    

In 2012, Ms. Ladle was still at the center; however, I was no 

longer there. Ever since Ms. Allen and Ms. Ladle gossiped about 

me, I scorned the school to be a “God-forsaken place.” I found an 

opportunity to transfer to a new center, so, I seized it.    

Upon seeing Ms. Ladle in September 2011, I recalled asking 

God, “Why is she still here?” Deuteronomy 7:22 says, “The Lord 

your God will drive out these nations before you little by little” 

(HCSB).    

Okay Lord. More lessons to learn, I thought.   

Though tempted to do otherwise, I tried my very best to be 

nice to those who tried their very best to be mean to me. Doing right 

by my enemies is not easy but it is worth every effort to do as God 

commands. There is a French saying, “En mangeant, l'appétit vient" 

(As you eat, your appetite comes); even though we may be doing 

something with the wrong attitude, God can help us do it with the 

right attitude if we ask Him. He can help us be our best self.    

I must admit that, at times, I could not help but think when I 

was mourning my brother’s death, instead of receiving sympathy; I 

got grief from my co-workers. It was very difficult for me to get 
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over. Experiences like this make me want to fight back, hold 

grudges, and harbor un-forgiveness to the grave. At least, this is 

how the enemy of souls would have it; but praise to the Lord, Jesus 

Christ, who took on the cross of Calvary to redeem me from all 

filthiness. Oh, what I gain through His pain.   
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CHAPTER SIX  

  

  

“His Pain Empowers Me to Forgive 

Self”  
  

Two Years, Eight Months in Pennsylvania  

  

uring the first week of December 2007, I moved to 

Pennsylvania due to discord between my husband and 

me. I was staying with Rosalie, my sister-in-law, at the time. Soon 

after moving in, my sister-in-law and I found ourselves in a 

predicament. We knelt in front of her car, a 1997 Ford Explorer, 

trying desperately to remove the old license plate and attach the new 

one. Unfortunately, we did not have the proper tool to unscrew the 

old plate.    

We paid little attention to the 4-door, gray Honda Camry 

parked right next to us. Then, suddenly a short, dark-skinned male 

with bright eyes stood beside us and offered to help. We were not 

sure whether we wanted help from a stranger, but he did volunteer. 

D 
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For some strange reason, he avoided our eyes, making it very 

uncomfortable for us to ask him questions about himself.   

Besides the difficulty in removing the plate, Rosalie’s car 

had oil leak as well. The stranger drew our attention to the oil leak 

under the car. I was a bit disappointed that there was another issue 

to deal with. He willingly offered to guide us to a nearby auto parts 

store after he finished with the license plate. He then put the oil in 

the car, and advised us what to do about the leak. Through the 

interaction, he was without emotion. He was still avoiding eye 

contact except for brief instances when he was speaking to us. Being 

that he was so helpful, I wanted to smile and have conversations 

with him, but he gave me no leeway with his serious, businesslike 

demeanor. I thought he was weird, somewhat inhuman.    

Then, the time came for our “thank yous" and “goodbyes.” 

While my sister-in-law stood outside the car, I sat in the passenger 

seat thinking, We have no idea who this man is. I am not going to 

let that happen. I leaned over the driver seat and said, “Sooo, we 

made a friend! What’s your name?”  

He responded with a smile saying, “My name is Gabrel." At 

least that’s what I thought he said.    

Returning his grin, I proceeded to ask him for his phone 

number, and we went our separate ways.   

A week later while sitting in the basement of Rosalie’s house 

I rummaged through the small black purse I carried the day I met 

Gabrel. I came across a small rectangular piece of white paper with 

his phone number, thinking, Here is an opportunity to kindle our 

friendship. I sat on a beach chair, one of the few luxuries I owned 

at the time. My room was so small the queen size bed left me almost 

no legroom. Piles of papers surrounded me as I sorted out all my 
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important papers to prepare for job hunting. Needing a distraction, 

I picked up my cell phone and left a message, “Hi, this is Nicole, 

the lady you met at the PennDOT Parking Lot.”   

To my delight, he called back shortly afterward. Not sure 

whether he remembered who I was, I reintroduced myself. 

Moreover, I didn’t know how to start the conversation. He was still 

a stranger.    

He sounded happy I called. I could hear a smile in his voice. 

We did not talk long. However, by the end of the conversation he 

knew I was looking for a job and he offered to help. He suggested I 

called him if I needed help. What a nice guy, I thought.  

I started working at Riverside Elementary School on January 

30, 2008 as a part-time Educational Assistant Program (EAP) Tutor. 

From January to May, I worked as a kindergarten classroom 

teacher. The program only allowed a maximum of 10 students, who 

were behind in their reading, per class.   

January of 2008, I applied for certification from the 

Department of Education in Harrisburg PA. After reviewing my 

transcripts and my certification from New York, they decided that I 

needed to take five praxis exams. The news infuriated me. “I went 

through all that in NY, I’m not going through it again,” I said in 

frustration. I wondered what was so special about PA teaching 

licenses that they could not accept my NY license.   

Months passed since Gabrel and I had our phone 

conversation. I had already moved out of Rosalie’s house and rented 

a room from my deceased brother, Bobby, who lived in 

Pennsylvania at the time. I came across Gabrel's phone number 

again. I was consistent at calling him every time I came across his 

number, if it was not too late during the night.    
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One weekday morning I missed the bus for work and I called 

him for a ride. I apologized almost nonstop for disturbing him. 

Nevertheless, he was very understanding of my situation and 

comforted me with his words saying, "That's okay. That happened 

to me a couple times." He gave me many rides after that and we 

became good friends. Once in a conversation about his name, I 

commented on how unique his name was. He stated that his name 

was Gabriel. He laughed about it. I faked a smile, but deep down I 

thought, how deceptive. He allowed me to call him by a wrong name 

all this time. I was a bit annoyed about the news and thought he 

made a fool of me.  

One spring day at CareerLink—a public place where 

jobseekers went to search for employment, get career counseling or 

just plain use the computers and make phone calls—I searched the 

Board of Education website and discovered that there was a way out 

of the praxis exams. Applying for NBPTS Certification was 

supposed to be my ticket out. I would be certified for 10 years with 

opportunity for renewal and I’d be able to use it statewide. So, by 

April of 2008 I embarked on the journey to National Board 

Certification. I went through the approval process with ease after 

contacting my previous employers to show proof of my teaching 

experiences and whether I was certified at the time. God bless my 

former employers who collaborated with me to get the beginning 

paperwork in on time, I thought. That was a crucial part of the 

process.    

Once I received the approval letter to proceed, my next step 

was working on the portfolio entries, four of them. Working at 

Riverside Elementary School at the time suited me well for I needed 

to be in an environment where I had access to all types of teaching 
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materials. In addition, my colleagues were phenomenal in assisting 

me to complete the process.    

One difficult situation I faced during the process was finding 

an available classroom to do the recording for entries 2 and 3. As a 

K-5 Reading tutor by the following school year, I did Push-in—

where I provided services to the students right there in their own 

classrooms, instead of Pull-out, which meant I would have to 

remove the students from their regular classrooms. I did not have 

my own classroom. It appeared that in order to complete the NBPTS 

Certification process, I needed everybody’s assistance. It made me 

realize how important people are to each other and why we should 

love and honor one another as recommended by the Bible. (1 Peter 

2:17). Everybody needs somebody, one way or the other.   

I had my eyes on the classroom I previously used when I 

worked as an EAP Kindergarten tutor from January 2008 to May 

2008. In my opinion, that classroom was perfect for the recording. 

It was about 19 feet long and 7 feet wide, the size of a rectangular 

closet. In fact, I heard that the room used to be a supply closet prior 

to the opening of the EAP at Riverside. I particularly wanted the 

recording done in there because of my familiarity with it.    

