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ADVANCE PRAISE FOR I  HAVE A VOICE

“ In I Have a Voice, Tyler Williams taps straight into the heart of  

success through the account of real life failures. By examining the 

stories that makeup his voice, Tyler gives you the freedom to ex-

plore and build confidence in yours. You will find yourself drawing 

inspiration and application from every page. From beginning to 

end, this book will refuel you and give you a new call to action: Find 

your voice and thrive in it.” 

- BILLY BOUGHEY

 President and Director of Experience at Elevate Live Events

“ If you’ve ever succumbed to frustration over not figuring life out; if 

you’ve ever felt lost in the crowd or that life has somehow past you 

by, this book is for you. Written from first hand experience, Tyler 

unveils his story and insights into how to find your voice and, along 

the way, stand strong and use it to influence others.”

– DR. TIM ELMORE

 GrowingLeaders.com 

“ In some aspect of your life, you still need to find your voice to 

express your true feelings. This book will challenge, empower, and 

equip you to take that bold step in making sure the world hears 

your voice!”

– DR. JARROD SPENCER

 Sports Psychologist, Mind of the Athlete



“ Everyday I am learning what my voice is and how it can help others. 

Tyler has documented his journey with authenticity, which will only 

help you in finding your voice and has encouraged me to share mine.”

– JEFF SHINABARGER
 Founder of Plywood People and Author of Yes or No

“ In his new book — I Have a Voice — Tyler delivers his story with raw 

honesty and intense courage, helping you discover who you are, 

while showing you how to amplify your voice. Read this book.” 

– JOHN SOWERS
 President of The Mentoring Project

“ Tyler Williams looks honestly at his experiences and how he has 

transcended his own challenges, and provides some inspiration and 

wisdom in the process. The notion of happiness being a choice is one 

Williams expresses throughout this work and underlines in his pas-

sages about his experiences in auto racing. He writes candidly about 

his own dreams and frustrations as he pursued a professional racing 

career. But rather than dwelling on circumstances outside of his con-

trol, Williams shows how the power of one’s voice and one’s self-defi-

nition depends on how one reacts to these circumstances. And there’s 

a dignified victory without a checkered flag in that discovery.”

– CHRIS DYSON 
 Two-Time IMSA / American Le Mans Series Champion, Dyson Motorsports



“ The story of our lives is an incredible journey and it’s often filled with 

random moments of sheer terror counter-balanced by moments of 

indescribable serenity. To live a good life, learning from people like 

Tyler is essential. Everybody can take away dozens of valuable life 

lessons from him that can improve their situation, their relation-

ships, and overall well-being. Tyler is living an incredible story. Now, 

you can too. Your story matters.”

– BRIAN FLEMING
 Author, Speaker & CEO of TakeBackYourLife.ME

“ Tyler’s journey to find his voice is a familiar one. When I began my 

comedy career I had to find my voice and how I best connected 

with an audience in a way that was true to me. If you’re looking to 

make an impact with your voice, read this book. It has everything... 

wisdom, humor, adventure, nouns, chapters, and even sentences.” 

– AARON CHEWNING
 Comedian, Social Media Influencer

“ Whether speaking before senior high students in a large group set-

ting or one on one, Tyler challenges students to a new level of dis-

covery. It has been remarkable to watch Tyler live out his story and 

bring it to these pages. Anticipate a book to encourage you and 

your students as well.”

– KEN HUNSBERGER
 High School Administrator



“ Knowledge is power, and the application of that will make you more 

successful. Learning therefore is one of the most important things we 

can do to raise our own bar. In his book, Tyler Williams shares his own 

process of doing exactly that and it can help you to learn more, too.”

–“MAMA” JAN SMITH
 Owner, Jan Smith Studios



10

I H A V E A V O I C E

 TABLE OF CONTENTS 

 FOREWORD . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P16

 INTRODUCTION . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P18

1 CHANGE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P22

2 WHAT’S NEXT? . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P30

3 NEVER NEVER LAND  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P38

4 CLAIM THE DREAM  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P44

5 BELIEVE IN YOUR SIGNIFICANCE  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P50

6 YOU MAY LOSE HOPE. .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . P54

7 APATHETIC  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P60

8 GOING PLACES  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P64

9 VICTORY LANE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P72

10 DEFEAT . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P78

11 QUESTIONING MY EXISTENCE  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P84

12 LEARN TO ENGAGE WITH CONFLICT  . . . . . . . . . . . P90

13 LET GO . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P96

14 ENCOUNTERS OF THE THIRD KIND . . . . . . . . . . . . P100

15 TAKE ACTION  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P106



11

T Y L E R / W I L L I A M S

16 FIND LIFE GIVING MENTORS  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P112

17 CREATE YOUR PATH . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P118

18 BREAK FREE  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P124

19 TEST RELATIONSHIPS . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P130

20 CONNECT . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P136

21 PLAY BIG . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P140

22 IT TAKES STRENGTH . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P146

23 PASS THE TEST  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P152

24 MIND GAMES . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P158

25 CHOOSE HAPPINESS  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P164

26 FIND FREEDOM IN LOVE  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P168

27 LEAVE A LEGACY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P174

 

 CONCLUSION  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P178

 LYRICS TO BELIEVE AGAIN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P184

 ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P186

 ABOUT THE AUTHOR  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . P192



12

I H A V E A V O I C E



13

T Y L E R / W I L L I A M S

T H I S  B O O K  I S  D E D I C AT E D :

TO YOU. 

TO YOUR VOICE. 

KEEP DREAMING. KEEP REACHING. 

LEARN TO BELIEVE. 

YOUR VOICE MATTERS. 
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S O M E  N A M E S  H A V E  B E E N  C H A N G E D  I N 

T H I S  B O O K  T O  P R O T E C T  T H E  P R I V A C Y  O F 

T H E  I N D I V I D U A L S  I N V O LV E D .
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W e have all been there. The “circumstances” of life 

pile up. The clouds roll in. Unconsciously, we hit 

the mute button on our dreams until they fade 

away. What if? What if you could rediscover your 

voice? Or better, have a plan to keep it alive and well? Get ready – 

this book is for you.

Meeting and getting to know Tyler Williams has been a genuine plea-

sure for me. 

First of all, I find it disarming that a man of Tyler’s age is willing to 

be so transparent to his readers. In I Have a Voice, Tyler tells his own 

story of personal growth and self-discovery. His story could be your 

story or mine; what I find so astonishing is his ability to write about it 

from his heart, with a willingness to share so openly from his depths. 

From early-life experiences to where he finds himself today, Tyler 

writes of how he was able to find and refine his dreams and goals, 

how unexpected redirection affected his day-to-day existence, and 

how he gained valued insights that enabled him to restart the growth 

process and continue towards the life he envisioned and longed for.

I believe Tyler’s story is perfect for any reader concerned with his or 

her own station in life, regardless of whether you’re still in school, 

struggling with today’s workforce, re-examining life for a new direc-

tion, or even considering a “retirement-style” existence. Reading I 

Have a Voice may very well enable you to ask the important questions 

in life, the answers for which will open new doors you have avoided 

or feared in years gone past.  As you turn the pages in this book get 

ready for new doors to be opened!

TOM ZIGLAR   /   CEO – Ziglar Inc.
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T his book was born out of frustration. I was at a point in 

my life where I wanted more. My desire wasn’t rooted in 

a demanding “I deserve this!” kind of way — I simply be-

lieved there was more to life than what I was experienc-

ing day in and day out. I was frustrated, and it seemed only natural 

to search for a solution. I went looking for answers, but all I found 

were lists: “Do these five things everyday to have the success you 

desire.” “Here are the three things you must do to find your calling.” 

“Achieve more than you ever imagined in 9 simple steps.” I couldn’t 

connect to those messages at all for one clear-cut reason: I under-

stood how success actually works. 

I had plenty of success in life. Singing in a historic theatre in the heart 

of Atlanta as a child, racing in the NASCAR Weekly Series during col-

lege, volunteering on service trips to Haiti and Kenya, working on the 

set of The Vampire Diaries as a stand-in and photo double, all the way 

to starting my own business helping others develop their emotional 

intelligence. I was proud of every one of those experiences, and I 

knew that none of them were brought about in “9 simple steps.”

Sure, plenty of those lists held valuable truths, truths that if applied 

with consistent discipline would bear good fruit. I couldn’t discount 

their value; I just had little interest in what they had to say. My problem 

was their lack of transparency. They made it all sound so easy — and 

that’s what felt hollow. You see, no great thing has ever been accom-

plished without hard work and sacrifice, with multiple failures sprinkled 

in between the beautiful successes. The books, articles and videos I 

was learning from in my search to find more life in my life were one-sid-

ed. They left out the struggle, the doubt, the fear, and the pain that 

comes with emotional discovery, all of the inconvenient truths that ac-

tually pave the road to success. They left out the real heart of the story. 
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Challenge. Failure. Overcoming adversity. Grit. Determination. Resil-

iency. They tend not to find their way into lists, books, and blog posts 

because they’re uncomfortable — they certainly aren’t sexy — and 

that makes them hard to sell. Nobody wants to read, “The 7 failures 

that will probably make you feel bad about yourself as you try to live 

better.” Still, acknowledging and accepting those not-so-fun parts is 

important if you want to actually get where you want to go. This was 

the biggest lesson I learned along my own journey.

The belief that opportunity is always present for those willing to ex-

plore and take risks in the hope of discovery is a powerful motivator; 

I believe when it’s coupled with an honest lens and a willingness to 

step forward despite the promise of pain, well, that’s when you find 

the success you’re seeking. That’s what I hope to show you how to do. 

This book is for you if you are looking for more life. If the heaviness of 

what you are carrying is weighing you down, if you feel overwhelmed 

and tired; if you are hungry to experience all life has to offer, if you 

don’t even know what you are looking for but you know you aren’t 

satisfied. This book is for you if you’re ready to take that first step 

toward acknowledging and accepting the beautiful successes and the 

painful setbacks that will mark your path through life. 

I’ll be taking you on a journey. My journey. Along the way we’ll stop 

and look at pivotal moments that molded me into who I am. And 

in those moments we’ll dive deeper into what it means for you on 

your own journey. We’ll talk relationships, dreams, beginnings and 

endings, feelings of being lost and alone, and learning to love. We’ll 

share laughs and heartache, joy and pain.

At the end of the day, we are all experiencing a vast range of 
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thoughts. Those thoughts create feelings, and those feelings lead us 

into action. I try to be conscious and aware of my thoughts and feel-

ings so I make the best decisions I can in any given moment. I want 

the same for you. I’ll show you how our stories, passions and inten-

tions create our voices — our very sense of who we are and our ability 

to connect to it. Finding and fortifying our voices is so powerful. It 

awakens what once was sleeping. It strengthens what once was weak. 

And it inspires all of us into action. 

I want to invite you into my life, my story, and how I discovered my 

voice. And I want to invite you to discover yours. 



1CHAPTER 1  /  Change



23

T Y L E R / W I L L I A M S

The first step toward change is 
awareness .  The second step is  
acceptance.

—NATHANIEL BRANDEN

S he turned and walked away. Our last embrace felt strange, 

familiar yet far away. A moment filled with clarity, my senses 

on fire. And at the same time a dull blur washed over me. I 

felt everything. I also felt completely numb. She walked up 

the sidewalk toward her car and that was it. We were over. Just like 

that. How could this moment, the final minutes of our years togeth-

er, feel so… simple? I made my way up the stairs to apartment 217. 

Home. But now it was different. It was comfortable but empty. Quiet. 

A place I never felt so lost. 

Have you ever felt alive in a relationship? 

A look across the room, an assurance in your gut, knowing your 

person is with you, supports you and loves you unconditionally. You 

feel valued and cared for. Knowing you matter to someone else is 

such a powerful feeling. We long for it. We crave it. We make de-

cisions clouded by our desire to feel it. To love and be loved. It’s 

something we live for. 

But what do we do when the relationship ends and life doesn’t feel 

so alive? 
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I met a girl the summer before my fifth and final year of college. 

We’ll call her Amber. The day we met I couldn’t take my eyes off her. 

She was beautiful. Her smile was amazing. But there was something 

more, something deeper. Amber was full of life and laughter in a way 

I hadn’t seen before. I was falling for her before the night was over. 

I wanted to get to know her better. I wanted her to get to know me 

too, and I hoped she’d like what she saw.

Luckily, she didn’t shoot down my moves. Subtle as they were, she 

found them irresistible. Well — maybe not irresistible — but she did 

eventually agree to a first date. And then a second one. And then 

many, many more. Amber awakened me to a life I didn’t know. I had 

always lived my life in an insular way: school, work, home, my family 

and a small circle of my closest friends. I never considered much 

beyond the life I had created for myself. She taught me to enjoy the 

world around me more. We went to concerts and tried new restau-

rants I wouldn’t normally go to. She introduced me to people I’d 

never introduce myself to. Amber pushed me to step outside of my 

comfort zone. 

She was the first person in my life that believed there was more inside 

of me than even I knew or understood. 

I fell in love with exploring the world around me. Before meeting 

Amber I hadn’t pushed my boundaries much. Instead, I found it easy 

to become caught up in my own world and absorbed by what was 

directly in front of me. Amber showed me it was okay to expand my 

world every so often. Even though the friction caused by change was 

sometimes uncomfortable, I was changing. I was becoming a better 

version of me — all because of her belief that there was more to me 

than even I realized. With her help I was becoming more capable of 
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engaging with the world around me and growing my ability to share 

myself with others.

And then things started to change.

Have you ever been challenged by someone to become better than 

what you thought was possible? You want to be better because you 

can feel the weight of what you have to offer the people around you. 

You want to grow as you begin to feel the power of who you are and 

what you have to offer the world. It isn’t because the other person is 

trying to change you; they’re simply showing you the “you” they see 

and inviting you to rise up to meet it. 

It’s a good feeling. It’s also a fine line. What was once fun can sudden-

ly begin to feel like work. At least, it did for us. I remember thinking 

one day it would be easier to go back to what was comfortable, back 

into my inner world. After all, Amber and I were quite the opposite 

pair. I am energized by small groups of friends and time alone. She’s 

energized by people and being together with larger groups. We both 

managed to move back and forth between the two without much 

conflict, but little by little it started to take more work to keep us from 

drifting apart. 

The source of our conflict was how we communicated with each other. 

She had the ability to communicate her feelings in a way that was un-

derstandable. I often failed to communicate what I was thinking or 

feeling. Sometimes it seemed like I didn’t have the words I needed. 

Other times it felt like I couldn’t physically get the words out of me. 

It was as though my voice stopped working when it came to express-

ing the big stuff. Instead, I tried to show Amber how much I cared 

about her. I planned date nights and dedicated more time for her. I 
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thought, “Surely she’ll understand how much I love her when I do all 

the things she likes!” But my efforts still missed the mark. My messag-

es didn’t land. And our communication gap gradually expanded until 

it became something bigger: a disconnection.

In time, it was clear Amber was not receiving what she wanted out of 

our relationship. She knew and understood that what made her feel 

loved was language: more affection and affirmation. Things I often 

forgot. And when she reminded me, I turned to defend myself. I 

reminded her of the efforts I made, all of the things I had done to 

show her I cared. The things I thought were important. This cycle 

continued for years. 

I never intentionally set out to hurt her. But over the course of time, 

my insecurities continued to push her away. My default mode in con-

flict was to immediately connect what she wanted to how I was de-

ficient. I’d think, “Well, she wants me to do something I can’t do. I 

guess I’m not good enough.” 

