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Foreword 

Toshar Bryant is a light that shines in the dark place. Even when it 

seemed as though many trials and tribulations encamped around her, 

she still moved with style, grace and determination. A single mother of 

six raising her children in Harlem, Toshar enrolled them in great schools 

and wonderful programs as she attended school to educate herself and 

obtain her Bachelor’s degree. She was such a great inspiration to me, as 

I had found myself on a similar journey many years later. Having her 

children like stair-steps one after the other, during my own times of 

trouble, I reminded myself that Toshar raised her children firmly, but 

gracefully. I thought of her so many times when I wanted to give up and 

thought there’s no way that I can do this. Her children were always 

well-dressed, well-mannered, and always seemed to have all of the 

things they needed to make it in this world. According to the children as 

they became adults themselves, their mom “made it look so easy.” The 

lesson she gave me in that instance was to share what you're going 

through with your children; don’t try to hide things in order to make 

them appear easier than it actually is. Toshar encouraged me to 

communicate openly and freely with my children. She encouraged me 

to create and maintain a space for them to grow. I considered this wise 

advice. As she once shared with me, while our children come through 

us and we have authority over their lives, they are their own divine 

beings. In that reality, we have to learn how to balance power and 

control over allowing children the freedom to find themselves, and to 

assist and facilitate as they start the path of their individual journey. I 

often wondered how in the world Toshar did it. I reached out to her 

frequently, and there were so many times that she would give me such 

sound advice concerning her experiences with her children, noting 

what she could have done differently had she known then what she 

knows now. I appreciate Toshar a great deal for being transparent and  
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honest about the other side of what we really couldn’t see. It is my 

belief that Toshar Bryant has mastered how to move as a divine being 

on the earth, serving as a host that God can use. She is allowing herself 

to be used by the Most High as a testimony to what He can do for you 

when you trust, have faith, and do the work. Toshar has done her work 

and continues to do so with greater clarity, confidence, and faith in 

herself and God. Amen. Toshar has passed her test which allows her to 

reflect and share her testimony, and for that, we are grateful. Thank 

you for your courage, your perseverance, your strength, your wisdom, 

your commitment, and your deep well of love. May the wells of the 

universe overflow and keep your cup flowing always. For those who 

thirst for answers to lessons God has blessed you to learn, may your 

experiences in life and the words in this book quench your thirst. May 

those who are searching for change from a bitter path, seeking a better 

way, find answers within the pages of this book. It is a pathway to a 

hopeful future and brighter days lie ahead. It is my hope that this book 

be a source of strength and a point of reference for all who come in 

contact with it. May this book elevate our knowledge, wisdom, and 

understanding of why we must go on our journey to get the lessons we 

need to learn, and to get the blessings God has in store for each of us. 

All praise, honor, and glory to the Most High God, and the Christ in you. 

In Jesus’ mighty name, Ase & Amen, Kim Wade-Ault 

 

 

 

 

 



4 
 

INTRODUCTION 

Dear Reader – It is my hope that as you read through each chapter of 

this book, you will become inspired and empowered to forge ahead in 

your own journey. My experiences through “The System” may be similar 

to yours, or they may be completely foreign. No matter the case, I have 

included a Journaling Your Experience page at the end of each chapter 

so that you may reflect on what you have just read. My decision to 

name Faith, the baby that I was pregnant with, was inspired by the 

strength I needed during those trying times when I entered the shelter 

system. As it was then, it is so now. Within each chapter, the section 

“Let My Faith Guide You” are Faith’s experiences within the same 

“system”. Sometimes, when we endure life’s traumatic experiences, we 

get up, brush ourselves off, and move on. While this may work for some, 

I was compelled to come back after moving on and share how I 

conquered my biggest fear of failure. It is my hope that my experiences 

may guide at least one person going through their life’s journey. I 

strongly believe that when we write down our goals – and are willing to 

put forth the effort and commitment required – we can manifest them 

into existence. Reflection gives us all an opportunity to see how we can 

create change for the future, while empowering us to make it happen. 

