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 Introduction: A Journey of Faith, Resilience, and Purpose


Jackie Robinson’s life story is a testament to the transformative power of faith, vision, and dedication. Born in rural Jamaica and shaped by a strong Christian upbringing, Jackie’s journey from humble beginnings to becoming a beacon of hope and inspiration is nothing short of extraordinary. Her life’s narrative weaves together themes of perseverance, innovation, and a deep commitment to giving back to her community. Each chapter of her life reveals a unique aspect of her character and contributions, creating a mosaic of purpose-driven living that resonates across generations.

Jackie’s early years, chronicled in Chapter 1, are marked by the formative influence of her family and faith. Growing up in a devout Christian household, she was taught the values of hard work, compassion, and trust in God. These lessons laid the foundation for her unwavering belief in the power of prayer and her lifelong commitment to serving others. Her childhood was not without its challenges, but Jackie’s resilience shone through even then as she navigated the complexities of rural life with a sense of purpose that would later guide her toward greatness.

In Chapter 2, the story transitions to Jackie’s imddmigration to the United States, a journey filled with both hope and hardship. As a young woman arriving in a foreign land, she faced cultural barriers and economic struggles, yet she remained steadfast in her belief that faith and hard work could overcome any obstacle. This chapter captures her early experiences of building a new life, learning to adapt, and sowing the seeds of the entrepreneurial spirit that would later define her career. Jackie’s determination to create opportunities for herself and others is a recurring theme that emerges powerfully in this phase of her life.

Chapter 3 highlights Jackie’s venture into entrepreneurship, a bold step that would forever change her trajectory. With a vision to celebrate and share her Jamaican heritage, she became a driving force behind the expansion of Golden Krust Caribbean Bakery & Grill. Her dedication to excellence and her innovative mindset transformed the company into a beloved household name, showcasing authentic Caribbean cuisine across the United States. This chapter delves into the challenges Jackie faced as a business leader, her strategies for success, and her unwavering commitment to preserving her culture while creating economic opportunities for others.

Central to Jackie’s journey is her profound faith, explored in Chapter 4. Her spiritual foundation, deeply rooted in her upbringing, has been a guiding light throughout her life. As a pastor and spiritual advisor, Jackie’s commitment to serving God and her community is evident in every aspect of her work. Her decision to pursue a Master’s degree in Divinity from Emory University reflects her dedication to deepening her theological understanding and expanding her ability to lead and inspire. This chapter celebrates Jackie’s role as a spiritual leader, highlighting how her faith has not only sustained her through life’s trials but also empowered her to uplift others.

Family is the heartbeat of Jackie’s story, as captured in Chapter 5. A devoted mother and grandmother, Jackie draws immense strength and inspiration from her children and grandchildren. Each of her children—Anaiyah, Shoshana, June, and Steven—has carved their own path, embodying the values of resilience, innovation, and service instilled in them by their mother. Whether through Anaiyah’s financial coaching and global empowerment work, Shoshana’s dedication to healthcare, June’s advocacy for holistic living, or Steven’s entrepreneurial guidance, Jackie’s family continues to build on the legacy of excellence she has established. This chapter is a testament to the enduring impact of her love and guidance.

The story takes a poignant turn in Chapter 6, which addresses the profound loss of Jackie’s brother Lowell, the CEO of Golden Krust. His untimely passing presented both personal grief and professional challenges, yet Jackie’s resilience and leadership shone through. With unwavering faith and the support of her family and community, she stepped into new roles to ensure the company’s continued success. This chapter reflects on how Jackie’s strength and determination enabled her to honor her brother’s legacy while navigating the complexities of business and family during a time of profound sorrow.

Finally, Chapter 7 brings the narrative full circle, focusing on Jackie’s enduring impact through her philanthropy and mentorship. Over the years, she has welcomed more than 42 foster children into her home, providing them with love, guidance, and opportunities to succeed. Her work as a mentor and entrepreneurial coach has empowered countless individuals to pursue their dreams. Jackie’s legacy is one of compassion, resilience, and an unwavering commitment to uplifting others, making her a true inspiration to all who know her story.

Through each chapter, Jackie Robinson’s journey serves as a powerful reminder that faith, vision, and dedication can transform even the most challenging circumstances into opportunities for growth and impact. Her life’s work inspires countless others, proving that with determination and a heart for service, one can rise to great heights while lifting others along the way.






















1.1 Jamaica: A History of Struggle and Triumph

To understand Jackie Robinson’s beginnings, we must first look to the broader history of her homeland—Jamaica. Known today for its vibrant culture and indomitable spirit, Jamaica’s journey has been shaped by centuries of struggle and perseverance. From the first arrival of Europeans in 1494, the island became a focal point of colonial exploitation, its people enduring the harsh realities of slavery and oppression. Yet, from these trials, Jamaica’s identity as a land of resilience and hope emerged.

Jackie was born into a legacy of resistance forged by generations of Jamaicans who fought for their freedom and dignity. The bravery of historical figures such as Queen Nanny, a leader of the Maroons who resisted British colonization, and Samuel Sharpe, who led one of the largest slave rebellions in Jamaica, was part of the cultural consciousness that surrounded her upbringing. These freedom fighters paved the way for the abolition of slavery in 1834 and left behind a legacy of courage and faith that Jackie’s family carried forward.

Jamaica’s spiritual roots also played a significant role in its survival and triumph. During the most oppressive periods of colonial rule, faith became a refuge and a source of strength for the people. This spiritual resilience mirrored the biblical story of Daniel and the Hebrew boys in the fiery furnace—tested by trials but never consumed. Jackie’s parents, Ephraim and Mavis Hawthorne, embodied this enduring faith. As active leaders in their church and community, they passed on the lessons of scripture and hope, instilling in their children a belief that no matter how challenging life became, perseverance through faith would light the way.

Beyond the history of struggle, Jackie’s early life was deeply intertwined with the cultural vibrancy of Jamaica. These cultural elements, paired with the rich culinary traditions of her father’s bakery and her mother’s cooking, gave Jackie a deep appreciation for the unique beauty and resilience of her homeland.

Jamaica’s legacy of overcoming adversity through faith, community, and cultural pride was the soil in which Jackie’s own story took root. Her parents’ teachings and the historical and cultural environment of her upbringing gave her the foundation she needed to face life’s challenges. Jackie’s journey would later echo this larger narrative—carrying forward Jamaica’s legacy of triumph and using it to inspire and uplift those around her.


[bookmark: _fm80c5br1r6i]Chapter 1: Roots in Jamaica – A Life Shaped by Faith, Family, and Simplicity
My story begins in the quiet hills of Borders, Jamaica—a place filled not with headlines or heroes from the world stage, but with the kind of beauty and simplicity that only a rural life can give. I didn’t grow up surrounded by politics or grand ideas about history. In our small town, there was no talk of revolution, no debates about national movements. The only book most people read was the Bible. And that was more than enough.
What shaped me was the rhythm of family prayer, the scent of fresh bread from my father’s bakery, the cool splash of river water on a hot day, and the way the entire community came together like one big extended family. Life was simple, but it was rich—with faith, with purpose, and with love.
My parents, Ephraim and Mavis Hawthorne, were the heartbeat of our home and our community. My father was a pastor and baker, a man whose hands were just as strong in the pulpit as they were kneading dough. My mother was a powerful presence in the church and a gentle force in our home—graceful, disciplined, and always generous. From them, I learned that service to others wasn’t something you did—it was a way of life.
We didn’t have much in terms of money or material things, but we had enough. Enough food to share. Enough faith to carry us through. Enough love to fill every room. Each day began with scripture and ended with gratitude. Everything in between was grounded in faith, community, and work.
Growing up in Borders, I didn’t think much about the world beyond the hills that surrounded us. I was content exploring the outdoors, helping out in the bakery, going to school, and reading the Bible over and over again. That book shaped my imagination, my values, and my understanding of the world. It taught me about courage, forgiveness, obedience, and hope. Even now, its words live deep within me.
This chapter is not just about the place I come from—it’s about the foundation that gave me strength when life got hard, and the faith that carried me through every storm. Borders was small, but it planted something big in me: a quiet confidence in God, a love for people, and a belief that even the simplest life can produce the most extraordinary fruit.

[bookmark: _2mh3wweawfzj]1.1 A Life of Quiet Strength
Growing up, I didn’t know much about Jamaica’s national history or struggle. That wasn’t what filled our home or our community. We were too busy living—praying, working, cooking, and caring for one another. What I knew of Jamaica came through the land itself: the soil we walked on, the fruit trees we picked from, the rivers we bathed in, and the neighbors who became family.
My earliest memories are full of light and warmth. The air always smelled of something good—whether it was the dough rising in my father’s bakery or my mother’s dumplings sizzling in the pot. We didn’t have electricity in every corner of town, but we had candlelight, firewood, and the glow of joy that came from simply being together. We found peace in nature, strength in scripture, and community in song.
What made Borders special wasn’t that it was famous or powerful—it was that it was rooted. Rooted in faith. Rooted in tradition. Rooted in kindness. People helped each other. You didn’t need to be rich to be respected. All you had to do was live right, tell the truth, and keep your word.
Church was the center of everything. It was where we dressed our best, sang our loudest, and prayed our hardest. It wasn’t optional—it was who we were. I still remember hearing my father preach with fire and humility, and watching my mother lead the women in song, prayer, and community outreach. Those moments shaped my soul. They taught me what it meant to stand on faith even when life made no sense.
Looking back, I now understand that those quiet hills raised me. The silence of Borders taught me how to hear God's voice. The slowness of the countryside taught me patience. And the closeness of our church and community taught me that no matter where life takes you, you are never alone if you walk with God.
I may not have known about politics or history back then, but I knew something even deeper—how to serve, how to believe, and how to stand tall even when the world feels heavy. And those are the lessons that have carried me every step of the way.



1.2 A Family Rooted in Faith and Service

When I think about my childhood, the first thing that comes to mind is my parents, Ephraim and Mavis Hawthorne. They were the heart and soul of our family and the backbone of our community. Growing up in Borders, Jamaica, our lives revolved around faith, family, and service—and my parents embodied all three in ways that shaped who I am today.

My father was a man of great faith and discipline. He was not only a baker but also a pastor, and he brought the same care and precision to his sermons as he did to his bread. I used to watch him knead dough early in the morning, his hands steady and strong, and I’d listen to him prepare for Sunday sermons, his voice filled with conviction and hope. He believed that faith and hard work went hand in hand, and he lived that belief every single day. His bakery wasn’t just a business; it was a place where people came to feel connected and cared for.

My mother was the other half of this incredible team. She was the kind of woman who could juggle a hundred things at once without ever losing her warmth or grace. She led community projects, organized church events, and somehow still found time to care for everyone who walked through our door. Her compassion was boundless. She taught me that when you give from the heart, it doesn’t matter how little you have—God will always make it enough.

Our home was a reflection of my parents’ values. It was a place of prayer, love, and generosity. We didn’t have much by way of material wealth, but we were rich in faith and in community. My parents’ example showed me that living a good life wasn’t about what you could gain but about what you could give. They welcomed anyone in need—a neighbor without food, a stranger passing through town—and shared whatever we had. It wasn’t charity; it was just the way we lived.

Faith was the cornerstone of everything we did. Every morning began with prayer, and every evening ended with gratitude. Sundays were sacred, reserved for church services where my father preached, and my mother sang hymns that filled the air with hope. Those moments in church weren’t just routine; they were the foundation of my faith. I grew up believing that God had a purpose for each of us and that if we lived with integrity and love, He would guide us.

As I reflect on those early years, I see how much of who I am comes from my parents. They taught me resilience, not through words but through actions. My father’s unwavering dedication to his bakery and his congregation showed me the importance of discipline and commitment. My mother’s endless capacity for kindness and service taught me the power of compassion and generosity. Together, they gave me a blueprint for a life rooted in faith, hard work, and a deep sense of purpose.

My parents weren’t just raising a family; they were building a legacy. They showed me that no matter how small your corner of the world, you could make a difference. And while I didn’t realize it at the time, the lessons they taught me would become the foundation for everything I would do later in life. Looking back, I’m endlessly grateful for the example they set and the values they instilled in me. They didn’t just prepare me for life—they prepared me to live it well.



1.3 Jamaican Culture as a Foundation of Identity

Growing up in Borders, Jamaica, I was surrounded by a way of life that was deeply rooted in faith, family, and community. Unlike the bustling cities where new movements like reggae and Rastafarianism were beginning to take hold, my small town held tightly to its traditional values. Life revolved around the church, and the Bible was the most-read book in almost every home, including ours. That simple, faith-driven culture shaped not just who I was but how I saw the world.

The church was the heart of our community. It wasn’t just a place where we worshiped on Sundays; it was where we gathered to share life’s joys and sorrows. The hymns we sang and the sermons we heard carried messages of hope and perseverance that echoed through our daily lives. My father’s voice often rang out from the pulpit, preaching about the power of faith and the importance of living with integrity. My mother, always leading with grace, organized events that brought the community together. These gatherings didn’t just strengthen our spiritual lives—they bonded us as a community.

Our faith wasn’t confined to the walls of the church. It was woven into the fabric of our daily lives. Every meal began with prayer, and every day ended with gratitude. I can still hear my mother reminding me, “God provides for the birds of the air, and He will surely provide for us.” That belief—that no matter how little we had, we were never truly lacking—was a cornerstone of my childhood. It gave me a sense of peace and trust that has stayed with me throughout my life.

While faith was the foundation of our lives, food was one of the joys that brought us all together. My father’s bakery was a central part of our town, and the aroma of freshly baked bread often filled the air. It wasn’t just a place to buy food; it was where people came to connect. My father’s hands transformed simple ingredients into nourishment for the body and the soul, and I loved watching him work. At home, my mother’s cooking brought us all to the table. Meals like dumplings, yams, and stews were not just about sustenance; they were moments of connection, laughter, and gratitude. Food, I learned early on, had a way of bringing people together.

Our community was built on this spirit of togetherness. Neighbors looked out for one another, always ready to lend a hand or share what they had. If someone was struggling, the rest of the community stepped in. Whether it was helping a farmer harvest his crops or sharing a meal with a family in need, there was a sense that we were all in this together. That sense of unity taught me the importance of relationships and the power of collaboration—a lesson that would later shape my leadership and my commitment to service.

Looking back, I realize how much my identity was shaped by those early years in Jamaica. It wasn’t just the values my parents instilled in me; it was the culture of my community. Borders was a place where faith guided every decision, where food brought people together, and where love and generosity were as natural as breathing. Those experiences gave me a deep sense of pride in who I was and where I came from.

Even now, I carry that culture with me. It’s in the way I approach my work, my relationships, and my faith. It’s in the way I value connection, community, and the simple joys of life. Growing up in Jamaica gave me more than a childhood; it gave me a foundation—a set of principles that would guide me through every step of my journey. And for that, I am endlessly grateful.




1.4 Lessons in Resilience and Hard Work

When I think back to my childhood, one of the most enduring lessons I learned was how to persevere. Life in Borders, Jamaica, wasn’t easy, but it was rich in lessons about resilience, hard work, and the dignity of living with purpose. Those lessons weren’t taught in formal ways—they were lived out daily by my parents, my community, and the challenges we faced together.

My father’s bakery was the perfect classroom for learning discipline and the value of a hard day’s work. Every morning, long before the rest of the town woke up, my father was in the kitchen kneading dough, measuring ingredients, and preparing the ovens. It wasn’t glamorous, but it was honest work that fed both our family and our community. I often helped out in the bakery—sweeping the floors, arranging the bread, or learning to mix batter. My father never cut corners, and he expected the same from me. “Excellence isn’t in what you do,” he would say, “but in how you do it.” Those words stayed with me and became a guiding principle in my life.

My mother’s resilience came through in quieter but equally powerful ways. She juggled the demands of running our household, supporting the bakery, and serving the community, all without ever losing her grace. She taught me that resilience wasn’t just about pushing through challenges—it was about doing so with faith and a spirit of generosity. Whether she was preparing meals for neighbors in need or leading church initiatives, she approached every task with love and determination. She showed me that strength isn’t about never falling—it’s about getting back up and continuing to give, even when it’s hard.

Life in Borders came with its own set of challenges. Resources were limited, and money was often tight, but my parents never let that stop them. They found ways to adapt, to stretch what little we had, and to make it work. I remember times when guests would show up unexpectedly, and my mother would somehow make a single pot of stew feed twice as many people as it should have. “God will provide,” she’d say, and He always did. Watching my parents navigate these struggles with creativity and faith taught me that no problem was too big to overcome if you were willing to work for a solution.

The community around us reinforced these lessons. In Borders, everyone looked out for one another. If a neighbor needed help harvesting their crops or repairing their roof, people came together without hesitation. There was a sense that we were all connected, and that what helped one family ultimately helped us all. This communal spirit of resilience and mutual support became a part of me. It taught me that strength is multiplied when shared and that success is not just an individual achievement but a collective one.