My son, Nolan, 15 years old at the time, was home from 

boarding school. Great timing, I thought. He was to be the camera 

operator for the recordings. On Tuesday, at around 11:00 a.m., I 

approached the classroom teacher. She was a white medium height 

woman. She was neither skinny nor fat. “Hi Ms. Brody, I’m 

working on a project to complete my NBPTS Certification. I was 

wondering, if it won’t be too much trouble to borrow your 

classroom for 2 hours on Thursday and Friday?” I asked.    

“Well!” she said. “Sorry, but I need to be in my classroom.”    
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I understood we did not know each other very well prior to 

that conversation. She was a new kindergarten teacher at Riverside. 

However, that never stopped anyone from helping me or me asking 

for help before. Either way, I was devastated. The way everything 

was going so smoothly, it’s as if the world was at my disposition. 

When Ms. Brody repudiated my request, it made me more confused 

than upset. How dare she say no to me! I did not come this far to 

not complete this project, I thought.    

Therefore, I wandered the hallway hoping to run into the 

school janitor. That day, a closet, one children table, and a couple 

of chairs (at least) would do just fine. Unfortunately, I ran into no 

janitors. Instead, I came face to face with Ms. Andrews as she was 

coming out of her room. She was a tall, Caucasian woman with an 

admirable figure. She taught two half-day Kindergarten classes in 

the school.    

“Hi Ms. Andrews, how are you?” Without giving her time 

to respond, I continued, “Would you be so kind and allow me to use 

your classroom for the recording of an important project that I’m 

doing?” By that time, I had borrowed materials from almost every 

teacher in the school. It seemed everybody must be thinking that 

eventually I would approach them for something.    

“Oh sure, that’s not a problem. When do you want it?” she 

asked.    

I was astonished. I could not believe my ears. That was sooo 

easy, I thought. Why didn’t I go to her first?  

Following the conversation, I walked straight to the reading 

room with a little pep in my step because I was emotional. I squatted 

down in front of a working table and cried. For some reason, I rarely 

cry when I’m hurt. However, I always cry after I see God’s hand at 
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work in my life. I can say that the tears I shed were pretty much 

tears of gratitude toward my Savior, who once again saved me from 

my anguish.    

“Thank you, God. You are a marvelous God. I’m in awe of 

you,” I prayed silently as I cried. I realized then that God had greater 

plans for the recordings. He knew what was best. Ms. Andrews’ 

classroom had everything I needed to set up for the recordings and 

using her room would not be an inconvenience to anyone. The time 

I needed to use the room was the break time between her two half-

day classes.    

I struggled with the thought of genuinely saying “Thank 

you” to Ms. Brody for rejecting my request. However, I realized it 

would not be the appropriate thing to say. When we ran into each 

other in the hallway, she tried to avoid my eyes while I tried to give 

her a big smile to show her my gratitude. I said, “Hi” anyway to let 

her know that there were no grudges.   

I completed the portfolio package by the end of March 2009, 

and sent it to the office of NBPTS. The time came for me to 

acknowledge everyone who helped make the journey possible. 

Below is a copy of a thank you note I sent. Some names were 

changed to protect privacy.   

   

From: Nicole Benoit-Roy Monday - March 30, 2009, 2:48 

p.m.   

   

To: Sabrina Jones   

   

Subject: Thank you   
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Hi Sabrina,  

  

Please email to staff. Thanks.  

 

Thank yous are in order to:  

Mrs. Huffier and Mrs. Bay for making your school available 

to me for this very important project: NBPTS Assessment  

 

The Leadership Team: 

Mrs. Major-Benchmark score info  

Mrs. Laval-PA Standards  

Miss Eggert-My “Editing Queen  

Mrs. Summery-Referral  

Mrs. Schemer-Pronunciation coach  

Mrs. Howard-Time off from after school   

  

Those who provided other materials:  

Mrs. Francis-books  

Mrs. Emmet-Art  

Ms. Buchwald-Math  

Ms. Nasser-Science  

Mrs. Culler-Referral  

Mrs. Frost-Social Studies  

Ms. Brody-Books  

Mrs. Jones-Supplies   

   

Those who made video recording possible: 

Ms. Andrews-Share classroom  

Mrs. James-Share classroom  
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Mrs. Kaps-Planning  

 

Those who answered questions: 

Mrs. Burg-School community  

Mrs. Hanson-Special needs students  

Mrs. Keiser-Students  

Ms. Nyack-Referral  

Ms. Hamilton-Referral  

Mrs. Olli-Students  

Mrs. Shaw-Students  

Mrs. Church- Proofread  

 

Thank you and I love you all. Everything was sent out; the 

rest is in God's hands.  

 

Sincerely,  

  

Nicole Benoit-Roy  

  

P.S. Let it be known that everybody did much more than is 

listed here.   

   

After all the research I had done, I decided to take the 

Assessment Center Exercise tests as soon as possible while 

everything was still fresh in my head. They were a series of 

computerized writing tests, which took 3 hours to complete. So by 

early May, the whole project was completed. Scores would be 

released by December 2009. Ms. Eggert and I agreed that the staff 
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at NBPTS knew how to make people work hard, and at the end, kept 

them waiting to the point of angst.    

I felt God leading me through the whole process. I recall 

Him miraculously providing the finances that allowed me plenty of 

time to start and complete the process. To complete the process, one 

needed meticulous planning. I could not start planning unless I got 

the portfolio box. I could not get the portfolio package unless a 

substantial amount of money was paid in advance. Therefore, God 

intervened on my behalf. What a wonderful God, I thought, He 

provided the money via Commonwealth of Pennsylvania and 

Temple University.    

I was in awe after I found out via a telephone conversation 

with NBPTS. I had saved $500. I went online to pay it but ran into 

some difficulties. Then, I decided to call the office for assistance.    

“Hello, NBPTS. May I help you?” the person on the other 

line asked.    

“Hi, my name is Nicole Benoit-Roy. I’m calling to find out 

how to pay the $500 deposit in order to get the portfolio package,” 

I said.    

“What’s your ID?” the voice asked. “My ID is . . . “ I 

answered.    

“It was already paid,” she said. I did not know whether to 

jump for joy or say that it must have been a mistake.     

I realized I couldn’t jump at the time because I was at 

CareerLink. So I decided to ask, “When?” and “How much?”    

I found out that $1250 was paid for me out of $2500. The 

woman also informed me that the portfolio box had already been 

sent to me. If not for that phone call, I wouldn’t have known because 

my resident and mailing addresses were different. That made me 
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realize that God wanted me to go through with the National Board 

Certification Process. Therefore, I set out on the road to success, in 

my teaching career at least.    

It was an intensive, time-consuming, challenging, stress-

producing, and research-based experience. However, it became one 

of my most enjoyable pieces of work. I like a good challenge, and I 

was looking forward to learning more about my field. God walked 

with me every step of the way, including paying the remaining 

balance 0f $1250. He even provided an editor, free of charge, for 

the volume of required writing was huge. God bless Ms. Eggert for 

getting something readable out of my drafts. The coworker who 

recommended her referred to Ms. Eggert as “The Editing Queen.” 

After seeing the final product, I crowned her with the same title over 

again.    

Melissa Eggert worked at Riverside Elementary School in 

Reading, PA as a Reading Coach. At the time, I worked there as a 

K-5 reading teacher. Melissa, in her late 40’s was of medium height, 

a white female with curly blond hair. She was the funniest person 

in the reading department, bringing joy to everyone around her. Her 

presence lit up the room. She had an “I don’t care, I’m gonna say it 

as is” attitude.   

Because she readily shared her thoughts, when she was sad 

everyone felt sad with her. I remember a time when she stormed 

into the reading room, door slamming behind her. She entered the 

supply closet, located in the rear of the room to cry.    

Later, I found out during a conversation with her that her 

sadness was due to a class in which she substituted. The students 

were tough to handle, as was usually the case. They refused to listen 

and stay still. Sometimes, they were even disrespectful to her.    
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However, it relieved me to know that I worked in a place 

that allowed us to express our not-so-pleasant human emotions. 