Time has a way of wearing on you. When the beginning of a relation-

ship is so charged and beautiful, it’s not easy to accept the “lived in” 

version it becomes. I was tired. I was run down. She was tired. She 

was run down. We both wanted a strong relationship. We just didn’t 

know how to find our way there.  

After years of dating, we were headed toward marriage or goodbye. 

I wasn’t prepared for what would come. Within three weeks I moved 

across town to a new community, Mawmaw, my grandmother died, 

of complications from heart surgery, and the week after we lost 

Mawmaw, I broke up with Amber after dating four and a half years. 
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She wanted to keep working on our relationship. She wanted to 

marry me. I wasn’t sure. She told me the decision was mine. In the 

end, I did what I felt was right for me. That’s how we ended up in our 

final embrace on the sidewalk in front of my new apartment. It’s how 

I watched her car turn the corner and take her out of my life. How I 

ended up alone in my too quiet home.

Here we go. Spin cycle. 

Loss, confusion and frustration all kicked in at the same time over the 

days and weeks that followed. My world was completely turned upside 

down. My sense of community, family, and relationships were all in a 

state of change; they were taking my sense of who I was with them. I 

felt like I was in a tailspin, grasping for solid ground and finding none. 

I started to look at the rest of the world I had created. “How did I get 

here?” I wondered as my outlook soured on every other sphere of my 

life. I didn’t feel connected to my job. I couldn’t name a single passion. 

I could only think of what I used to love: singing, racing, serving others. 

But those things were gone from my life. At the center of everything 

was ending my relationship with Amber. I knew we were both respon-

sible for the breakdown of our relationship but I couldn’t immediately 

own what my role was. It was too early to make sense of it all. 

And so I began searching for a solution. Over time, as I peeled back 

the layers of my own emotional world, I came to understand the 

answer I was seeking: I had lost my voice. I was so removed from my 

own sense of identity and connection to my passions that I couldn’t 

fully engage with Amber’s. I was too afraid of my own vulnerability 

to open myself to her acceptance. I didn’t love myself enough to 

love her in the way she needed. If I had been confident in who I was, 
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my voice, I might have been able to fully engage her in communica-

tion. I could have listened to her concerns, understood where she was 

coming from and validated her experience. Rollo May, an American 

psychologist, said, “Communication leads to community, that is, to 

understanding, intimacy and mutual valuing.”

That is what I was longing for. Community with the one I loved. Inti-

macy. Being known. I knew my time with Amber was up, but I wanted 

to make sure I didn’t repeat the same mistakes. With the help of 

some friends and guides along the way I began to understand just 

how important it would be to find my voice.

Relationship conflict became a catalyst for my journey back to my 

identity. Change was coming. 
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2CHAPTER 2  /  What’s  Next?
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When you’re surrounded by people 
who share a passionate commitment 
around a common purp ose,  anything 
is  p ossible.

—HOWARD SCHULTZ

“ I have no idea what I am supposed to do. I have to figure it 

out,” I found myself thinking. Have you ever had this same 

thought? I’m betting you have. And you’re not alone. I work 

with high school students all the way to senior adults and ev-

eryone at some point asks, “What am I supposed to do now?”

Fortunately for you and I, life isn’t something we have to “figure out.” 

That thought may be unsettling to you but it’s true. And I promise it’s 

a good thing. Life isn’t a book we can pick up and immediately flip to 

the page containing the right answer. Life is a journey. 

Go ahead and roll your eyes. We need to get that out of the way. 

Cliché or not, life is a journey, and its twists and turns take us places 

we could have never imagined. There will be beautiful, awe-inspiring 

moments cemented into your memory. Like the first time you laid 

eyes on the vastness of the Grand Canyon or the moment you fell in 

love for the first time. And there will be tragic, painful experiences 
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carved into the highlight reel of your life too. Those moments on your 

journey are your story, the very foundation of your voice. 

Your voice is who you are. Yes, it’s an audible voice heard by the ears 

around us, which we use to communicate and connect with others. 

But there’s more to it than that. Your voice expresses your desires and 

needs. Your voice holds your greatest fears and your highest hopes. 

It can tell your deepest truths, whether you are willing to speak them 

or not. Your voice is powerful.

Your voice is the cornerstone you build your life around. 

When the foundation is solid, you stand strong in the most difficult 

times. When the foundation of who you are is weak, you crumble 

when the challenges are great. 

Your voice is power. 

When the connection to your voice is strong, you will feel strong. 

Solid. Confident. Yet most of us move through life unplugged. We 

watch the movements of others who are connected to the fullness of 

their voice and wonder why we can’t have the same. 

Imagine you’ve just walked out of the Apple store after purchasing 

your first iPhone. Your heart is racing. Excited is an understatement 

as you tear open the box. All you have to do is turn on the phone 

and you’re off!

Hours later you stare at the blank screen, dejected. Your phone is 

dead. You’re confused and don’t know what to do. What happened? 

Where did I go wrong? Then your brother walks into the room. 
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“It’s dead,” you say, holding up the phone. “Doesn’t work anymore.” 

He picks up the phone, checks it for damage, and pushes a few but-

tons while looking around the room. Suddenly, he moves over to the 

box lying on the floor and grabs a white cord. He’s got your attention 

now. What is he doing? You watch as he sticks one end of the cord 

into what was once an amazing machine, now a shiny paperweight. 

He then sticks the other end of the chord into the electrical outlet in 

the wall. Intriguing. 

“Hey dummy, you have to charge your phone,” he says with a con-

cerned laugh. 

Yes, this scenario is a little ridiculous. Everyone knows how to power up 

a phone, right? But what if we extend this analogy to how you live your 

life? You are a beautiful, powerful person who is capable of anything 

and fully connected to your voice. But slowly your energy starts to 

drain — maybe you aren’t even aware of it at first. You disconnect from 

your voice, your true source of strength and you eventually lose power.

This is how we live. Unplugged. We coast through life asleep, unable 

to get back to full power. Our family, friends and co-workers experi-

ence a fraction of the person we are. Our gifts and strengths become 

stifled, kept under lock and key. Our voices are unknown. And it can 

all happen without us even knowing it.

You see, you and I, we only know what we know in any given moment. 

Without education and experience it’s impossible to navigate every 

situation thrown your way. It’s crazy to believe you wouldn’t know 

you have to charge a phone to keep it operational. But at some point 

in your life someone taught you that fact. If they hadn’t, how would 

you know? Every piece of understanding had an introduction — a 
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moment when you were totally clueless and had to figure out what 

to do next. It’s a universal experience; something every last one of 

us has gone through time and time again. No one can expect you to 

know everything and be prepared for all life brings your way. And yet 

I’m willing to bet you put that expectation on yourself. I know I did 

(and sometimes still do).

I certainly wasn’t prepared to navigate the complex situations thrown 

my way. Nor was I willing to allow myself the same compassion I 

would so readily show others. It wasn’t until I reconnected with my 

voice that I was able to “power up” enough to be kind and patient 

with myself as I took the next step down my path.

So if your voice is your power source, as fundamental to your life as a 

charger is to an iPhone, then how can it feel so difficult — impossible 

even — to find and reconnect to it? I don’t have a simple answer for 

you (are you noticing a theme here yet?). Your past, your current situ-

ation and a million other things may be holding you back. Or maybe 

it’s just one thing: 

Fear. 

Fear of being rejected, turned away, left alone. Will I be loved if I 

really let people see me? Will people hate me if they see all my flaws? 

Maybe, but without the risk, I’ll never find out. On the flip side, we 

fear our true potential. What if I offer my best self and I stand out? 

What if people notice me? Won’t people hate me if they can see all 

my gifts? I’ll be too good. We feel afraid, so we pull back. And in 

doing so, we keep ourselves from growing.

I thought for a long time life is fixed. You’re born with what you have, 
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certain gifts, strengths and weaknesses. It wasn’t until I began to un-

derstand my voice that my view shifted. I realized life is not fixed. We 

all have the ability to change, grow, and adapt. In fact, our journey 

will require that we do. The trick is to do that while staying true to 

who we are, our values and the people around us. Only your voice 

can give you the power to face your fears and grow into each new 

stage of your journey. 

In my mid twenties, I was stuck. I wanted to know my purpose, my 

calling. I knew I had one. I felt it. But, I had no clue what it would look 

like to find it. I loved motorsports, music and people. I had a lot of life 

experience but still felt there was something missing. 

I realized I was searching for the final destination in everything I was 

doing. I didn’t care to explore. I wanted to show up and have what I 

wanted. I bet that resonates with you too. You want to wake up and 

know the right path. Unbeknownst to me, I had begun a search for 

my voice. What I found shocked me. I wasn’t “ready.” But, I couldn’t 

turn back. 

The first steps I took once my voice began to awaken were invigorat-

ing. I was scared and excited. I was seeing more in each experience I 

was having. My voice was asking me to step out on a new journey of 

self-discovery and self-reliance. I knew I would encounter opportuni-

ty, resistance, and much more. I told myself not to be afraid.

SO WHAT’S NEXT?

Commit. I want you to commit to finding your voice. You have been 

called. That feeling in your gut hasn’t gone away for a reason. It’s time 

to step out of your routine and into the journey of your life.
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Don’t worry if you feel lost right now. Your voice is real. It’s tangible. 

You can touch it. You can taste it. Look in the mirror. You can see it. 

You hold the answer to your voice. The first step is willingness. Living 

life abundantly requires a commitment. I believe you have what it 

takes. I believe in your story. I believe in your voice. 

When I began the search for my own voice, I kept focusing on what 

was ahead of me: “What do I want? Who do I want to be? Where is it 

that I’m trying to go?” It took me some time to figure out that I was 

facing the wrong way. I had to look backward into my past if I was 

going to move forward into my future. In order to find my voice, I had 

to remember what it was like when I was fully connected to it. I want 

to take you back to the beginning. When I first had a dream. I want to 

take you to Never Never Land. 
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3CHAPTER 3  /  Never Never Land
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S o come with me,  where dreams are 
born,  and time is  never pl anned.  Just 
think of happy endings,  and your 
heart will fly on wings,  forever,  in 
Never Never L and.

—J.M. BARRIE, PETER PAN

I used to think of Never Never Land as an escape. A place people 

would go when life was boring or became too much to handle. 

Like Peter Pan, escaping from reality to a place only he was able 

to imagine. 

I like escapes, creating a place only I know of, where I can do what-

ever I want and be whomever I choose. As a creator, those moments 

of escape are nice. But, unlike Peter, I can’t live in that kind of Never 

Never Land forever. My family needs me, my friends need me, I have 

a job, bills to pay, and commitments to keep.  

Not long ago, I had dinner with friends. Two couples both with two 

kids, each with a third on the way. The scene was the kind of gentle 

chaos that comes when the kids (nearly) outnumber the adults. After 

dinner I had kids climbing on me, messing with my hair, giggling in 

delight. That’s when it hit me: This is it. This is their Never Never 

Land. These kids decide they want to do something in the moment, 

and they do it. Mess up this guy’s hair? Yes! Start a game of tag? 
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Okay! Play superheroes? Let’s go! Time has no bearing for them. They 

react immediately and go for it. Happiness abounds. These kids were 

full of joy, living in the moment. It wouldn’t occur to them to live any 

other way. At least, not yet.

I so often find myself wondering how to live in the moment like that. 

I mean, I haven’t forgotten. I do live in the moment. Just not as often 

as I’d like. Most of my time is spent making plans and preparing for 

what is next. Always thinking one step ahead. Plans, plans and more 

plans. Being an “adult.” I bet you can relate. 

Like me, you may wonder how we can live in Never Never Land 

without living a life of illusion. As adults we have responsibilities. 

We have commitments we’ve made to family, work and friends. And 

it might be weird if we start climbing over co-workers and playing 

with their hair. 

Still, I can recall one of the purest experiences of my life. It was a 

moment when I was in full connection with (and fully charged by) 

my voice. 

I was 11. 

My heart pounded in my chest. I was anxious. Four thousand people 

stood between the door and me. My friends and I were seconds away 

from skipping down the aisles of Atlanta’s historic Fox Theatre. I was 

ready for show time. Dozens of practices and hundreds of hours of 

my life were spent preparing for this moment. The conductor brought 

the orchestra to life; Joseph and the Amazing Technicolor Dreamcoat 

had begun. 



41

T Y L E R / W I L L I A M S

I hurled myself down the aisle, skipping and laughing until I reached 

the stairs on the side of the stage. Right on cue I hit my mark. I sang. 

I danced. I performed. And I loved every minute of it.

A few hours later I was walking out the side stage door to meet my par-

ents. In the blink of an eye our big debut was over. I was mesmerized 

by the whole experience, the beauty of the theatre, the actors who 

brought the story to life, and most of all my friends who shared the 

stage with me. The Fox Theatre was a place where dreams came true. 

Mr. Bill, my middle school choir director, opened the door to this 

experience for us. He made plans for us to audition for the show. He 

prepared us for the audition over the course of a few weeks and on 

the day of the audition we expected to be chosen, not out of cocki-

ness but confidence. 

Zig Ziglar said, “You were born to win, but to be a winner, you must 

plan to win, prepare to win, and expect to win.” 

I first learned this idea from Mr. Bill, although he didn’t put it in those 

exact words. He taught the art of true performance. This, I believe, 

is our link to Never Never Land and living fully in the moment. When 

we’re worried, tired, frustrated or feeling a host of other things, fear 

stirs and bubbles until it takes over. It holds us back from fully expe-

riencing what is happening around us. True performance allows us 

to enter into the moment without worry because we know we have 

done everything in our control to prepare for the best outcome. 

Imagine what would happen in your life if you planned, prepared and 

expected to win. Not just in sports but on the stage, in the workplace 

and most importantly in your relationships. Transformation. A flame 
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of desire ignited. Hope. Commitment. The world needs you. 

I believe you have everything you need to be a true performer. Not 

every performance will be perfect, of course. You will succeed some-

times. You will fail at other times. But even in failing, you will have 

gained invaluable experience. Experience is worth gold. True per-

formers know this. Now you do too. 

A few weeks after the final show, I realized the cast and crew were 

performing as their actual job. I knew this before, but this time 

something clicked. The men and women of Joseph were a band of 

brothers and sisters in a traveling circus moving from city to city to 

entertain people. I couldn’t believe they got to call each day work. 

I had to find out how they did this. Lucky for me, I would have the 

chance to find out.
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4CHAPTER 4  /  Claim The Dream



45

T Y L E R / W I L L I A M S

All our dreams can come true.  If  we 
have the courage to pursue them. 

—WALT DISNEY

W ith a solid week of performances under us, the 

production asked our choir to return a year later 

when they made another stop in Atlanta. 

As excited as we all were, there was almost never a second run of 

Joseph at the Fox Theatre. On April 15, 1996 around 5:00 A.M., a fire 

alarm went off at the historic Atlanta theatre. A fire had broken out 

in the roof of a neighboring restaurant. Flames gutted the restaurant 

as well as the office space used by the theatre. Fortunately, by mid–

morning, the fire had been put out. The theatre was saved. 

There was, however, a significant problem. Opening night for Joseph 

was April 16th; just one day after the fire broke. Smoke and water 

damaged several areas of the theatre. Upon our arrival, the distinct 

smell of smoke filled my nostrils. Crews hurried to remove traces of 

the thousands of gallons of water that poured in as fire crews worked 

relentlessly to save the theatre. 