Of course, I had my own small battles to fight as a child. Walking to school on dusty roads, balancing my responsibilities at home and in the bakery, and learning to rise early to help my father—it wasn’t always easy, but it was always worth it. My parents encouraged me to take pride in the little things, to approach even the smallest tasks with care and intention. They taught me that resilience wasn’t just about enduring hardships but about finding meaning and purpose in the work you do along the way.

Now, when I reflect on those days, I see how those early lessons prepared me for everything that was to come. They gave me the tools to face life’s challenges with faith, determination, and a sense of purpose. My father’s tireless work ethic and my mother’s quiet strength showed me that resilience isn’t something you’re born with—it’s something you build, one day at a time, by choosing to keep going. And for that, I will always be grateful.




DEEPER QUESTIONS FOR MS JACKIE TO ENHANCE THE  
What are your most vivid memories of life in Borders—especially moments spent in nature, like going to the river or walking through the hills?

How did reading the Bible as a child shape the way you thought about the world, yourself, and your future?

What was a typical Sunday like in your home growing up? From church to meals to family time, walk me through it.

Were there specific lessons your parents taught you—not through words but through how they lived—that still guide you today?

What did “community” mean to you as a child in Borders, and how has that shaped how you serve and lead today?





Chapter 2 Outline: A Journey of Resilience – Navigating Life in America

Introduction: Leaving Home for New Horizons

· Reflect on the bittersweet emotions of leaving Jamaica: the hope for new opportunities mingled with the sorrow of leaving family, community, and the familiar cultural landscape behind.

· Highlight the spiritual and cultural values carried from Jamaica, which served as a foundation during this transition.

· Introduce the broader context of the Jamaican diaspora in America, focusing on the waves of migration that connected Jamaican resilience with the struggles and opportunities of life in the United States.



2.1 The Decision to Immigrate

· Explore the family’s decision to leave Jamaica: economic challenges, the desire for stability, and the hope of creating a better future for the next generation.

· Reflect on the emotional weight of saying goodbye to loved ones, especially in a culture where family and community are so central.

· Contextualize this experience within the broader Jamaican diaspora, where many families were making similar sacrifices, driven by the promise of opportunities in the United States.



2.2 First Impressions of America

· Share the overwhelming experience of arriving in the United States: the fast pace, the diversity, and the differences in weather, language, and cultural norms.

· Reflect on the sense of disconnection from Jamaica, including missing the sounds, tastes, and traditions of home.

· Describe the tension between feeling hope for the future and facing the cold reality of life as an immigrant, where success required adaptability and grit.





2.3 The Challenge of Racism and Sexism at Bank Leumi

· Detail the harsh realities of working at Bank Leumi under the oppressive management of Mr. Keagan, whose racist and sexist attitudes created a toxic work environment.

· Reflect on the internal struggle of enduring humiliation to keep the job while trying to provide for the family.

· Highlight how these experiences of systemic discrimination fueled a determination to rise above the limitations imposed by others.

· Discuss how faith became a source of strength, helping to maintain dignity and resilience in the face of daily indignities.



---

2.4 The Pain of Separation and the Importance of Family

· Reflect on the deep emotional challenge of being away from home, missing the close-knit bonds of family and the cultural vibrancy of Jamaica.

· Share how moments of homesickness were balanced by a growing awareness of the need for family unity to survive and thrive in this new landscape.

· Highlight how the family leaned on each other for emotional and practical support, finding strength in shared traditions, such as cooking Jamaican meals, storytelling, and prayer.

· Connect this experience to the broader Jamaican diaspora, where family networks became essential for navigating life in a foreign land.



---

2.5 The Broader Jamaican American Experience

· Contextualize the journey within the story of the Jamaican diaspora in America during the 20th century.

· Discuss how many Jamaicans faced similar struggles with systemic racism, economic challenges, and cultural displacement.

· Highlight the ways in which Jamaicans preserved their culture, built community networks, and contributed to American society, particularly in urban centers like New York.

· Reflect on how these collective struggles and triumphs reinforced the importance of maintaining cultural pride and faith in the face of adversity.







Conclusion: The Roots of Resilience

· Reflect on the resilience it took to adapt to life in America while staying connected to Jamaican identity and values.

· Emphasize the lessons learned about family, perseverance, and faith during these early years.

· Transition to the next chapter by introducing the spark of an entrepreneurial dream born from the struggles and strength of these formative experiences.








Introduction to 
Chapter 2: A Journey of Resilience – Navigating Life in America

Leaving Jamaica was one of the hardest decisions I ever had to make. It wasn’t just about leaving my homeland; it was about stepping away from everything familiar—the warmth of family, the strength of community, and the vibrancy of a culture that felt as essential to me as the air I breathed. But like so many Jamaicans who came to America in search of opportunity, I left with a heart full of hope, a mind prepared to work hard, and a deep faith that God would guide my steps in this new chapter of my life.

Arriving in the United States was a shock to my system. Everything was different: the weather was colder, the pace was faster, and the sense of community I had grown up with seemed almost nonexistent. I missed the hills of Borders, the aroma of patties baking in my father’s oven, and the sound of hymns sung with unrestrained joy at our small church. That longing for home was always there, but I knew I couldn’t let it hold me back. I reminded myself that I wasn’t just leaving; I was carrying Jamaica with me—in my values, in my faith, and in the lessons my parents had instilled in me.

Those early days in America weren’t easy. My first job was at Bank Leumi, a place that quickly became a battleground for my spirit. The manager, Mr. Keagan, made no secret of his disdain for people like me. His comments were laced with racism and sexism, and his treatment of me was often humiliating. But I needed that job. I needed to send money home, to support my family, and to survive in this new landscape. Every day, I prayed for strength to endure his insults and for wisdom to rise above the situation. Looking back, I realize that those moments of adversity strengthened my resolve. They taught me that I could endure hardship with dignity and that no one—not even Mr. Keagan—could take away my self-worth.

While I struggled to adapt to my new reality, I clung to the lessons from home that had shaped me. My family had always taught me that we were strongest when we stood together, and that lesson became even more important in America. Here, we had to rely on each other to navigate unfamiliar systems, to provide comfort when homesickness hit, and to remind ourselves of the cultural roots we were determined not to lose. We would cook Jamaican meals, share stories from home, and pray together, creating a little piece of Jamaica in our American lives. It wasn’t the same, but it kept us connected to who we were.

I wasn’t alone in this experience. I was part of a larger wave of Jamaicans who had come to America, each of us bringing our culture, resilience, and determination. Many of us faced racism, economic struggles, and the challenge of cultural displacement. But we also found ways to build community, to preserve our traditions, and to contribute to this new country. From music and food to politics and business, Jamaicans were making their mark, and I was proud to be part of that legacy.

Those early years in America taught me so much about resilience and adaptation. I learned that while the challenges were real, so were the opportunities to grow and create something new. I began to dream of a different kind of life—one where I could turn the pain of those struggles into something meaningful. That vision, inspired by faith and fueled by the lessons of my Jamaican upbringing, would eventually lead me to chart my own path.

This chapter is about that journey: the trials, the growth, and the determination to hold on to my identity while forging a new life in a foreign land. It’s a story of resilience, faith, and the unbreakable bonds of family—a story that I now see as the foundation for everything I’ve accomplished since.
     

2.1 The Decision to Immigrate

The decision to leave Jamaica was not made lightly. For Jackie Robinson’s family, the idea of leaving their homeland—where roots ran deep and community bonds were unshakable—was both daunting and filled with promise. Economic challenges in rural Jamaica had made it increasingly difficult to sustain the life they envisioned, and like so many others, they began to dream of opportunities beyond the island’s shores. The United States, with its allure of stability and upward mobility, seemed to offer the possibility of a better future, not just for themselves but for the next generation.

Jackie’s parents, Ephraim and Mavis Hawthorne, had always prioritized the well-being of their children. They believed that leaving Jamaica would open doors that might remain forever closed if they stayed. The economic realities of the time were harsh—work was scarce, resources were limited, and many families in their community were struggling to make ends meet. For Ephraim, who had built a life as a baker and a pastor, and Mavis, who dedicated herself to their family and church, the decision was not about personal ambition but about ensuring that their children had the opportunities they deserved.

Yet, the emotional cost of this decision weighed heavily on their hearts. Saying goodbye to loved ones, neighbors, and the tight-knit community they had always known was no small sacrifice. In Jamaica, family and community were more than just a part of life; they were its foundation. Goodbyes were not mere formalities but deeply emotional moments that reflected the cultural importance of connection. Jackie vividly recalls the tearful farewells at their home in Borders, the embraces that lingered a little longer, and the quiet prayers whispered over their journey. Her parents reassured her and her siblings that this was not the end but a new beginning—a step forward for the family, even as they left behind the place that had shaped them.

Their decision was not unique but part of a larger wave of migration that defined the Jamaican diaspora in the mid-20th century. Thousands of Jamaicans, facing similar economic hardships, sought new opportunities in places like the United States, Canada, and the United Kingdom. For many, immigration was a complex mix of hope and sacrifice—an opportunity to build a better life but also a painful separation from the homeland they loved. Jackie’s family joined this collective journey, driven by the same aspirations and fortified by the belief that, through hard work and faith, they could overcome any challenge.

This chapter in Jackie’s life captures the profound courage and faith it took for her family to leave the familiar comforts of their home and step into the unknown. It was a decision rooted in love and a deep sense of responsibility to provide a brighter future for their children. Little did they know, this leap of faith would become the first step in a remarkable journey that would transform not only their lives but also the lives of countless others.

This moment of transition marked the beginning of a new chapter, one filled with challenges, resilience, and the enduring hope that the future held something greater.


2.2 Arriving in a New World

When Jackie Robinson and her siblings stepped off the plane in the United States, they entered a world that felt vast, unfamiliar, and at times, overwhelming. The bustling streets of New York City, with its towering skyscrapers and hurried crowds, could not have been more different from the lush hills and close-knit community they had left behind in Jamaica. The culture shock was immediate and profound—a jarring contrast between the vibrant, communal life they had known and the fast-paced, often impersonal rhythm of their new home.

In Jamaica, life was filled with a sense of togetherness. Neighbors stopped to chat, families shared meals, and the church was the heartbeat of the community. Here, in this new world, people passed by without a glance, their focus on the next destination rather than the person beside them. The absence of warm greetings and familiar faces left Jackie and her siblings feeling isolated in a sea of strangers. The strong sense of communalism that defined their upbringing seemed to have no equivalent in this bustling metropolis.

Adjusting to life in America was not just about navigating a new physical environment; it was about redefining their sense of belonging. The vibrant cultural expressions of Jamaica—the music, the food, the shared stories—were not as readily available in their new surroundings. This absence left a void that was hard to fill. Simple comforts, like the aroma of their father’s fresh-baked bread or the sounds of children playing in their small town, were replaced with unfamiliar sights and sounds that seemed cold and distant. Jackie often felt a longing for the warmth of home, a place where every face carried a story and every interaction held meaning.

The challenges of this transition were compounded by the need to quickly adapt to a new way of life. Jackie and her siblings were thrust into an environment where everything—from the way people spoke to the way they interacted—felt foreign. The strong accents that marked their Jamaican heritage often drew puzzled looks or unkind remarks, adding to their sense of alienation. They missed the rich cultural vibrancy of Jamaica, where their identity was not just understood but celebrated.

Despite these challenges, Jackie and her siblings relied on one another for strength. They found solace in the shared experience of navigating this unfamiliar terrain, leaning on the lessons instilled in them by their parents. Their upbringing had taught them the importance of perseverance, faith, and adaptability—qualities that became essential as they began building new lives in America. They also sought out small pockets of community, often connecting with other Jamaicans who had made similar journeys. These connections became lifelines, offering moments of familiarity and understanding in an otherwise alien world.

Arriving in the United States was a defining moment for Jackie and her siblings. It tested their resilience, challenged their sense of identity, and required them to find strength in the face of profound change. Though the path was uncertain, they carried with them the indomitable spirit of their Jamaican roots, determined to make the sacrifices of leaving home worthwhile. This period of adjustment was not just about survival—it was about finding a way to thrive in a world that was both daunting and full of promise.



2.3 The Challenge of Racism and Sexism at Bank Leumi

When Jackie Robinson began working at Bank Leumi, she entered an environment that was a far cry from the warmth and respect she had known in Jamaica. Under the oppressive management of Mr. Keagan, her days were filled with tension, humiliation, and frustration. Mr. Keagan’s racist and sexist attitudes poisoned the workplace, creating a toxic environment where Jackie was falsely accused of mistakes she hadn’t made, insulted without cause, and ignored when her contributions were invaluable. The constant mistreatment was unlike anything Jackie had ever experienced, and it took a toll on her in every way.

The psychological and emotional strain became almost unbearable. Jackie often left work feeling utterly defeated, the weight of Mr. Keagan’s words and actions manifesting as headaches, body pain, and even significant weight loss. The stress of enduring this demeaning treatment, combined with the fear of losing her job, left her in a constant state of anxiety. She needed the job to provide for her family, but the cost to her health and dignity was immense. This internal conflict—staying silent in the face of injustice to ensure a paycheck—was a bitter pill to swallow for someone raised with the values of respect and fairness.

Jackie’s experience was not isolated but reflective of the broader racial tensions in America during the 1980s. Immigrants, particularly Black immigrants, faced unique challenges as they tried to navigate a society fraught with systemic discrimination. Jamaican immigrants like Jackie often found themselves battling not only cultural adjustment but also the harsh realities of racism in their workplaces and communities. America, though heralded as a land of opportunity, often seemed to place additional barriers in the paths of those who looked or spoke differently.

Despite the pain and humiliation, Jackie refused to let this toxic environment define her. Instead, it sparked a determination to rise above the limitations imposed by others. Each insult and unjust accusation fueled her resolve to create a life where her dignity and self-worth would never again be compromised. Jackie began to dream of a future where she and her family could establish something meaningful—something built by Jamaicans, for Jamaicans, that could uplift not only themselves but others as well.

Through it all, Jackie’s faith became her anchor. Prayer and scripture were her refuge, helping her maintain a sense of purpose and dignity even in the face of daily indignities. Verses like “I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me” (Philippians 4:13) became mantras that carried her through the darkest days. Her faith reminded her that her value was not determined by Mr. Keagan’s prejudice but by a higher power who had greater plans for her life.

Ultimately, the pain of this experience became the fuel for transformation. Jackie’s suffering at Bank Leumi made her realize the importance of creating something of her own, where no one could demean her or her family’s efforts. Together with her siblings, she channeled this determination into building a business that would celebrate their Jamaican heritage and share its uplifting spirit with a world that desperately needed it. Golden Krust was born not just as a restaurant but as a testament to resilience, faith, and the power of turning pain into purpose. Jackie’s experiences at Bank Leumi may have been devastating, but they also laid the foundation for a legacy that would inspire countless others to rise above adversity.

2.4 The Pain of Separation and the Importance of Family

For Jackie Robinson, leaving Jamaica meant more than just stepping onto a new land; it meant leaving behind the heartbeat of her life—her family, her culture, and the deep sense of connection that defined her upbringing. The vibrant hills, the melodies of shared laughter, and the comforting embrace of her community were no longer a daily reality. Instead, she faced the cold, often isolating streets of New York City, where the fast pace of life left little room for the communal spirit she had always known. The separation from home was a constant ache, a reminder of the ties that had been stretched thin but never broken.

Homesickness was a recurring challenge. Jackie often found herself yearning for the familiar rhythms of Jamaica—the aroma of her father’s bakery, the warmth of shared meals, and the close-knit bonds of neighbors who felt more like family. Yet, even amidst the pain of separation, there was a growing realization that survival in this new world depended on the strength of their family unity. The same principles of collective support that had sustained their community in Jamaica now became the cornerstone of their lives in America.

The family leaned heavily on each other, finding strength and solace in shared traditions that kept the spirit of Jamaica alive. Cooking familiar meals, like ackee and saltfish or dumplings and callaloo, became more than just an act of sustenance—it was a way to reconnect with their roots and each other. Evening prayers were a ritual, a time to reflect on the day’s challenges and remind themselves of their shared faith. Storytelling became a balm for homesick hearts, as they recounted fond memories of Jamaica, drawing laughter and tears in equal measure.

This unity echoed the ancient African concept of Ubuntu, the idea that “I am because we are.” Ubuntu emphasizes the interconnectedness of humanity and the belief that an individual’s well-being is tied to the well-being of the collective. Jackie’s family embodied this principle, relying on one another not just for emotional support but also for practical survival. They were each other’s strength in moments of doubt and their shared joy in moments of triumph. Together, they created a space where the spirit of home could thrive, even thousands of miles away.