Melissa loved that I always laughed at her jokes. In a conversation 

about different teaching strategies used to enhance student 

achievement in reading, she laughingly stated, “I have a B. S. in 

education.” She did not mean Bachelor of Science.   

I was in shock to find out that after working so hard on all 

the entries for the National Board for Professional Teaching 

Standard (NBPTS) Assessment I still did not get a passing grade. I 

could not believe the 181 score over 275. That made no sense to me 

even while I tried to accept it. I tried to understand. I tried to be 

strong, but I couldn’t. I tried to hold back my tears, and succeeded. 

However, I was dying on the inside. I checked the Retake 

instructions online, disgusted by the idea of going through the 

process again. I was supposed to pass with flying colors. God was 

with me all the way. It must have been a mistake.   

I needed answers. It was imperative that I found out why I 

failed. So, I went to God for answers.   

“God, I don’t like you very much right now,” I said, unable 

to hold back my tears. “You get on my last nerve. I was supposed 

to pass the National Board Assessment. I don’t understand. I need 

you to help me understand.”    

I rose to my feet, anticipating an answer from God. As 

proven before, God faithfully delivered.    

About two weeks later, lying quietly in bed, meditating in 

the middle of the night, my answer came to me. I was not supposed 

to pass the Assessment after all. I understood it then, and that was 

okay. All the while God was with me during the whole process, I 

was not with Him. I shamed Him. I was a disgrace to the Christian 
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family. I was prideful, manipulative, bossy, and non-caring of 

anyone except myself.    

Even before I gave my heart to Christ, I thought many things 

were beneath me. I used to be so full of myself counting on my own 

will power to make decisions and overcome difficult situations. 

These flaws remained even after I became a Christian. I was good 

at it too. I have grown to believe and have faith in myself. During a 

conversation with Gabriel I declared, “I don’t understand how 

someone who’s married can have an affair with someone else. It 

makes absolutely no sense.” Later on, I wished I did not say that, at 

least not to him.   

Gabriel and I became close friends very quickly. We spent a 

lot of time together. I needed his help often enough to a point he had 

to give me his work schedule. In New York, my husband used to 

drive me everywhere I needed to go. I was spoiled in that sense. 

Having Gabriel there for me was as if God sent. At the time, I 

discovered a weakness about myself. I was so used to getting a 

man’s attention that I could not do without it.   

 I recalled the song that says, “I’m lifting up His name in my 

conduct.” I had no right to be singing these words then. Once again, 

I shed tears of gratitude toward my savior for answering my prayer.   

I began to praise God for He is just in His ways. "Yes, Lord 

God Almighty, true and just are your judgments." (Revelation 16:7, 

NIV).    

Through Rosalie’s connection, I had found an SDA church 

to attend. I had been praying and fasting, asking God to work things 

out between my husband and me while in the process Gabriel and I 

were getting too close. I thank God that “He is a just God and never 

lets the guilty go unpunished” (Exodus 34: 7, GWT), including me.   
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CHAPTER SEVEN  

  

  

“His Pain Carries Me Through Marital 

Difficulties”  
  

Meeting My Husband  

  

hen I was growing up, I learned that the preferred 

place to meet your mate was in church. The 

assumption was that if you met him in church he would make a 

better spouse. One cool autumn on a Tuesday afternoon in 1994, the 

day after Labor Day, while standing at a bus stop on Flatbush 

Avenue in Brooklyn, a brown station wagon pulled up on the 

opposite side of the street, stopping at the red light. As I turned my 

head from doing a bit of window-shopping while I waited for the 

bus, my eyes met the driver’s. He smiled at me. I tried to resist 

smiling back, but I failed miserably. I turned my head quickly so he 

could see that I grinned back, then avoided looking at him again 

until he was about to drive away. I must admit, I wanted to take one 

last look before he drove off forever.    

W 
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To my surprise, his smile was even bigger this time, as if he 

never stopped looking at me while my head was turned. He 

motioned with his index finger that he was coming back for me.    

Flattered, I shook my head and thought, This man must be 

crazy, the bus will come before he does.    

I waited and waited, but the B41 never came. As I watched 

down the street for the bus, suddenly a car pulled up right in front 

of me. Shocked to find the stranger staring back at me, I did not 

know what to think or say. It was fun smiling at each other from 

two lanes away. Now this person pulled right in front of me, ready 

to pick me up. I was 25 years old, familiar with all the warning about 

strangers. For an awkward moment, we simply looked at each other. 

He stood there waiting for me to approach the car. He could not get 

out of the car, being illegally parked at a bus stop.   

Many questions ran through my mind. Do I just look away 

and ignore him completely? Do I walk over to him and say thank 

you, but no thank you? Maybe I should consider this as a kind 

gesture and not let him down. I really didn’t know what to do.     

I began pacing in place. Finally, I took a few steps toward 

the car and bent my head to look at him behind the black steering 

wheel, expecting to see signs of disappointment in his face because 

I took so long to approach the car. Instead, I saw a bright, incredibly 

attractive smile on his face. I melted. All doubt disappeared. I 

wanted to jump into the passenger seat and say, “Honey, let’s go.”    

However, as a Haitian woman, my parents raised me better. 

I had to play hard to get.   

“Come on,” he gestured with his hand.    

Trying to keep a serious face, I said, teasing him, “Do you 

take transfer?” I showed him a white rectangular piece of paper used 

as a bus pass.   
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He smiled some more and said, “Come on.”   

Noticing that he was driving a taxicab I said, “But I don’t 

have money.”    

“That’s ok,” he said.    

When I got in, he asked, “Where are you going?”    

“Go straight and turn on Linden Blvd.” I replied.    

Suddenly, I felt very uncomfortable. I didn’t like being so 

physically close to a stranger who was interested in me.    

We rode in silence until we got to my destination. 

Disappointed in how I felt, I held the car door and said, “Well, 

hummm, thank you.”    

“What’s your name?” he asked trying to keep me longer.    

“Nicole. What’s yours?”    

“My name is Jean Roosevelt Roy,” he answered proudly.    

Oops, I thought. I did not introduce myself correctly. As a 

social etiquette in Haiti, when meeting an acquaintance, you say 

your full name. I thought, What a jerk. He could have answered the 

same way I did.    

His smile changed my mind.    

He began talking about himself. He told me he lived with his 

older sister, Edith. He had two children from a previous marriage 

when he lived in Haiti. His wife died five years into their marriage.    

Every time he paused, I tried to open the door. Then he 

would ask me another question. After every answer, I threw his 

question right back at him. I really wanted to know more about this 

stranger but I would rather do it from a distance, such as over the 

phone.   
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At one point, he reached over to the dashboard of the car and 

picked up a small green Bible and said, “You see . . . this is my 

Bible. I go to church every Sunday.”    

As strange as it may sound, this statement earned points with 

me. I remember thinking, Oh. I always wanted to meet someone who 

would take me to church. Born Catholic, the schools I attended in 

Haiti forced me to go to church. The schools' directors used to beat 

those who did not attend church. So, I hated it too much because of 

the beatings to ever get anything from it. To make matters worse, 

my parents were not even churchgoers. This requirement was only 

for those of us who attended Catholic schools. A Haitian's custom 

of which I assumed Roosevelt was already aware. Therefore, I did 

not mention it during the conversation.     

By the end of our conversation, we both admitted that we 

were not willing to waste time dating anybody for too long.    

“I have a seven-month old baby from my former boyfriend 

whom I dated for five years,” I said. I was not about to waste my 

time dating anybody for that long anymore. I figured if I was going 

to waste my time with somebody, I might as well waste it being 

married. After a while, our dialogue turned to a conversation about 

marriage. Nevertheless, it was not clear at first whether it was our 

marriage. He then said,  

“You can say, ‘A partir d’aujourd’hui, Je ne suis pas toute 

seule. (Starting today, I’m not alone.)’”    