It was no small feat for the men and women working to be able to 

restore the theatre to operational capacity by show time. It was the 

kind of impassioned effort that only comes from truly loving what you 
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do. But, the show was on. We had a job to do, another occasion to 

sing, to dance. One more chance to live a dream.

By week’s end, the show was coming to a close. After one of the 

last performances, the main cast would come down to the basement 

of the theatre for a cast party. What an opportunity we would have 

to connect and interact with such talent. They’d take time to grab 

photos and talk to us about their experience. As a kid, you know 

famous actors and athletes from seeing them on T.V. Honestly, I’d 

never heard of the actors we were meeting, but I didn’t care. They 

brought the crowd to their feet every night, show after show. That 

was special. And I got to learn from them. 

I asked one of the performers, “How do you make it as an entertain-

er?” She cut straight to the point. “You need an agent.” I thought to 

myself, “An agent? Okay. I need an agent.”

I jumped in the car with my parents after the show. “Mom! I need 

an agent.” Without showing even a tenth of my excitement she 

replied, “What?” Obviously she was not at the cast party. “I was 

talking to a girl in the cast tonight at the party. She said I needed 

to get an agent to get a job like hers.” My mom gave me a puzzled 

look. I don’t think she thought much of me having an agent. Not be-

cause she didn’t believe I needed one. We weren’t a show business 

family. She didn’t know any better. I never got an agent, but that 

didn’t throw me off of what I now believed was a calling — or as I 

think of it now, my territory.

Steven Pressfield, in War of Art, writes, “We humans have territories 

too. Ours are psychological. Stevie Wonder’s territory is the piano. 

Arnold Schwarzenegger’s is the gym. When Bill Gates pulls into the 
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parking lot at Microsoft, he’s on his territory. When I sit down to write, 

I’m on mine.”

Steven was speaking my language. When I was on stage I was in 

rhythm, rhythm with the music, my cast mates and the audience. Ev-

erything seemed to be in perfect position. While I lacked confidence 

in my overall abilities as a performer, I was excited and energized by 

performing. I was in my territory. 

I found myself dreaming about this territory and what it could mean 

for my future.

We all have dreams. Maybe you’ve forgotten or lost your dream, much 

like waking from a sleep and forgetting within seconds the amazing 

story you were living while your mind and body repaired itself. 

Dreams are the beginning of all things. They’re a vision for something 

yet to exist. A feeling and desire yearned for. They come in all shapes 

and sizes: big, small, deep and wide. Dreams move us, compel us to 

create and help us bring new life to being. Everything we do begins 

with a dream.

I was sharing this idea with a friend and he pushed back a little. “I 

don’t know that everyone has a dream,” he said, totally taking me 

aback. I so fully believed everyone has a dream that my heart began 

to beat faster in response to his words. I said, “Really?! You truly 

believe that?”

He replied, “Well, I just don’t think everyone has a big specific dream 

like you and knows what they want to do.” 
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Ah, now we were getting somewhere. He thought by talking dreams 

I meant everyone had to have some big audacious dream, and if they 

looked back far enough into their childhood they’d find clues to their 

destiny. Yes, there is wisdom in the past — especially if you can draw 

upon your past experiences to help you reconnect with your voice. 

But I’m talking about today. Right now, where you are. 

What is it that you want to do? What are you going to choose from this 

moment on? Slow down for more time with family or friends? Make a 

plan and work toward a college degree? Get a little more sleep? Write 

a book? Start your own business? Build healthier relationships?

The future is bright. Opportunity is waiting. Everything in your life from 

the moment you were conceived to this very second is meant for you, 

preparing you, steadying you for what is to come. Are you prepared?

The last night of Joseph was special. I hadn’t fully understood the 

weightiness of the previous year, being able to entertain thousands 

of people. It’s funny how another year and a different perspective 

can bring light to what was once hidden. Once our pre-show rou-

tine wrapped we made our way through the basement, up the stairs, 

taking our final position before show time. I stood in the lobby silently 

reflecting on all we had accomplished. 

“This is what I want to do,” I thought. “I want to be an entertainer.“
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5CHAPTER 5  /  Believe in Your Significance
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Passion rebuilds the world for the 
you th.  It  makes all things alive and 
significant.

—RALPH WALDO EMERSON

D reams flow from significance. I’ve hardly known anyone 

pursuing a dream that didn’t believe in its value, from 

losing 10 pounds to becoming an orthopedic trauma 

surgeon. If you don’t first believe that what you’re 

doing is significant, who will? And if what you’re doing isn’t important 

to you, how will you sustain the energy you need to continue with it?

I walked into the entertainment industry as a kid after years and years 

of singing in a choir. When I first started singing as a young boy I 

never would have dreamed I’d be singing on a major stage a few 

years down the road. Sometimes dreams happen like that. You get 

caught up in something you love and open doors appear out of no-

where. Other times you want something so bad but those doors of 

opportunity never seem to present themselves. 

Greg “Chipper” Harvey works as the VP of Corporate Sales for Bris-

tol Motor Speedway, one of the most iconic racetracks in the United 

States. Chipper told me his dream originated when he was a college 

student. He said, “I wanted to work in sports marketing after school. 

I knew that is what I wanted to do for my career. I sent in resumes. I 



52

I H A V E A V O I C E

interviewed. I did everything I knew to get a foot in the door. But I 

wasn’t offered a job.” His efforts got him nowhere.

How many of us would have given up? Yet Chipper was resilient. He 

had grit. He was determined to work in sports marketing. Six years 

later, with hundreds of resumes submitted and interview after inter-

view, he continued to fight for his dream. During one memorable 

interview he was asked flat out, “Why should I hire you?” Instead 

of giving in with a cookie-cutter response, or mumbling something 

self-deprecating, Chipper replied, “If you hire me, I’ll do everything 

I am able to help you.” In essence he said, “I’ll help make you sig-

nificant.” And he closed with, “If you don’t hire me, I’ll be out there 

doing this job for someone else, helping them build their business.”

The man saw Chipper’s desire and determination. He hired him. That 

was just the beginning. Now Greg “Chipper” Harvey can look back 

and see how his dream came to fruition because it was significant 

enough to him to keep him driven, despite years of setbacks. He 

could hear his own voice all those years, cheering himself forward 

toward his heart’s desire. 

So do your thing. 

As a 12-year-old I wanted an agent. I didn’t get one. I didn’t get mad 

at my mom. I didn’t hate her. I kept moving forward. I later changed 

schools, which forced me to leave the choir I loved. I was starting 

over. It wasn’t easy, but I didn’t let those setbacks deter me from 

doing what I loved. I sang at home. I even sang in class. Some people 

might have thought I was a bit weird as I sang ballads while working 

on math problems. So what? I was doing my thing. 
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You’re here hoping to find your voice, the core of who you are. To 

do that, these are the foundational questions you must begin to ask. 

What do you love? What makes you come alive with excitement? 

What do you hope for? What are you good at? What did you love 

to do as a kid? Has anyone ever, even in passing, made a comment 

about how good you are at something? What makes you wake up 

with excitement in the morning?

Far too many people are sleep walking today. Waking up, hitting 

snooze eight times before rolling out of bed tired and disengaged. 

Life has little meaning. And for them, why should it? They’ve nothing 

to live for. So they stay asleep. Sleep walking zombies has become an 

epidemic. Maybe you’ve been there. Maybe you’re even there today. 

That’s okay. Your past doesn’t define who you are. Your today doesn’t 

define who you are. 

What would tomorrow be like if you were to wake up excited and 

hopeful? How would you experience the world around you if you felt 

the impact of your own life? People seeing you, thanking you for who 

you are, the way you care for others, praising you for the way you 

affirm friends and co-workers. Would you wake up inspired? Would 

you feel like offering more of who you are?

Your job is to take a step. Then another. Follow the thread of your 

voice as it leads you. Even just tapping into those excited “awake and 

alive” feelings is a step toward your voice and your dreams. It’s crucial 

to strengthen that connection in any small way you can, for not only is 

your voice the source of your power, it is the source of your strength 

when you start to lose hope.

You are significant. You are meant to be. You have a voice. 



6CHAPTER 6  /  You May Lose Hope
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We are what we believe we are. 

—C.S. LEWIS

A ll too quickly my dream of being an entertainer slowed. 

In the middle of it all, I lost hope. My desire was as 

strong as ever but the truth was, I was missing the 

big show. A few months after the last performance of 

Joseph, I was in a new school with new teachers and friends. For 

reasons unknown to me now, I didn’t join the choir. Maybe all the 

newness was overwhelming. 

I did make friends with two guys who played guitar. They’d prac-

tice during breaks at school. Music was powerful to me. I loved the 

sounds and the voices behind the music. I loved what it stirred up 

inside of me, even if I was only practicing during the lunch hour. But, 

I was missing opportunities to grow as an entertainer. I realized I 

sometimes hesitate to take the action required to make my dreams 

become a reality. I knew I needed to create opportunities to perform. 

But honestly, I was fearful. Working in a choir is easy. You can hide 

the imperfections of your voice within the crowd. As the lead man, all 

eyes are on you. There is no hiding.

One day, a friend threw out the idea of putting together a small show. 

I quickly said yes.

Oprah once said, “Do the one thing you think you cannot do. Fail 

at it. Try again. Do better the second time. The only people who 
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never tumble are those who never mount the high wire. This is your 

moment. Own it.”

While my teenage self might not have phrased it as elegantly as 

Oprah, I thought, “This is my moment. I am stepping out on the high 

wire. I am going to own it. We’re going to make sweet music and get 

all the ladies.” Well, maybe everything was true but the last part. 

The guys arrived with their gear. Danny and Steven playing guitar, 

John on drums with me on vocals. The living room turned into a 

makeshift arena. The stage was set. The show was on. 

Now, if you’ve ever seen a pro like Taylor Swift in concert you know 

her show takes months of planning and weeks of rehearsal to nail 

down the performance. She doesn’t go out unrehearsed. She even 

practices her hair-flips. My guys and I, however, decided to try a new 

method. Little planning. No rehearsal. At school we hastily chose 

three songs from the band Local H. The plan was for each man to 

learn his parts and then we would come together to play the show. 

It’s amazing what sounds like a good idea at 13 years old. 

I had listened to the songs we were set to play a dozen times. I knew 

them. Three songs. Ten minutes. 

I gave myself a quick pep talk. “You’ve got this, Tyler! You CAN DO 

this.” With reluctance I walked to the microphone. Taking my place, I 

looked out to see a dozen sets of eyes staring at mine. I was leading the 

band. My voice would bring to life the notes my friends were about to 

play. Music rumbled through the speakers. I counted my way through 

the intro. I lost track of where I was. I was thinking too much. The guys 

rolled through the intro again. My mind raced a million miles an hour. 
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“Don’t screw this up again,” I thought. The second time around was 

still a little messy, but I got into the verse without a problem. 

Cruising through the chorus I felt uneasy. In seconds my world began 

to crumble. I forgot the next line in verse two. I repeated a line not 

knowing where to go next. Danny gave me a death stare. I could tell 

he was thinking, “Dude! What are you doing?! You are screwing this 

up. Get it together!” It was awful. I was panicking. Things were falling 

apart fast. I didn’t know the words to this song much less the other 

two. I couldn’t do it. I did the only thing I could think of. I walked away.

Life moved in slow motion. The band continued to play as I sped out 

of the room. In a haze I propped myself up against a doorway, shat-

tered. Danny, Steven and John sounded great. I blew it. I failed. I was 

ashamed. I wanted to be anywhere else but right there. 

“I’ll never do that again,” I said to myself. 

Too risky. Too vulnerable. Like an avalanche taking down everything 

in its path. I wouldn’t make a fool of myself again.

Can you relate? What was it that made you feel stupid, embarrassed, 

rejected, exposed? We all have something somewhere. We either use 

those moments to move us forward, offering wind to the sail, or we 

let them slow us down like an anchor thrown into the sea.

I wish I had Oprah to lean on in that moment. To have her assure me 

everything would be okay. “You will be okay. You’ll get up from this. 

Next time, you’ll own it. Things will be better.” Instead, my self-talk 

told me the opposite: 
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I’ll never do that again.

If only I’d have known the power of the statement I just made. Where 

was Oprah when I needed her?
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7CHAPTER 7  /  Apathetic
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I  think…you still have no idea the 
effect you can have.

—SUZANNE COLLINS, THE HUNGER GAMES

I n one failed moment I became even more shy and quiet than I 

already was. “You’re really shy around people you don’t know,” 

one friend told me, “but you’re really outgoing around people 

you do know. You’re ‘shy-polar!’” I laughed at what she said be-

cause it was true. And what was behind my shy-polar movement? 

Fear of what people would think of me. 

Have you ever let your perception of events shape who you are? How 

would your reactions change if you were fully confident in your voice, 

in your identity? I wanted to fit in. It seemed if I never “messed up” I 

would always fit the mold. I was nice. I was helpful. I cared for others. 

I gave of myself for everyone else. 

In my shyness I made an effort to hide from the world. If no one really 

knew me they wouldn’t have the chance to criticize me. I was protect-

ed. Or so I thought. In reality, I was feeling exposed. Afraid of what 

people would think of me if I messed up. Whether they were spoken 

or written, words had assumed enormous power over me. 

Yearbooks signified the end of the school year. I couldn’t wait to ex-

change them with friends, writing short notes about our year togeth-

er. I’d anxiously wait to see what friends wrote. Guys were simple and 

straight to the point.  I wondered what the girls would write. Would 
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one of my crushes indicate anything resembling interest in me? These 

are the things I needed to know. 

During my 10th grade English class, I handed my yearbook over to 

my teacher, Mr. Lumm. Toward the end of class my yearbook made its 

way back to me. As I read it, confusion rushed over me. 

“Even though we have not talked a lot, I still know that you are listen-

ing and taking stuff in and that you are not apathetic. I look forward 

to talking with you and getting to know you better next year.” My 

next thought, “Wait, what does apathetic mean?”

The bell rang. I flew to my locker and grabbed my Webster’s dictio-

nary. I thought I had a pretty good vocabulary. Apparently my vocab-

ulary wasn’t as good as I thought.

ap.a.thet.ic
/,ap ’THedik/
adjective

A lack of feeling or emotion; or a lack of interest or concern. 

Confusion subsided. My worry abated. He was telling me he saw me. 

I wasn’t invisible. Learning what he meant opened my eyes. It hit me: 

vowing never to sing in front of people again had affected how I 

showed up for the world. 

Don’t be apathetic. 

Recently I read Choose Yourself by James Altucher. He writes about 

literally choosing yourself and throwing your efforts and energy into 
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supporting your cause. That if you don’t, nobody else will. As a stu-

dent, employee, spouse (basically whatever role you play in life) you 

have to choose yourself. Believe in yourself. Know you are the differ-

ence maker in that role. It all starts with you.

Altucher’s words reverberated within me when I read them. If I still 

had dreams inside of me, no one else was going to come in and yank 

them out of me. I had to take the first step, which meant not being 

apathetic, not sitting back and waiting for life to happen. I wish I had 

his words 15 years ago. They would have saved me from worrying 

about my future so much. He expanded my thinking. For that I am 

grateful.

Mr. Lumm did the same for me back in high school. If he saw me, I 

mattered. If I mattered, I still had something to offer. I just had to 

figure out what was next. How would I find a way to share my voice 

with the people around me if I was no longer willing to sing? It’s not 

like waking up to find a magic carpet and a lamp beside your bed. 

Rub the lamp three times and out pops a genie bringing forth great 

plans — Nope!

It was time to begin a new journey, to discover new things.  If I had 

one thing going for me, at least I wasn’t apathetic. 