Their experience was not unique but reflected the broader story of the Jamaican diaspora. For many immigrants, family networks became essential for navigating life in a foreign land. Jamaican families in America often formed tight-knit communities, recreating the sense of Ubuntu that had sustained them back home. These networks offered a lifeline, helping families adapt to new environments while preserving the values and culture that defined their identity.

Jackie’s family’s ability to remain united, despite the pain of separation, became their greatest strength. It was their anchor in a sea of uncertainty, a reminder that no matter where they were, they carried the spirit of home within them. This foundation of love, resilience, and interconnectedness would not only help them survive but ultimately thrive, creating a legacy that honored their roots while forging a path toward a brighter future.


2.5 The Broader Jamaican American Experience

Jackie Robinson’s story is one thread in the larger tapestry of the Jamaican diaspora, a narrative deeply influenced by centuries of historical, political, and economic forces. To understand her journey, we must first consider the systemic hardships that shaped the lives of Jamaicans, ultimately driving many to migrate to countries like the United States in search of better opportunities. Her family’s experience is a microcosm of this broader reality, reflecting the resilience, faith, and determination of a people who, despite facing significant challenges, built thriving communities and left an indelible mark on American society.

Jamaica’s struggles have their roots in colonial exploitation. For over three centuries, the island was a jewel in the British Empire’s crown, but at a great human cost. Enslaved Africans were forcibly brought to Jamaica to labor on sugar plantations, producing immense wealth for colonial powers while enduring unimaginable suffering. Even after slavery was abolished in 1834, the economic system remained deeply inequitable. Formerly enslaved people were often denied access to land ownership, and the colonial government imposed policies that ensured wealth remained concentrated in the hands of a few elites. This exploitation left a legacy of poverty and limited economic opportunities that persisted into the 20th century.

After Jamaica gained independence in 1962, the country faced new challenges. The global economy, still shaped by colonial-era trade structures, left Jamaica heavily reliant on agricultural exports like sugar and bananas, industries that provided low wages and little stability. Additionally, international financial pressures, such as debt incurred from loans provided by institutions like the International Monetary Fund (IMF), often came with stringent austerity measures. These policies, while intended to stabilize the economy, frequently led to cuts in public services, exacerbating unemployment and inequality. For many Jamaicans, including Jackie’s family, these economic realities made it increasingly difficult to envision a prosperous future at home.

Faced with these hardships, thousands of Jamaicans migrated abroad during the 20th century, particularly in the decades following independence. The United States became a primary destination, especially urban centers like New York City, which offered the promise of jobs and opportunities. However, life in America was far from easy. Jamaican immigrants often encountered systemic racism, economic exploitation, and cultural displacement. Black immigrants faced unique challenges, being marginalized not only because of their race but also because of their status as foreigners. This double burden created an uphill battle for families like Jackie’s, who arrived with hope but were met with significant obstacles.

For Jackie and her siblings, the transition was a stark contrast to the life they had known in Jamaica. The vibrant community bonds, cultural traditions, and sense of identity that had defined their lives were not easily replicated in America’s fast-paced, individualistic society. The systemic barriers they encountered—low wages, limited upward mobility, and discrimination—were compounded by a sense of alienation. The "melting pot" ideal of America often ignored or erased the unique cultural identities of immigrants, leaving many struggling to hold onto their heritage.

Yet, within these challenges, Jackie’s family found strength. The broader Jamaican diaspora, though dispersed, became a vital source of support. Jamaicans in America built churches, social organizations, and businesses that preserved their culture and created a sense of community. These spaces became places where traditions were upheld, from cooking Jamaican meals to celebrating holidays with the music and customs of home. This preservation of culture was not just about nostalgia—it was a form of resistance, a way to maintain dignity and pride in the face of systemic pressures to assimilate.

Jackie’s family’s journey reflects the larger diasporic need for spaces where their identity could thrive. The struggles they faced—racism, sexism, and cultural displacement—highlighted the importance of creating something that celebrated their heritage and provided opportunities for their community. This need ultimately led to the creation of Golden Krust, a business rooted in Jamaican culture but designed to uplift and serve a broader audience. Golden Krust became more than a restaurant—it was a declaration of resilience, a celebration of identity, and a bridge between cultures. Jackie’s experiences, shared by so many in the diaspora, illustrate how adversity can fuel innovation and how the preservation of culture becomes a source of strength in navigating a new world.

By situating Jackie’s story within this historical and socioeconomic context, we see her family’s journey not as an isolated experience but as a reflection of a broader struggle and triumph. Their resilience, grounded in the challenges of their homeland and the complexities of their new environment, showcases the indomitable spirit of the Jamaican diaspora and its enduring contribution to the world.

Conclusion: The Roots of Resilience

Adapting to life in America required profound resilience, a quality Jackie Robinson and her family drew from their Jamaican roots. Despite the challenges of systemic racism, cultural displacement, and economic hardship, they remained steadfast in their commitment to preserving their identity and values. Through the bonds of family, the strength of faith, and an unyielding sense of perseverance, they found ways to navigate a new world without losing sight of who they were.

These early years were filled with hard lessons but also invaluable insights—lessons about the importance of unity, the power of determination, and the enduring hope that comes from faith. It was during this time, shaped by both struggle and strength, that the spark of an entrepreneurial dream began to take hold—a vision born from the desire to create something that celebrated their heritage while uplifting their community.

As the story continues, this dream will grow into a reality, fueled by the resilience cultivated in these formative years and the unwavering belief that even in the face of adversity, brighter days are always ahead.




Chapter 3: Building a Foundation

3.1 A Leap of Faith: Entering the Business World

· Jackie’s decision to leave the stability of traditional employment and explore entrepreneurial ventures.

· The spark that came from her brother, Lowell Hawthorne, who had a clear vision to create a family-run business celebrating Jamaican culture and cuisine.

· How Lowell’s charisma and determination galvanized support from the family, turning a shared dream into a unified mission.

· Jackie’s immediate connection to the idea, as her experiences at Bank Leumi and her longing for cultural representation had already primed her for such an opportunity.



---

· 3.2 The Visionary and the Builder

· Highlight Lowell Hawthorne as the visionary leader behind the concept of Golden Krust, driven by a desire to create opportunities for Jamaicans and share their culture with the world.

· Jackie’s unique role as a key builder within the operation, contributing her organizational skills, business acumen, and deep connection to Jamaican traditions.

· The early discussions and planning sessions that brought the family together, fueled by a shared passion and a collective commitment to success.



---

3.3 Learning Through Trial and Error

· The family’s challenges in launching the business, from securing funding to navigating the competitive restaurant industry.

· Early mistakes and obstacles that tested their resilience, including disagreements, financial setbacks, and logistical challenges.

· Jackie’s determination to use these challenges as learning opportunities, leveraging her experiences to help refine processes and strengthen the business.
· 


---

3.4 The Seeds of Success

Key milestones in the early days of Golden Krust, such as opening the first location and receiving positive feedback from the community.

How Lowell’s visionary leadership and Jackie’s operational expertise complemented each other, creating a strong foundation for growth.

Moments of innovation and adaptability that helped the family overcome hurdles and establish Golden Krust as a brand.




3.5 Faith as the Guiding Light

Jackie’s unwavering faith in God as a source of strength and guidance during the business’s formative years.

How scripture and prayer helped the family navigate moments of doubt and maintain unity.

The shared belief that their work was not just a business venture but a mission to uplift their community and honor their Jamaican heritage.



---

3.6 A Shared Dream Takes Root

Reflect on how Lowell’s vision and Jackie’s background merged seamlessly to create something meaningful.

Emphasize the role of family collaboration, where everyone brought their unique strengths to the table.

Conclude with the sense of purpose and excitement as Golden Krust began to take shape, ready to fulfill a mission much larger than just serving food.


This outline captures the synergy between Lowell’s vision and Jackie’s preparedness, showcasing how their combined efforts, along with the family’s dedication, laid the groundwork for Golden Krust’s success.






[bookmark: _qoy9b4uncadb]Chapter 3: Building a Foundation
When I look back on the early days of Golden Krust, I see a time of courage, uncertainty, and deep conviction. We were stepping into a world we didn’t fully understand—business ownership, entrepreneurship, franchising—but we moved forward with faith and family as our compass. For me, it wasn’t just a career shift. It was a leap into purpose.
The dream started with my brother, Lowell. He had a fire in his belly—a bold vision of building something by Jamaicans, for Jamaicans, that would share our food and culture with the world. He was the kind of leader who could make you believe in possibilities you hadn’t even dared to imagine. When he first brought the idea to the family, it was like music to my ears. After everything I had been through—particularly the discrimination and emotional pain at Bank Leumi—I was more than ready to pour myself into something that reflected our values, our roots, and our identity.
But as powerful as the dream was, the challenges were just as real. We were immigrants, starting a restaurant business in New York City—one of the most competitive markets in the world. We had no big investors behind us, no formal training in franchising or business strategy. All we had was each other, a belief in what we were building, and a whole lot of faith.
This chapter is the story of how that foundation was laid—how a shared vision turned into a plan, and a plan became a reality. It’s about the long nights, the missteps, the breakthroughs, and the moments of joy that reminded us why we started. It’s also a tribute to Lowell’s leadership and the unique way our family came together, each of us playing a part in what would become something far bigger than we ever imagined.
We didn’t just open a business. We began building a legacy.








[bookmark: _wvxkt6sqme3v]3.1 A Leap of Faith: Entering the Business World
Leaving the security of a steady paycheck is never an easy decision—especially when you have a family to think about. I had built a respectable career, pushed through unimaginable challenges, and worked hard to make a life for myself here in America. But something inside me was restless. I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was meant to build something bigger—something that reflected who I was and where I came from.
That spark came from my brother, Lowell.
Lowell wasn’t just my younger brother—he was a force. He had a dream so vivid, so bold, that it was impossible not to feel pulled into it. He wanted to create something that didn’t just serve food—it served culture, identity, and opportunity. He had a vision for a family-run Jamaican business that would celebrate who we are and uplift our people. He believed we could take the same food our parents made with love back in Jamaica—the patties, the buns, the stews—and build something real here in America. Something lasting.
From the moment he shared the idea with us, it was like music to my ears. I had seen firsthand what it meant to work under people who didn’t respect you—people who didn’t see your value. My experiences in the corporate world had already planted a seed in me: a desire to create something of our own, where we could bring our values to the forefront and treat people with dignity. Lowell’s vision gave that seed the sunlight it needed.
He was magnetic when he spoke—full of conviction, full of passion. It wasn’t just business talk with him. It was purpose. He believed we could build a company that would feed people, employ people, inspire people—and he made us believe it too. The way he painted the vision, you couldn’t help but want to be part of it. He reminded us that nobody was going to hand us a seat at the table—we had to build our own table, with our own hands, on our own terms.
I knew right then that this was bigger than business. It was about reclaiming our story.
And I also knew I had something real to contribute. My years of administrative and organizational experience had taught me how to build systems, manage people, and handle pressure. I had walked through fire and come out stronger. I wasn’t just ready—I was called. My heart had been preparing for this long before I ever realized it.
So we took the leap—together.
We didn’t have a million dollars or investors lining up at our door. What we had was faith, family, and the fire to see it through. We were building something from scratch, with limited resources and all the odds stacked against us. But we had each other. And we had a vision that wouldn’t let us go.
Looking back, I know now that it wasn’t just a leap of faith into business—it was a leap into purpose. And it was only the beginning.



3.2 The Visionary and the Builder
If Golden Krust had a heartbeat, it was Lowell. He was the visionary—the one who could see the end from the beginning. He had an incredible ability to look beyond our immediate struggles and imagine something that didn’t yet exist. His dreams were never small. From the start, he spoke of a company that would not only provide jobs and serve delicious food, but one that would put Jamaican culture on the map in a way the world had never seen before.
Lowell used to say, “Success is not a dream, it’s a plan.” And he lived by that. He wasn’t waiting for something to happen—he was going to make it happen. What made him special wasn’t just his boldness, but the way he pulled people into the vision with him. He made you feel like you were part of something bigger than yourself. He wasn’t afraid of hard work, and he wasn’t afraid of dreaming out loud.
But while he was the visionary, I became the builder.
I’ve always been someone who pays attention to details—systems, structure, follow-through. So when the big picture was laid out, I started thinking immediately about how we’d bring it to life. Who would do what? How would we handle staffing, training, inventory, operations? What kind of environment did we want to create for employees and customers alike? These were the things that kept me up at night, and I took them seriously because I knew that a powerful vision without solid execution would never last.
Lowell and I complemented each other in a way that felt almost divinely orchestrated. He pushed us forward with bold ideas and passionate leadership. I anchored us in the daily realities of making those ideas work. We didn’t always agree—and believe me, we had our moments—but there was always mutual respect. We were building something that mattered, and that meant we had to bring our full selves to the table, day after day.
I still remember the early planning sessions. We’d gather around kitchen tables or sit together late at night after work, notebooks open, hearts full. There was so much energy in the room—so much laughter, so much prayer, and yes, sometimes frustration too. But through it all, there was unity. Each of us brought something unique: our experiences, our talents, our perspectives. We didn’t have fancy consultants or startup capital. What we had was passion, prayer, and a deep belief that if we did this right, it could change lives—including our own.
Those conversations laid the foundation for Golden Krust. They were messy and beautiful, full of uncertainty but also full of hope. And as we began to move from dream to action, I felt something shift in me. I wasn’t just stepping into a job—I was stepping into a calling.
This was more than business. This was legacy.

3.3 Learning Through Trial and Error
Those early days were full of lessons—some exciting, others humbling. Starting a business, especially in the competitive food industry, came with a steep learning curve. We didn’t have all the answers. There were times when we had to figure things out on the fly, and each day brought its own set of challenges.
We had to learn how to work together—not just as family, but as business partners. That’s not always easy. Emotions ran high sometimes, and we didn’t always see eye to eye. But we stayed committed to the bigger picture and kept showing up for one another.
The pressure was constant. We were dealing with slim margins, unfamiliar systems, and the kind of long hours that leave you drained. But even when it was hard, we knew we were building something meaningful. I drew strength from my background—everything I had learned from my parents about discipline, from my time in the corporate world about structure, and from my faith about perseverance.
There were no shortcuts. We made mistakes and had to correct them. But each misstep became a stepping stone. We learned what worked, what didn’t, and how to improve. We kept refining our processes, sharpening our focus, and holding tight to our vision. What sustained us through it all was our belief in the purpose behind the work.
We weren’t just running a restaurant. We were creating opportunities, celebrating our culture, and laying the groundwork for something much bigger than ourselves.
[bookmark: _5cuy5btm2pik]3.4 The Seeds of Success
When we finally opened the doors to our first Golden Krust location on East Gun Hill Road in the Bronx, it was a surreal moment. After all the late nights, the disagreements, the sacrifices—it was happening. I remember the smell of the patties baking, the nervous excitement in the air, and the prayers we whispered under our breath before the first customer walked through the door. We didn’t know what the future held, but we knew we had poured our hearts into that little store.
And then… the people came. Some were Jamaicans who hadn’t tasted a proper beef patty in years. Others were curious New Yorkers who had never tried Jamaican food before. But what they all felt was authenticity—real food, made with real love. When customers started returning with their friends and families, it validated everything. We were meeting a need that went beyond hunger. We were giving people a taste of home.
We didn’t have a fancy marketing plan. We didn’t have investors lining up. But we had each other. And we had the culture. That was our advantage. Lowell’s belief in building a brand that didn’t compromise on flavor or cultural pride pushed us to maintain a high standard. And behind the scenes, I worked tirelessly to make sure every process—from employee training to inventory systems—matched the vision.
One of the turning points came when we began to consider the potential beyond our one location. The idea of expanding, of building something bigger than just a neighborhood restaurant, started to take root. I could see the glimmer in Lowell’s eyes when he spoke about it. He wasn’t just dreaming; he was planning. His leadership kept us moving forward, and my job was to help make those dreams logistically possible.
There were moments of real innovation in those early days. We listened closely to customer feedback and learned how to tweak the menu, streamline operations, and keep costs under control without sacrificing quality. We explored the idea of selling frozen patties in stores—not because we had extra time or resources, but because we saw an opportunity to expand our reach. Each small success gave us confidence and momentum.
We didn’t climb any mountain overnight. But one step at a time, we started to see the fruit of our labor. And every time a customer told us that Golden Krust reminded them of their grandmother’s cooking, or that it introduced them to something new and delicious, we felt affirmed. We weren’t just running a restaurant—we were creating a movement.
Those early wins—however small—were the seeds that would grow into something far beyond what we could have imagined. But at the time, all we knew was to keep showing up, keep working hard, and keep believing in the mission. And that was enough to carry us forward.