With this in mind, we come out of dark situations as beacons of light 

and hope for others. Your experiences will inspire others to continue to 

pursue their goals. I want you to know that whatever your situation is at 

this very moment, You are NEVER alone. 

 May Success and Opportunity Follow YOU wherever you go, 

Toshar  
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CHAPTER 1. 

Having Your Own – A Cold and Dark Christmas 
“All I want for Christmas is a pot to piss in and a window to throw it out of.”  – Toshar 

Bryant 

I can still remember the phone call that I made to my Nanna. 

“Hello?” she said. “Toshar, where are you? When are you 

and the girls getting here? We’re all here waiting on you!” 

“I’m outside…with the girls.” 

“Outside where?” she demanded to know. 

With a sullen tone, I answered. “I'm not coming over.” 

"What?” she exclaimed. “Why…. on Christmas?” she asked 

in a perplexed tone. 

“Nanna, you always told me, ‘God Bless the child that has 

his own.’ So, I decided now is the time.” 

As an only child and grandchild, I grew up very privileged. I 

started first grade at St. Catherine of Genoa elementary school and 

was very independent for my age. I remember telling my mom how 

I didn't feel the babysitter's home was a safe place for me to stay 

while she worked two jobs. As a result, I became a five-year-old 

latchkey kid in Hamilton Heights/Sugar Hill (also coined as “The 

Wild Wild West”). With my own house key dangling on a chain 

around my neck, I was entrusted to let myself in and out of our 
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apartment. School (which was just one block away), quick trips to 

the store, and going to church were among the few reasons for me 

to be in the streets. There was also a procedure in place during 

those times when my mom was working. She trained me to call her 

before I left home and once again when I returned. I was also well 

trained on how to handle emergencies. 

My grandmother lived three blocks away. Mattie Pearl was 

the matriarch of the family. The respect for her decision-making 

was a given, and she was never questioned by anyone in the family. 

Questioning her was considered an insult – and rude. My family was 

close-knit and consisted of my grandmother, my mom, her sister, 

my aunt's husband (Uncle Boo-Boo), and me. My grandmother was 

the first wisest person that I adored. Nanna or Nanny is what she 

chose for me to call her because she felt the title of “Grandmother” 

was too old. 

My Nanna and I shared a special bond. I believe I was six 

years old when I asked her if she loved me. Nanna looked at me like 

I was crazy because she felt I already knew the answer. “Yes. Why?” 

she asked. I replied, “Because you smoke and drink. I want you to 

stop. If you love me, you will stop.” She looked at me in disbelief 

and said she would, and she did. Cold turkey! Of course, when I 

visited her, I looked for all of the signs and kept a close watch to see 
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if she would slip up, but she NEVER did. Her clothes smelled 

different; she began to look different. No ashtrays laying around, no 

beer bottles in the fridge. Through her efforts, my trust in her 

became stronger and I felt she loved me more than anything in the 

world. 

At the age of 10, I started singing on the St. Luke's A.M.E 

Youth Choir. When I told Nanna, she was there every Sunday 

without fail. From that day forward, I knew what the love of a 

parent was, and there was nothing better than a Grandmother's 

love. 

There was also nothing like being the only child and being 

loved amongst my world of doting adults. Everyone in my family 

worked hard, had good jobs, and made sure I was well cared for. 

Their sacrifices and hard work put me through private schools from 

kindergarten through college. I cannot remember a time where I 

lacked as a child. Don't get me wrong, there were struggles in 

between, but overall, I had a good life compared to most. 

Growing up, I became the typical hormonal teenager. At age 

13, I began attending Cathedral High School. Yes, I was still a brat 

and spoiled, but when it came to the sex department, I was no 

trouble to my family – there was no need for them to have a care in 

the world. I was enjoying my independence of being able to take a 



10 
 

bus to go outside of my neighborhood, exploring the department 

stores and their fashion! I even landed my first job at the age of 

fourteen, working as the Maintenance Secretary for my school 

which was also located in the same building as the Archdiocese of 

New York. The position kept me intrigued as it was an awesome and 

very educational job. 