This man is so full of himself, I thought. How does he know 

I am interested in him? I resisted saying it. However, every time I 

opened the car door, he started talking again. So, I reluctantly said, 

“A partir d’aujourd’hui, Je ne suis pas toute seule.”    
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Something very strange happened after I said that. Suddenly, 

a calmness fell upon him. I did not realize he was agitated until I 

said that.    

“Well, now you don’t have to worry about anything,” he 

said. “Tomorrow morning I’m coming to pick you up and take you 

to work.” He was doing his husband duties already.    

We left the bus stop at 4:30 p.m. Our conversation lasted 

until 5:15 p.m. I do not recall exchanging phone numbers with 

Roosevelt when we parted that evening. However, at 5:00 a.m., I 

found him in front of my residence ready to take me to work. Even 

though I usually left for work at that time, by train it took me two 

hours to get to Hillside, Queens. By car, it took only half an hour. 

How could I know? I had never driven there before.   

My mother was worried to death about this stranger picking 

up her daughter. She called me at work for the first time that 

morning to make sure I got there safely. My sister, Madia, told a 

horror story the night before about a woman who was killed by a 

man she just met. Her story scared me a little. However, seeing 

Roosevelt seemed to make every fear disappear. Being so 

physically close to him in the car the day before gave me some 

anxiety because he was a stranger to me. However, once I got passed 

the physical space issue during our conversation I felt very 

comfortable around him.   

Even though, driving to work only took half hour, we still 

left Brooklyn at 5:00 a.m. and talked until a few minutes before 8:00 

a.m. every time he picked me up. That gave us plenty of time to get 

to know each other. Whether we knew it or not, we needed to spend 

that daily time together because on December 17, 1994, three 

months later, we married. My son was 10 months old. We often 
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joked that it took us three months only because we could not find 

an apartment sooner. Roosevelt never made a formal proposal to 

me. Everything just happened. It came after repeating, “A partir 

d’aujourd’hui, Je ne suis pas toute seule,” I considered it to be his 

password.   

During those three months, we could not get enough of each 

other. Even though I enrolled in a Nursing Assistant program after 

work, we spent every spare moment together. We only parted 

physically to go spend half the night on the telephone.    

During that three-month period, we planned a grandiose 

church wedding, consisting of 12 bridesmaids with male partners, 6 

flower girls, and a tailor-made wedding gown. Our church family 

took charge of the wedding preparations. My maid of honor, who 

was also from the church, paid for my gown and took responsibility 

for everything. She only asked me to contribute $500. Though the 

finances were taken care of, no one could take care of the 

nervousness I suffered. After a while, I became mentally exhausted. 

I worried whether everything was going to be all right. I did not 

know how to feel or what to think. The suspense was getting too 

much for me to handle. I wanted to get the wedding over with so I 

could relax. I remember saying to myself, This is the last time I'm 

ever going to get married. I will never go through this again. Now 

that I've been studying my Bible, it's obvious that I was 

prophesying. It is God's will that married couples stay married unto 

death. (1 Corinthians 7:10).   

We argued for the first time during this period. I found 

myself so upset with him I threatened to call off the wedding. 

During a conversation with the apartment’s owner from whom we 

were renting, he contradicted me relentlessly. The three of us talked 
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about a carpet in the room that we felt needed to either be removed 

or cleaned. However, during the conversation every opinion I 

expressed, he contradicted. I hated that. For instance, when I 

expressed whether the person who would clean the carpet would 

also dry it in order to avoid mildew. He said, "What kind of a 

question is that?" making me feel stupid. For the most part after that, 

I kept quiet and wondered whether he was the kind of person I 

wanted to marry. He aggravated me by his behavior.   

The argument made me aware of one ugly side about him 

that weekday evening. Not until after the wedding did I discover 

Roosevelt’s other ugly sides.    

That evening he became very apologetic. I was so upset with 

him I kept silence all the way home. When I reached home, I 

slammed the car door and said, "I don't want to marry you 

anymore.” I expected him to drive off but he did not. After a few 

minutes, I heard the bell ring. He showed up. I was happy to see 

him, though. I was not so sure I really wanted to call off the 

wedding. Over the past few months we spent together, I developed 

an attachment to him, making me realize that I didn’t think I was 

ready to part from. However, I found out later that his apologies 

were another rare commodity, that one time, in fact. Later I 

wondered what it was about marriage that caused some men to turn 

off their sensitivity button once the vows were said.   

Roosevelt and I had a big church wedding on December 17, 

1994. I had just turned 26 on November 26, 1994. My parents 

refused to approve the wedding, without any reason for their 

opinion, as if that would have made a difference. Nevertheless, they 

all attended the wedding except for my father, who purposefully 

traveled to Haiti a few weeks before the wedding. Voicing great 
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reluctance, one of my many half-brothers on my father’s side gave 

me away at the wedding.   

At the time, we attended Bon Berger Baptist Church in 

Brooklyn, NY. However, the ceremony and the reception took place 

at Ebenezer Baptist Church on Bedford Avenue. Our church family 

at Bon Berger, all two hundred members, celebrated with us. At the 

reception, which was in the basement, I got dirty looks from some 

of the women who originally had their eyes on Roosevelt who was 

now my husband. When my eyes met theirs, I quickly looked away 

and thought, Aha! You’ve lost him, while I kept an innocent face. I 

understood their jealousy. They were no longer young, and 

Roosevelt was older too. Here I was, not even a member of the 

church, and he chose me. No one understood why Roosevelt chose 

a total stranger over any of them. Even the married couples were 

not so sure what to make of our union. One church elder once told 

me, with excitement in his voice, “Nicole, we gave up on Roy ever 

getting married. So many single women in the church, but Roy 

would not choose any of them.” I stood there listening intensely, 

making sure I heard every word. I was flattered that Roosevelt chose 

me over all those women. Nonetheless, I was not so sure whether 

the excitement I heard in the elder’s voice was sincere. Is it possible 

that he would rather see one of his own get married to Roosevelt 

instead of an outsider? I wondered.    

“Oh yeah,” I said with a soft smile. I continued to hear 

stories like that, way after the wedding. Some came from Roosevelt 

himself. After a few months into our marriage, I started questioning 

my choice to marry him. Suddenly, the stories were not so 

appealing to me anymore.    
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Roosevelt opened my eyes to his true nature one winter 

afternoon, three months after our wedding. After my husband came 

home from work that day, we got into an argument. I do not 

remember the issue, but I remember that it did not end in his favor.    

In retaliation, he pulled out his belt and came after me. That 

day our marriage started spiraling downward. I refused to allow 

any abuse from anyone.   

My husband threatened that he would not move in with me 

if I left our apartment. My income at the time would not cover the 

rent so I needed to find something more affordable. I found a 

basement room in Brooklyn. In my heart, I was happy that my 

husband was not coming with me as he promised because of his 

abusive behavior.   

To my fury, he moved into the basement with me. I asked 

him to leave. I also reminded him of his promise to not move in 

with me if I left him. That made him even angrier, and he 

threatened to hit me. I called the police who asked him to leave.    

He then brought in our church pastor and an elder. At first, 

their presence infuriated me. I felt that they came to help Roosevelt 

get his way, because they were his friends from long ago and I was 

only the stranger who just married him. I interpreted their presence 

as reinforcement on Roosevelt's side. I recall being so inflamed with 

anger, I said, "Roosevelt thinks he is bad. If he pours out gasoline, 

I'm going to light the match." I was determined to avenge myself. I 

refused to take the back seat and let him abuse me, physical or 

verbally. He had a dirty mouth too. I did not know it at the time that 

I suffered from misplaced anger. In my husband, I saw my ex-

boyfriend who raped and abused me, which led me to a promiscuous 

lifestyle. So, now, I was always on a defensive mode and ready to 
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annihilate anyone who I thought was a threat to me. Obviously, I 

brought some baggage into the marriage. The pastor and his 

companion just sat there and listened to me make a fool of myself 

with all those harsh words. After hearing both sides of the story, 

they then reminded us of our wedding vows and their importance. 