[bookmark: _vawpf7e0o4dp]3.5 Faith as the Guiding Light
If there was anything that held us together through the storms of building Golden Krust, it was our faith. Not just a quiet belief, but an active, daily reliance on the Most High—especially in moments when it felt like the ground beneath us was shaking. Faith wasn’t just in our hearts; it was in our hands, our decisions, our late-night prayers, and early morning resolve. We had no blueprint for this journey, but we did have the Word of God. And that was more than enough.
One scripture I clung to was Proverbs 3:5–6:
 “Trust in the Lord with all thine heart; and lean not unto thine own understanding. In all thy ways acknowledge Him, and He shall direct thy paths.”
 When plans fell apart, when resources were thin, when we didn’t know what the next step should be—I remembered those words. I would literally say them aloud, again and again, until I felt a sense of peace return.
Philippians 4:13 became one of our mantras:
 “I can do all things through Christ which strengtheneth me.”
 We had days where we felt completely spent—mentally, physically, financially. There were moments when the burden felt too heavy to carry, but this verse reminded us that we weren’t carrying it alone.
There was another one, especially during times of delay or discouragement:
 Galatians 6:9 — “And let us not be weary in well doing: for in due season we shall reap, if we faint not.”
 That scripture gave me endurance. It reminded me that all the effort, the sacrifice, the stress—it wasn’t in vain. There was a harvest coming, even if we couldn’t yet see the fruits.
We never made major decisions without prayer. Whether it was opening a new location, solving conflicts, or making hard calls about operations, we always paused to seek God’s guidance first. I would sometimes pull aside to a quiet space, close my eyes, and ask: “Father, show me what to do. Let Your will be done.” And somehow, even when we didn’t have clarity in the moment, the right door would open at just the right time.
Our parents had taught us that faith without works is dead (James 2:17), and we took that seriously. We didn’t just pray—we worked. But the work was always undergirded by a belief that this business was more than just a hustle. It was a ministry. It was a mission. We weren’t just serving food—we were feeding souls. We were representing our people. We were creating jobs, building legacy, and honoring the God who had brought us from humble beginnings in Jamaica to the heart of New York City.
And during the hardest stretches, I turned to Isaiah 40:31:
 “But they that wait upon the Lord shall renew their strength; they shall mount up with wings as eagles; they shall run, and not be weary; and they shall walk, and not faint.”

That scripture gave me the courage to keep going when I felt like I had nothing left. It reminded me that renewal was possible. That God doesn’t abandon those who trust Him. That our strength would be restored—if we just held on.
Looking back, I don’t know how we would’ve made it without our faith. It was the glue. The anchor. The compass. It reminded us of who we were, whose we were, and what we were building this for. And even now, decades later, it’s still the foundation I stand on.





[bookmark: _dcvvdca6yeg3]3.6 A Shared Dream Takes Root
When we finally opened that first Golden Krust location, it wasn’t just the realization of a business plan—it was the birth of a dream that belonged to all of us. What started as Lowell’s vision had grown into a shared mission that each family member took personally. It was never just about patties or bread or turning a profit. We were building something bigger: a legacy, a platform for our people, a piece of home in a foreign land.
Lowell’s role as the visionary remained clear. He saw the possibilities before most of us could. He had a way of speaking with conviction that made you want to believe, even when the odds seemed stacked against us. But vision without execution remains a dream—and that’s where the rest of us came in. I leaned into what I knew—structure, operations, managing people, setting standards. We all brought what we had, and somehow, it fit together like a puzzle designed by the Most High Himself.
My background in banking and administration allowed me to handle logistics, finances, and HR with the diligence our fast-growing business required. Others had strengths in baking, customer service, or managing the day-to-day needs of the store. Nobody had an ego—we were all just focused on making it work. And slowly, we did.
What moved me most wasn’t just the hustle—it was the heart. The prayers we prayed before big decisions. The sacrifices we made without ever keeping score. The moments of joy when customers would walk in and say, “This reminds me of home.” Every smile, every returning face—it was a reminder that we were doing more than business. We were healing something. We were filling a void.
The unity we felt during those early days was something special. Of course, there were disagreements and stress—what family doesn’t have that? But there was also a profound sense that this was Yah's work, not just ours. We were the vessels. We were here for a reason.
I remember looking around one day after a long shift. We were all tired—hands covered in flour, aprons stained, voices hoarse—but there was a light in our eyes. A quiet sense of pride. We had built something out of nothing. Together. And we knew it was only the beginning.
Golden Krust wasn’t born from comfort. It was born from calling. From faith. From the collective strength of a family that refused to quit. What we planted in those early years would become the roots of something that grew far beyond what any of us could have imagined.
[bookmark: _ecbj135cni1w]3.7 Conclusion
As I look back on those early years—the long nights, the painful lessons, the small victories that kept us going—I’m reminded that we weren’t just building a business. We were building a legacy rooted in faith, family, and purpose.
Golden Krust was never just about food. It was about offering a taste of home to those who missed it, creating opportunities for those who needed them, and proving to ourselves and the world that with unity, resilience, and vision, we could rise above any circumstance.
It wasn’t easy. In fact, at times it felt impossible. But scripture sustained us. I leaned heavily on verses like “I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me” (Philippians 4:13) and “The race is not to the swift… but time and chance happeneth to them all” (Ecclesiastes 9:11). Those words reminded me that success wasn’t about speed or luck—it was about perseverance, timing, and faith.
Lowell's dream gave us the blueprint. My experiences gave me the tools. But it was our collective faith that gave us the strength to carry it all forward. We weren’t perfect—but we were committed. And that commitment, blessed by the Most High, began to bear fruit.
This chapter of our lives marked the laying of the foundation—a foundation of integrity, sacrifice, and love. What came next would test that foundation. But we knew in our hearts that “Unless the Lord builds the house, they labor in vain that build it” (Psalm 127:1). We weren’t building in vain. We were building something eternal.
Now, the dream was alive. The foundation was set. And it was time to grow.


QUESTIONS

What was going through your mind the moment Lowell first shared the idea for Golden Krust with the family?

How did your past work experiences prepare you to step into a leadership role in a family business?

Can you describe one of the biggest early challenges you faced in launching Golden Krust—and how you overcame it?

What did it feel like to be building something that reflected your culture, your values, and your family legacy?

How did prayer and scripture guide you during those uncertain early days of starting the business?




[bookmark: _gv5sa3i82hl3]Chapter 4: Expansion and Growth
From a Single Storefront to a National Vision
When we opened that first Golden Krust location, we were just trying to survive—doing everything we could to keep the doors open and meet the needs of our community. We were pouring our hearts into every patty, every plate of oxtail, every smile at the counter. But somewhere along the way, something bigger started to unfold.
We began to realize that this wasn’t just a neighborhood restaurant. It was a blueprint for something greater—a platform to share our culture, uplift our people, and build a legacy that could stretch far beyond the Bronx.
It was Lowell who first said it out loud. “Why stop here?” he asked one evening after a long day’s work. “Why not take this to the world?” And just like that, the seed of expansion was planted. It wasn’t about ego. It was about purpose.
But growth doesn’t come without growing pains. We were walking into unfamiliar territory—franchising, scaling, building systems. It felt like stepping into deep waters without a life jacket. We had to learn as we went, often by trial and error. But we leaned on what we knew: hard work, faith, and each other.
We held tightly to the promise in Isaiah 54:2: “Enlarge the place of your tent, stretch your tent curtains wide, do not hold back; lengthen your cords, strengthen your stakes.” That verse became a guiding light for us. We were being called to stretch—not just our business, but our vision, our capacity, and our trust in God.
Chapter 4 is the story of how that vision began to unfold. Of the risks we took, the lessons we learned, and the way faith carried us as we stepped into unknown territory. It’s about how a small bakery-born dream grew into a national brand, and how every step of that journey was marked by divine guidance and family unity.

[bookmark: _s7jl08wjnvpg]4.1 The Turning Point: From One Store to Many
There’s something sacred about first beginnings. That little storefront on Gun Hill Road wasn’t just a restaurant—it was our testing ground, our altar, our classroom, and our miracle all wrapped into one. We poured everything into it. And slowly, with every meal served and every customer who came back for more, something powerful was happening. We weren’t just surviving—we were thriving. People didn’t just want the food. They wanted the feeling. The warmth. The culture. The story.
I remember standing behind the counter one afternoon, watching the line stretch to the door. It hit me like a wave—this was bigger than us. This wasn’t just about patties and stew peas. This was about representation. About giving people a taste of home in a land where they often felt invisible. It was in that moment that I knew: we were being called to do more.
Of course, it was Lowell who first had the audacity to say it out loud:
 “Why not make Golden Krust a household name? Why not bring this to every major city in America?”
 At first, it sounded like a dream too big for our britches. We were a tight-knit family of immigrants trying to make ends meet. But Lowell had vision. He saw what the rest of us hadn’t fully embraced yet—that what we had was special, and the world needed it.
That was the turning point.
We started having real conversations about expansion. Not just adding another location, but building a brand. A movement. We began studying other successful models. What did it take to scale a food business? What systems needed to be in place? How could we grow without losing our soul?
The idea of franchising started to take shape. It was a whole new world to us—but we were willing to learn. We understood that in order to grow, we had to let go of fear and step into faith.
Psalm 37:5 reminded us: “Commit your way to the Lord; trust in Him, and He will act.” We clung to that promise, because we knew we couldn’t do this in our own strength.
Expansion meant more than multiplying locations. It meant multiplying impact. Each new store would mean another neighborhood with access to quality Jamaican food. Another opportunity for an entrepreneur to build wealth. Another reminder that immigrants and Black families could create something lasting and excellent.
It was never about building an empire. It was about building a legacy. And at this stage, we were just learning how to take that first faithful step beyond the familiar, trusting that if God brought us this far, He wouldn’t leave us now.


4.2 Navigating the World of Franchising
When we made the decision to expand through franchising, I’ll be honest—we were stepping into uncharted waters. None of us had done this before. We didn’t have MBAs in business strategy or consultants guiding our every move. What we had was conviction, a powerful product, and a belief that if God had brought us this opportunity, He would equip us to meet it.
Franchising was a completely different animal from running a single restaurant. Suddenly, we weren’t just managing food and staff—we were building a system that others would have to follow. We needed to develop manuals, policies, training programs, marketing strategies, supply chains… the list went on and on. We were learning as we went, often by trial and error, but we never let the learning curve break our stride.
Lowell led the charge, determined to figure it out. He studied franchising models, visited successful brands, and surrounded himself with mentors. I worked alongside him to help build systems that would allow others to replicate what we had done—without sacrificing quality or authenticity. We had to ask ourselves difficult questions:
 How do we protect the brand?
 How do we ensure consistency across locations?
 How do we support franchisees without micromanaging?
It was during this time that the scripture from Proverbs 24:3–4 became one of our guiding lights:
 “By wisdom a house is built, and through understanding it is established; through knowledge its rooms are filled with rare and beautiful treasures.”
 We knew we couldn’t grow by guesswork. We had to gain wisdom. We had to study, pray, and stretch ourselves beyond what we thought we could do.
The first franchisees came from within our own community—people who had eaten our food, believed in the mission, and wanted to be a part of something meaningful. We trained them ourselves, often out of the back of the original store, walking them through recipes, service standards, and the heart of the brand. This wasn’t just business—it was discipleship. We were handing them a dream, and we wanted them to feel the weight and the beauty of that responsibility.
Of course, there were growing pains. Mistakes were made. Systems had to be reworked. Communication had to improve. But through it all, the foundation remained strong: faith, family, and excellence. We were determined that every Golden Krust location—no matter who owned it—would feel like home.
One of my favorite reflections from The Baker’s Son is when Lowell wrote,
 “Franchising wasn’t just a method of expansion—it was a way to multiply hope.”
 That’s what we were doing. Giving people a way to build something of their own, while connecting to a greater purpose.
We weren’t just building a restaurant chain. We were building a movement—one that said our culture matters, our food matters, and our people have what it takes to succeed on any stage.
4.2 Navigating the World of Franchising
Stepping into the world of franchising was like walking into a storm with no umbrella — unfamiliar, unpredictable, and full of lessons we had to learn on the go. None of us had formal training in franchising. What we had was vision, grit, and a willingness to work — and rework — every detail until we got it right.
Lowell believed that the best way to grow Golden Krust was through franchising. He saw it as a way to empower other immigrants, especially Jamaicans and Caribbean nationals, to own businesses and build wealth while spreading our food and culture across the country. It was a bold dream, but it came with challenges we never fully anticipated.
We had to build our systems from scratch — operations manuals, training programs, marketing materials, and support structures. Everything had to be teachable and repeatable. That meant translating the heart and soul of our small family-run store into something that could work in completely different neighborhoods, with different owners and teams.
There were moments of doubt. There were mistakes. But there were also victories — hard-earned and deeply fulfilling. I remember when we launched our first franchise locations, the pride we felt in seeing our logo on someone else’s storefront, knowing it meant another family had the opportunity to succeed like we had.
Franchising wasn’t just about expansion — it became a ministry. We were helping others step into entrepreneurship, just as we had. And in doing so, we began to understand what leadership really meant: not just holding a vision, but helping others walk in it with you.
Franchising expert Ray Kroc, who built McDonald’s into a global empire, once said:
“The quality of a leader is reflected in the standards they set for themselves.”
We knew we had to raise the bar — in consistency, in customer service, and in operational discipline. Every franchisee was trusting us to equip them with the tools to succeed, and we took that responsibility seriously.
Howard Schultz of Starbucks put it this way:
“Grow with discipline. Balance intuition with rigor. Innovate around the core. Don’t embrace the status quo.”
That became our approach — to honor our roots while building something strong enough to stretch far beyond them. We didn’t want to lose the spirit of Golden Krust in the process of scaling it. Every decision came back to this: how do we stay true to who we are while becoming who we’re meant to be?
Franchising taught us how to lead, how to serve, and how to grow — not just as a business, but as people. It required faith, humility, and the kind of courage that doesn’t always roar but keeps showing up day after day. And through it all, we were reminded: the dream was never just ours. It was always meant to be shared.


4.3 Building Systems for Scale
As we stepped deeper into franchising, we quickly realized that passion alone wasn’t enough. To grow successfully — and sustainably — we needed systems. Clear, consistent, teachable systems. That meant documenting every process we had once done instinctively: from how to prepare the patties, to how to greet a customer, to how to close the register at night. Everything needed to be written down, standardized, and taught.
This was where my background in organizational structure became essential. I worked closely with Lowell and the rest of the team to translate our daily operations into a format that could be duplicated in any store, by any franchisee, and still feel like Golden Krust. We had to take the soul of the business — the warmth, the quality, the cultural pride — and preserve it inside a framework of excellence.
Training became one of our top priorities. We built programs that not only taught people how to run a restaurant, but how to live the values of our brand. Respect, discipline, hard work, and customer care — those weren’t just words to us, they were daily practices. And we knew that if we were going to entrust others with the name “Golden Krust,” they had to carry that same spirit.
We also had to build systems of accountability. That meant setting up regular check-ins, evaluations, and support visits for our franchisees. Not because we didn’t trust them, but because we wanted them to succeed. We knew that their success was our success. As Proverbs 27:17 reminds us, “Iron sharpeneth iron; so a man sharpeneth the countenance of his friend.” We saw ourselves as partners — lifting each other up, learning together, and holding each other to the highest standard.
Scaling a family business is never easy. You have to let go of some control while holding fiercely to your core. But building systems helped us do that with wisdom. It allowed us to serve more communities, empower more entrepreneurs, and carry our culture further than we ever imagined — without losing who we were at the center.


4.4 Community and Cultural Impact
As Golden Krust expanded, we began to see that this was never just about food — it was about representation, access, and upliftment. Every new store we opened planted a piece of Jamaica in a new corner of the world. And for so many people in the diaspora — especially Jamaicans and West Indians — walking into Golden Krust felt like coming home.
We heard it all the time:
 "Mi feel like mi deh back a yard."
 "I haven’t had a patty like this since I left Jamaica."
 "Thank you for bringing a taste of home to my neighborhood."
These weren’t just compliments. They were affirmations that our culture mattered — that it had a place, not just in our hearts, but in the mainstream marketplace. Golden Krust became more than a restaurant. It became a cultural ambassador, introducing oxtail, curry goat, and callaloo to people who had never even heard of them before — and making those flavors a permanent part of the American culinary landscape.
We were proud to create jobs in underserved communities, proud to train and mentor young people, proud to show that an immigrant family could build a national brand from the ground up. We never forgot where we came from — and that’s why we always found ways to give back. We launched scholarship programs, sponsored cultural events, and supported community development initiatives. Our faith taught us that “to whom much is given, much is required” (Luke 12:48), and we took that seriously.
The success of Golden Krust wasn’t just a business success — it was a cultural victory. It proved that excellence and authenticity could coexist. It showed that honoring your roots doesn’t limit your growth — it multiplies it. And it reminded all of us that when we walk in purpose, our impact ripples far beyond what we can see.
4.5 Upholding Standards While Growing
With every new Golden Krust location that opened, we were grateful—but we were also deeply aware of the responsibility that came with growth. Expansion brought opportunity, but it also brought a new level of challenge: How do you maintain the same high standards—the same flavors, the same hospitality, the same spirit—in dozens of stores across different cities, with different teams, and different customer bases?
We knew that if we weren’t careful, growth could dilute the very essence that made Golden Krust special. So we approached every step forward with prayer, intentionality, and a deep commitment to excellence. We worked hard to build systems, training programs, and operational guidelines that would keep us consistent—not just in food quality, but in how we treated our employees, our customers, and our franchisees.
Lowell always said, “We don’t just sell food—we serve dignity, we serve culture, and we serve God.” And we knew that to truly honor that vision, we had to stay grounded. We had to keep the flame of our original mission burning in every store, no matter how far it was from the Bronx.
One of the verses that helped anchor us during this season was Colossians 3:23:
 “Whatever you do, work at it with all your heart, as working for the Lord, not for men.”
 That scripture reminded us that we weren’t just answering to customers or critics—we were answering to something higher. Our commitment to integrity, to quality, and to treating people with care had to remain non-negotiable.
Even as the pace quickened and the stakes grew higher, we fought to keep that spirit alive. We held tightly to our roots—Jamaican excellence, family values, faith-driven purpose—and made sure every new chapter we wrote stayed true to the heart of our story.