8CHAPTER 8  /  G oing Pl aces
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Only those who will risk going to o 
far can p ossibly find ou t how far 
one can go. 

-  T.S. ELIOT

M r. Lumm sent me on a journey. I didn’t know where 

I was going or what I was doing, but I was going 

to do something I truly cared about. I hadn’t sung 

in public in four years. What had been a prominent 

part of my life was now only a memory. It’s a weird thing to say good-

bye to a part of yourself. You let go but it still feels like it is always 

there. I hadn’t done much reflection to understand it all. I just kept 

moving forward. 

A new search was on. I had to connect to something bigger than me. 

Something that would make my spirit come alive. When I looked at 

my life, there had always been another love: speed. Going fast was a 

thrill. Motorsports captivated my attention.  

My grandfather (my mom’s father) died when I was 10. He was 64. 

Gone too early, after smoking claimed his lungs. He’d let me help him 

work on cars. I learned what it meant to truly care about work as a five 

year old. I would cling to the bumper of a car, straining to peer under 

the hood as he tuned an engine. I wanted to be like him. 

My uncles followed in his footsteps. Danny and Ricky both became 

mechanics. My curiosity kept me connected to the work they were 
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doing. Cars and trucks offered people freedom to go to and from 

work, to move their families from place to place. They were helping 

people solve problems in life. What noble work.  I wanted to help 

people too.

Have you ever had the privilege to help someone who is great at 

what they do? It’s a little intimidating isn’t it? Sometimes very intim-

idating. Anytime I was around my uncles I wanted to get my hands 

dirty. I never wanted to disappoint them. 

Taking a car that was not working and making it new again was cool. 

The work wasn’t always fun and rarely glamorous. Often it was chal-

lenging. But what good thing doesn’t challenge you to become 

better every day?

Danny and Ricky both loved cars. More specifically, they loved fast 

cars. During the 60s and 70s they took old cars and fixed them up 

to make them fast. By the time I was in high school they had moved 

on from streetcars to mud drag racing. (Think drag racing then add 

a little mud. Okay, maybe a lot of mud.) Engines roaring, nitrous 

oxide spraying into the air as cars staged at the starting line. I sensed 

danger. It was thrilling. Cars and trucks racing full throttle, fire and 

crashes inevitable. I was in love. 

Racing is one of those things you either love or hate. There isn’t much 

of an in-between. I was on the loving side. While in seventh grade a 

friend of mine, James, asked if I’d like to go to a NASCAR race with 

his family. “Yeah,” I said. I had seen NASCAR on TV, but I had no idea 

what I was getting myself into. 

Traffic on race day was insane. Inch after inch we crawled down high-
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ways 19 and 41, south of Atlanta. Atlanta Motor Speedway was our 

destination. Once we arrived at the speedway, my mind exploded. 

I’d never seen so many people in one place. Thousands of cars, over 

a hundred thousand people all in one place for one thing. NASCAR. 

Flags of all shapes, sizes, and colors flew from every window, tent 

and camper the eye could see. Charcoal grills billowed smoke high 

into the sky. My senses were charged. We were at the biggest circus 

I had ever been to. I couldn’t compare it to anything I’d ever seen. 

The green flag dropped at noon. Forty-three of the best drivers in the 

world thundered past us. Innovation and ingenuity flying by at 200 

MPH. “Wouldn’t it be amazing to drive one,” I thought. 

What does a 12-year-old do when they want to drive a racecar? What 

would you do? Do you think of it as a childish pipe dream we all have, 

but rarely make possible, or do you go full throttle giving all you have 

to achieve the dream? At 12, I still believed music was in my future. 

So how could I think I’d ever drive NASCAR?

There is a place and time for everything. Moments implanted to 

memory. Holding space until the right time. Music was alive in me at 

12. One year later, it was gone, cleared out to make room for some-

thing new. 

From my first race experience onward I watched a lot of NASCAR 

on T.V. For two years that’s all I did. Racing was an interest that soon 

became a passion. I began to read magazines about racing. Stock Car 

and Circle Track magazine taught me the basics, where drivers came 

from and how they got started. 

Two common themes stood out. One, all race car drivers start at an 
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early age, some as early as five years old. Two, it seemed they either 

drove sprint cars or late models before they made the jump to one of 

NASCAR’s premiere divisions. Within each of those groups there is a 

progression from go-karts and quarter midgets, leading you step-by-

step to bigger and higher horsepowered cars. By this time I was 19 

years old, 14 years behind in my development as a racer according 

to the magazines. 

There weren’t any local tracks racing sprint cars full-time. My decision 

was made for me. Late model racing would take me to NASCAR. I only 

had to figure out how. I wasn’t exactly rolling in sponsorship dollars. 

For two years I had been bugging my mom about racing. Each year I 

was met with resistance. But let me tell you, persistence pays off. 

What started as a dream became my reality.

As I continued to educate myself on racing I came across an article 

where they mentioned a local race shop I didn’t know existed. Taking 

initiative, I made a call to the shop. I introduced myself to Jimmy 

Garmon, who at the time was the general manager of Cornermaker 

Chassis. I explained to him over the phone I had never raced before 

but I wanted to go late model racing. I asked him if he knew of any 

cars for sale. He said, “In fact I do. There is one sitting in my shop now 

that’d be great for someone just getting into racing.” 

He didn’t need to know I had no idea how I would make this happen. 

I was so close to racing I could feel it. I had a wild card in my pocket. 

It was time to play. I sat with my mom and laid my cards on the table. 

William P. Williams, my dad’s father, was my wild card. For a number 

of years after I was born, he and my grandmother purchased a small 
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amount of Wal-Mart stock in my name. It wasn’t a large amount for 

any given year but after a decade, coupled with Wal-Mart’s growth, it 

was a lot. Close to $20,000. 

My original plan had been to use the money for a honeymoon or 

down payment on a house. Racing changed those plans. I had a 

car waiting for me at Cornermaker Chassis. Better still, Jimmy had 

agreed to teach me how to tune the car and prepare it for the race-

track each week. 

I figured with the Wal-Mart stock money, I could buy the racecar and 

have enough left over to buy a 24-foot trailer to transport the car to 

and from the shop and the track, plus all my tools.

This is where persistence paid off. I said, “Mom, look. I know I am 

asking a lot. I know we can do this. I can be the next Jeff Gordon. But 

I need your help.” I presented her with a weekly budget for making 

it to the track each week. Depending on where I placed at each race, 

my race winnings could help supplement the costs. But, being new to 

racing, I couldn’t guarantee we’d finish anywhere but last. I said, “If 

we can finish mid-pack each week, we can average enough winnings 

to keep us going week to week.”

Reluctantly, my mom agreed. My dad’s business, Suwanee Dental 

Care, was going to be the primary sponsor for Tyler Williams Racing. 

As much as she said yes to my dream, I think she agreed because she 

loved cars just as much as I did. Cars were in her blood too. I called up 

Jimmy and made arrangements to purchase the racecar. A week later 

I had a car, trailer and all the racing tools I needed to hit the track. 

Our first test went well. Jeff Gordon, I wasn’t… at least, not yet. Spin-
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ning out several times opened my eyes to the difficulty of driving a 

stock car. My competitors had several years or more of racing experi-

ence and thousands of laps under their belt. I had one day of practice 

and 100 laps. 

Then it was time for my big debut.

Lanier National Speedway, a 3/8-mile short track, is where I made my 

racing debut. A number of NASCAR legends have spent time turning 

laps around its tight bullring. We committed to a race in mid-Au-

gust to make my debut. Why we chose the hottest weekend of the 

summer, I don’t know. With my fireproof underwear, firesuit, helmet 

and gloves, I felt like I was going snow skiing in freezing tempera-

tures. Except there was no snow and the temperature was well into 

the mid-90s. 

The car had been unloaded. My guys were setting tire pressures and 

getting the car set up for our first practice session of the day. A man 

parked next to us and came over to introduce himself. That’s nice, I 

thought. He asked, “Where you been running?” I told him, “Oh, this 

is our first time out.” With little shock he asked, “What’d you drive 

before the late model?” Confidently, I stated, “Nothing. This is my 

first race…ever.”

I think I saw terror in his eyes. His son was the point leader and here 

I was, a rookie in every sense of the word, about to share the track 

with veteran racers. He had every right to be nervous about a newbie 

showing up. We’re not talking bats and balls here. We’re talking life 

and death. Trust has to be earned among drivers, and I understood 

that fact. I was eager to pay my dues and earn their trust. 
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I went to school that night. I felt like I was riding around instead of 

racing. Making laps, staying out of the way, I was lapped twice. It was 

not the day I wanted. 

Signing up for the long haul, I had to prove to myself I had what it 

took to become great. To prove to the fearful I belonged, that I was 

worthy to share the racetrack with legends. 

One day you wake up and your dream is no longer a dream. It is your 

reality. You’ve made it, at least the first step. Only now the dream be-

comes bigger, grander. New goals come to light. I was racing NASCAR. 

I was going places. This was the beginning of something great.

 



9CHAPTER 9  /  Victory Lane
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If you believe in yourself and have 
dedication and pride – and never quit, 
you’ll be a winner. The price of vic-
tory is high but so are the rewards.

—PAUL “BEAR” BRYANT

A call came over the team radio, “Caution, caution. Back 

her down.” I gently rolled out of the throttle with my 

right foot and quickly applied pressure to the brake 

pedal with my left foot. I stole a glance in my rearview 

mirror to confirm everyone behind me was relayed a similar message; 

there was caution on the speedway. The pace car raced onto the 

track, assuming its position in front of the leader. My heart pounded 

out of my chest. 

My car had never driven so well. For the last 30 laps I had been glued 

to the rear bumper of the race leader, Jamie Stephens, Jr. in the 17. 

I’d fly down the straightaway and tap the brake as I began to arc my 

car down into the corner. I started my turn a little later than Stephens 

in order to create a wider arc, helping set the car up for a straighter 

launch off the corner. As my car rolled to the center, I would stick the 

nose of my car under Stephens. I’d jump into the throttle, working to 

get a run on him going down the next straightaway. Stephens was no 

rookie. He knew I’d have trouble making the pass if he could keep 

me pinned down. 
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If I weren’t gentle enough I would accelerate too quickly and break 

traction, causing the car to slide or “get loose.” Four years of hard 

work and we were so close. It’s here where everything comes to-

gether — the struggle, the frustration, all of it building towards this 

moment. You’ve given everything you have to learn, to grow into 

what you’ve always dreamed. I had to ask myself, “Will you lose it 

now or is this just the beginning?”

My spotter came over the radio, “You’re doing a great job out there 

tonight, bud. Keep it up. You’re faster than the 17. You know what 

you need to do. Clean those tires off real nice and get a good restart. 

Let’s take this thing to victory lane.” His reassurance strengthened my 

resolve to make it happen. I radioed back, “10-4. I’ll see what I can 

do.” My team and I had run over 40 races, battling for the opportuni-

ty to take our number 87 Chevrolet Monte Carlo to victory lane. I had 

seven laps to make my dream come true. 

I had to make my move early or else the 17 would pull away. I rolled 

the steering wheel from left to right, left to right quickly, in order to 

clear off any debris that may have stuck to the hot rubber on our Hoo-

sier Racing tires. As the pace car made its way off the track I closed to 

within inches of the bumper of the 17. We rolled through turns three 

and four; the flagman releasing us with a wave of the green flag. I 

nailed the throttle and as soon as my foot hit the floor I shifted into 

high gear. We roared into turn one. 

I made a look to the inside but couldn’t get my car into position. En-

tering turn one with six to go, I got a nose under the 17. As I got back 

in the throttle we made slight contact. The touch was enough to get 

the 17 a little loose. We drag raced into turn three. I was far enough 
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under him through the center of turn three that was all I needed. I had 

the preferred line coming out of four. I made the pass. 

We were going to victory lane. Or so I thought. As we crossed the 

start finish line, another caution waved. Tension mounted. A late race 

caution is the last thing you want to see. In a split second, everything 

you’ve worked for could be gone. A bump and run, where you knock 

the car in front of you out of your way, is all it takes and the race is 

over for you. I calmed myself and prepared for the restart. 

I came over the radio and said to my crew, “Pray for sticky angels on 

my tires for this restart.” 

Going green, I sped down toward turn one. The car drove effortlessly. 

Without another caution I knew the win would be ours. The final four 

laps were nerve-wracking. But with each corner I pulled further and 

further away from the 17. Coming out of turn four, I saw the flagman 

waving the white flag. Kyle, my spotter, came over the radio, “One to 

go, one to go.” One more lap. Hold it together one more lap. That’s 

all I had to do. I looked up and saw the checkered flag waving. I threw 

my left hand out the side window and pumped my fist as I crossed 

the finish line. 

We had won our first race in the NASCAR Weekly Series. 

I never imagined it would take four years to celebrate a win with 

my team but we finally did it. We were winners. I made a victory lap 

and drove my car to the front stretch victory lane. My crewmembers 

were waiting for me. As I unhooked my HANS Device, helmet and 

seatbelts my crew began reaching in the car congratulating me on 

driving a great race. I climbed out of the car and stood tall on the 
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edge of the window. I threw my hands in the air with a huge smile on 

my face. There were hugs and high fives all around as we celebrated. 

I was overjoyed. 

Who would have imagined after race one more than four years ago 

we’d actually make it to victory lane? I was a 19-year-old kid with no 

racing experience.  To the average person, I had no business step-

ping into my dream. But, I didn’t believe in average. I believed in 

destiny. I believed in greatness. I believed in me. 

That’s where it all starts. A belief. Being able to look yourself and 

every person in the eye with confidence, knowing you belong. Even 

if the others aren’t believers. We were like a lost puppy on day one. 

Fearful and afraid. No one would have believed we’d be winners. 

Until this point, each race was a new opportunity and a new day to 

find our way. Searching for ever-elusive speed on the track. Compet-

ing in a sport where one tenth of a second is the difference between 

victory and fifth place. I had to remember what Thomas Edison said, 

“When you have exhausted all possibilities. Remember this: you ha-

ven’t.” When we were tired and beat down, we kept going. Because 

we believed there was always just a little more. It was our job to find it. 

It took longer than I ever planned and hoped for but we found our 

way home. We found our way to victory lane. 
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Satisfaction lies  in the effort,  not 
in the at tainment,  full effort is 
full victory.

—MAHATMA GHANDI

I rolled over and hit the snooze button, hoping to catch a few 

more minutes of sleep. My head spun as I thought of all the hard 

work my team and I had put in over the last few years. I threw the 

covers off the bed. I had to get going. Hickory, North Carolina 

was calling. She was beautiful in the fall. Golden brown leaves swept 

over the highway as we left the hotel. 

We made a stop at Chick-Fil-A. A chicken biscuit and hash browns were 

in order for the day to be a success. After racing in the NASCAR Weekly 

Series for four years, I was on my way to test a NASCAR East Series car 

at Hickory Motor Speedway, “The Birthplace of NASCAR Stars.” 

We entered the track through turn one. I was filled with a nervous 

excitement. Mike Calinoff, a veteran NASCAR spotter, and NASCAR 

Sprint Cup Series driver, David Stremme, were on hand to help me 

get the car up to speed. I hopped in the passenger seat of David’s 

truck to take a few laps around the track. He showed me the preferred 

line through the corner. More importantly, he shared how the heavier 

car responds to braking and handling as you roll the car through each 

turn. His advice gave me confidence. 

CHAPTER 10  /  Defeat
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My first run was about getting comfortable. I wasn’t there to break 

track records. This was an opportunity to learn and test my skills. 

