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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 

 

Download Now  

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. 

T 
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We felt like 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.    
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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 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.    
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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.   

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.    
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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 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.    
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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 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 
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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 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.    
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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.    

“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 
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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 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.   
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“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.    

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 
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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' 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 
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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 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 
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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.”    

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 
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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 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 
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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.   

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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