[bookmark: _6rdnk3qy6u2f]4.6 Preparing for the Next Level
Reaching the next level in business doesn’t happen by accident—it’s the result of deliberate preparation, vision, and inner transformation. As Golden Krust continued to grow, we found ourselves at a new threshold. We had proven that our product was loved. We had shown that a family of Jamaican immigrants could take a dream and turn it into a successful brand. But now, the question became: could we build something that would last?
Sustained success requires a different kind of strength—a strength rooted in strategy, maturity, and stewardship. Growth without preparation is a setup for collapse. So, while the outside world was celebrating our expansion, we were quietly doing the deeper work: reorganizing our infrastructure, clarifying our roles, investing in systems, and strengthening our communication. We were building not just for today, but for tomorrow.
In leadership, I’ve learned that moments of breakthrough are preceded by moments of discipline. You don’t rise to the level of your goals—you fall to the level of your systems. And so we asked hard questions. Were we ready to manage more stores? Could we scale without compromising our standards? Were our leaders aligned? These weren’t easy conversations, but they were necessary.
One verse that deeply resonated with me during this season was Proverbs 24:3-4:
 “By wisdom a house is built, and through understanding it is established; through knowledge its rooms are filled with rare and beautiful treasures.”
This scripture reminded me that building anything of value—whether a home, a business, or a legacy—requires wisdom, understanding, and the humility to keep learning. Success isn’t just about passion or momentum. It’s about structure. It’s about foresight. And it’s about knowing when to pause, reevaluate, and realign.
We leaned into mentorship. We studied the best practices of thriving franchises. We sought out consultants, read leadership books, and leaned heavily on our faith. We were preparing to lead—not just operate. And that shift in mindset changed everything.
One of the greatest business lessons I’ve learned is this: Don’t chase growth—build for it. When you build for growth, you make room for it. You create the internal capacity to handle the external opportunity. That’s what we were doing—creating capacity. Not just financially, but spiritually, mentally, and organizationally.
Leadership isn’t about titles or control. It’s about responsibility. It’s about making decisions that may not feel glamorous but are rooted in purpose. And in this stage, we chose to slow down where necessary so we could speed up later with confidence and clarity.
Golden Krust was becoming more than a restaurant—it was becoming a symbol of what’s possible when faith, family, and fierce discipline come together. And as we stood on the edge of national expansion, we weren’t just dreaming big. We were building wisely.

Conclusion to Chapter 4: Expansion and Growth
Every new level of growth demands a new level of leadership. What began as a small family dream had now become a rapidly expanding enterprise, one that carried not just our hopes, but the hopes of an entire community who saw themselves reflected in our story.
As we opened more stores, signed on franchisees, and reached new customers, the weight of the mission became clearer. This wasn’t just about patties and profits—this was about purpose. We were creating jobs, empowering entrepreneurs, and building a brand that proudly represented the richness of Jamaican culture. And in doing so, we were proving that with vision, preparation, and unwavering faith, anything is possible.
But expansion is never just about the outer work—it’s also about the inner work. It requires self-awareness, humility, and the willingness to evolve. We had to grow as people in order to grow as a business. That meant embracing feedback, learning from our mistakes, and constantly returning to the “why” behind the work.
A scripture that carried me through this season was Luke 16:10:
 “Whoever is faithful with little will also be faithful with much.”
 That verse reminded us that how we handled our early opportunities would determine what doors would open next. We couldn’t afford to cut corners. We couldn’t abandon our values for short-term gain. Every store, every team member, every customer mattered. Excellence was not optional—it was our offering.
Golden Krust’s growth was not just the result of business decisions; it was the fruit of alignment—between faith and action, between vision and execution, between calling and commitment. We weren’t building for applause—we were building for impact. And even as we reached new milestones, we knew: the real work was just beginning.
Because when you’re called to build something greater than yourself, success isn’t a destination—it’s a responsibility. And we were ready to carry it, together.
[bookmark: _9wt075qdjizq]QUESTIONS
[bookmark: _8gk1k32l8hfv]When did you first realize that Golden Krust could grow beyond one store and become something much bigger?

[bookmark: _8gk1k32l8hfv]What were some of the growing pains you experienced as the business began to expand?

[bookmark: _8gk1k32l8hfv]How did you and Lowell keep the vision aligned as the company moved from a family operation to a national brand?

[bookmark: _8gk1k32l8hfv]What scripture or spiritual truth anchored you during the stress of scaling and managing growth?

[bookmark: _leernvo5xkni]How did you stay connected to your roots and values while navigating the demands of business expansion?
[bookmark: _8gk1k32l8hfv]
[bookmark: _w5kyjz2vtbdr]
[bookmark: _d503vsgrfhcs]Chapter 5: Triumphs and Trials
Every journey worth taking comes with both mountain peaks and valleys. By the time Golden Krust had expanded beyond its early beginnings, we had seen moments of extraordinary joy—new stores opening, our patties entering major supermarkets, and a growing recognition of our brand across the nation. These were the triumphs that reminded us why we started. But behind every ribbon-cutting and press release were moments of quiet struggle. The kind most people never see.
Success, I’ve learned, doesn’t make the road easier—it just changes the terrain. With each new milestone came new responsibilities, harder decisions, and deeper tests of our character and commitment. As the business grew, so did the weight on our shoulders. I faced seasons of exhaustion, painful mistakes, internal tensions, and financial pressures that threatened to undo everything we had worked so hard to build. But through it all, we held on—to faith, to each other, and to the vision that had brought us this far.
This chapter isn’t just about what we achieved—it’s about what it cost. It’s about the fire we walked through, the prayers that held us up, and the leadership lessons forged in adversity. Because the truth is, triumph and trial are often two sides of the same coin. And it was in the trials that our deepest strength, wisdom, and purpose were revealed.
Let’s go there.


[bookmark: _pjjzhrxlcv29]5.1 Milestones that Mattered
There’s a certain kind of joy that can’t be explained—it can only be lived. I remember standing outside one of our new locations as the sign went up: Golden Krust Caribbean Bakery & Grill. I stood there for a moment in silence, watching the letters get fastened one by one. It wasn’t just a store sign—it was a declaration. A declaration that we had taken our culture, our family recipes, and our faith, and built something that could stand tall in a new land.
As Golden Krust expanded, each new store felt like another chapter in a story that only God could have written. From our original Bronx location to outposts in New Jersey, Florida, Georgia, and beyond, we watched our dream stretch across states, communities, and cultures. We saw Jamaican cuisine embraced not only by Caribbean immigrants, but by people from all walks of life who came to love our patties, our oxtail, our stew peas, and our jerk chicken.
One of our proudest milestones was entering the world of retail distribution. When we saw our frozen patties on the shelves of major supermarkets—Costco, Walmart, ShopRite—it was nothing short of surreal. What began in a family kitchen had now made its way into the homes of millions. It proved that excellence rooted in culture could compete at the highest level.
Each milestone came with its own story. I remember the day we secured our first major distribution deal. It didn’t come easily. It took months of negotiations, perfecting our production process, ensuring our packaging met every industry standard, and praying through each step. We were up against companies with deeper pockets and more established infrastructure, but what we had was heart—and a refusal to accept “no” as the final answer.
More than just expansion, these moments taught us deeper lessons about leadership, risk, and resilience. I had to grow from an operations manager into a business leader. That meant learning to delegate, to train others, to stay focused on vision while managing details. I couldn’t afford to operate from emotion. I had to be strategic. I had to think bigger.
One of the leadership lessons that stuck with me came from Proverbs 24:3–4:
 “Through wisdom is a house built, and by understanding it is established; and by knowledge shall the chambers be filled with all precious and pleasant riches.”
That scripture reminded me that growth without wisdom is dangerous. Success isn’t just about numbers—it’s about structure, stewardship, and spiritual alignment.
We didn’t just want to build a business—we wanted to build a legacy. Something our children and grandchildren could inherit, not just in name, but in values. These milestones weren’t just business wins—they were spiritual affirmations. Markers on a path that had been divinely ordained. And with every step forward, we were reminded: we didn’t get here alone.
Yes, we celebrated. But we also stayed grounded, knowing that every mountaintop moment would eventually be followed by a new challenge. That’s the nature of the journey. But in those early triumphs, we caught a glimpse of what was possible when vision, faith, and discipline move in harmony.
And that glimpse gave us the fuel to keep going—even when the road got rough.
[bookmark: _ukiwu9r1ijtf]5.2 When the Storms Came
Success often paints a pretty picture—but behind every beautiful moment were long nights, deep disappointments, and tests we never saw coming. As Golden Krust grew, so did the weight of responsibility. Managing multiple locations meant more staff, more logistics, more regulations—and more chances for things to go wrong. And they did.
There were times when unexpected expenses hit us all at once—equipment failures, supply chain disruptions, rent increases, or slow seasons that threatened cash flow. There were moments I’d sit at my desk after everyone had gone home, praying through tears, asking Yah for direction. Not because I doubted our mission, but because I wasn’t sure how we would survive the next payroll, or cover the next invoice.
But one thing I knew: we weren’t brought this far to be left stranded.
In those moments, I leaned on the Word more than ever. Isaiah 43:2 became a lifeline for me:
 "When you pass through the waters, I will be with you; and through the rivers, they shall not overflow you. When you walk through the fire, you shall not be burned, nor shall the flame scorch you."
We walked through some deep waters—staffing challenges, operational breakdowns, legal complexities, and moments of discouragement. There were internal conflicts too. When you’re in business with family, emotions can run high. Miscommunications, hurt feelings, and stress can create tension, even when everyone’s heart is in the right place. Learning to lead with clarity, humility, and strength was not optional—it was essential.
And still, I wouldn’t trade those storms for anything.
Why? Because they refined us. They forced us to grow. They taught me lessons that no business school or management book could offer. Lessons about resilience. About discernment. About when to speak, when to listen, and when to get on your knees and let God fight the battle.
I also began to understand that leadership isn’t about having all the answers—it’s about creating the space for solutions to emerge. Some of our greatest breakthroughs came when I invited other voices to the table and allowed fresh perspectives to surface. Humility became one of our greatest assets.
I often thought of James 1:2–4 during these times:
 "Count it all joy when you fall into various trials, knowing that the testing of your faith produces patience. But let patience have her perfect work, that you may be perfect and complete, lacking nothing."
Those verses helped me reframe every obstacle. They reminded me that every trial was shaping us—not just to survive, but to lead with deeper wisdom, broader vision, and greater faith.
So when the storms came—and they did—we anchored ourselves in the truth: God didn’t bring us this far to fail. The same hand that opened doors in the beginning would carry us through the dark tunnels. And time after time, He did.


[bookmark: _abrdbpqkuyok]5.3 A Leader’s Crossroads: Choosing Integrity Over Ease
As Golden Krust expanded, the challenges didn’t just come from the outside—they began to test who I was on the inside. With more influence came more decisions that required deep discernment. Not every opportunity was the right one. Not every dollar was worth the compromise. And not everyone who wanted to be part of our journey was aligned with our values.
There’s a temptation in business to choose what’s fast instead of what’s right. But from the very beginning, I had made a vow—not just to my family or our customers, but to God—that I would never lose my soul trying to gain the world.
Proverbs 11:3 reminded me:
 “The integrity of the upright shall guide them: but the perverseness of transgressors shall destroy them.”
Integrity wasn’t just a moral principle—it was a business strategy. Because when your name is on the line, and your community is watching, your choices ripple far beyond profit and loss. I knew that how we handled pressure would define our legacy more than how we handled success.
There were moments when we were offered shortcuts—vendors promising cheaper prices if we cut corners, partners who didn’t share our values but promised big returns, even internal voices suggesting we compromise just a little for the sake of growth.
But I had seen what compromise could do. I had seen organizations rise quickly and fall even faster because they lost their center. And I had no interest in building something that looked strong on the outside but was hollow at the core.
Leadership, I learned, is about making hard decisions when no one is looking. It’s about carrying the weight of other people’s livelihoods and still finding the courage to say “no” when something feels off. It’s about asking, not just “Will this work?” but “Is this right?”
Psalm 15:1–2 became a compass for me:
 “Lord, who may dwell in your sacred tent? Who may live on your holy mountain? The one whose walk is blameless, who does what is righteous, who speaks the truth from their heart.”
I wasn’t aiming just to build a brand—I was trying to live a life that could withstand the fire.
Golden Krust’s success was never just about strategy. It was about staying rooted in truth. And every time we chose the path of integrity over convenience, I felt Yah’s favor cover us in ways we couldn’t have predicted.
The journey wasn’t easy. But choosing what’s right rarely is. And yet, every time I stayed true to the vision and the values that birthed this company, the road became clearer. It was as if God was reminding me: “Stay the course. I’ve got you.”
And He did.



[bookmark: _62e5ibkk1cgv]5.4 Lessons from the Fire
There’s a kind of wisdom you can’t get from books or business school. You can only earn it by walking through the fire.
Looking back, I can see how some of our hardest moments became our greatest teachers. The sleepless nights, the failed systems, the unexpected losses—they forced us to stretch, to think differently, and to grow up fast as leaders. I wouldn’t want to relive those trials, but I wouldn’t trade them either. They carved something into us that success alone never could.
One of the biggest lessons we learned was to listen—really listen. In the early days, we assumed that being passionate and hardworking was enough. But when you're leading a team, it's not just about how hard you work—it's about how clearly you communicate, how well you empower others, and how open you are to feedback. I learned to slow down and hear people out, even when I didn’t agree. That shift in posture—listening more, reacting less—helped us avoid costly mistakes and build a more united team.
We also learned that clarity is kindness. There were times when our systems were too loose, our roles overlapped, or expectations weren’t clearly stated. That’s when confusion crept in. And confusion in a growing business is like a leak in a ship—if you don’t patch it, it’ll sink you. We began creating more structure—training programs, job descriptions, accountability charts—not to become rigid, but to free people up to shine in their roles.
Another hard-earned lesson was the value of knowing when to pivot. Sometimes your loyalty to a system, a process, or even a person can blind you to what’s not working. We had to let go of vendors who weren’t reliable, adjust menu items that weren’t profitable, and reassign team members who were struggling in the wrong roles. Those weren’t easy decisions. But leadership isn’t about being nice—it’s about being honest, being fair, and doing what’s best for the mission without losing your humanity.
I also came to understand that resilience isn’t just about grit—it’s about grace. There were moments when I had to carry weight I didn’t think I could hold. But I realized that real strength isn’t about appearing unshaken; it’s about showing up, again and again, with integrity, even when you're tired, even when you’ve failed, even when others don't see the battle you're fighting. Grace allowed me to forgive, to regroup, and to move forward without bitterness.
Each fire we went through burned off something that wasn’t serving us—ego, assumption, pride, or poor communication. And what remained was more refined, more focused, and more aligned with the vision that brought us here in the first place.
If there’s one thing I would say to any entrepreneur or leader reading this, it’s this: don’t run from the hard seasons. The fire is not there to destroy you—it’s there to teach you. Just make sure you take the lesson with you. Because those lessons are the tools you’ll need when the stakes get higher, the pressure gets stronger, and the mission expands beyond what you ever imagined.
We didn’t just survive the fire. We learned how to build with what it left behind.

Questions 
1. What was one of the proudest moments you experienced during the rise of Golden Krust—and what made it so special?

2. Can you describe a time when everything seemed to be falling apart in the business, and how you got through it?

3. How did you balance being a leader in the company while still holding onto your faith and family values during stressful seasons?