They told Roosevelt he was not allowed to mistreat his wife in any 

way. They did not blame me at all. In fact, their calm demeanor gave 

me a sense of peace. After a while, I became exhausted from talking 

and felt somewhat ashamed for uttering those harsh words. Angry 

or not, there was no need for them. Now I realize how foolish I was 

for saying them. By the time they left, my hubby and I were 

reconciled.   

December 31, 1996, my husband became gravely ill. During 

church service that night, as he sang with the men's group and 

suddenly, his eyes become blood red. Later that night, he burned 

with a high fever. I took him to Kings County Hospital in Brooklyn, 

NY. They refused to admit him, probably because he did not have 

medical insurance. Over the week, his condition worsened. He had 

no physical strength where he needed to be carried or dragged 

everywhere, such as from the bed to the bathroom.   

When family members suggested we took him to another 

hospital, we chose Caledonian hospital who admitted him. After 

many tests, they diagnosed him with full-blown AIDS.    

Soon after our union, I filed for him to receive his green 

card. For that purpose, he had to do an HIV test and was found 

positive. Prior to the test result, my husband was tall, handsome, 

robust, and in great physical shape. Following the HIV test result, 

he cried almost every night. I tried my best to comfort him. Still 
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naive, I failed to realize then the effect this would have on our lives. 

It never dawned on me that I, too, could have the virus.    

Thinking back, my innocence in how HIV worked helped 

me to move forward. Prior to his illness, we had a rocky 

relationship. I was not happy at all. On one occasion, I secretly told 

God I wished I were alone. Soon after, he became severely ill and 

needed to be hospitalized. Afterward, they placed him in rehab for 

almost a year. During those months, I recalled my secret prayer and 

said, "God! So, you took my husband away from me."    

While my husband was in rehab, I joined the Seventh-Day 

Adventist Church through baptism. This decision infuriated him. 

Since his rehab allowed him to visit at home sometimes, he came 

home that weekend to stop me. He was too late. By the time he got 

there, I was already buried and resurrected with my Savior, now my 

Lord Jesus Christ.    

While in rehab, his immigration papers were approved. He 

now had the medical insurance and financial support he needed.    

This may sound a bit strange, but his illness was the best 

thing for our marriage. We drew closer as a couple. We prayed and 

sang together over the phone every night. Even though many 

suggested I should abandon my husband, I refused. I kept the 

marriage vows in the back of my mind while going through this 

ordeal. My marriage commitment was not made to my husband but 

to God. God saw us through.    

My husband is now well and we are 22 years into our 

marriage. Though he is not yet willing to join my church through 

baptism, we attend church together sometimes. In the meantime, 

God is teaching me how to be patient and live a godly life before 

my husband in preparation for the New Earth (Heaven).   
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Saved by Grace  

  

My mind was focused solely on taking care of my husband. 

I was now a Certified Nursing Assistant, well qualified and capable 

of nursing my hubby back to health with the help of the 

rehabilitation center to which he was admitted. I do not really recall 

when the thought came to mind that I too might be infected. That 

was the last thing I wanted to deal with, but unfortunately, it was 

my Goliath to face. I tried putting off taking the HIV test for as long 

as I could. After much advice, I realized I should not put it off any 

longer.     

I made appointments after appointments, but I did not go. 

The suspense of not knowing was killing me. I felt incredibly 

conflicted. I wanted to know; I did not want to know. God, what 

should I do? I thought.   

Finally, months later I went for an anonymous test. I 

absolutely hated the whole testing process. I was too emotionally 

broken to answer medical and sexual history questions. I did it 

against my will. A few weeks later, I received the dreaded phone 

call from the clinic to come for the result. I requested to be given 

the result over the phone but it was not allowed because it was too 

much of a private matter, the nurse told me. Many questions ran 

through my mind. I know my husband's health started going 

downhill once he found out he was HIV positive. I tried to convince 

myself that I was strong enough and that I could handle a positive 

HIV test result. Then again, I wasn't sure if I owned any courage 

whatsoever, so I never went for the result.    

Life continued with the thought of HIV always on the back 

of my mind. Every time I caught a cold, I wondered whether it was 
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AIDS kicking in. However, since I never knew for sure, I was 

always able to dismiss it. The most disturbing was feeling that all 

eyes were on me. Thank God, I lived a healthy lifestyle. Still, I did 

my very best to conceal any of my ailments from our families. I 

knew what was on their mind.    

Over the years, my relationship with my Lord has grown a 

lot. I do not really know what came over me. I woke up one day 

during the summer of 2010 and decided to go for the HIV test. I felt 

very confident while in the waiting room. I thought, "God, whatever 

it is you will help me through it." It was that assurance in my Savior 

that allowed me to go through the testing process from beginning to 

end. I did not even cry when the nurse drew my blood. That was a 

good sign to me that I was stronger than usual.    

A couple days later, I found myself again in the waiting area. 

This time filled with doubts until my head hurt from thinking too 

much. I became overwhelmed with indecision. Should I keep 

waiting or just walk out? I tried to start conversations with those 

around me to pass the time. Careful not to mention anything that 

had to do with HIV, AIDS or anything of a sort. I do not know how 

much the conversations helped because I needed to make sure I kept 

alert to hear my name when they called it. The nurses there were 

very courteous. Thank God for their attitude. I could not image or 

handle anything else. The pressure was just too high. Even though 

I have never suffered from high blood pressure, that day I believed 

my pressure soared. Every time a nurse stepped into the waiting area 

to call someone, my heart raced. At one point, I studied other 

patients' facial expression just to see if someone else shared my 

anxiety. The patients seemed as normal as if they hadn’t a care in 

the world.    
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Get a grip, Nicole. You're the only one fussing over this, I 

told myself. Diseases are made for humans, not animals. I've often 

heard that said although it did not help. Feeling as if I’d been sitting 

there forever, I began to check my watch. Finally, it was my turn. A 

heavyset African-American woman walked into the waiting area 

calling out my name, "Nicole B-Benot Roy." I pitied the woman; 

she tried her best to pronounce my name correctly. She butchered 

it.    

I jumped up out of my seat. I was looking forward to having 

my name called, be done with the clinic, and go to work. It was 

getting close to my work start time. Once out of my seat, I realized 

what was coming. It was as though my feet had a mind of their own. 

My steps got slower and slower until the nurse needed to wait at her 

open office door. She offered me a seat across her desk. She held a 

yellow sheet of paper in her hand, which happened to be my test 

result. She read me the result saying, "Your test is negative." 

Shocked at the result, I just grinned.   

She folded the paper and placed it in an envelope. "Now go 

and behave yourself," she said as she handed me the envelope. 

Wearing that same grin, I uttered a soft “thank you” and walked out.   

I could not keep the news to myself. I needed to tell 

somebody else what the Lord had done for me.    

Over the years, my relationship with my husband continued 

to be rocky. I was not sure what his reaction was going to be, which 

saddened me a little to think that he might not be happy for me. 

While we were back together, I still felt that he never forgave me 

for leaving him to go to Pennsylvania. I thought I should tell him 

anyway. He kept his demeanor neutral, neither happy nor sad. He 

simply asked me when and where I took the test.    
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One afternoon that same week, while I washed dishes, my 

son, sixteen at the time, walked into the kitchen. I thought, "Hey, 

why not? He is old enough."    

"I took an HIV test. It's negative," I said in a neutral voice.  

"That came out of nowhere," he replied.    

