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Introduction
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Education is a journey filled with challenges, triumphs, and transformation. From IEP to EdD is a testament to perseverance, resilience, and the power of education to shape one’s destiny. This book chronicles my journey from having been placed in special education in middle school and having an Individualized Education Plan (I.E.P.) to earning five degrees including a Doctor of Education (Ed.D.) degree, defying expectations and breaking barriers along the way.

For students, parents, educators, and anyone who has ever faced academic struggles, this book serves as both a roadmap and an inspiration. It highlights the obstacles I faced as a student who dealt with challenges early in life and provides insight into the support systems, strategies, and mindsets that can lead to success.

My hope is that by sharing my story, I can encourage others to embrace their own unique educational paths, understand the value of persistence, resilience and tenacity and recognize that limitations do not define one’s potential. No matter where you start, success is within reach with determination, guidance, and an unwavering belief in oneself.  Let’s embark on this journey together.
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Chapter 1

younger years
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Growing up in a household with seven siblings placed a heavy burden on my parents. My father, a man shaped by life’s hardships, had only a fifth-grade education, while my mother left high school in the 11th grade to pursue her dream of becoming a nurse in New York City.

My father was a serious man with firm beliefs about masculinity and rigid ideas about a woman’s role in society. Born in 1916, his traditional mindset reflected the era he came from. In contrast, my mother, born in 1937, was 21 years younger. She was quiet and levelheaded, but when necessary, she had a sharp tongue that could cut to the core.

My parents met in New York, a city full of opportunities, where they both worked odd jobs to make ends meet. Eventually, my father secured a stable job with the city. He had been married before and had six children from his first marriage. From what I’ve heard, he was no stranger to women, a fact that added complexity to his life and our family dynamics. 

I remember my mom sharing stories about my father and his days of running the streets of New York. Back then, in the big city, many dreamed of fame and fortune, and for many uneducated Black folks, the streets seemed like the only way to achieve it.

She would reminisce about how he spent his time with friends, hustling in the streets and pool halls. As a kid, I thought that was the ultimate way to live, I admired the hustle. I suppose, as people say, I inherited my street smarts honestly.

One thing my mom always emphasized to my siblings and me was the importance of taking care of one another. “We are all we have,” she would say. That was true then, and it’s just as true now.

My father was born in Flat Creek, Alabama, and had a younger sister. According to my mother, after his mother passed away, him and his sister left home to escape their abusive father.  I know very little about my father’s side of the family because we were never connected with them. I never met my paternal grandparents or my father’s sister.

My mother was born in South Carolina and later moved to New York after being denied opportunities in the healthcare field due to her ethnicity and lack of formal education. She had a sister from her biological father but was raised by her mother and stepfather from a young age. My grandmother and grandfather instilled in her the values of independence and self-sufficiency.

As a result, our family had very few extended relatives and learned early on to rely on one another for support and survival. This foundation of resilience shaped our generational growth.

Growing up as the youngest sibling meant getting roughed up a lot, not just by my brothers and sisters, but also by the neighborhood kids. Because of that, I quickly learned how to take care of myself.  While I never bullied anyone who didn’t deserve it, I made it a point to stand up for the smaller kids in the neighborhood against those who tried to intimidate them.

From an early age, I had a lively and sociable personality. I was well-liked, energetic, and, as people often said, cute. One of my earliest memories is from preschool, which was located in the middle of the projects. While the other kids napped, I would talk and play instead. Looking back, I realize that my habit of defying the rules in school probably started early because of the strict discipline I experienced at home. I always wanted to be the center of attention.
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