4. Were there any moments when you felt like giving up—and what helped you keep going?

5. Looking back, what do you believe were the keys that allowed you to overcome the hardest challenges and still move forward with grace?





[bookmark: _d1rf1vnull57]Chapter 6: Family and Legacy
[bookmark: _mcdtzz4dyyds]As much as Golden Krust has been a part of my life, it has never been the whole of it. Behind every business decision, every sleepless night, every bold step I took—there was always one deeper motivation: my family.
[bookmark: _mcdtzz4dyyds]Everything I poured into the company was ultimately for them. For my children, my grandchildren, and the generations yet to come. They are my why. My anchor. My inspiration. And while the public may see the businesswoman, those who know me best know that at my core, I am a mother, a grandmother, and a matriarch devoted to those I love.
[bookmark: _mcdtzz4dyyds]Legacy isn’t just about leaving behind buildings, brands, or bank accounts. To me, legacy is the values you pass down. It’s the strength you instill, the wisdom you share, the example you live. It’s the quiet prayers whispered over sleeping children, the sacrifices made in silence, the unconditional love that doesn’t waver when times get hard.
[bookmark: _oe162kwr6ndz]This chapter is not about the business we built—but about the lives that made it all worth building. It’s a tribute to my children, my grandchildren, and the sacred bond of family that continues to light my path and shape my purpose.
[bookmark: _mcdtzz4dyyds]
[bookmark: _lvlckwf1s0mj]6.1 A Mother First
No matter what titles I’ve held in life—entrepreneur, executive, founder—the one I cherish most is “Mommy.” Being a mother has always come before anything else. Before Golden Krust, before boardrooms and meetings, before every big decision I ever made… my children were and still are the center of my world.
Raising a family while helping build a business from the ground up wasn’t easy. There were seasons when I was running on fumes—up early to get breakfast on the table, making sure homework was done, ironing school uniforms, packing lunches—and then rushing off to handle the demands of the restaurant. Some nights, I didn’t get home until long after the children had gone to bed. And still, I’d quietly peek into their rooms, kiss their foreheads, and pray over them while they slept.
I carried guilt sometimes. Guilt for missing school performances or not always being able to linger during bedtime stories. But I tried to show them, through my actions, that love doesn’t always speak in hours—it speaks in consistency, in sacrifice, in doing whatever it takes to give your children a better life.
What gave me strength during those years was the memory of my own mother, Mavis. She raised us with so much love and discipline, so much spiritual grounding. I wanted to pass that same foundation to my children. I wanted them to know God, to walk in purpose, and to believe that nothing was out of reach if they were willing to work hard and walk upright.
There were moments I questioned whether I was doing enough. But looking back now, I realize I was planting seeds. Seeds of resilience, integrity, independence. Seeds that would one day grow into something beautiful. My children saw me push through exhaustion, solve problems, keep promises, and treat every person—no matter their station in life—with respect. Those were my lessons to them, even when I didn’t have the time to teach them with words.
And still, in the quiet moments, I tried to be fully present. I cooked Sunday dinners. I had one-on-one talks. I asked questions and really listened. I tried to make our home feel like a refuge—somewhere safe, warm, and anchored in love.
I’ve worn many hats in life, but nothing has stretched me or shaped me quite like motherhood. It made me more patient, more compassionate, and more determined. It reminded me, even when business was at its most chaotic, why I was doing it in the first place. I didn’t want to just build a company—I wanted to build a future. For them.
And no matter how far they go, or how old they get, I’ll always be their mother first.

6.2 Diverse Children
One of the greatest lessons I’ve learned as a mother is that love isn’t one-size-fits-all. Raising four children—each with their own distinct personality, passions, and path—has taught me how to appreciate the beauty of diversity, even within my own home.
My daughter June walks a Rastafarian path and is a strong, spiritual entrepreneur with a deep connection to her roots and a passion for justice. She’s bold and fearless in ways that inspire me. Then there’s Shanika—who goes by her Hebrew name, Anaiyah—a deeply grounded woman of faith who’s embraced the Hebrew Israelite lifestyle and is actively building her future in real estate. She has dreams of moving to Africa, and I can see in her the same fire I carried when I was younger, just with a different expression.
My son Stephen is a business consultant—strategic, thoughtful, and steady. He brings a calm leadership energy into every room he walks into, and I often see in him a reflection of the businesswoman in me, refined through his own lens. And then there’s Shasha, my baby, who’s stepping into her own voice in the emerging cannabis industry. She’s creative, compassionate, and full of vision—always looking for ways to grow, learn, and uplift others.
They are all so different, and yet each one carries a piece of me in their own way. It’s been a beautiful journey learning to build individual relationships with each of them—ones that honor their unique life paths and spiritual callings. I’ve learned how to listen more, judge less, and love unconditionally. And in return, they’ve shown me that legacy isn’t about duplication—it’s about cultivation. It’s about nurturing the gifts that were planted in them by the Creator and trusting them to bloom in their own time, in their own way.
Each of my children is a light in my life. Responsible, loving, talented—and deeply committed to growing into the fullness of who they were created to be. I couldn't be prouder of the individuals they’ve become, and the joy of watching them walk their paths with confidence and purpose is one of the richest blessings of my life.


[bookmark: _qw6x7ii1cgud]6.3 Grandchildren: Joy Renewed
There’s a sacred rhythm to life, and grandchildren are one of its sweetest melodies. They arrive as living proof that love transcends generations. For me, becoming a grandmother was not just a new chapter—it was a divine gift. A spiritual reminder that the work I began, the faith I held onto, and the sacrifices I made were not in vain. They are the fruit of prayers I didn’t even know I was praying decades ago.
Each grandchild carries the spirit of our ancestors in their smile, their questions, and even their mischief. I see traces of my parents in them—of Ephraim’s strength, of Mavis’ grace. I see my children’s essence shining through, now multiplied and evolving into something new and extraordinary. And I feel Yah’s hand in all of it.
There’s a verse that speaks to my heart: “Children’s children are the crown of the aged”—and indeed, they are. They are not just the next generation; they are the continuation of a divine lineage. Through them, I feel the unfolding of a spiritual promise. I am reminded that we are not here simply to build businesses or even legacies, but to raise up light-bearers who will carry forward the values, truths, and love we poured into them.
I have learned to speak blessings over them, to guide them not just with advice but with my example. I want them to know they are not accidents or afterthoughts—they are destiny in motion. They are answers to prayers uttered by grandmothers and great-grandmothers long before them.
My grandchildren remind me of what truly matters. They reignite in me the passion to teach, to serve, to love unconditionally. They are a daily call to remain present, to pass on not just traditions, but the spirit behind them. They are my joy, my assignment, and my reward.

[bookmark: _153pnwhacm3v]6.5 Carrying the Weight Alone
There are parts of my story that still sting to speak about—wounds that time may have softened but never fully erased. One of the most painful chapters in my life was when my husband left me and our four children. He walked away at a time when everything in my world felt stretched thin. I was pouring every ounce of strength I had into building Golden Krust—working long hours, managing stress, solving problems, showing up for everyone. And then, with whatever little I had left, I gave it to my children. They were my heart, my reason, my responsibility.
But it wasn’t enough for him.
He didn’t just leave me—he left them. And that abandonment cut deeper than I can explain. Watching my children grapple with that pain was almost more than I could bear. They were devastated. Their world had shifted beneath them. We went through counseling, tears, long nights of hard questions and harder silences. I tried to be strong for them, but behind closed doors, I was breaking. I cried myself to sleep more nights than I can count. I questioned everything. I felt abandoned, too—not just by him, but by the dream of a united family I had worked so hard to build.
Still, I kept going. I had no choice. I had a business to run. I had mouths to feed. I had children who needed not just survival—but love, stability, and reassurance. And somehow, with God’s grace, I found the strength to keep showing up. I learned to be mother and father. I learned to dry my own tears in the dark and then smile for my kids in the morning. I learned how to give from an empty cup, and then, slowly, how to refill it with faith and the quiet knowledge that I was doing my best.
That season taught me resilience like nothing else ever could. It taught me how to hold space for heartbreak and still press forward with purpose. And it reminded me that even in our deepest loneliness, we are never truly alone.
My children—my beautiful, strong, gifted children—are proof that something sacred can grow out of even the most broken soil. We held onto each other. We built a new kind of family, rooted in unconditional love and unshakable trust. And though the road was hard, I wouldn’t trade it for anything. Because it made me the woman I am today.



QUESTIONS
1. How did becoming a mother shape your approach to leadership, business, and life?

2. What are some ways you intentionally poured into each of your children to help them become who they are today?

3. Can you share a specific moment with your children or grandchildren that made you feel like your legacy was taking root?

4. How did you manage the tension between your public responsibilities and your private role as a mother and grandmother?

5. What does “legacy” mean to you now—and how do you want your family to carry it forward?







[bookmark: _xsg83teaix66]Chapter 7: Tragedy and Resilience
7.1 The Unthinkable Moment
· The heartbreaking loss of Lowell Hawthorne, the beloved visionary founder of Golden Krust.

· The personal and emotional devastation felt by Jackie, the family, and the wider Golden Krust community.

· How his sudden departure sent shockwaves through both personal and professional spheres.

7.2 When the Anchor Is Lost
· The company enters a period of instability without its founding leader.

· Waves of interim leadership and attempted direction shifts by others outside the core family vision.

· How internal disunity, misalignment with Lowell’s founding values, and operational confusion led to a visible decline.

· The growing concern from family, franchisees, employees, and customers.

7.3 A Mantle Passed, Not Replaced
· In 2024, Jackie is asked to take on the role of CEO and Board Chair—a historic moment as the first woman in the family to lead Golden Krust at this level.

· Her decision to step into leadership not as a replacement for Lowell, but as a steward of his legacy.

· A deeply personal life transition—mourning her brother while rising to honor his mission.

· The sacred commitment: not just to keep the business in the family, but to lead it with the values, excellence, and vision it was built upon.

7.4 Building a New Chapter
· Strategic restructuring and renewed focus on core principles.

· Launch of bold marketing campaigns, high-profile partnerships—including with the Marley family—and expanding brand visibility.

· Internal systems refined, staff morale uplifted, and operations streamlined.

· Notable features in Forbes, Bloomberg, and multiple TV and radio appearances signal a new era.

· A company once shaken by loss is now realigned and rising.

7.5 Leadership Reforged Through Fire
· Reflections on what this role has taught Jackie about strength, humility, and vision.

· Lessons in succession, stewardship, and stepping into one’s calling with grace.

· The emotional weight of leadership as both a sister and CEO.

7.6 The Future Is Golden
· Golden Krust is now back on a strong growth trajectory—with no intention of slowing down.

· Jackie sees herself not just as a leader, but a baton carrier—faithfully running the next leg of the race.

· A final tribute: “I may never fill Lowell’s shoes, but I will carry the baton with honor and walk the path with purpose.”


Chapter 7: Tragedy and Resilience
 When the Storm Comes, Stand Still and Listen
There are chapters in life we never plan to write—moments we never imagined having to live through. For me, Chapter 7 is one of those. It marks the turning point when everything changed. The loss of my brother, Lowell Hawthorne, wasn’t just a personal heartbreak—it shook the very core of our family and our business.
Lowell was the visionary. The voice that dreamed boldly and the energy that pushed us forward. When he left this world, it felt like time stood still. Everything slowed, and yet, somehow, everything began to unravel at once. Golden Krust—this company he built with sweat and vision—suddenly found itself without its anchor. Our family was grieving, but the world didn’t pause. Business had to go on. People still needed leadership. And we were still expected to show up.
This chapter is not only about loss, though. It’s about what comes after. It’s about learning to breathe again when the air has been knocked out of you. It’s about picking up the pieces, not just to rebuild, but to evolve. It’s about legacy—not as something left behind, but something carried forward.
In the midst of all the uncertainty, a new path began to unfold—one that would lead me to a role I never expected, but one I now embrace with everything in me. As I reflect on the pain of losing my brother, I also honor the quiet strength that rose in its place—the strength to lead, to continue, and to believe that what was started can still flourish.
This is the story of how tragedy shook us—but didn’t break us. Of how the vision lives on. And of how the little sister stepped forward to carry the torch.


Chapter 7.1 – The Unthinkable Moment
There are moments in life that hit you so hard, they knock the wind out of your soul. For me, that moment came with the sudden passing of my brother, Lowell. Even now, it’s hard to put into words what it felt like to receive that phone call. The shock, the disbelief, the aching grief—it was as if the world had shifted beneath my feet. He wasn’t just my brother. He was my friend, my leader, my inspiration, the firestarter who lit the flame of our family’s shared dream.
Lowell was the kind of man who seemed larger than life. Visionary. Charismatic. Always thinking five steps ahead. He didn’t just lead Golden Krust—he was Golden Krust to so many of us. His energy, his laughter, his deep belief in what we were building together—it was woven into the very DNA of the company. So when he was suddenly gone, it felt like the foundation of everything we had built began to shake.
The pain in our family was unbearable. There were no words to console our mother, no easy way to answer the questions from our children. My siblings and I held each other through it, trying to stay strong for one another, trying to make sense of how someone so full of purpose could be gone in an instant.
And yet, amid the tears and heartbreak, I felt a deeper responsibility begin to form. We were not just mourning a man—we were standing at the edge of a legacy. A legacy that had to be preserved. A mission that could not be abandoned. We had lost our brother, but we had not lost our purpose.
Lowell’s passing wasn’t just a personal tragedy. It was a seismic moment in the life of our company. And while we had no clear answers in that moment, I knew one thing for certain: we were going to have to walk forward through the grief—together.

7.2 – When the Anchor Is Lost
After Lowell’s passing, there was an eerie silence—not just in our family gatherings, but in the heart of Golden Krust itself. He had been our anchor, our guiding light, the force that propelled us through challenge after challenge. Without him, everything felt… off balance.
The company entered a period of deep instability. Though we tried to push forward, the absence of his leadership left a void that was impossible to ignore. One by one, different leaders stepped in—each bringing ideas, structure, and ambition—but something was missing. It wasn’t just a CEO we had lost. We had lost the soul of the company.
Golden Krust began to drift. There were moments of progress, but they were short-lived. Waves of transition followed—leaders came and went, each one trying to restore the momentum we once had. But it became clear: without someone at the helm who truly understood the foundation this company was built on, the vision couldn’t move forward.
Meanwhile, I was still grieving. Still showing up. Still pouring into my children, my grandchildren, my responsibilities—trying to hold it all together. But I could see that the company was struggling. It wasn’t about pride or position. It was about legacy. About protecting what my brother had built and what our family had sacrificed so much to grow.
I never wanted to take Lowell’s place. No one could. But I knew that if this legacy was to live on, it had to be stewarded by someone who carried the values, the history, the why of it all deep in their spirit.
In 2024, when I was asked to step into the role of CEO and Chairwoman of the Board, I didn’t hesitate. I accepted—not for me, but for the future of Golden Krust, for the family, and for the countless people who still believed in what we stood for. It was time to rise—not just as a businesswoman, but as a sister, a mother, a steward of a vision that still had so much more to give.


7.3 – A New Chapter, A New Climb
Stepping into the role of CEO and Board Chair in 2024 was more than a promotion—it was a calling. I knew the weight of what I was accepting. I was now the first woman from our family to ever lead Golden Krust at this level, and I didn’t take that lightly. I wasn’t stepping into a finished story—I was entering a battlefield of grief, uncertainty, and high expectations.
The company had been shaken. We’d gone through seasons of confusion, multiple leadership transitions, and a sense of drifting from the roots that once made us so strong. But I knew that with the right leadership, the right spirit, and the right commitment to our values, we could rise again. And we are.
Since taking on this mantle, I’ve worked tirelessly with the team to rebuild our internal structure, clarify our vision, and restore the heart and soul of Golden Krust. We’ve been refining our brand, strengthening our operations, and reconnecting to the communities that helped build us. We’ve launched bold new marketing campaigns, secured partnerships with legacy names like the Marley family, and caught the attention of platforms like Forbes, Bloomberg News, and more.
But beyond the headlines, my focus has been on the people—our employees, our customers, our family. I’ve made it my mission to ensure every decision we make reflects the integrity, excellence, and cultural pride that Lowell envisioned when he first dreamed of this company.
This new season has also been deeply personal. I’ve had to grow in new ways. I’ve had to stretch my leadership capacity, sharpen my business acumen, and stand firmly in my own voice. And through it all, I’ve kept one thing close to my heart: I’m not here to replace my brother—I’m here to honor him. To carry his baton. To ensure his legacy continues not just in name, but in the spirit with which he built everything.
We are on an upward trajectory—and I have no intention of slowing down. This is just the beginning of the next chapter for Golden Krust. And I believe, with all my heart, that the best is still yet to come.