So, you might ask, what in the hell led me to that Christmas 

conversation with my Nanna years later? I had to grow up. Reality 

sets in at some point and, for me, this was it. This was my breaking 

point. I was fed up with being who I was, and letting my family pull 

the weight was not fair to them. I'm sure if I wanted to, they would 

have continued supporting me without fail or complaints. All 

because my “Nanna said so.” Don’t get me wrong, my mother also 

doted on me unfailingly, so the guilt of my actions – whether it be 

from my naïve decisions or simply being spoiled – had finally taken 

its toll. 

One such action prior to the phone call was getting married 

(or shall I say eloping?) at age 18. I had my first child at 19 years old. 

By the age of 21, I had three girls and one in the belly. While going 

through an abusive marriage, my mother was financially supporting 

me, and this was taking a toll on her. Deep down inside, I knew my 

marriage had to end so that I could have a beginning. 
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With a combination of factors, I vividly remember the day 

my naïve actions began. After high school, I headed off to college at 

the age of 16. I was the first in my family to go straight to college. 

Not only was my family so very proud of me, but they also took 

pride in their hard work which helped to get me into college. Talk 

about bragging to their coworkers! Yes, every employee who 

worked with my mom or Nanna at Rockland Psychiatric Center was 

happy for “Toshar”. Why, they were the ones who supported me 

during my annual World's Finest Chocolate fundraiser sales at 

school! They made sure I won the top prizes, like my first 10-speed 

bike. When everyone (including the patients, who knew me) asked 

my mom and Nanna, “What is she going to study in college?” they 

would both reply, “She wants to be an Immunologist.” As for my 

applications to colleges, I applied to and was accepted by Hawaii 

University, among others, and they all called my mother to 

persuade her to send me to their school. I wanted to attend Hawaii 

University because they had a program specifically for the major I 

wanted. Unfortunately, my Nanna was so worried about my 

asthmatic condition (which was uncontrollable) that she didn't want 

me to be that far away without my support team – My Family. 

What I found funny were the conversations my mother and 

aunt had about me getting on birth control before I went off to 
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college. This was foreign to me, especially since I was a virgin and 

had no intention of giving it up without being married. That sounds 

good, but looking back, although my mother was insulted, I can 

understand my aunt’s concerns. If I were to describe my aunt, I 

would say she was the most educated and intelligent woman I knew 

at that point in my life. She had an elegance and sophistication 

about her that was unmatched. I later came to realize that, as her 

only niece, my aunt’s concerns regarding me going off to college 

were due to both my inexperience copulating along with my 

naivety. My aunt saw me grow up and had a hand in raising me. Her 

perspective was valid, and she just wanted to ensure that her 

investment in me yielded the best returns in my own life. However, 

to make certain that my aunt would be incorrect in her assessment, 

my mother persuaded me to go to an all-girls college. Brilliant 

planning on my mother’s behalf, but no one could have predicted 

what was to come. 

Living on campus at 16 years old and being away from home 

was uncharted territory for me. I assumed everyone in my new 

world was like my family and friends I had left behind. Friends came 

to visit me on campus and I was able go home during breaks. So, 

what could go wrong? The biggest naïve decision EVER!!!!!! Having 

a “boyfriend.” A boyfriend whom I merely considered a newly 
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found friend from the college area. 

Up until that point, my experiences with having a boyfriend 

or two were good ones because they were mostly crushes on 

people I had grown up with at St. Luke's Church. Attending an all 

girls high school and still going straight home because my mother 

continued to work two jobs limited me from hanging out – or shall I 

say, I was not permitted to hang out. Also, having a mom who was 

well-respected, no boy in the neighborhood thought to try anything 

with me. Being too scared to have sex because my family would “kill 

me” was a great motivator to keep me focused solely on school. So, 

like I said…what could go wrong? Well, long story short, I was raped 

on campus by my so-called boyfriend. That day was the day my life 

took a wrong turn. The reality of my being naïve had hit home. I felt 

like I had lost the one thing in the world that I was so proud to still 

have because most of my friends were sexually active and having 

babies in elementary school. Yes, elementary school! 

