My Destiny of Strong Will

By Tiffany Gray-Vaughn, age 17, Bullhead City, Arizona

Tiffany won second place in the Bullhead City, Arizona contest, organized by the Unity Church of the Mohave Valley and funded by an astounding fifty community and corporate sponsors. Tiffany is currently a senior at River Valley High School. She works thirty-two hours a week at the local Ace Hardware store and has won two promotions at work. Tiffany intends to go to college when she graduates, and Ace has offered her a scholarship if she studies advertising. Tiffany loves to write, so she plans on being an English major.

“You must do the thing you think you cannot do.” —Eleanor Roosevelt
You gain strength, courage and confidence by every experience in which you really stop to look fear in the face. You are able to say to yourself, ‘I have lived through this tragedy. I can take the next thing that comes along.’ You must do the thing you think you cannot do.” Often times I have mused over what these

inspiring words by Eleanor Roosevelt truly meant. After a great deal of thought and experience in my life, I have come to believe that these words were speaking of courage, strength and confidence. For some, that strength, that strong will is determined only through trials. For me, that strong will determines my life.

During the first twelve years of my life, I was exposed to a world of hard-core drugs, hurt instability, and absolutely no hope. My father died before I was born from injuries sustained in a car crash. After that my mother went on a drinking binge; she started craving guys’ attention, so much so that she lost all sense of respect and began to sleep around. Not long after that I was born. In my mother’s eyes,

I was a mistake, not from the men she was sleeping with, but from the man she lost. I don’t remember much about how I survived through the first six years of my life, but I can emember the next six being horrific.

From the age of six till about twelve there were times I recall sleeping at some stranger’s house, scrounging for food, trying to survive on the streets of Las Vegas without becoming some man’s interest or being killed. The most vivid memory I have of living with my mom, the times that I did, was a period when we were at her friend’s house. A guy grabbed her breast. The next thing I remember was my mom and another man beating the guy over his head with a steel pole. The things I saw as a child living and growing up on the streets of Las Vegas were things I would never want anyone to see.

Going to school at that age was very difficult. My mother was rarely ever around to help me like a mother helps their child. Most moms make lunch for their children to take to school, but no, not my mom. I was the one who dressed myself for school, the one who carried the burden of responsibility. Many days I wouldn’t even go to school. The days that I did, I had to fight to get myself there. Then I had to fight the hunger because I didn’t have money to eat, well at least not till I got out of school. Not until I could find someone to give me food. After days and days of battling this, I found things constructive to do, like roller blade or bicycle. A lot of times I had to borrow things, such as a bike from a friend, or even sometimes guys

that my mom “got with” would feel sorry for me and buy me a toy of rollerblades. That was sometimes a blessing.

At the age of thirteen, I found that running from the problem of an abusive alcoholic mom was not enough. Sooner or later something

had to be done. The hour approached when my last resort was talking to the police. When I did, the answer to my prayers came true. I was moved away from my mom and put into foster care. My mother was no longer to be part of my life; sadly enough I have to say I did love her, but I wouldn’t miss what she brought to me.

September 20, 2001 was the day I was adopted and probably the happiest day of my life. But, things started out a little rough and only continued to get rougher throughout my freshman year. I started getting into heavy drugs almost like I did when I was in sixth

grade; not only that, but I was ditching school and not particularly caring about anything.

It wasn’t till my sophomore year when I finally decided I was too strong to throw my life away on stupid things like drugs and partying. Since then I have been clean, as well as an A/B honor roll student. I have won many awards in speech and debate. I have accomplished things I would’ve never thought to come true even in

my wildest dreams, but they have. They have come true because of the greatest characteristic of the greatest part of me: strong will.