That was when I realized he never knew about my husband's 

health condition. I was not in the mood for any more drama that 

week, so I left the subject alone for God to work it out.   
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CHAPTER EIGHT  

  

  

“His Pain Provides Angelic Assistance"  
  

Stranded in Long Island  

  

y husband and I went for his naturalization exam in 

Nassau County. We drove about two hours to get to 

our destination. The redbrick building was two stories tall with an 

enormous sized parking lot. It occupied a whole city block. The 

tight security made me associate it with an airport. Since the 

bombing of the World Trade Center in New York City on 

September 11, 2001, most government buildings, including the 

naturalization buildings, performed extensive security check.   

The huge waiting area was about the size of a stadium. Black 

chairs, all attached to each other, and filled the interior in perfect 

rows. We went to the information booth and handed the 

appointment slip to the clerk, an African-American woman with 

short black hair. She told us to go wait for my husband’s name to 

be called. We waited and waited and waited. Finally, toward the end 

of the afternoon, someone called his name over the intercom. 

M 
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Unfortunately, I was not allowed to go in with him. I worried about 

his difficulty in hearing, and was glad that before we left I suggested 

he put a copy of his hearing test result in his pocket, just in case.   

Afterward he said, “It was a good thing I had the hearing test 

result with me. I got to a point where I could not hear what the 

examiner was saying and she thought I did not understand English.” 

To become a naturalized U.S. citizen, speaking English is one of the 

requirements.   

At about 2:00 that afternoon my husband went into the 

examination room on the second floor. I waited so long in those 

uncomfortable plastic chairs my body ached. Eventually, I decided 

to lie down on three chairs, and fell asleep. Around 4:00, I woke up 

to find the waiting area nearly empty. No more than ten other people 

remained in the waiting room.   

I awoke, startled by the quietness of the room. Just hours 

earlier, a person could get lost in the crowd.    

After waiting another hour I thought, It is strange that my 

husband is not out yet.    

I found a security guard and asked where he might be. He 

directed me to a long stairway leading to the second floor.    

The first person I met was a middle-aged man in a navy blue 

outfit. I assumed he was a janitor when I saw him enter the cleaning 

supply closet. He directed me to a small room across the supply 

closet to inquire some more. There I met a medium-size woman 

wearing a brown pantsuit. Her expression told me that she was a 

busy person. Before she disappeared down a corridor, I needed to 

raise my voice to get her attention.   

“My husband was called in at 2:00. I’d like to know if he 

was out yet,” I said.   
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She checked a black and white composition notebook and 

said, “Your husband left a long time ago.”    

“Around what time?” I asked.    

The look in her eyes revealed her irritation, as if she wanted 

to say, You’re pushing it now. After a few seconds that felt like 

hours, she managed to say, “Around 3:00.” I was confused by the 

news, wondering, How can this be? My husband wouldn't just leave 

me here.  

Confusion turned to fear. My knees turned to butter. I 

carefully held onto the railing as my knees trembled with each step. 

I was caught between worrying about my own safety and that of my 

husband. Is he all right? I thought. Then my fear of being lost hit 

me. I took a deep breath when I reached the last step. I wanted to sit 

at the bottom of the stairs, but I doubted any of the security guards 

allowed it.     

Instead, I took a few steps to the right and stood at the 

entrance of the waiting room. I searched for any sign of my husband, 

but found none. By that time, only two people remained in the 

waiting room, a small Spanish woman and an older man. A security 

guard suggested I searched the bathrooms, but he wasn’t in any of 

those either.    

Afterward, I checked the parking lot only to find that the car 

was gone. I remember thinking; This area is new to us. Where can 

he be? I crossed the street to the nearest payphone and called home. 

My stepdaughter, Rosie, said, “Daddy is not home yet.” Here is a 

quarter wasted, I thought. I did not know whether to leave a 

message or not. Finally, I said, “Tell him, if he gets home, that I’m 

still in Long Island and to come pick me up.”    
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I wandered the unfamiliar streets in the area, filled with 

worry. I considered taking a taxicab home to Brooklyn, but 

dismissed the idea because I did not have the money. I had but a few 

quarters in my handbag. I became overly concerned about whether 

I should use my quarters for phone calls or save them for public 

transportation. I called home many times after that first call until 

only $1.50 remained, enough for one bus fare and a transfer.    

Even though I noticed a Long Island bus stop right across 

the naturalization building, I gave it little thought because I knew it 

would not take me to Brooklyn. I gave up hope. I felt anger toward 

my husband for leaving me stranded in Long Island.    

Getting lost is one of my biggest fears. The incident brought 

back memories of my husband’s carelessness. Twice he left Nolan 

in a parked car, once when he was a toddler, and again when he was 

8 years old. During the second incident, a car hit Nolan when he got 

out crossing the street to run after his father. Those unpleasant 

memories made me furious and teary on the inside as I struggled to 

understand my husband's carelessness. It would have been better if 

I shed tears, but I did not. By this time, I was feeling confused, 

afraid, and angry, all at the same time.   

I was so tired and fed up with the whole situation. I picked 

up some old newspapers out of a dumpster. I laid them out on the 

sidewalk adjacent to the naturalization building and sat down. I sat 

with my knees bent and my feet extended to the street. If a car were 

to pull up, it would easily roll over my feet, but I did not care 

anymore, not even about living. I allowed my fear to overwhelm 

me.   
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As I sat there, I wanted to cross my arms over my knees with 

my head down. Nevertheless, I did not. I did not want anybody to 

approach me. I knew I would sob like a baby. I did not want that.    

I finally realized I was not ready to give up on life after all, 

and said to myself, This behavior is not honoring God. God’s 

children do not give up. I stood with new determination, noticing a 

security car in which sat an African-American male with smooth 

dark skin. I walked toward him.   

“I’m lost,” I said. “Can I use your phone to call home?” I 

saw the black object on the passenger seat, not sure whether it was 

a walkie-talkie or a cellphone. First, I saw doubt, which changed 

into pity in his eyes as he handed me the black object.   

Rosie answered the phone again. She gave my husband the 

message. I was relieved to know that he was all right. For some 

reason that made me angrier because it was obvious that he drove 

off and left me stranded. While still on the phone, I spotted a 

building worker at the main entrance. I quickly handed the phone 

back to the security guard and thanked him for allowing me to use 

it.   

I walked over to the building worker, and asked, “Excuse 

me, do you know which bus I can take to get to Brooklyn?”    

“I don’t know about Brooklyn, but there is a bus stop right 

there,” he pointed to the bus stop I saw earlier. I was still concerned 

that my quarters weren’t enough to buy a pass and a transfer. 

However, I walked to the bus stop and waited.   

Oh, how I wished there was a bench or a booth at the bus 

stop. My exhausted body just needed a place to sit and rest. By that 

time, the streetlights had come on. I stood there not knowing what 
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to do. I knew I couldn’t go anywhere because I did not have enough 

money.   

My husband was on his way to pick me up, Rosie told me. 

It was a two-hour drive, and he is a slow driver. It could take him 

twice the amount of time, or even longer if he drove on the local 

streets.    

Sometimes I wondered if he really wanted to get to his 

destinations, he drove so slowly. On one occasion the speedometer 

in his car was not working. He said, “I need to have it fixed.”    

“Why?” I teased. “You don’t use it anyway.”   

Two middle-aged women, obviously also planning to take 

the bus, watched me standing at the bus stop. I looked into their 

faces and thought, Look at them. They look so sure and confident of 

themselves. They don’t have a care in the world. They know exactly 

where they are going. I wanted to hate them. Instead, I turned my 

eyes away and stared into the distance. By this time, I did not care 

that my husband was on his way to pick me up. If I find a way to 

get home I will get home, I thought, wanting to hurt him back for 

leaving me stranded. I did not care if he drove two hours and did 

not find me and had to drive back. That day I learned never to 

depend on him. Besides, I was not so sure if he was ever going to 

get there. Even though he said, he did when we met home that night.   

Anyway, five minutes from the time I was standing at the 

bus stop, the N22 bus pulled up. The two passengers got on the bus.    

While I was about to open my mouth to ask for instruction 

on how to get home and explain that I doubted I had enough money 

for bus fare while still standing on the sidewalk, the driver, an 

African-American male, leaned over and said, “Come on my sister. 