I confided in my childhood friend, Earl. He had been like a 

brother to me since our days in elementary school and was also one 

of my friends who had visited me on campus. Earl was usually such 

a wise ass, and I had never seen him cry before. But that day, he 

cried. Ironically, he also called me stupid. As I explained the 

incident, he understood what I had encountered – while I obviously 
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knew what rape was, I had never heard of the terminology date 

rape. I blamed myself for getting raped because of the decision I 

made to have a boyfriend. I also realized the world was not all 

“sunshine and roses,” which is what I had been used to. Needless to 

say, promiscuity followed and I needed an escape from campus. I 

was traumatized by a lot of things during that time and felt alone in 

the world. So alone that I found myself in a very, very dark place. I 

had to climb out. Being raped is not a good experience; however, 

being a virgin when date raped…well, that is a double-edged sword. 

So, back to one of many other naïve decisions – out of the 

frying pan and into the fire is where I headed. I started dating a guy 

named Curtis, whom I had met while I was on a photo shoot with 

Earl. I was seventeen by now and hanging out more often in order 

to escape the college campus. It was through Curtis that I met Reg. 

When I found out that Curtis had a girlfriend who was pregnant, 

Reg told me he could treat me better and asked me to go out with 

him. I did, and two weeks later we were married. Yes, you read that 

correctly. I went out on a date with Reg on New Year’s 1988, and on 

Jan 14th, we eloped. I was 18 years old by then and had my first 

child at 19. Getting married before having a baby was a value my 

family had instilled within me, so despite the chaos in my life at that 

time, I felt I had lucked up. I became pregnant shortly after eloping. 
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With my life spiraling in a direction towards nowhere, I left 

college and found myself trapped in an abusive marriage. There 

were many times that I tried to leave. I would end up back at my 

mother's apartment, only to return to my husband and have 

another baby. I thought it would make things better. 

I realized that I had made some questionable choices thus 

far and determined it was time to make a more responsible 

decision in order to take control of my life. So, at the age of 21 – 

and pregnant – I decided to give my family a gift that Christmas 

night. Knowing my family was waiting on the girls and me, I carried 

all that I could from my husband’s house, took a deep breath as I 

stood at a pay phone booth outside in the cold, and made the call 

to my Nanna. 

“I’m not coming over,” I said. “I'm going to a shelter. Merry 

Christmas! I’ll call you later.” 
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Let My Faith Guide You……. 

How to Gain Independence  Some Thoughts by Faith 

Growing Up 

Realize you are getting old enough to fend for yourself and work 

towards self-reliance Determine what you need in order to survive on 

your own, i.e. money/employment and housing 

The first time I realized I needed to grow up occurred after  

being kicked out of my mother’s apartment for the second time. I  

had some of the money that I needed to make ends meet because I  

already had a job; however, I was living with a family friend in New  

Jersey. I knew that I needed to be strategic about the moves I made  

and where I would be headed next. I learned to survive with what I  

had. It was time to put on my "Big Girl Panties" and let go of  

mommy's hand. 

Responsibility  

As often as possible, avoid complaining about the setbacks that may 

occur during your time of growth; get through each event and reap any 

lessons that may be imparted Learn to own up to your mistakes 

Establish a plan for yourself to start living, not just surviving Take advice 

or seek help from others when needed 

My notion of responsibility had come at an early age  

because I was taught to always be better and do better. I would call  

my mom here and there, usually when I was down and felt as if I  
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wasn't getting anywhere in life. A part of my mother was always  

inside of me – we made our mistakes and learned from them.  

Surviving was my first life lesson. I wanted and needed better for  

myself and was in fear of living on the streets. 

Priorities 

You may lose friends during your journey to grow up Ask yourself 

what's more important: hanging out, smoking, drinking or getting your 

life in order Choosing between school and employment 

  I took courses in interior design before securing a job. I tried  

to go to school, but I came to realize I only had the resources that  

my mother was kind enough to give to me. After those courses  

ended, I opted to focus on work so that I had my own money for  

food, clothing, and a place to stay. I never had time to hang out  

because I wanted more for myself, and, unfortunately, I lost friends  

once I realized they weren’t there when I needed them the most.  
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Journal Your Experience Think about your life, your situation, and how 

you arrived there. Write down the root of the issue. Be honest! 
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