7.5 – Leadership Reforged Through Fire
Taking the helm of Golden Krust after Lowell’s passing wasn’t just a career shift—it was a spiritual refining. Leadership, I’ve come to understand, isn’t about titles or visibility. It’s about accountability. It’s about stewardship. It’s about standing in the fire—grief-stricken, overwhelmed, under pressure—and choosing to lead anyway.
There’s no manual for becoming the CEO of a legacy brand birthed by your brother’s dream, especially when that dream is shaken by tragedy. I had to make decisions not just with my mind, but with my heart. I had to balance honoring the past while boldly charting the future. Every choice, every pivot, every team meeting came with an emotional undertone—because this company isn’t abstract to me. It’s family. It’s memory. It’s sacrifice.
There were moments I questioned myself. Could I really lead a company of this scale? Could I navigate corporate systems while staying true to our grassroots soul? But those questions, though real, never defined me. Instead, they became fuel. I leaned into mentorship, sought counsel, studied harder, and surrounded myself with people who believed in the vision.
And I’ve learned so much—about the power of grace in leadership, about the necessity of humility, and about the importance of staying grounded in purpose. I’ve seen that true leadership is not about trying to fill someone else's shoes, but about walking boldly in your own—with the wisdom of those who came before you guiding each step.
This role has taught me that succession isn’t just about taking over—it’s about carrying forward. Stewardship means protecting the soul of something while allowing it to evolve. And stepping into your calling means trusting that even in the midst of fire, you’re being refined for something greater.
I didn’t ask for this season, but I embrace it. And I pray that every decision I make as CEO honors the legacy my brother left behind while creating new space for the generations rising up behind me. This is more than business. It’s purpose. It’s healing. It’s leadership, reforged through fire.




QUESTIONS
What do you remember most vividly about the day you learned of your brother Lowell’s passing—and how did it impact you personally?

How did you find the strength to keep going in the midst of such deep grief, both as a sister and as a leader in the company?

What did you learn about yourself—and about God—during that season of loss and transition?

Can you share how your children were affected by their father’s absence, and what it was like helping them heal through that pain?

Looking back, what helped you rebuild your life emotionally and spiritually after experiencing so much loss?


[bookmark: _9s4yiu8es2jd]Chapter 8: Faith as a Guiding Light
There has never been a moment in my life—through joy, through pain, in business or in the quiet corners of my home—when I have not leaned on faith. It has been my compass, my comfort, my strategy, and my strength. I am not perfect, and I have never claimed to be. But through every chapter of my journey, I have strived to keep God at the center.
When people ask me how I made it through betrayal, heartbreak, late nights, heavy losses, and the pressure of leadership, I always return to one answer: faith. Not just belief, but practiced faith—faith that shows up in how you treat people, in the decisions you make when no one is watching, in the discipline to stay rooted when the winds of life try to move you.
This chapter is not just about religion. It’s about the living connection I have with the Divine that has sustained me through it all. It’s about the unseen hand that has lifted me when I was ready to collapse, and the inner voice that has whispered wisdom in boardrooms and kitchens alike. It’s about how I’ve learned to see business not just as a means of income, but as an act of service and obedience. It’s about miracles I can’t explain and peace I can’t describe.
What follows are the principles, practices, and moments that have lit my path. I don’t share them to impress anyone, but to encourage someone. If you’ve ever felt like giving up, if you’re carrying more than you think you can bear, or if you’re just trying to do the right thing in a world that doesn’t always reward it—I pray that my story helps you keep going.
Let’s begin.

[bookmark: _t6xum1js1zxs]8.1 A Life Anchored in Faith
Faith has never been something I put on like a coat when it suited the weather—it has been the ground beneath my feet. I was raised in a home where prayer was woven into the fabric of everyday life. My parents didn’t just speak scripture—they lived it. From them, I inherited more than belief; I inherited a way of seeing the world, a way of enduring pain, and a way of walking forward even when the path was uncertain.
Throughout my journey, from the hills of Jamaica to boardrooms in New York, that foundation never left me. I have come to understand that success without spiritual alignment is hollow. My ambition has never been simply to win—it has been to win with integrity, to lead with humility, and to build something that would glorify the God who carried me when I could not carry myself.
Faith has been my constant companion. It has guided my parenting, my leadership, and my decision-making—even when others didn’t understand. I’ve been in situations where logic said “walk away,” but my spirit said “stand still.” I’ve been in boardrooms where everything looked right on paper, but something in me said “not this deal.” I’ve learned to trust that voice.
There were seasons when the weight of responsibility—single motherhood, growing Golden Krust, grieving loss—was too much to bear. But I discovered that faith is not the absence of pressure; it is the ability to remain rooted under it. My peace didn’t come from the absence of struggle—it came from knowing I wasn’t alone in the struggle.
I have seen doors open that no man could have opened. I have seen provision come at the last minute, strength come when I had none left, and ideas pour into my spirit that changed the course of my life and business. These aren’t things I take credit for. These are signs of grace.
Even now, as the first woman from my family to serve as CEO and Board Chair of Golden Krust, I lead not with pride, but with prayer. Every major decision begins with reflection. I ask: “Is this aligned with purpose? Is this what I was sent here to do?” I remind myself that I am not building a legacy alone—I am stewarding one that was entrusted to me by my brother, by my parents, and by the Creator who wrote this story long before I knew how it would unfold.
Faith has taught me patience when things didn’t move fast enough, forgiveness when people let me down, and resilience when life tried to break me. It is not something I practice on Sunday. It is the way I breathe.
[bookmark: _wbtcrxwadi5o]8.2 The Power of Prayer in Business and Life
People often ask me how I manage the weight of leadership—how I’ve raised children, led a national company, endured heartbreak, and still found time to serve others. The truth is, I’ve never done it alone. I’ve prayed my way through every chapter of my life.
Prayer has been my boardroom, my therapy, my compass, and my source of renewal. I didn’t learn to lean on prayer because life was easy—I leaned on it because life was hard. When money was tight and payroll was due, I prayed. When one of my children was hurting and I didn’t know how to help them, I prayed. When we lost Lowell and everything felt like it was crumbling, I prayed. Not as a formality, but as a lifeline.
There’s something sacred about stillness—about quieting the noise of the world and hearing your own spirit speak. It’s in those moments that I’ve received the clarity to make hard decisions, the courage to have difficult conversations, and the humility to admit when I needed help. Some people meditate. Some journal. I pray. And through it, I’ve built not only a relationship with God but a deep trust in divine timing and protection.
Over the years, I’ve incorporated prayer into every part of my leadership. I’ve prayed before meetings. I’ve called my team together to pray during challenging times. I’ve sat at my desk in silence before making a major decision, just asking for peace—not just for success, but for peace. Because I believe that peace is the real proof you’re walking in alignment.
This isn’t about religion—it’s about relationship. About knowing you’re never truly alone in anything you face. When you run a business, especially one rooted in culture and family like Golden Krust, you don’t just manage operations. You carry people’s dreams. You carry their expectations. That’s a sacred responsibility, and I couldn’t carry it without prayer.
There have been moments—miraculous moments—where things aligned in ways I can’t explain. Partnerships that came out of nowhere. Opportunities that fell into place just when we needed them. Strength that returned when I thought I had nothing left to give. I believe in divine orchestration. I believe that what we build with prayer lasts longer, stands stronger, and serves deeper.
Prayer hasn’t made my path perfect. But it has made it purposeful. And when you know you’re being guided by something bigger than you, you walk with a different kind of confidence. A quiet kind. A bold kind. A steady kind.
[bookmark: _c62kkhumtine]8.3 Faith in Action — Serving the Community
For me, faith was never meant to stay confined to Sunday mornings or personal prayers behind closed doors. Faith is alive when it moves — when it shows up in how we treat people, how we use our gifts, and how we show up for our community. That’s the kind of faith I was raised with, and that’s the kind of faith I’ve tried to embody.
From the very beginning of my journey with Golden Krust, I knew we weren’t just selling patties — we were creating jobs, feeding families, and representing a culture that deserved to be seen, celebrated, and honored. I’ve always believed that business without purpose is empty. And I didn’t just want success — I wanted significance.
Giving back has never been an afterthought. It’s been the foundation. Whether it was offering someone their first job, sponsoring community events, showing up for youth programs, or simply being a listening ear to someone going through a hard time — I’ve tried to lead with a heart of service. Because I know what it feels like to need help. I know what it’s like to build with nothing but faith, and I’ve never forgotten the people who lifted me up when I couldn’t see the way forward.
I’ve watched Golden Krust locations become places where people don’t just come for food — they come for connection. I’ve seen single mothers walk in and walk out with jobs. I’ve seen young people find mentors. I’ve seen immigrant families taste something that reminds them of home. That’s the kind of business I want to build. One that serves the soul, not just the stomach.
And service isn’t always big or loud. Sometimes, it’s the quiet decision to show grace to an employee who’s struggling. Sometimes, it’s using your voice to advocate for those who feel unseen. Other times, it’s just showing up — over and over again — with love, integrity, and humility.
My faith has always reminded me: if you’ve been blessed, be a blessing. And if you have a platform, use it to lift others higher. That’s what I’ve tried to do — in business, in family, and in every room I’ve been invited into. Not to impress people, but to impact them.
Golden Krust was built on the foundation of family, faith, and food. And to me, all three come with a responsibility: to serve. Not just in word, but in action. Because at the end of the day, legacy isn’t just what you leave behind — it’s who you lifted along the way.
8.4 Key Takeaways from Emory University 
During my time at Emory University’s Candler School of Theology, where I received my Master’s Degree in Divinity, I found myself on a journey far deeper than I expected. I enrolled to sharpen my understanding of ministry, but what I encountered reshaped the way I saw faith, culture, and the power of scripture.
Coming from a Jamaican background, my spiritual foundation was built on something visceral—something alive. In my community, faith wasn’t something you only studied; it was something you felt, lived, and breathed. The prayers of our grandmothers, the fire of the pulpit, the songs that shook the walls—all of it was infused with urgency, soul, and survival. There was no separation between the sacred and the everyday. Spirituality was strength. It was healing. It was hope.
At Candler, I was introduced to more Western, academic approaches to theology—carefully reasoned, intellectually rich, but often removed from the real struggles of everyday people. Much of what I read from the global North, while insightful, felt abstract and sterile compared to the spiritual fire I knew from the global South. I realized that what some called “emotion” or “mysticism,” I recognized as divine intimacy—the kind of knowing that comes not just from books, but from life itself.
It was in this space of tension that I encountered the teachings of Howard Thurman. His mysticism didn’t seek to escape the world—it sank deep into the soul of it. He gave language to what I had always known but couldn’t always articulate: that God speaks in the stillness, in the inner voice, in the longing for something more. Then came James Cone, whose liberation theology hit me like thunder. His words gave voice to the cries of my people—Black, struggling, yet divine. His unapologetic linking of the gospel to justice mirrored the message I had always carried in my spirit.
Their teachings didn’t compete with my roots; they confirmed them. They deepened them. They reminded me that the scriptures weren’t just ancient texts to be dissected—they were revolutionary letters to the oppressed, the marginalized, the weary, and the brave.
What I gained at Candler was more than a theological education—it was clarity. I learned to name the fire already burning in me. I began to understand that the richness of my Jamaican upbringing wasn’t just cultural flavor—it was a lens, a gift, a spiritual inheritance that connected me to a global rhythm of faith. It taught me that theology should liberate, not confuse. It should empower, not oppress. And it should always point us back to the living, breathing presence of the Most High.
That understanding still guides me today.

[bookmark: _eeypnjg2rhll]Final Reflection: Faith as a Lifelong Compass
If there’s one thread that has been woven through every season of my life — through the joys and the heartbreaks, the victories and the valleys — it’s faith. Not just belief in God, but deep trust in His purpose and presence. That trust has been my anchor. It has carried me when I couldn’t carry myself and reminded me, again and again, that I was never alone.
“Trust in the Lord with all thine heart; and lean not unto thine own understanding. In all thy ways acknowledge him, and he shall direct thy paths.” (Proverbs 3:5–6)
 This verse became a cornerstone for me. There were times I didn’t understand what God was doing — when I lost my brother, when I had to lead through grief, when I was raising children on my own, and when I took on the challenge of revitalizing a company. But I learned to lean on His understanding, not mine.
When I felt overwhelmed, I clung to the words of Isaiah 40:31:
 “But they that wait upon the Lord shall renew their strength; they shall mount up with wings as eagles; they shall run, and not be weary; and they shall walk, and not faint.”
 This wasn’t just poetic. It was my reality. There were many days when I felt like fainting — physically, emotionally, spiritually. But God renewed my strength.
Psalm 46:5 reminded me of my identity:
 “God is in the midst of her; she shall not be moved: God shall help her, and that right early.”
 Even when the ground under me felt shaky, even when I doubted myself, I knew God was in the midst of me. That assurance gave me the courage to stand firm.
When I stepped into leadership, unsure if I could ever fill the shoes of my brother, I remembered Esther 4:14:
 “And who knoweth whether thou art come to the kingdom for such a time as this?”
 That verse silenced the fear. It reminded me that my steps had been ordered, that this was not an accident. I was called for this season.
Romans 8:28 gave me peace through every trial:
 “And we know that all things work together for good to them that love God, to them who are the called according to his purpose.”
 Even the setbacks, the betrayals, the tears — they weren’t wasted. God used it all.
And Philippians 1:6 gave me confidence for the future:
 “Being confident of this very thing, that he which hath begun a good work in you will perform it until the day of Jesus Christ.”
 He’s not finished with me yet. There is still work to do. Still people to love. Still missions to fulfill. Still heights to reach.
So I end this chapter — not just of the book, but of this stage in life — with gratitude. My faith hasn’t just helped me survive. It has shaped how I live, how I lead, and how I love. And I pray that as I continue forward, I’ll do so with the same courage, conviction, and compassion that faith has always called out of me.
“Lead me, Father. I’m still listening.”

QUESTIONS
Can you describe a specific moment when prayer or scripture gave you clarity during a difficult decision?

How has your relationship with God evolved over the years—from childhood to now?

Were there any moments in your life when you questioned your faith, and how did you find your way back?

What role did your spiritual gifts or calling play in your leadership and life choices?

How do you stay spiritually grounded while balancing so many responsibilities?


Chapter 9: A Legacy of Service
 Introduction
I’ve always believed that faith without works is dead. It’s a scripture I didn’t just memorize—I lived it. From childhood, I was taught that true faith shows up in how you treat people, how you show love, how you give of yourself when no one’s watching. That belief became the foundation of my life and the standard I’ve tried to uphold in everything I do.
Service has never been a side project for me—it has been the core of my identity. Whether through Golden Krust, my ministry work, or in the quiet spaces of my home, I’ve tried to live a life of action rooted in compassion. Over the years, I’ve had the joy and responsibility of mentoring young people, feeding families in need, supporting community programs, and even fostering over 42 children in my home. Each child, each soul, was welcomed with the same love and care I would give my own. And in truth, they became my own.
This chapter is not about highlighting good deeds—it’s about sharing a truth: when we say we believe in something higher, we must show it through how we serve. My journey of service has been messy, beautiful, exhausting, and fulfilling. It has stretched me, broken me, and built me again. But most importantly, it has taught me that real legacy is not just about what you build—it’s about who you build up along the way.
[bookmark: _dndc3r3kcer0]
[bookmark: _k4g27oubr1xs]9.1 A Heart for Children
If there’s one calling that has been consistent throughout my life, it’s the call to nurture. Not just my own children and grandchildren, but children from every walk of life—those in need of stability, safety, love, and hope. I never set out to become a foster mother, but when the need presented itself, my spirit answered. Over the years, I’ve had the humbling privilege of fostering over 42 children in my home. Some stayed for a short while; others became permanent parts of my heart. Each one came with their own story, their own pain, and their own light.
People often ask how I managed to care for so many children while also running a business, serving in ministry, and raising my own family. The truth is, it wasn’t easy. There were many sleepless nights, moments of deep exhaustion, and times when I questioned if I had enough to give. But I kept going because I knew that love—real love—isn't measured by how much you have, but by how willing you are to give what you do have.
Some of the children came from abusive homes. Others were abandoned or caught in the cycles of poverty and trauma. I couldn’t erase their pasts, but I could offer them a warm meal, a listening ear, structure, and safety. I could look them in the eyes and remind them that they mattered. That they were seen. That they were loved. And sometimes, that’s all a child needs to start believing in their future.
One of the greatest lessons I’ve learned from fostering is that healing happens in relationship. You don’t need to have all the answers or the perfect setup. You just need to show up consistently with love, patience, and truth. Children don’t expect perfection. They crave authenticity. And when they feel that, transformation begins.
Some of the young people I fostered went on to graduate college, start businesses, or become parents themselves. Others are still figuring life out. But no matter where they are today, I still carry each of them with me. Their stories are woven into mine. They made me stronger, softer, wiser—and more human.
When I think about legacy, I don’t think first of Golden Krust or the awards or even the positions I’ve held. I think of those children. I think of the dinners we shared, the school events I tried to make it to, the tears we wiped away, and the laughter that filled our home. That’s the kind of wealth that can’t be measured in dollars.
I fostered not out of convenience, but out of conviction. Because faith without works is dead, and I refuse to live a life that only talks about love. I want to live it. Serve it. Pour it out in real, tangible ways. Fostering children has been one of the most sacred and demanding forms of service I’ve ever known—and I wouldn’t trade it for anything in the world.