After ten laps on the track I pulled onto pit road for a small adjust-

ment to the racecar and advice from Mike. The second session I was 

a lot more comfortable. I felt the difference in the chassis adjustment 

and my lap times were improving. One thing I was proud of was my 

consistency. I was within a tenth of a second of my previous lap time, 

lap after lap. 

I was having the greatest time. With one more session to go, I felt I 

had impressed Mike with how quickly I got up to speed. My last run 

was only two-tenths of a second off David’s fast time from earlier in 

the morning, a big difference in the racing world. For my first time in 

a bigger, heavier car with 200 more horsepower, I was proud. 

A few days after the test, I received a recommendation from David 

that said, “I would have no reservations in recommending Tyler 

to any car owner or sponsor. He is a smart driver who has a ton 

of talent. I am going to follow his progress over the next several 

months.” I knew I was going to make it as a NASCAR driver. I was 

more confident than ever. 

I had several opportunities lined up for the following season, but 

there was a major challenge in front of me. I had to bring funding. 

Our annual budget for the four years prior had averaged $25,000 per 

year. We won an average of $12,000 each year. My dad’s business 

provided a majority of the funding for our annual budget. Our fami-

ly-owned team was roughly $13,000 per year out of pocket, a lot of 

money. I had an uneasy feeling in the pit of my stomach about our 

ability to take on much more cost. 
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I had three options in front of me: begin to travel weekly in a super 
late model, run the NASCAR East Series, or run the ARCA Series. 
The budgets were in the neighborhood of $200,000 per year for 
super late models, $500,000-$750,000 for the East Series, and over 
$1,000,000 for ARCA. 

I was unable to secure funding. With no funds to race, I didn’t know 
what to do. I was a 23-year-old with no idea how to sell six and sev-
en-figure sponsorship deals. I made cold call after cold call with no real 
plan. I was clueless. If you received a voicemail from me back then, I am 
sorry. Hopefully, I at least gave you a good laugh for the day. 

A few months after the successful NASCAR test, I sold my race team. 

My racecar ended up in Louisiana, my trailer ended up in North Car-
olina and the rest of my tools were left scattered all over the South. 

I was left in a tailspin. I didn’t achieve the goal I had dreamed about 
for a decade. I felt so strongly about NASCAR. The racing, the 
people, everything about it was special to me, and now it was gone. 
I had failed. 

Every waking hour NASCAR crossed my mind and I had to run it off. 
It didn’t matter anymore. I wouldn’t be a driver. There was no use in 
letting it consume me. Without NASCAR I was nothing. Who would 
I be? I was no longer Tyler, the racecar driver. I was Tyler…just Tyler. 
Just me. Ordinary. I wasn’t okay with that. 

Have you ever lived a dream for a while only to see it eventually fade 
into the distance? Were you able to transition with purpose after that 
or did the loss of your dream wreck you? I saw my dream fade away. 

I was wrecked. 
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My focus was on the wrong thing.

Epicurus, a Greek philosopher said, “Do not spoil what you have by 

desiring what you have not; remember that what you now have was 

once among the things you only hoped for.”

Epicurus was spot on. In my mind, nothing I had done mattered be-

cause I didn’t obtain the prize. I was measuring my success in the 

attainment of the dream, not in the effort. Five years earlier, racing 

was my dream. And here I stood having run over 50 races with 2 

poles, a victory, 19 Top 5’s, and 36 Top 10 finishes. For someone who 

had never turned a lap until a week before race one, I had lot to be 

proud of: Myself. My team. All my friends and family who supported 

me each and every week. 

We gave our maximum effort every time we set foot on the track. 

That was our success. There was our glory. We see glimpses of glory 

in major feats from NASCAR championships to Grammy Awards. 

What we don’t see are the thousands of moments connecting effort 

to the glory of those we celebrate. Each moment a celebration of 

success. Each setback giving them pause and a chance to regroup for 

the next attempt. 

My voice was awakened through racing. On and off the track I felt 

alive. I had a sense of purpose. I was on mission. Without racing I had 

no clear mission or purpose. 

My voice was lost and David Stremme never had the chance to follow 

my progress. 
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Before I  can live with other folks 
I ’ve got to live with myself.  The one 
thing that doesn’t abide by majorit y 
rule is  a  person’s  conscience. 

—HARPER LEE, TO KILL A MOCKINGBIRD

H ave you ever questioned your entire existence? As 

though without the one thing you’ve wanted and 

dreamed of you have no significance? The life dreamed 

of gone, leaving you empty. 

Have you ever thought life could never be better than it was?

I have. 

A few months after selling the last of my race team, I sat empty. Life 

lost its meaning. I didn’t recognize the man I saw in the mirror. I was 

gone. I couldn’t hear my voice. It was gone too. Sold with the race 

team. I would never be who I thought I was. 

Have you felt the same, sometime, somewhere?

Viktor Frankl was born in Vienna, Austria to a Jewish family in 1905. 

During World War II, he spent time in German concentration camps. 

Frankl chronicles his story in his book, Man’s Search For Meaning. 
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He wrote, “Man does not simply exist but always decides what his 

existence will be, what he will become the next moment. By the same 

token, every human being has the freedom to change at any instant.”

It made sense, what he said. I began to grasp how although he had 

every reason to be filled with anger and rage, he moved forward. 

He held onto purpose. He believed in something greater, a message 

the world needed to hear. In those moments of darkness Frankl was 

faced with one of two choices. He could take responsibility for him-

self and a future only he could hope for, or blame everyone around 

him, even God, for the tragic events unfolding daily before him. 

I found trust in Frankl’s words. Here was a man who had endured un-

imaginable hardship, suffering and tragedy — things far worse than 

anything I had gone through — writing about man having the oppor-

tunity to decide in any given moment what his existence will be. 

I wanted to believe I didn’t have choices. That from this moment for-

ward everything else would have less value than before. Frankl didn’t 

provide me that choice. He said I had a choice and by my current 

actions it was obvious: I was choosing this life, life resigned to being 

less than average, to being a failure. 

My purpose was gone, so I thought. 

Rather than take responsibility for not securing sponsorship, I made 

excuses. “I’m only 23, what do I know? I am an introvert. Who would 

expect me to be able to create a sales opportunity? They simply have 

more connections than I do.” I believed them all, but really I was 

afraid. Blaming the failure on others was easy. I was absolved from 

taking responsibility. 
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There was no plan B. Racing had been the only plan. Bitterness crept 

in. Guys I raced with were moving on. They had family money or con-

nections to major corporations with big bucks. They could write the 

million-dollar sponsorship check. Meanwhile, I was sitting on the couch. 

What was I becoming? Bitter, resentful, ungrateful? Worse — I was 

becoming entitled. Having progressed every year I had expected the 

next step immediately. Yes, we worked hard to get where we were, 

but each level would take even more energy and effort. Pure grit and 

determination. I gave up instead of pressing in. I didn’t like where my 

mind was. Thoughts don’t have to be vocalized to be harmful. Nega-

tive thinking is enough to keep you down. 

I don’t blame myself for not having the awareness of Frankl in those 

moments. He was already a trained psychologist. I believe that in any 

given moment we are doing the best we know how. We only know 

what we know. I didn’t know how to process losing something I loved. 

Racing was gone and I let myself go with it. 

I looked at the end of my racing career much like a college athlete 

looks at their career. They have given everything they have: hours 

spent envisioning, training and playing for as long as their ability and 

body would take them. Once they exhaust their talent, they have a 

choice to move into the real world, taking responsibility and being 

grateful for the opportunity to play at a high level, or shunning re-

sponsibility and blaming everyone else for not making the cut. 

I didn’t show much grace or responsibility in my transition. 

I wandered aimlessly for months. A family friend offered me a job sell-

ing commercial loans for his company. I took it expecting to fail. After 



88

I H A V E A V O I C E

all, I just failed to sell sponsorship for my race team because I had no 

idea how to sell. I had a strong belief that I would never be a great 

salesman. Never was. Never would be. What a great way to kick off 

your first big job out of college, full of negative beliefs about yourself. 

Deep down I hoped I might be able to half-heartedly show up, con-

tribute and bring home a few big deals here and there.  Boy was I 

wrong. As I’ve said before, anything worth doing is going to offer 

challenges. There are no smooth roads to the life you hope to live. 

Being too wrapped up in the past set the pace for everything that was 

to follow. Distraction was my excuse for underperforming — that and 

the U.S. economy crashing in 2008. Again, I was looking for excuses 

rather than taking personal responsibility for how I was showing up.

My identity was lost. I forgot the person I was inside. Identity is 

beautiful when expressed in any given moment, as Frankl assures 

is possible. When held captive with no room for change, identity 

becomes quite the opposite. It’s messy. It’s challenging. It’s uncom-

fortable. The problem with holding your identity in such a captive 

state lies in not recognizing that you are not your current situation. 

Tomorrow is a new day. You will not be where you were yesterday. 

Maybe you’ll still be so close it seems like you’re in the same place, 

but six months, a year, or five years down the road, life is different. 

Your circumstances are new. 

My identity as a racecar driver was locked up in a storage unit in my 

mind. I hadn’t let go. My grip was tight. 

I had been dating Amber for over a year and a half. She had spent 

weekend after weekend at the racetrack supporting me, my habit, 

my dream. With racing out of the picture I was searching for a place 
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to find affirmation and support. With a powerful source of my identity 

gone so quickly I had to find a place for it to land.

In my haste, I handed my identity over to Amber. 
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12
The harder the conflict,  the more 
glorious the triumph.

—THOMAS PAINE

A mber was there for me when racing ended. She lis-

tened to me complain about who was getting oppor-

tunities to move up to the higher levels of motorsports. 

She listened to me whine about how directionless I 

was feeling. With racing out of the picture, my strength was gone. I 

lived for racing, and without it I was lost. Amber strengthened me in 

those days. She believed in me. She challenged me to jump into the 

real world and get started in a normal career. 

I appreciated her confidence in my abilities. It made me feel good. 

Who doesn’t like to know someone who believes in them? It makes 

you feel strong and capable, like you can take on the world. Nothing 

stands in your way. Until you realize you’ve given words power over 

who you are. 

I wanted affirmation. Amber freely encouraged. Everything was 

great. Until we hit that point where she hoped for more out of the 

relationship. As soon as she began to ask for more I felt weak again, 

like I wasn’t capable. It wasn’t like she was asking for the world to be 

square instead of round. She was asking for small gestures that would 

make her feel special. 

CHAPTER 12  /  Learn to Engage With Conflict
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Inadequate. 

That’s all I heard. My identity, my voice, was locked in on what people 

thought of me. I looked for outside validation of my identity. I gave 

people (in this case, Amber) the ability to validate or invalidate who I 

am. In reality, she didn’t invalidate me. I gave her the ability. 

Giving another person the ability to dictate your identity is a power 

that is not theirs to hold. I am the only one responsible for my identity. 

If I knew who I was and what I stood for in life — if I was connected 

to my voice — before ever entering into a relationship with Amber, 

I wouldn’t have had to look to her or anyone else to speak into my 

identity. I would have already known. I would have been able to nav-

igate challenges differently. I would have been more confident in my 

decisions and my actions. I would have operated from strength in-

stead of weakness. Boldness instead of fear. This realization opened 

my eyes — I knew I needed to reconnect with myself.

Once both racing and Amber were gone from my life I realized I had 

an issue with conflict. Just the word conflict stirs up tension in me. But 

the more I searched, I began to see how conflict drives everything 

you and I do. And in order to move my life forward with intention I 

needed to find out why I shied away from conflict.

Every day we encounter conflict. Do I get out of bed this morning 

when my alarm goes off, or do I snooze for 30 minutes? Do I shower 

this morning? Do I workout today? Will I be a nice person today? Will 

I finally talk to so-and-so about that thing I’ve wanted to discuss? 

Conflict scares us.
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I don’t have many friends that would jump up and down with enthu-

siasm over the chance to enter into conflict. The very word conjures 

up images of the Hulk in my mind. Amped up and crazy. Destructive. 

Someone’s going to get hurt, if not physically then emotionally. Few 

of us are able to walk through conflict, engage the discomfort of the 

moment and come out the other side unscathed. We leave broken 

and bruised. 

No wonder. Rarely do we see easy peaceful resolutions. Conflict is 

work. It is challenging and draining. But without conflict we’re left with 

nothing. Conflict engages us, encourages us to do something. And it is 

in the doing where we grow. We change. We move. The life we lived is 

no longer the same. We are different. Scrapes, bruises and all. 

This new journey I had begun was pushing me into conflict. I wasn’t 

clear where I was going. I knew I was going somewhere but the des-

tination was unknown. Really, I’m not sure it’s possible to know in 

the beginning. How could you? You’ve done life one way for over a 

decade and here you stand committed to going another. 

One summer evening after breaking up with Amber I met up with my 

friend, Brad. We met at a local restaurant to catch up and eat some 

wings. It just so happened to be karaoke night. Brad immediately 

threw out the idea of me getting up on stage. Major unease hit me. 

He knew I loved to sing; he had heard me sing in the car for years. But 

I hadn’t sung in front of a crowd in over a decade. 

I was quick to object. 

I’d never sung karaoke before. I wasn’t sure of the process. I brought 

up some great reasons not to do it: “What if I mess up? What if I don’t 
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sound good enough? What if…” on and on and on. Brad gave me 

a raised eyebrow. He easily met all my objections with real answers. 

“It doesn’t matter you’ve never done karaoke. The words are on the 

screen in front of you. They even prompt you to sing. It’s not pos-

sible to forget something right in front of you. And isn’t it obvious, 

most people here sound awful. At worst you’ll blend in. At best 

people will love it.”

He was right. I couldn’t deny the truth. I had to get on stage. I needed 

to break the vow I made at 13. This moment wasn’t just conflict, it 

was demanding me to overcome my greatest fear: sharing my voice. 

My tension was high. My inner conflict raged. Brad helped me see the 

possibilities. But I had to make the final decision: step fully into that 

conflict, or turn around and walk away, hiding my voice once again. 

What would shift in your life if you consciously and willingly  

engaged conflict?

As he neared death Steve Jobs said, “Remembering that I’ll be 

dead soon is the most important tool I’ve ever encountered to help 

me make the big choices in life. Because almost everything – all 

external expectations, all pride, all fear of embarrassment or failure 

– these things just fall away in the face of death, leaving only what 

is truly important.”

I wonder in those last days how this idea shaped his decisions. Like 

never before, he experienced the clarity that only death can afford. I 

wasn’t facing death, although, my fear was alive. I don’t know what it 

feels like to have death as a tool. I can only imagine.
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I didn’t put my fears aside, forgetting them. I stepped up to greet 

them like old friends. Power, they had. Control, they didn’t. I was in 

the driver seat and the light was green. Well, at least it was after a 

couple Jack and Cokes. On a normal day, I wasn’t one to drink much. 

However, this night required liquid courage. I was tempted to order 

another when I heard my name called to the stage. 

For the next three and a half minutes I was Dierks Bentley, singing 

Every Mile A Memory. I was alive. And no, it wasn’t just the alcohol. I 

encountered my greatest fear and met it head on. 

“Stupid, so stupid,” I thought as I walked off stage. “Ten years. Ten 

years!” I couldn’t believe I’d left singing for so long, nor how natural 

I felt once I was back on stage. Like riding a bike. No one can take 

away that night. I’ll hold it with me forever. 

I used to believe conflict was always messy — and sometimes it is. 