Don’t worry. You’re gonna get home.”    
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In awe I asked, “You could tell I was in despair?" I wasn’t 

so sure I used the word “despair" in its proper context.    

“I can tell my sisters from miles away,” he replied.    

Surprisingly, I did not have to tell him that I had no money 

or where I was headed.    

He continued with excitement in his voice saying, “You take 

this bus to the terminal, get on the bus that’s going to Jamaica 

Queens, and be sure to ask for a transfer for the train.”    

The driver knew exactly where I was going. I got a free ride 

on his bus, which made it possible for my $1.50 to pay for my rides 

to Brooklyn.   

I learned never to give up. If I honor God enough to trust 

Him and do my part, He will always be there to my rescue for He 

knows my every need.   

   

  

JFK Parking Lot  

  

My husband and I had just dropped off our son, Nolan, at 

the John F. Kennedy Airport in Queens and were now exiting the 

parking lot. “God, please work it out so that I don’t have to pay too 

much,” was my silent prayer as we drove toward the payment booth. 

I had but few quarters in a small plastic bag. This money sure won’t 

be enough to pay for over one hour and a half parking time, I 

thought. However, I did not have the slightest idea how much it 

would cost. My family hardly ever traveled long distances. 

Therefore, I changed my prayer. “God, you know what? Work it out 

so that I don’t have to pay anything at all.”    
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At that point, two cars were in front of us, moving slowing 

toward the booth. I was caught between worrying and trusting God 

to deliver. My husband was behind the wheel. Soon after the car in 

front of us pulled away, I turned my head toward the booth from 

surveying the parking lot. It was around 11:00 a.m. on a breezy, 

sunny day in May of 2005. The sun, shining so brightly on all the 

car windows, made it almost impossible to see without shades. I saw 

two feet disappear inside the booth, but wasn’t close enough to see 

the whole person. When we got to the booth, I heard a male voice 

said, “Five dollars.”    

After receiving the ticket from my husband, I counted the 

quarters and gave five dollars to my husband to pay.    

“God, I was not supposed to pay anything,” I said silently. 

“Anyway, thank you for working it out so that I had enough to pay 

it.” I was not so sure I really believed in the second prayer because 

I had no experience with parking lot fees.   

Two days later, it was time to pick up my son from the 

airport. He had gone to Florida two days earlier for his 8th grade 

senior class trip. As usual, my husband and I got in the car and drove 

off without giving any thoughts to parking fees. Upon arrival at the 

parking lot, I was reminded of my last encounter. I checked my 

handbag and fortunately, I had a twenty-dollar bill in it. Therefore, 

I had nothing to worry about since we were not planning to park for 

too long.    

We walked from the parking lot to the airport to pick up 

Nolan whose flight landed five minutes before we arrived. Minutes 

later, he got his luggage. Between walking back and forth to the 

airport and waiting for Nolan’s luggage, we parked slightly for over 

half hour. We got to the payment booth and placed the ticket into a 
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computerized payment system. “$12.00,” my husband said as he 

read from the screen. Twelve dollars, I thought. I wished I had 

someone to question, but it was only a machine. I handed the 

twenty-dollar bill to my husband who then put it in the machine. We 

got our change followed by a receipt and drove off.    

“Honey, what’s going on? Last time we parked for over one 

hour and paid only five dollars and now we pay twelve dollars for 

less than 45 minutes.” I was confused for almost the whole ride 

home. Then it hit me. It was not just anybody who entered the booth 

when we were approaching it two days earlier. Once again, it was 

God to my rescue. He wanted to show me that He did answer my 

prayer that day. Had God not sent His angel in that booth, I would 

have been in a jam. The machine would have charged me an arm 

and a leg, but God knew how much I had in my little plastic bag. 

Therefore, He sent His angel at my service.   

Blessed is the name of the Lord. I will praise Him for as long 

as I live. I learn to consult with God even in the petty, minute 

concerns of my life. No situation is too big or too unimportant for 

God to get involved in.   

Too often, we forget that even the smallest detail is 

important to our Lord.   
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CHAPTER NINE  

  

  

"His Pain Saves Me from Presumptuous 

Faith"  
  

A Psychiatric Disorder  

  

ne afternoon, I sat at my kitchen table and delivered a 

sermon on the subject of hand-me-downs. As I 

contemplated God's mercies, and how He has led me, I concluded 

that God is not interested in giving us hand-me-downs. He is 

interested in teaching us to strategize and be able to make wise 

decisions, plan and manage the things He places in our care. Some 

of us, unfortunately, because of presumptuous faith, are not 

interested in managing, for example, our health and finances, and 

instead expect God to give us everything we need without asking or 

proper planning.   

Presumptuous faith oftentimes causes dependency, which 

can lead to angry feelings between families. My mom, for example, 

suffered from arthritis in her knees, and I tried to do several things 

O 
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to help relieve her pain. I applied a ginger poultice that healed her 

knees. I gave her exercise instructions for her daily routine on how 

to relieve pain in her foot also. When I advised her to change her 

diet to achieve maximum health, it was as though all hell had broken 

loose. She frowned and threw her arms around like a child during a 

tantrum, saying, "Ha!" My mother's reaction made me believe that 

maybe she was suffering from some deep-seated emotional issues 

regarding food.   

Nevertheless, I was somewhat indignant at her attitude 

toward her own well-being, and realized then that she simply hoped 

that I could apply a poultice and pray her ailment away, and she was 

not willing to do anything for herself. According to Radden (as cited 

in Bentall, 1992), behavior that “reduces the individual’s expected 

utilities . . . should be the subject of psychiatric scrutiny” (p. 96). 

This quote reminded me of myself and how I too was to be under 

psychiatric scrutiny because of an experience I had that reduced my 

ability to perform as I should.    

My own presumptuous faith has caused me at times to 

disconnect from reality. Following the delivery of the sermon, 

which I preached only to angels, my guardian angel said to me, "Ok 

good, this message was for you, now go to your room and pray." I 

cheerfully accepted.    

Upon my knees that afternoon I prayed, "God, please forgive 

me. I know now that you are not in the business of providing your 

children with hand-me-downs, but rather you want to teach us to be 

participants in achieving success ourselves. I acknowledge, Lord, 

that I cannot afford the new 2016 GMC Acadia Denali. I do not have 

the finances to be able to take on this responsibility, but you do. 

Please pay for it." My sense of reality had left me.    
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As Radden and Edwards (cited in Bentall, 1992) reason, 

people with this psychiatric disorder "may experience great 

difficulty when faced with mundane but essential tasks" (pp. 96-97). 

I wanted God to do for me what I was capable of doing myself with 

proper planning and reasoning. Moreover, the irony is when things 

don’t go our way, we blame God, as if He designed the 

consequences for the poor choices we made.   

Edwards (as cited in Bentall, 1992), claims that cases of 

psychiatric disorder are characterized by actions that demonstrate 

"nonsensical thinking, and a lack of . . . fairmindedness" (p. 96). 

Presumptuous faith is a menace to decision making. You see, the 

day before, the Lord had sent me to purchase the car. I was waiting 

for financial clearance from the dealer. I knew perfectly well that 

that purchase was well over my head at over fifty thousand dollars. 

The irony is if they had asked me a hundred thousand dollars for the 

car, I would have said, "Yes," because I presumed that God would 

pay it. I never acknowledged my financial shortcomings. Soon after 

the prayer, the dealer called to offer me a more reasonable deal 

based on my credit rating, which was nothing of which to be proud. 

They offered me a preowned car that cost about thirty thousand 

dollars. To that, I also said, "Yes," knowing I could not afford it 

either. "No matter what, God will pay it," I thought. I was satisfied 

with every decision the dealer made for me as if making my own 

decision was completely out of my control. I felt all I had to do was 

go along with whatever decision the dealer made, which is exactly 

what I did. My own mental prowess was malfunctioning.   

