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My name is Tiffany Lamela, and I currently live at 229 East 96 street in 
Brooklyn, NY. I haven’t always lived there, so let me take a minute and walk you 
through my journey. I was born to Max Lamela and Thedra Iverson on February 1, 1981. 
At the age of 2, my father was granted custody of me. Due to my mom’s substance abuse 
issues, we relocated to Panama City. For the next 15 years, I lived with my grandmother 
who I consider to be my mom. Living with my Grandmother was a blessing. I have so 
many memories that are mostly good ones.  
 

There is one traumatic one experience that will live with me for the rest of my 
life, and I believe is the reason why my father and I didn’t get along for years. At the age 
of 5, I was molested by my father’s girlfriend. Until this day, I could still relive that 
moment. After that experience, my fairytale life took a drastic change. My relationship 
with my grandmother never changed, but the relationship with my dad was taunted. I 
blamed him for what happened to me. Most of my friends that I grew up with thought I 
had the perfect life – because I went to private school and shopped every weekend. What 
they didn’t recognize was the big void that was not being filled. Regardless of who tried, 
I missed my moms and my father. My grandmother would show up for family day, but it 
was very odd. Because all my other friends had their parents there, and I didn’t for years. 
This drove me crazy but I overcame it. 
 

As a child growing up, I never experienced incarceration, but as an adult I was 
placed under custody once. I was later released with a misdemeanor. It’s funny how the 
lack of knowledge could really traumatize us and keep us in the dark. Sometime ago, I 
applied for the 911 operator position. I faced a hard reality that taunted me for years. I got 
to the office to speak with my investigator. I was informed that I passed everything, but 
they were not able to give me the job because I had a misdemeanor. This drove me crazy. 
Here It was, because of A mistake I preventing me from pursuing – what I thought was 
my dream job. For many years after that, the thought of getting a job didn’t cross my 
mind. In my eyes, no one would employ me because I had a record. Silly me! In 2008, I 
was given a chance to work for a nonprofit organization that worked with all the DOE 
schools and parents. The objective of that job was to bring awareness to parents about the 
ins and outs of the school district and their rights. That was a door opener and it also 
brought me hope. 
 

The thought that I could help others and bring awareness to them truly motivated 
me. I stayed at that job until 2012. During the Great Recession of 2008, the organization 
was forced to lay off all its staff due to lack of funding. Once again, I was at a standstill 
and depressed because I did not know where my next break was going to come. In 2013, 
thanks to a close friend of mine, I was able to acquire a job as a preventive worker. While 
in this role, I realized my passion. I help troubled teens stay home instead of being 
remanded into the custody of ACS. A total eye opener, and I realized what God had put 
me on this earth to do. My passion for helping teens evolved and succeed was my true 
calling. After working there for 2.5 years, I landed at GMACC as an outreach worker.  
 



Securing a job with GMACC was a blessing in disguise, and I’m thankful for the 
opportunity to work there. That’s where I truly began to understand the nuances of the 
system and how it stigmatizes our teens. I made a vow to continue to break the cycle and 
help my own kind succeed. I’m currently the Director of Crisis Management and Wrap-
around-Systems at GMACC. My goal is to continue to help and empower my staff to 
assist and empower their participants. My current long-term goal is to start my own 
nonprofit that works with teen girls to empower them and guide through their journey as 
they become young adults. 
 

In regards to the prison system, I believe that there is no justice and they use that 
against our kind to keep us defeated. What do I mean by defeated? For many years, I 
could never get a good job because I had a record which is what society puts out there. 
The prison system is a business that the dominant culture uses to keep Blacks oppressed 
and defeated. It is a tool used to dismantle the mental state of Black people. 
 
 