But now I see beauty in conflict. Each time we encounter conflict and 

engage our fears we find opportunity. Opportunity to find out more 

about who we are and what we value. Testing ourselves and ultimate-

ly refining us into something greater. Something better.

How would your life change if your expectations, your pride, your fear 

of failure and your fear of embarrassment lost their control over you?

The time had come to let go of all I was holding onto.
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13
Emancipate yourselves from mental 
sl avery,  none bu t ourselves can free 
our minds!

—BOB MARLEY

M erriam-Webster defines normal as conforming to a 
type, standard or regular pattern. A few examples 
are listed for reference. He had a normal childhood, 
these little setbacks are a part of normal life, a 

potato twice as big as normal size, they had a normal, healthy baby 
and finally, normal people don’t react that way. 

Based upon the standard definition, I see how the use of normal in 
those situations is relevant. You can see how type, standard and pat-
tern allow us to define different items. But what I am not clear on is 
who is responsible for creating the type, the standard or the pattern. 

I wonder who created the standard for what a “normal” childhood 
looks like? Who determined what is physically “normal” or mentally 
“normal?” After my night of karaoke I began to question what my 
“normal” was. The “normal” that had worked for years no longer 
served my interest. Hiding my voice from the world placed a damper 
on who I was. 

I felt my voice stirring. Externally, as a singer. Internally, as a man. 
I had value. My voice mattered. What programming did I need to 
rewire in order to fully experience the weight of my voice, being able 
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to offer it up for the world around me? I asked myself these questions 
daily. Some I answered. Most, I left for another day. The question that 
reverberated most was, “Why?” Why did I let a single failed perfor-
mance convince me to abandon something that made me so happy?

Then it hit me: I was trying to be normal. And “normal” meant 
never failing.

If I booked myself another singing gig after bombing the first one, 
I would be running the risk of failing again. Failing repeatedly isn’t 
what normal people do, I presumed. This realization became one of 
the biggest lessons I learned in my journey to reconnect to my voice.

In searching for normal, we miss out on life. We learn to play small. 
Rarely finding the limits of the box surrounding us. How many people 
do you know who wake up every day trying to find their place in the 
world, never quite feeling like they belong? 

Hiding my voice for more than a decade because of one bad day set 
me on a course to play small. To show glimpses of my full voice but 
never all. Going all in would be too risky. Without the ability to ex-
press ourselves we begin to lose sight of our differences, our unique-
ness. Creativity and wonder slowly fade. Innovation grinds to a halt. 
Fear-based living overrides the expression of our natural gifts. 

The truth is — no human is normal. It’s not possible. No one will have 
the same life experience ever. You in the moment, as you are, are a 
brilliant gift to the world. The experiences you have from the moment 
of conception until death will forever be unique to you. You are a 
unique force in this world. You have gifts and strengths carried only 
by you. Some you were born with, and others you learned through 
hard work and dedication.
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It’s out of the desire to find community that we silence our 
uniqueness. 

It’s a case of connection meets need. We crave safety, security and 
acceptance.  Somewhere along the way we realize the connection is 
bad. We realize we’ve sacrificed our voice — who we are, our values, 
our passions — to connect to the group. 

You notice you’ve been wearing masks in your relationships. And as 
you grow older you place more and more masks in your closest, pick-
ing out which one fits for each occasion.

The real challenge comes once the masks come off. Allowing some-
one else to see your true self can be a scary thing. “People will know 
me. They will see me. They may not like me or understand me,” you 
think. Maybe you wear a mask to protect yourself from pain, from 
ridicule, but once you authentically connect with the world around 
you, you realize you don’t want to live any other way. 

You break free from normal, from wearing masks, when you know 
yourself. You know your voice when you know who you are — the 
place where your vision for life and your values come together to sup-
port the life you desire to live. When you have a personal vision for 
your life connected to your supporting values, you begin to walk into 
the power of your voice, the full weightiness and power of your life. 

If you’ve been living a “normal” life and are ready to let go, now is 
the time. Forgive yourself for holding onto “normal.” Let go of what 
no longer serves you and your voice. Stand up and declare today 
is the day. 

You are anything but “normal.” 
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14
Love and compassion are necessities , 
not luxuries .  Withou t them humani-
t y cannot survive.

—DALAI LAMA

M y search for community hit an unexpected road-

block: It was hard for me to communicate openly 

with other people. I wasn’t sure how to navigate 

the muddy waters of interpersonal conflict. Internal 

conflict was a dialogue with myself. That was manageable. People 

threw a curve in the conversation; I had no control over their reaction 

or response. I was navigating in uncharted territory, and it made me 

want to stay quiet.

Talking with friends one night, we picked up a conversation about 

people and how we interact. Almost everyone said at some point 

before they had a difficult conversation they felt crazy, experiencing 

fear, paranoia, rage, sadness and even obsession over how the con-

versation would go. They projected what could be into all the nega-

tive outcomes. They weren’t alone. I often thought of the worst-case 

scenario, just in case. I’d be ready. What a way to set up an already 

challenging conversation.

What if there’s another way? A choice so simple, so profound, doors 

CHAPTER 14  /  Encounters of the Third Kind
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begin to swing open, change happens, movement occurs. Seismic 

shifts you only hoped for begin to transform your world. My friends 

came up with some ideas that night and I believe it’s possible for you. 

I called it an encounter of the third kind.

For the sake of having fun, picture your difficult encounter as a giant 

extra-terrestrial. A really scary looking one. When the alien heads in 

your direction, stand firm. Look him in the eye (or eyes). Hold its gaze. 

Feel what your body is doing. Don’t immediately engage. Don’t run. 

Calm yourself with deep breaths. Now choose to see the alien as a 

creature with it’s own flaws and imperfections. Wait until you feel a 

shift. Feel his power over you release.

Feel the confidence. 

In those short moments you stepped into your fear of what could 

happen. You stood tall, settling into the moment, preparing your 

mind and body for what was right in front of you. Your heart was 

racing and breath was short. You calmed yourself with long, slow, 

deep breaths. You began to see the alien as something entirely dif-

ferent. Instead of a terrifying entity, you saw a living creature. A gift 

to the world. You saw an opportunity. You engaged.

Does it sound too good to be true? Try it. 

Maybe the first time you do this you’ll need to take a time out from 

the conversation so you don’t do or say anything you regret. Or 

maybe you need to urge yourself not to flee out of fear. No matter 

what, test out a new encounter. Maybe it’s not exactly an encounter 
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of the third kind, but it is a new behavior that can move you forward 

to new possibilities. 

Encounters of the third kind are possible even in the darkest mo-

ments. In fact, they are even more powerful in these moments. When 

emotions are high and the meter is pegged. When it feels like every-

thing hinges on one conversation. 

Choosing this new encounter will feel weird. It will be awkward, es-

pecially at first. New is always strange until you become familiar with 

it. Once you see and experience the shift, you will never want to go 

back to fight or flight. You’ll see how much better it feels to step into 

your fear and allow your voice to ring out.

I’m still uncomfortable with conflict directed towards me. Encounters 

of the third kind haven’t erased the challenge of conflict from my life. 

It’s not supposed to. What it does is equip me with a valuable tool. 

A tool meant to help me engage and bring forth my voice when all I 

want to do is run and disengage. I know that if I run I lose an oppor-

tunity to grow, to engage, to make myself stronger, more complete, 

more of who I am destined to be. I need conflict.

Yes, I said it: I need conflict. 

Not the unhealthy, violent or abusive kind of conflict but the kind that 

challenges me. That asks more of me. That pushes me to look for 

more answers than what I have in front of me. I need that disruption. 

Without it I grow comfortable. I set the cruise control. I live a life I’m 

not meant for. 

When you’re faced with an encounter of the third kind — stand, face 
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the monster you fear, accept and engage with compassion. Engage 

with love. 

The conflict you fear won’t be able to squish you. You’ll fast become 

friends. 
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15
Thinking is  easy,  acting is  diffi-
cult,  and to pu t one’s  thoughts into 
action is  the most difficult thing in 
the world.

—JOHANN WOLFGANG VON GOETHE

I stood on the shoreline watching the surf crash. Waves on the Pa-

cific coast of the United States are much larger than back home 

on the East coast. I had never seen waves of any size, having 

grown up a five-hour drive from the Atlantic Ocean and Gulf of 

Mexico. I looked down at the $10 boogie board lying in the sand, 

waiting for me. 

The thoughts in my head oscillated between, “Wow! This is going to 

be amazing,” and, “Oh man, this is going to be so cold.” There was 

a deeper question too, and it longed for an answer: how long until I 

pick my board up and jump in?

I was reminded of Mark Twain’s words, “Twenty years from now you 

will be more disappointed by the things that you didn’t do than by 

the ones you did. So throw off the bowlines. Sail away from the safe 

harbor. Catch the trade winds in your sails. Explore. Dream. Discover.”

I wasn’t going sailing. But I sure was going to explore the true mean-

ing of friendship. I was visiting some friends who lived in Pacific 

Grove, California, a couple of hours south of San Francisco. They 
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were already in the water, waiting for me to join them. I didn’t want 

to let them down so I grabbed my board and charged for the frigid 

water. Water temperatures run from 55 degrees in the winter to 65 

degrees during the summer. Lucky for me, the visit was over Fourth 

of July weekend.  I stepped into the lapping waves. This was going 

to be chilly.

I was all-in, diving head first into the salty water. My body instantly 

ached. My breath was gone, shocked out of my lungs by the cold. I 

used the short paddle out to regain my breath and generate what 

heat I could without a wet suit. I had to catch a wave immediately. 

Sitting still was too painful. My friends and I took turns riding wave 

after wave. Was I freezing, cold and numb? Yes. Was I excited, awake 

and alive? Yes. 

I was alive in action. 

Action creates an energetic response. By choosing to face big waves 

and cold water, I created a story I still remember like it was yesterday. 

All my senses were engaged. Had I chose to sit on the shore I would 

have missed creating such a fun experience. Would I have lived to 

see another day? Yes. My willingness to explore the limits of what 

my mind was telling me helped me discover more about who I am 

and what I am capable of. Small stories like this are how we go from 

moment to moment, day to day. One choice at a time. 

Choices are presented to you every day. There’s no escaping choice. 

I made a choice to enter the water. I took action. I said yes to life. 

In my choice, there was opportunity to engage my senses, to feel the 

world around me. The temperature, the challenge of staying in the 
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water when every part of me said, Get out, it’s cold. My mind agreed. 

Only my heart said, Stay. Take this moment. Experience it fully. 

This may sound childish to you, but think back to a day when you 

were completely connected to what you were doing, in the zone. 

Think about what the scene looked like. What could your ears hear? 

Smell the room and taste the air. Imagine touching what is in front of 

you. Go ahead. Try it. Come back in a minute. 

How’d it feel? Amazing, right? I thought so. We need those memories 

to remind us of what lies out in the world when we decide to get out 

of our heads and take action. To go after dreams. To go on a journey 

to discover your voice. 

Your voice is asking you to make a choice. It’s asking for your partici-

pation. It’s tired of being disconnected from you. Connecting to your 

voice will push you toward more opportunity, more experience, more 

joy, more of everything. 

Saying no blocks opportunity. Saying no repeatedly shuts down 

opportunity.

When I encounter a choice that feels debilitating, I think of explorers. 

Columbus and the Pinzon brothers, Louis and Clarke, Sir Edmund 

Hilary, Shackleton and so many others had a desire to discover, and 

they each took action to move forward. No matter the situation or cir-

cumstance, they understood life required movement. Even in defeat, 

even when turning back in failure, they made a conscious decision to 

keep moving. Action was pivotal to the success of their journey. 

Picture yourself as an explorer standing aboard your ship, watching 
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everything familiar fade away as you set out into uncharted territory. 

The eye no longer sees land. Your destination? Good question, it’s 

known yet unknown all at the same time. Will you achieve what you 

set out to do? There’s no way to tell. Is this the last time you see your 

homeland? Maybe. 

Each person had to believe in the experience, the chance to go on 

a great journey. With no idea what any of them would find along the 

way, the journey was worth it. They made a choice. Action. Move-

ment. Advancement. 

When we choose not to act we never imagine the damage we are 

doing. You might be thinking, “It’s not that easy.” I don’t remember 

a time when taking action towards something important to me was 

easy. Action is work. Action is difficult. Despite the many changes we 

all face, I believe you have what it takes. You have what it takes for 

the journey ahead. Everything in your life has prepared you for now. 

Are you ready?

 



111

T Y L E R / W I L L I A M S



16CHAPTER 16  /  Find Life-Giving Mentors



113

T Y L E R / W I L L I A M S

16
T h e  m e n  w h o  c h a n g e  h i s t o r y  a r e 
t h o s e  w h o  l o v e  w e l l . 

—JOHN SOWERS

L etting go of normal was scary and exciting. Energy was 

moving. Change was happening. I still wasn’t clear on a 

final destination, but I figured movement was better than 

staying in place. Slowly I was on my way. My voice had 

sparked a small flame and I knew I had to honor it. A flame must be 

tended, fed, and stoked in order to shine bright. I wasn’t sure what 

would help strengthen the flame of my voice, but I did have an idea. 

In the fall of 2010 I fed my love of helping others and took a job with 

Growing Leaders.

Growing Leaders is a company, founded by Tim Elmore, whose mission 

is to turn ordinary students into growing leaders who will transform 

society. The position wasn’t where I wanted to be at that point in my 

career but I saw an opportunity to get my foot in the door and learn. 

Tim and his team have produced more than 40 leadership resourc-

es for schools, universities and civic organizations. It was important 

I become familiar with the products Growing Leaders offered. In 

the resource room at Growing Leaders I picked up book after book, 

checking out titles and reading the back cover. I was overwhelmed by 

the amount of content in front of me. 

CHAPTER 16  /  Find Life-Giving Mentors
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One title I picked up intrigued me: Life-Giving Mentors.

I learned that Tim used this book to train men and women how to 

be mentors who give life to their mentees, the young people they 

work with. Tim says, “Mentoring is a relational experience through 

which one person empowers another by sharing their wisdom and re-

sources.” For Tim, the difference between a mentor and a life-giving 

mentor was simple yet profound. 

Most mentoring relationships begin as information sessions where 

a transaction of knowledge takes place. Life giving mentors take 

the process from informational to transformational by engaging the 

mentee not just academically but relationally. I was thankful to have 

Tim and his book introduce me to mentoring. 

Not long after coming across Life Giving Mentors, I began to seek out 

mentors of my own. I figured if I were exploring the uncharted territo-

ries my voice called me toward, it would be important to have people 

invested in me who were willing to help and support my journey. 

First, I met a husband and wife who worked as counselors. I’d get to-

gether with them once a month. Meeting with them was my first time 

going to a counselor. I wasn’t sold on the process initially, but after a 

few sessions I began to see how they were able to help me process 

and connect experiences in my life to something meaningful. 

They didn’t do magic. They showed up and spoke life into areas 

where I needed wisdom and clarity. 

Bill Murray is the father of one of my best friends. He’s known me 

since I was in middle school. I have a lot of respect for him so I asked if 
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he’d be willing to meet with me and mentor me. Soon we were meet-

ing almost weekly. This went on for close to a year. He encouraged 

me. He challenged me. He was open, honest and real. Never once 

did he place judgment on decisions that I made. I valued him and his 

investment in my life.

Buz Mayo, Bill Bird and Ken Hunsberger have all been men who men-

tored me in some way over the past few years. None of them showed 

up with hopes of making me like them or with the intent to “fix” me. 