Many effects of presumptuous faith affect its victims and 

make them incapable of functioning according to societal norms. 

One of the effects is dependence on others, which places a person 
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at a disadvantage when no one is around and angers family 

members. Next, the power of presumptuous faith causes a person to 

lose touch with reality as well as become irresponsible towards life 

issues such as financial maintenance.    

Another disturbing effect of presumptuous faith is its ability 

to prevent its sufferers during decision-making situations where 

they would otherwise excel. While faith in itself may be a great 

attribute for someone to possess, however, coupled with 

presumption, it affects one's psyche in ways that makes it operate 

out of the norm, out of order.   
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CHAPTER TEN  

  

  

“His Pain Restores My Mind from 

Chaos"  
  

Shaken From Afar: The January 12, 2010, Haiti  

Earthquake  

  

herie, Haiti is in trouble,” my husband said in an 

urgent voice as he walked into the bedroom.   

“What? What happened?” I asked in a worried voice. I had 

just come home from completing a two-day Autism Workshop for 

my position as a special education teacher at United Cerebral Palsy 

of NYC.    

“There was an earthquake – all Haiti is destroyed. It’s on the 

news,” he answered.   

I propped myself up on the bed to watch Channel 12 News. 

Haiti was surely in trouble as displayed by the footage. My 

emotions stepped into the chaos I witnessed.    

“C 
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I felt empathy toward my country. I thought of the political 

problems the country had faced over the years and its bad reputation 

as the poorest country in the western hemisphere. Now this? How 

will they ever rise from this?   

Prior to the earthquake, my mother had moved back to Haiti 

to live there. I began to wonder about her safety. I was dying with 

worry. I made some phone calls to try to get her some help. I wanted 

the government to find her and bring her back because she was now 

a US citizen. I called my father who was also in Haiti, but no one 

responded. Were they alive? How could I find out? I was really 

worried about my parents.  

A couple of days passed before it dawned on me that my 

only possession, a house I purchased two years ago, was probably 

in rubble like everything else because of the earthquake. All my 

savings went in to buying that house. I had nothing left.   

I questioned God, “Why didn’t you protect what was mine?” 

He offered no response.   

I hid my stress from everyone, even though I reeled from 

shock. I felt like I was losing my mind. I feared I would have to 

leave my job, and knew in my state of mind I couldn’t keep it.   

Even three days after the earthquake, no one was able to 

reach my mother. My youngest brother, Harry, asked one of his 

friends to go to Colin, the town where my mother was staying, to 

search for her. He found my mom under a makeshift tent with many 

other women who were also affected by the earthquake. The women 

along with my mother set up their tents in an open field just over a 

hundred feet away from her home. After a whole week sleeping in 

the open field, my mother went to stay with one of her neighbors 

whose home was not so badly affected by the quake. It was during 
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that week, she heard on the news an announcement for every 

American citizen, who wanted, to go to the Aeroport International 

Toussaint Louverture in Haiti to get free passage to return to the US. 

The news pleased her and she took advantage of the opportunity a 

few days later. I remember calling her while she was on her way to 

the US. There was sadness in her voice. She was always a jolly 

woman. Even I couldn't make her laugh that day. She sounded as 

though all her joy had left her. I felt her sadness as I was going 

through my own, being shaken from afar.   

Upon my mother's arrival in the US, she explained how the 

earthquake had affected her psyche. She feared every sound, 

especially the sound of trains. I continued to sympathize with her, 

keeping to myself my own struggles. I did not want to contribute to 

her burdens. Deep down, I felt my problem was not worth sharing 

and that no one would understand me. I felt a sense of guilt that I 

worried about the loss of a house when thousands upon thousands 

of people lost their lives. My father was still there. Eventually, the 

family managed to get in touch with him. Praise God, he was okay. 

I worried about his state of mind. However, all these thoughts about 

others' welfare did not keep my mind from my own chaos. I needed 

help and I knew it.   

During that time, I worked as a classroom teacher in a self-

contained special needs class. When I began to realize that I could 

not give my students my best anymore, I considered leaving my job.   

During the winter break, I looked for a less stressful job as 

an excuse to leave the old one. I needed a job where I would get to 

provide one-on-one instruction to my students. I searched all day 

and into the wee hours of the morning every day. I searched the 

internet to the point of exhaustion.   
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Finally, I found an ad from a children services agency 

recruiting special education itinerant teachers and sent them my 

resume. A couple days later, they called and invited me to come in 

for an interview.   

Although delighted to receive the offer, interviews always 

made me nervous. Aware that I couldn’t do this alone, I surrendered 

it to the Lord and asked Him to go before me. And He did.   

I knew He was there when the boss did not ask me any of 

the usual interview questions except, "What salary are you asking 

for?"   

Although we agreed on an acceptable salary, evidently God 

wanted more for me. For some strange reason, one of the managers 

asked for me to receive an extra two thousand dollars.  

I thought, Wow! God, You're so good.   

Soon after the interview, I went and completed a week of 

training. Then I waited, and waited, and waited, for Central Registry 

papers to clear. It was unusual for my paperwork to take so long. 

Through the whole job change process, I began to feel better. I 

thought about the loss of my house less and less. Slowly but surely, 

God restored my mind from chaos.  

Later, I realized it was God's plan to restore my mind before 

I started work again. While I waited to begin my new position, my 

mind continued to shift back and forth from chaos. At the time, I 

was very unstable. It seemed all I needed was some time and much 

prayer. Divine therapy, I called it. I continued to pray that God 

would keep me from losing my mind; otherwise, I would not be 

okay today.   

Thank you, Jesus.  
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Spiritual Advice for Your Spiritual 

Needs 
 

 

Just as Jesus has worked through every facet of my life, so you also 

can depend upon Him to work through yours. There are some things 

you can do to keep your mind on Him. Share Jesus with others. 

Depending on how far you've strayed, you may not feel comfortable 

sharing Jesus by proclaiming His name, but there are other ways to 

share Him.   

  

  

Share Him in Small Gestures  

  

For instance, do at least one good deed for the people you meet 

daily. They can be family members or complete strangers.   

  

  

Consider These Small Gestures  

  

A smile, saying good morning and have a good day, hold a door 

open for someone, pick up something that fell for someone, and ask 

somebody how he is doing today.  
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You're probably thinking but these are things "I do" all the time. 

The difference is, this time you will be doing them with a purpose. 

As you do them, think of Jesus.   

 

Make them a habit with the right frame of mind. Because of what 

Jesus did for you on the cross, you want to give back. Just in case 

you forgot, remind yourself of this. What did He do for you on the 

cross? The nail-pierced hands should have been yours. Throughout 

the day, your mind will be constantly on Jesus. We sometimes make 

the mistake of not giving God the time of day. In my experience, I 

find that when I give God the time of day I have a better, more 

fruitful day.   

  

Because your mind is on Him, therefore, you'll be more likely to 

remember to say a prayer every now and then. You'll suddenly see 

an improvement in your prayer life. Consequently, you'll want to 

get to know Him better and eventually pick up your Bible.  

  

It's great stuff! Try it!  

  

By the way, God does not make serving Him complicated. If it 

seems so, that idea is not from Him. Jesus fulfilled the complicated 

part, our salvation, at the cross.  

  

In fact, He says, "Take my yoke upon you, and learn of me; for I am 

meek and lowly in heart: and ye shall find rest unto your souls.  

For my yoke is easy, and my burden is light" (Matthew 11:29, 30).  

  

My Jesus died to be my all and all. Through His pain I gain 

everything. What do you gain through His pain?   
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Share your story, comment, thoughts, or ask a question on my 

website.  

http://nicoleroyministries.org/ 

 

Email: nicoleroy52@nicoleroyministries.org 

 

 

Kindly send a Book Review to 

nicoleroy52@nicoleroyministries.org 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://nicoleroyministries.org/
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