[bookmark: _1y3wwglumde8]9.2 Building a Life of Service
From a young age, I understood that to whom much is given, much is required. That truth became a quiet drumbeat in the background of my life—a steady rhythm that called me to serve beyond the walls of my home or even the bounds of my career. Whether I was running a business or raising a family, I always felt a deep sense of responsibility to give back.
Over the years, I’ve been blessed to work with a wide range of community organizations and initiatives. I didn’t do it for recognition. I did it because service is the natural expression of gratitude. I’ve seen poverty up close, I’ve felt heartbreak, and I’ve experienced what it means to rely on the kindness of others. So when I had the opportunity to be that helping hand for someone else, I took it—over and over again.
My work has included mentoring young women in underserved communities, supporting educational initiatives, participating in health and wellness outreach, and contributing to programs that feed the hungry and support immigrant families. I’ve helped coordinate back-to-school drives, scholarship funds, job fairs, and spiritual empowerment conferences. In every effort, my goal has been the same: to uplift people, to make them feel seen, heard, and valued.
One of the projects dearest to my heart has been working with youth who feel forgotten—those who’ve grown up thinking success is out of reach or that their lives don’t matter. I make it a point to remind them that they are more than their circumstances, and that even a single decision can change the trajectory of their life. When I look at them, I don’t see problems—I see promise.
This life of service hasn’t been glamorous, and many times it hasn’t been easy. But it's always been worth it. Each act of kindness, each seed sown into someone else’s life, comes back in ways I never expected. And in truth, it’s in the giving that I’ve received the most.
Service has taught me humility. It’s grounded me when things got too fast-paced or overwhelming. It’s reminded me that titles fade, money comes and goes, but the impact we make on others is eternal.
For me, building a life of service is about staying aligned with my purpose. It’s about remembering that success isn’t just about what you build—it’s about who you build up along the way. And if I can be remembered not just for my achievements but for how I made people feel, then I know I’ve lived well.

[bookmark: _vfhxohzhuduo]9.3 A Mother to Many: Fostering Over Forty Children
Of all the titles I’ve ever held—CEO, entrepreneur, mentor—there’s one that holds a very special place in my heart: Mother. Not just to my biological children and grandchildren, but to the more than forty children I’ve had the privilege of fostering over the years.
Opening my home to these children wasn’t something I set out to do for accolades or praise. It was a calling—a quiet conviction that if I had the space, the love, and the means, then I had a responsibility. Every child deserves to be seen, loved, and supported. And for those who have experienced abandonment, neglect, or loss, that need is even greater.
Some of these children came to me for a short time, others stayed for years. Each one had their own story, their own pain, and their own potential. I didn’t always have all the answers. But I had open arms, a listening ear, and a heart full of faith that love could make a difference.
Fostering isn’t easy. It’s a test of patience, compassion, and emotional endurance. There were days when the heartbreak was heavy—when a child would cry through the night, or struggle with trust, or lash out from wounds they didn’t have words for. But through all of it, I never gave up on them. And I never stopped believing in the power of consistency, structure, and unconditional love.
Some of those children are now adults—thriving, building families, and staying in touch. I’ve received messages, visits, and even Mother’s Day cards from people who once walked through my door scared and unsure, but who left with a renewed sense of self-worth and hope. That, to me, is one of the greatest measures of a life well-lived.
People often ask me how I found the time to do all this while running a business and raising my own children. The truth is, I didn’t always have the time—I had to make it. Because when you believe that faith without works is dead, then you know that love must be lived, not just spoken. For me, fostering was a way to live love out loud.
Being a mother to many wasn’t just about providing a roof or a meal. It was about giving these children a glimpse of what’s possible. It was about being a mirror that reflected back their value, their beauty, and their worth. And even now, as I look back, I consider each of them a part of my extended family—woven into the fabric of my life and legacy.
Through them, I’ve learned more about courage, forgiveness, and the resilience of the human spirit than I could have ever imagined. And through it all, I’ve come to understand that the greatest gift you can offer another soul is presence—pure, compassionate, unwavering presence.


[bookmark: _vpzd12s17nys]9.3 A Life of Service: The Heart of Philanthropy
Throughout my life and career, I’ve held tightly to the belief that true faith expresses itself through action. That’s why giving back has never been a side effort for me—it’s been a central part of my purpose. From the earliest days of Golden Krust, we made it a priority to pour into the very communities that helped build our success. Whether it was offering meals to the hungry, supporting disaster relief efforts, or sponsoring back-to-school drives, we understood that our responsibility extended beyond profit. We were blessed to be a blessing.
Golden Krust’s philanthropic reach has grown over the years to include a wide array of community programs and partnerships. We’ve funded scholarships for students both in the United States and Jamaica, ensuring that young people with promise—but limited resources—could pursue their dreams through education. We've sponsored annual Thanksgiving turkey giveaways, food drives, and initiatives that support immigrant communities trying to find their footing in a new land. In moments of crisis, such as the COVID-19 pandemic, we provided hot meals to frontline workers and families in need, ensuring that comfort and nourishment were never out of reach.
On a personal level, I’ve supported numerous faith-based and community-led initiatives—quietly helping individuals who have fallen on hard times, funding small business ventures, and contributing to organizations focused on women’s empowerment, youth development, and poverty alleviation. I’ve also been active in supporting Caribbean cultural organizations and events that preserve our rich heritage and uplift our people. I never needed a spotlight or a headline. I just needed to know that what I gave made someone’s life a little easier, a little brighter, or a little more hopeful.
To me, philanthropy is not just about writing checks—it’s about showing up, staying connected, and being willing to stand in the gap. It’s about using whatever platform or resources you’ve been given to make a difference in someone else’s story. And it’s about remembering that no matter how far we go in life, we’re still part of a larger community—and we rise when we lift each other. That’s the heartbeat of everything I’ve done, and it’s the legacy I hope to leave behind.





Chapter 10: A Global Perspective – Overview
In this chapter, we explore how Jackie Robinson’s international travels shaped her worldview and enriched her personal and professional journey. From walking the sacred grounds of Israel to connecting with her ancestral roots in Africa, Jackie’s experiences abroad offered more than just cultural insight—they affirmed her purpose and deepened her spiritual convictions. Her time in the Caribbean and Europe expanded her appreciation for global diversity, while also reinforcing the universal values of family, community, and resilience. These journeys informed her leadership style, inspired new levels of creativity in business, and solidified her commitment to bridging cultures through service, entrepreneurship, and faith. This chapter highlights how global exposure became a catalyst for inner growth and outward impact.

QUESTIONS

What inspired you to open your home to so many foster children, and how did that journey begin?

Can you share a story of one foster child or young person you mentored who deeply impacted your life?

How did your own upbringing in Borders influence your desire to serve and uplift others?

What do you believe is the most important thing young girls or future leaders need to hear today?

When you think about the impact you’ve had on individuals and communities, what moments make you feel most fulfilled?

[bookmark: _9pdghnkpnn2g]Chapter 10: A Global Perspective
Jackie Robinson’s journey was never confined to American borders. As her path evolved from businesswoman to visionary leader, her steps carried her across continents—each destination leaving a deep imprint on her understanding of heritage, humanity, and higher purpose.
[bookmark: _5dn3kht9dk6r]Israel: A Walk Through Sacred Memory
In Israel, Jackie found herself immersed in a land brimming with ancient resonance. Walking through Jerusalem, floating in the Dead Sea, and visiting sites layered with spiritual and historical meaning, she felt a visceral connection between the ancestral stories she grew up with and the soil beneath her feet. The experience stirred a deeper awareness of the role of divine purpose in her life and her calling as a bridge between cultures, faith, and community. In many ways, Israel planted seeds of spiritual clarity that would guide her future decisions—not just in faith, but in business and service.
[bookmark: _pkvb6zu6fs0x]Africa: Returning to the Source
Stepping onto African soil felt like a homecoming. Whether navigating the bustling markets of Ghana, visiting the Door of No Return in Senegal, or engaging with young entrepreneurs in Kenya, Jackie was moved by the continent’s strength, complexity, and enduring spirit. She encountered communities that mirrored her own values—resilience, creativity, and a deep connection to family and land.
Africa offered her more than just cultural insight; it offered a mirror. In its people, she saw herself and her ancestors. The experience expanded her sense of purpose and responsibility—to carry forward the legacy of her lineage while sowing seeds for future generations. Africa taught her that empowerment wasn’t charity—it was partnership, built on mutual respect and shared destiny.
[bookmark: _d71dllg4wwrl]The Caribbean: The Pulse of the Diaspora
In the Caribbean, Jackie discovered a vibrant tapestry of resistance and revival. Jamaica, Trinidad, Haiti—each island pulsed with stories of struggle and triumph, of cultural pride and spiritual depth. Here, she didn’t just hear the rhythms of reggae or taste the richness of island cuisine—she felt the heartbeat of the diaspora. It was a reminder that Black excellence isn’t limited to one place or one people. It is a global inheritance.
These island nations showed Jackie how culture and commerce could work together. She saw small businesses thriving on authenticity, communities gathering in joy and struggle, and people rooted in ancestral wisdom despite centuries of oppression. It reignited her commitment to honor her heritage while creating new opportunities for those coming behind her.
[bookmark: _ypdo8mc0nykr]Europe: Lessons in Contrast and Vision
Europe presented a different kind of revelation. Walking the streets of Paris and London, Jackie witnessed cultures that had colonized much of the world—but she also saw the beauty of resilience within immigrant and Black communities thriving within those systems. Museums displayed stolen artifacts; yet street artists reimagined Black identity on every wall. It was a continent of contradictions—and Jackie absorbed both its lessons and its warnings.
Europe inspired her to dream bigger, but also to stay grounded. She realized the importance of controlling one’s own narrative. The polished facades of Europe reminded her that legacy is not about appearance—it’s about truth, impact, and alignment with one’s values.
[bookmark: _bmsouwi1f2c6]The Inner Shift: Global Travel, Spiritual Clarity
Jackie’s global travels were more than sightseeing—they were soul work. Each country she visited stripped away assumptions, expanded her perspective, and challenged her to reflect on the woman she was becoming. The world became her classroom, and the Spirit her guide.
These travels made her bolder in business. She began incorporating global aesthetics and diasporic connections into her brands. She forged international partnerships and envisioned her businesses not just as local ventures, but as global expressions of culture, unity, and purpose.
Spiritually, Jackie emerged from her travels more rooted, more expansive, and more aligned. She saw herself not just as a Black woman in America, but as a daughter of a global legacy—an ambassador of light, love, and leadership.

“The more I saw of the world, the more I understood my place in it—not as a tourist, but as a servant. Not to dominate, but to heal, uplift, and build bridges that could outlast me.” — Jackie Robinson



Looking back, I realize that every step of my journey was guided—not just by ambition, but by purpose. I didn’t set out to build an empire. I set out to honor my brother’s dream, to serve my community, and to walk in faith even when the path wasn’t clear. Along the way, I learned that real success isn’t measured by profits or popularity, but by the lives you touch and the legacy you leave behind.
To those coming after me—young dreamers, entrepreneurs, community builders—I want you to know that you don’t have to have it all figured out. Just start. Be willing to work, to learn, to fall, and to rise again. Let your faith be your compass, and let service anchor your steps. Don’t let fear keep you from stepping into your calling. Resilience will carry you when resources are low. Grace will find you when you feel inadequate. And purpose will sustain you when the road gets hard.
I hope my story reminds you that with faith, vision, and heart, you can create something that outlives you. Not just a brand, but a blessing. Keep going. The world needs what’s inside of you.



QUESTIONS
Can you clarify and list all the countries or cities you’ve traveled to throughout your life—and what took you to each place?

Of all your travels, which experiences have been the most meaningful or life-changing, and why?

How has seeing the world shaped your perspective on culture, faith, and purpose?

What are some of your favorite memories from your travels—big or small—that still make you smile or reflect deeply?

What’s one extraordinary lesson or realization you gained from traveling that you think everyone should understand?
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[bookmark: _c2s5ano17fve]Chapter 11: Lessons for Future Generations
As I look back on my life, I don’t see a straight line—I see a journey shaped by faith, heartache, healing, and hope. I’ve made mistakes, I’ve cried through the night, and I’ve walked roads I never imagined I’d have to walk. But I’ve also witnessed miracles, built something meaningful with my family, and learned how to turn trials into testimonies.
So I want to take a moment to speak directly to you—the reader, the dreamer, the one going through something right now. Whether you’re starting over, pushing through pain, chasing a dream, or just trying to hold your family together—I’ve been there. And I want to share some of the lessons that have carried me through.

[bookmark: _mr29oeekk41p]1. You Can Begin Again
I had to start over more than once. When my husband walked away and left me with four children, I felt like my world collapsed. But that was not the end of my story. I picked up the pieces, I moved, I prayed, and I built again—for myself and for my children.
What I’ve learned: No matter what has happened, you can begin again. Don’t let anyone—or anything—convince you that your story is over.

[bookmark: _fy76ovi9o1vo]2. Pain Can Birth Purpose
The pain I endured at Bank Leumi nearly broke me. The stress, the racism, the way I was treated—it left scars. But it also pushed me to pursue something greater. Without that pain, I might never have stepped into my purpose. Golden Krust was born, in part, because I knew we needed something of our own.
What I’ve learned: Sometimes, pain is the seed of your next breakthrough. Don’t waste it—use it.

[bookmark: _1aw0dbxm7zab]3. Faith Is a Lifeline
I would not have made it without prayer. When I had nothing else, I had God. Scripture held me together when everything else was falling apart. Proverbs 3:5–6, Philippians 4:13, Galatians 6:9—they weren’t just verses to me. They were survival.
What I’ve learned: You don’t have to have all the answers. You just have to know where your help comes from.

[bookmark: _ee8szfoaouu9]4. Family Is Your First Ministry
My children are my light. Everything I’ve built, I built with them in mind. Even during the hardest years, when we were hurting and confused, I knew my first job was to be present and to guide them with love and truth. And they’ve become my greatest legacy.
What I’ve learned: Don’t trade your family for success. They are the success.

[bookmark: _bmd4n0zfy3a2]5. Give More Than You Take
I’ve fostered over 42 children. I’ve mentored people who just needed someone to believe in them. I didn’t do it for recognition—I did it because someone once believed in me. Giving has always brought more joy than receiving.
What I’ve learned: You’ll never regret being generous. If you want to feel rich, start by pouring into others.

[bookmark: _un85zrjbl8b]6. Stay Rooted in Who You Are
I never forgot where I came from. My Jamaican culture, my parents’ example, our food, our faith—that’s what grounded me. That’s what made Golden Krust more than just a restaurant. It made it a home.
What I’ve learned: Your roots are your strength. Don’t trade your authenticity for acceptance.

[bookmark: _jxezcngh9wip]7. Healing Is Part of the Journey
Some wounds don’t disappear overnight. I had to take my children to counseling. I had to find new peace in a new place. I had to grieve, forgive, and keep moving. Healing wasn’t quick—but it was worth every step.
What I’ve learned: Healing takes time. Give yourself that time. And give yourself grace.

[bookmark: _fevr8xsxilsh]8. Resilience Is a Choice
There were moments when I could have quit. Moments when it all felt too heavy. But I chose to rise. Not because I always felt strong—but because I refused to stay down. I kept showing up, even with tears in my eyes.
What I’ve learned: You may be tired, but you’re not finished. Keep going.

[bookmark: _b3551zwt8uwb]9. Legacy Is Built Every Day
I didn’t wake up one day and have a legacy. I built it through daily choices—through how I treated people, how I prayed, how I showed up for my children, how I handled failure, and how I stayed faithful to the vision.
What I’ve learned: Legacy isn’t about fame—it’s about faithfulness.

[bookmark: _czmr4pwikx8j]10. The Best Is Still Ahead
Even now, I believe my greatest work is still unfolding. I still have dreams. I still have people to serve. And I still believe in a future brighter than anything behind me.
What I’ve learned: No matter your age, no matter your past, there is still more in you.

[bookmark: _fjccfzv1ev5w]To You, From Me
If you’ve read this far, I want you to know something: You are enough. You are loved. And you are capable of doing extraordinary things. You don’t have to be perfect. You just have to keep moving forward, one prayer, one decision, one step at a time.
Your life matters. Your voice matters. And your story—yes, your story—can change the world.
Just don’t give up.