They showed up to listen and to challenge. They believed in me when 

I needed it most. They peeled back layer after layer, helping me gain 

clarity in understanding my voice. 

Finding mentors can be a challenge. Locating the right person at the 

right time isn’t easy. It is risky to put yourself out there. It feels scary 

to share your voice with someone else on a regular basis, to ask them 

to invest in you. 

I had gone through most of my life alone with my thoughts and ex-

periences. I needed other people, specifically men who had already 

walked through the territory I was moving through, to help me pro-

cess events as they unfolded. If you haven’t found a life-giving mentor 

yourself, don’t worry. Keep looking and asking. In the meantime, find 

people who are doing or have done what you want to do. Follow 

them on social media, read their books, watch their YouTube videos. 

Learn as much as you can from them. 

I enjoy reading. I’ve read 25 books a year for the last several years. 

I gained a lot of wisdom from what I was reading but I hesitated to 

call these authors mentors. I didn’t have direct contact with them so I 

didn’t want to give them the title of mentor.
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That is until one day, I was listening to a podcast with Ryan Holiday, 

an author and media strategist. He was talking about mentors and 

how they can show up in various forms. Whether they were in-per-

son meetings or authors he’d never met but gained insight from, he 

called them mentors. He learned from them. It didn’t matter how the 

information came his way; he was gaining wisdom and increasing his 

resources. He was being mentored.

Mentoring isn’t about grand gestures and material possessions, it’s 

about time. Investing in the life of another. A quick email or a two-

hour conversation, they all matter. And I am grateful for those people 

who invested their time in me. 

Find a mentor. Be a mentor. 

Life change occurs when we connect and share life. I witnessed this 

first hand at the Long Live Mentoring Conference hosted by The 

Mentoring Project (TMP). John Sowers, the President of TMP, kicked 

off the conference explaining how he hoped our time together would 

be more like Kevin Durant’s MVP speech than intellectual keynotes 

where we process and download step after step and procedure after 

procedure. 

I wasn’t sure exactly what he meant. By the end of the week I had a 

realization. Mentoring is difficult because life is difficult. But all men-

tors win by doing one thing: showing up. That’s all it takes. Then 

there are the moments that go above and beyond; special events, 

perfectly timed words in a challenging conversations, etc. Those are 

peak events. 

What changed people who were mentored was someone showing up 
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for them. To show up says to people without words, “I see you. You 

matter. You matter to me. You are worthy of my time. You have value.”

Every guest on the line up affirmed this idea. Donald Miller, Jamie 

Tworkowski, Shaun Alexander, Rodney Atkins, Ed Eason, Carey Casey, 

Rosanna Tomiuk, Josh Shipp and others all spoke of someone who at 

some point in their life showed up for them. One person changed the 

trajectory of their life. All by showing up. 

The words weren’t especially important at first. They were looking for 

trust. Can I trust this person to be here for me? Are they playing me 

or do they really care? So many people go through life not knowing 

how much they matter. Life giving mentors show up bestowing honor 

as life is exchanged from one person to another. 

Where would I be without mentors in my life? Who knows? I am 

better off because someone showed up for me. They showed up 

for my voice. 

 



17CHAPTER 17  /  Create Your Path
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You have brains in your head.  You 
have feet in your shoes.  You can 
steer yourself in any direction you 
cho ose.  You’re on your own,  and you 
know what to d o.  And you are the 
one who’ll decide where to go.

—DR. SEUSS

T he journey to find my voice had me doing some major 

soul searching. The question, “What will you do with 

your life?” lingered in my mind. It was the million-dollar 

question. I have yet to meet someone who hasn’t asked 

it of themselves. We all get it. High school, college, quarter-life crisis, 

divorce, mid-life crisis, we’re likely to run into this question multiple 

times throughout our lives. And yet we put immediate pressure on 

ourselves to find an answer as quickly as possible. You’re supposed to 

know, right? If you don’t, you’re less of a person. So you think. 

Our challenge is the culture we live in. It’s instant, fast-paced. If you 

don’t have an answer, Google will. Unfortunately Google is not able 

to tell you what it is you are to do with your life. So we go from deci-

sion to decision, making the best of what we have. Whether it is the 

result of careful planning or haste, we go with what is in front of us. 

In a world so big and so full of endless opportunity, it is easy to 

become paralyzed by the possibilities. Some colleges offer over 200 
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majors to choose from. And the expectation is that you should be 

able to pick one after studying a few courses. It’s high-stress. Over-

whelmed students and parents search for answers. Employers fret 

over the lack of qualified candidates, despite the fact that many of 

them hold advanced degrees. 

Statistically, eight of ten people who graduate from college will not 

work in their major field of study by the time they are 30. So why the 

worry? Opportunities exist today that didn’t exist ten years ago. And 

ten years from now there will be opportunities that don’t exist today. 

You’ll take a job you never dreamed would exist. You’ll marry when 

you never thought you would. You’ll adopt a child you never saw 

coming into your life.

That’s the beauty of life. Things come to us when we’re available. 

When we’re listening and ready. When we’re connected to who we 

are — our voice. 

Too often we ask, “How will I know if it’s right for me?” You find out if 

it is right for you by going and doing. If your desire matches up with 

your values, follow the desire. Experience becomes your golden key.

My question for you, what kind of life do you want: formulaic or 

authentic?

I was on the phone recently with an academic advisor for a universi-

ty. He was telling me how bright the students were. He was clearly 

amazed at their abilities. Yet he was deeply troubled. He said, “Almost 

every student sits in my office as graduation nears asking what’s next. 

They’ve had everything laid out for them since childhood. They have 

course decisions to make in high school and college, but at the end 
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of the day they still have a map. Start here and you will finish here. 

The problem is the day after they graduate, there will never be a path 

again so clearly designed for their success. And because I don’t have 

the next answer for them they leave, afraid of what’s next.”

We want the formula. We want to know what’s around the corner. We 

think, “If I just had a glimpse I’d be able to make a better decision 

here,” or “If I knew what it would look like three years from now, it 

would really be helpful.” 

Authentic life disagrees. It says, “I don’t know what is around the 

corner, but I can’t wait to explore — to discover what is to come.” 

Rules and plans are helpful. They provide a framework to move us 

from one place to another, but we have to be careful not to allow 

formulas to run our lives. 

My parents have always supported my wanderings, knowing that 

the experiences created would provide valuable learning opportuni-

ties for me. Would I encounter failures? Yes. I think they knew that I 

would. But without following my desires I would have stayed on the 

shore watching ships sail in and out of harbor, leaving on adventure 

after adventure without me. I would have played life safe. I would 

have played life small. 

 You won’t find your life’s work by playing it safe, sitting on the shore 

forever. Dreams without action are illusions. I don’t want to live in a 

world full of illusions. I want to live awake and alive to reality. I want 

to live in a way that stays authentic to my voice.

You’ll know when the time is right to follow your desire. When your 

desires are met with affirmation you know there just might be some-



122

I H A V E A V O I C E

thing to work with. This place is new. You enjoy doing something and 

people praise you for the work you do. It’s here you see opportunity. 

Would I be able to do this well? Am I willing to invest myself in this 

work? Could this develop into a passion? Exploring these questions 

allows you to connect into your power, your voice.  

You won’t take a role straight out of high school or college and do that 

one thing for your entire life. You will become a husband, wife, father, 

mother, employee, employer, superstar, high performer, retiree, volun-

teer, and on and on. What matters is that you follow your voice. 

No one else can do it for you. 
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Shame is  the most p owerful,  master 
emotion.  It ’s  the fear that we’re not 
go od enough.

—BRENÉ BROWN

T he journey to my voice was not playing out the way I 

expected. Committing to action, I had visions of visible 

change. Movement. And here I was taking an unseen 

route talking conflict, relationships — my inner life. I had 

hoped that if I could will myself strongly enough, my personal growth 

would be exponential and easy to see. Instead, growth came slowly 

and required a lot of hard work. It was asking me to venture into scary 

places. And into painful places. Places I had always tried to avoid.

I had to explore my shame.

I lived the majority of my life doing the “right” things. I did what was 

expected of me. I rarely made a scene if I disagreed. I got in my fair 

share of trouble but I learned to be “good.” I lived a “good” life. 

“Good” is where my shame rooted. 

I thought being “good” was enough. People around me would be 

happy with me for being “good.” The idea itself is noble but “good” 

wasn’t serving me. I didn’t have the career I longed for. I didn’t have 

a wife. Kids certainly weren’t in the picture. I didn’t have any of the 
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things I planned to earn through my goodness. “Good” was not 

working.

I walked the “good” road believing it brought plans and dreams to 

life. I wasn’t aiming for perfection, but my standard was high. The fact 

my plans weren’t falling into place meant one thing: There must be 

something wrong with me. I’m not where I should be by now. Career, 

relationships — I can’t make them work. What’s wrong with me? And 

so I fell deeper into my shame. 

Maybe you’ve never felt shame before. Maybe you haven’t recog-

nized a feeling you’ve had as shame. That’s okay. Shame is an emo-

tion. A nasty one. Shame says there is something wrong with you. You 

are not good. You are flawed. You are not worthy. You are different. 

You are alone. No one is like you. No one understands you. 

Shame is dangerous and destructive. 

No one wants to talk about it. It finds its way inside and digs deep, 

rooting itself into your being, scheming and devising plans to break 

you. The idea alone makes me shudder. Shame places a weight on 

you and me, and it’s heavy.  

Shame is a universal experience. We all experience it. Imagine an 

experience we share together. Alive and real, yet so dark we’re afraid 

to bring it to light. It stays hidden, living in darkness. Trapped in a 

web of shame, your voice never fully sings. Having immense power 

to shape thoughts and actions, shame controls you. 

Dr. Brené Brown, a professor at the University of Houston, has stud-

ied vulnerability, worthiness, shame and courage for over 12 years 
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now. Her work is extraordinary. By sharing her voice, she has helped 

millions of people see shame for what it is — a resource for life. But 

before we understand how shame helps us, we have to understand 

how it works.

Dr. Brown found shame needs three elements to grow: secrecy, si-

lence and judgment. 

I certainly knew that was true. I didn’t want anyone to know how much 

I thought my “good” life had failed me. I didn’t want my shame to be 

seen. I kept it closely guarded, out of view. I stayed silent. My shame 

was my secret. I kept it quiet. To top it off, I wouldn’t let myself off 

the hook. My soundtrack, “You must not be good enough,” played 

on a continuous loop.

The good news? There is a way out from behind shame’s heavy cur-

tain. From years of research, Dr. Brown devised a solution. She said, 

“Shame cannot survive being spoken.” A conversation around shame 

must begin. Not someone else’s, yours. To wait will not, and does not, 

serve you. When the truth is exposed you find out you’re not alone. 

This is the way shame is actually a helpful tool. If you speak the truth 

to others, you build connection and community. You can feel your 

shame helping you live better. You find community. You find a home. 

You find power as your voice speaks the truth. And then you wonder 

why it took so long to use it. 

Vulnerability. It’s the key to home, to finding your voice.

One Saturday morning, I was at a men’s group. I hadn’t been to one 

before. Not sure what to expect, I kept to myself. 6:00 a.m. comes 

early on Saturday. For these guys to set aside their time to meet 
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weekly, well, I figured it must mean something to them. I was all ears.

Sitting shoulder to shoulder, looking across the table, watching men 

from their 20s to 70s connect and share, I had an aha moment. My 

mind was suddenly transformed. They didn’t have life figured out. 

And they were okay with it. Yes, they had hopes and dreams but 

they were willing to accept when life didn’t play out to their liking. 

They were willing to expose the rough edges of their experiences 

— their shame. 

To see men talk openly about life was refreshing, like mountain spring 

water when you need it most. I felt I was given permission to make 

mistakes. Life would be okay. Act. Fail. Act. Succeed. Either way I 

would be okay. Whether they knew it or not, those men were break-

ing the silence on their shame. They exposed their secrets, free of 

judgment, heads nodding in understanding. Lives were growing and 

changing in every meeting.

What if we created a larger conversation around shame? At school? 

At work? At home? I believe we’d experience more life, more con-

nection and community. Our voices would stand alive and awake. 

Engaged like never before. Who you are will be visible for all to see.

 

I need you. I need your heart to awaken to how great you are. I need 

your belief, that you and I, we have what it takes. I need your vulner-

ability, to bring light to the conversation around shame. 

This is your revolution. Being interested in one another. Beyond what 

is seen. Exposing shame. Communicating love. When vulnerability 

meets vulnerability, light bursts through darkness and says; you are 

loved, you are valuable — you are worthy. Your voice matters. 
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19
C e l e b r a t e  w h a t  y o u  wa n t  t o  s e e 
m o r e  o f.

—TOM PETERS

L ove.

I want to feel it. I want to see it. I want to touch it. I want it 

to be real, a beautiful voyage that stirs the soul. Filling my 

heart with awe and wonder at the magnificence of it all. Risking being 

known, fully and completely. It’s scary. It’s awesome. It’s something 

we all want. We chase it, we crave it, and yet do we really give much 

consideration for the kind of love we’re seeking and why?

After two long-term relationships, you might think I’d become a love 

expert, but after my breakup with Amber I was more lost than ever. 

All around me I began to question — what is love to me and what do 

I want to experience? What would love look like in my life?

I had no clue where this question was taking me. 

First stop, my family. Dad. My dad has been a consistent presence in 

my life. I never woke up wondering where my dad was. I always knew. 

He was there. 

Or so I thought. 
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I’ve mentioned how my dad is a dentist. He is really great at what 

he does. For almost 40 years now he has served his profession and 

patients well. I’ve heard countless stories from patients who he has 

helped overcome their fear of the dentist. That’s life-changing in 

my book.

When all these questions of love surfaced, my dad popped into my 

mind. We’ve had our peaks and valleys. The peaks were obvious, 

traveling as a family, seeing the world together, and watching him 

work. In the valleys, he was still working. 

My dad was a workaholic. 

As a kid, I never thought much of it. He went to work. He worked 

hard. He helped people. Who doesn’t want to be great at what they 

do? I believed he was doing what he needed to do to be successful: 

extra time at the office, extra training on weekends, work at home in 

the office. He was busy. This was normal. 

I didn’t know anything else. 

I felt taken care of because I had all I needed. I was having fun at 

school. Sports kept me busy. Mom took great care of my brother and 

me. Life was perfect. Until one day I sensed something was missing. 

I wondered if he really loved me. I mean, I knew he had to love me 

but I was asking something bigger. Does he love me? I wasn’t sure. 

I caught myself saying, “I’ll never be like that. I’ll never do that.” It 

felt wrong. Like I was betraying him. He was in my life. He was home. 

He came to most of my sporting events. Why would I feel this way? 
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I wanted to feel like he genuinely loved me for no other reason than I’m 

alive and breathing. Somewhere along the way the message got lost. 

Never delivered. It didn’t mean he didn’t love me. I just didn’t know. 

The issues in my romantic relationships became much clearer. I had a 

hard time communicating what I needed because I shut off the need to 

receive love from my dad even though it’s what I needed most.

I wouldn’t hurt if I didn’t care. 

I was standoffish. I wanted my dad to have spent more time with 

me. Just because. To really know me, to tell me I had what it takes 

to make it in this world. Work seemed more important to him than 

me. Covering up my needs and leaving them unspoken only made 

the needs greater. I was ashamed to admit I needed his love and 

validation as a man. 

We know what happens when we’re silent about our pain. It turns 

on us. What we thought protects us ends up hurting us. I had to for-

give my father. Forgiveness was the only option. I wish it had been a 

one-time thing. Forgiveness rarely works that way. It takes conscious 

choice, the freedom to let go. And he never knew. 

Forgiveness begins in the heart. 

I didn’t approach him because I wasn’t sure he was ready to hear 

how I felt. I didn’t want to make the conversation about him. This was 

about me letting go of what I wanted and being thankful for what I 

had. Without forgiveness, I’d never be able to see the true nature of 

my dad: a man with a big heart. 

I needed to celebrate more of the man he is. 
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I love my dad. There are days when loving him is more challenging 

than others. But giving my dad the benefit of the doubt, instead of 

judging him and holding him captive to what I wanted, helped me 

understand him better. 

I thought about his life. What made him the way he is? What hurt 

him? What did he need that he never got? We all have something. 

Whether it feels really big or really small, it doesn’t matter. It made 

me realize he is as human as I am. He needs love just as much as I do. 

He did the best he knew how. 

Letting go of the expectations I set for my father freed me up to 

experience more of my own voice. Who I really am. As long as my 

dad was at fault for why we didn’t have as strong of a relationship as I 

hoped for, I was the victim. I handed my father the reins. When I took 

them back, I was in control — of my actions and myself. 

What a difference! I was experiencing real freedom. 

I thought beautiful, wild love was only for romantic relationships, but 

it covers more than that. What if we took the same chances with 

our fathers, our mothers, brothers, sisters, friends and co-workers? 

Would we be more exposed? Yes, and how wonderful it would be. In 

doing so, we would expand our ability to care, to love, to speak to 

those around us: “You matter.” We could create a state of true con-

nection with those we love.

Freedom is yours.  
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20CHAPTER 20  /  Connect

A dream you dream alone is  only a 
dream.  A dream you dream to gether 
is  realit y.

—JOHN LENNON

S ilence is good for movie theatres and Broadway produc-

tions. Wedding ceremonies and funerals. Rest and recov-

ery.  This kind of silence shows respect for the moment. 

Silence invoked out of shame is silence that is deafening 

and leaves us feeling disconnected and alone. 

Being alone is not good for us. We’re creatures of community. Wired 

for connection. We need people. Jamie Tworkoski, founder of To 

Write Love On Her Arms, said it best.

“You’ll need coffee shops and sunsets and road trips. Airplanes 

and passports and new songs and old songs, but people more 

than anything else. You will need people and you will need to be 

that other person to someone else, a living, breathing, screaming, 

invitation to believe better things.”

We need people and people need us. In our best. In our worst. We 

need people. We’re not meant to go it alone. 

Easier said than done, right? I have friends all over the place. Differ-
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ent cities, different ages, some married, some single, some with kids 

— a little bit of everything. In the busyness of life and schedules, it’s 

never been easier to lose touch with those who help you believe the 

better things about yourself. When we feel like disconnecting from 

the world around us is when we need connection the most. 

How do I know? Disconnection is my way of running. Running from 

what’s scary. Running from something I don’t want to face. Running 

from what I need. Running from showing my own vulnerability by tell-

ing a friend, “I need you right now. I don’t need you to do anything. I 

just need you. I need to know I am important to you. I need to know 

I matter. I need to know I am loved.” 

I wrestle with that kind of honesty. I’m scared I might be turned away. 

The funny thing is I have no idea why I’m convinced that I will be re-

jected. I believe most of my friends would drop everything if I really 

needed them. But I still feel that fear. It’s real to me. It’s something I 

can’t ignore. 

Author, Thomas Moore said, “It is precisely because we resist the 

darkness in ourselves that we miss the depths of the loveliness, 

beauty, brilliance, creativity, and joy that lie at our core.”

When I run into my fears instead of running from them I am able to 

enter into my voice, accessing love, beauty, brilliance, creativity, and 

joy. It requires strength, courage, and tremendous risk. But it’s a risk 

that will bring forth life. It’s so worth it. 

Our darkness and despair cannot haunt us forever. Though it may 

come and go, your voice will shine through. Your voice will help you 

keep connection alive when you most want to disconnect. 
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I am thankful for people like Jamie who create room for messy con-

versations. If we’re real with one another, we’re able to admit how 

much we need people to give room to our voice. 
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If  we all did the things we are ca-
pable of d oing,  we would literally 
astound ourselves.

—THOMAS EDISON

O nce I began to connect with people, opportunities 

became more abundant. I had groups asking me 

to speak to them. Public speaking required me to 

connect to my voice on another level, sharing my 

experiences (and exposing my vulnerability) to perfect strangers. Plus 

I had never done it before. There was a great chance that I could fail. 

It was asking more of me than I felt I was equipped to give. 

In fact, I was still terrified of performing in front of people, singing or 

speaking. I had a lot of work in front me if I was going to share my 

voice in this new way. 

I decided to sign up for acting lessons. If anything, I’d learn to be 

more confident in front of people. I had believed the introvert lie, the 

one that said I was not someone who should speak from the stage. 

From my failed performance on, I planned to maintain a role in life 

that would allow me to work quietly. When I reconnected with my 

voice, it became obvious — it was time to destroy the lie.

Signing up was challenging. Not on the part of the studio, of course. 

CHAPTER 21  /  Pl ay Big
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It was all on me. I made it difficult. The idea ran around in my head for 

much longer than it needed before I finally said yes. And in doing so, 

I took a step for my voice, one of the best decisions I have ever made. 

“No” shatters. “Yes” ignites. 

I officially enrolled in an acting class at the Company Acting Studio 

in August of 2012. The same week class started, I received an email 

from the local extras casting department of The Vampire Diaries 

(TVD) asking if I was available for a featured extra role. Earlier in the 

summer I had worked as an extra on a couple film projects in Atlanta. 

A friend had told me about TVD shooting in town. I didn’t get the 

part. “No big deal,” I thought. Acting wasn’t something I was doing 

full-time so it wasn’t a huge disappointment.

 A week later I received another email asking if I was available to work 

as a stand-in. I knew what stand-ins were but I didn’t really know the 

full job description. I said yes anyway. I knew this would enhance the 

training I was getting at the studio. 

If you’ve never been on a soundstage before, it’s a magical experi-

ence. It took me back to my days at Disney as a kid. Seeing the detail 

in production gave me a newfound respect for actors and the crews 

who produce shows week in and week out. My first day on set, I 

stood in for Joseph Morgan, known as Klaus Mikaelson on the show. 

Doug, another stand-in, would be my guide, helping me find my way. 

I learned that being a stand-in isn’t rocket-science. Pay attention to 

detail. Follow directions. I’d be golden. 

A few days later I got a call; “Are you available to work another day?” 
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“Yes. Of course!”

Joseph Morgan was wonderful to watch perform. He brought life to 

his character.  Witnessing live acting brought to life what was taught 

in class. I remember one particular scene so vividly. In the scene, Klaus 

and his sister Rebekah, played by Claire Holt, are having a bit of a dis-

agreement. I had read the sides, which is the section of script they 

were shooting that day. I knew what would be taking place. Thinking 

of my training, I immediately wondered how Joseph would choose to 

play his character. 

They ran a rehearsal. I took my mark, the position the actor would 

be in for the shot, so the crew would be able to set camera focus 

and light the room. Once ready, the Assistant Director called for 

first team, the principal actors. I left my mark, making my way to 

my chair where I sat until needed again. I settled in for the next few 

minutes. The director called, “Action!” The scene began. Out of 

nowhere I heard a scream. It sounded like he was in a bloody rage. 

I was startled. I wasn’t in the room and I still felt the power of his 

delivery. It was honest. 

I had seen dramatic scenes on set before, but they were more sub-

dued. This was all out rage. The hair on my neck stood up. What 

a powerful moment! Several days later I was still thinking about his 

performance. 

He showed up big. Not because his tone was big. Because he 

played big. 
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I had to ask myself, “Do you want to play small or do you want to play 

big?” I wanted to play big. To go from one place to the next with full 

awareness, my voice fully alive. 

Over the course of the season I was able to watch and learn from 

others on the cast. Nina Dobrev, Paul Wesley, Ian Somerhalder, Kat 

Graham, Candice Accola, Zach Roerig, Steven McQueen, Michael 

Trevino and others. Acting was about playing big, never backing 

down from your voice. 

When I play big, the full weightiness of my life is revealed for others to 

see and experience. I’ve found myself thinking about what it will take 

for me to play big more often. Every place I go, I want to play big. 

Whether in practice or performance, my voice needs me to play big. 

What would it look like for you to play big?
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U n l e s s  c o m m i t m e n t  i s  m a d e ,  t h e r e 
a r e  o n ly  p r o m i s e s  a n d  h o p e s ;  b u t 
n o  p l a n s .

—PETER F. DRUCKER

H ow is it that something so seemingly innocuous as 

public speaking can terrify someone so much, they’d 

rather die than ascend the steps to the podium? 

Sounds crazy, right? Yet study after study has shown 

the fear of speaking in public is worse than the thought of death for 

many people. If only those studies were joking. They’re not. So many 

of us fear sharing our voices with others. 

This fear is driven by failure, by fear of being vulnerable or of being 

truly known. Whatever its basis, this fear keeps your voice quiet. Who 

would want to face a total collapse in front of dozens of people? Who 

would want to lay their flaws bare, risking rejection? And so the heart 

races, the adrenaline pumps, the stomach churns, palms sweat and 

knees shake. The brain locks up, thoughts fade away to nothing, and 

the words are gone. Where was I? Why is everyone staring at me? 

Then it hits you: I’m failing. 

No one hopes for that to happen. In fact, all too often we become 

gripped by the fear that it might. Here’s the thing that is very hard to 

remember when faced with sharing your voice, your talent, or your-

self: life goes on even if you fail. 
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I’ve been scared to death to speak. It didn’t matter if I was standing in 

front of less than 20 people, all friends. My heart would beat so fast it 

felt like it would pop out of my chest. My whole body would shake as 

fear crept in and took over. My voice would quiver. What little confi-

dence I had would soon go out the window. 

Time and time again, I would reinforce how bad the experience was. 

When I started racing I decided to reach out for help. Representing 

my sponsor well was important to me, and I wanted to feel confi-

dent when doing interviews and recording radio spots. I signed up for 

speaker training through Dale Carnegie and crossed my fingers that 

I would be able to fully overcome my fear. In the end, it wasn’t the 

cure I’d hoped for. In fact, I walked away from most speaking engage-

ments feeling worse than before, despite all my training.  

Now I was on a quest to reclaim my voice and, while it seemed logical 

that more speaking training might help, I felt skeptical. 

Instead of a public speaking course, I opted for acting classes. 

Each night as I climbed the steps to The Company Acting Studio, 

I worked to clear my mind and focus on the present moment, to 

become a confident actor. Our class met for a few weeks and then 

one night I had a revelation. Cooper, our instructor for the evening, 

was taking us through exercises to shift our mindset from the day’s 

routine into a space for the work we were to be doing on the stage, 

the work of an actor.

Tony, a guy in his 40s, was working on an exercise in front of the 

class. In the middle of his work he would stop to beat himself up, 
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like he wasn’t good enough. In doing so, he verbalized what we all 

were thinking about ourselves as we worked our own exercises. We 

all connected to Tony’s frustration with himself.

Cooper sensed an opportunity. He pounced. In his booming, power-

ful voice he stopped Tony. “Stop! Stop! No! You’ve got to stop that.” 

The whole room fell to a deeper level of quiet. Cooper continued, 

and his response surprised me: 

“There is no right or wrong here. There is only weak or strong.” 

It changed me. Cooper brought the message we all needed to hear. 

There is nothing wrong with you. You are doing okay. You may be 

weak, but that is just today. Tomorrow you will be stronger. If you 

keep doing the work, you will always be growing stronger. 

What a gift to receive! Cooper’s words proved helpful whether I was 

walking off stage, fresh from delivering a speech or running through a 

scene in acting class. Before, my mind jumped headfirst into criticism. 

Harsh. Painful. Keeping me bound up and unable to push into the 

next performance with more strength. Cooper taught me to gauge 

my performance solely on the basis of whether it was strong or weak 

— not whether I was good or bad. It freed me. And it freed my voice.

I did away with my inner critic. I am no longer good or bad. My per-

formance — or anything I’m doing for that matter — is the best I can 

give at any given moment. The opportunity in front of me is how I can 

become stronger. The greatest performers live from here. How can 

this performance be stronger? How can I make this more real, more 

alive, more connected?
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By giving all I have in the moment. Free of judgment. Knowing my 

moments of weakness do not define me. I am not my performance. 

Weakness does not define you. You are not your weakness. 

To know you are showing up, working hard to give life and to give 

voice to something new is inspiring. To begin to feel more connected 

and alive to who you are and the ability you have to live life authenti-

cally. I would guess Tony felt small walking into class that night. I know 

I did. But after that night, I never felt small again. Not once. My voice 

would only get stronger.

In a TED talk from 2010 Brené Brown said, “Courage is to tell the 

story of who you are with your whole heart.” You and I, we can do 

this every day. Everywhere we go. Not only from the stage. Not only 

from performing. 

We tell stories of who we are daily. By the way we think and act. Living 

with courage as you live out your story with all you have, your entire 

being. Your voice comes alive. You are alive. 

How strong can you become?
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23
B e  b r av e .  Ta k e  r i s k s .  N o t h i n g  c a n 
s u b s t i t u t e  e x p e r i e n c e .

—PAULO COELHO

T he right people appear at the right time, ready and avail-

able to assist you on your journey. In my story, Cooper 

played a small role, and he may have even been unaware 

of the impact he had on me. What matters is he was there 

and I was ready to listen. He was my guide. Pushing me to become 

better than I was the day before. He showed me and my classmates a 

path. It was up to us to put in the work. 

My voice had been changing internally. It was getting stronger. I was 

more confident in who I was. I believed in what I had to offer the world. 

To think it all began with karaoke. A couple years later I was singing 

cover songs at restaurants and bars with friends. Nothing big. Ten 

people here. Forty people there. Julia Wreyford, my first vocal coach 

since middle school, pushed me more than ever. She believed in my 

voice. I believed her. I trusted her plan. I was gaining experience. 

After several months of working together, Julia and I parted ways. 

She was moving to a new location. I was ready to take my training 

to the next level. I was thankful for time with her as my coach. She 

taught me I first had to believe in my voice. Without belief I would 

have little to work with. 
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Knowing I had plenty of room to grow as a performer, I began taking 

lessons from Heidi Higgins at Jan Smith Studios in Atlanta. Heidi 

pushed me even further into what my voice was capable of. She 

guided me to new places I never knew were possible. My voice was 

growing stronger and more capable every day. 

Over time I reached a tipping point, a crossroads. To my left, safety. 

To my right, risk. I could continue to train or I could take a step into 

the unknown and stretch myself toward something greater. I could 

put my voice to the test.

As a performer you are always on the lookout for venues to perform. 

Coffee shops, restaurants, bars, all the way to big arenas. Performing 

at the Fox Theater as a kid gave me a taste of the big show. I won-

dered if I’d ever have the chance to sing for so many people again. 

Knowing gigs don’t book themselves, I called the Atlanta Gladiators, 

the ECHL affiliate of the Boston Bruins. I asked if they would be inter-

ested in having me out to sing the national anthem.  They found an 

open date. I was going from small bars back to the big show. 

I knew the crowd could be between 1,000 and 5,000 people. The test 

was on. It was real. 

The day of the event was a blur. I met my contact. He walked me 

down the corridor where I would make my entrance to the ice. Play-

ers sped past the glass as they warmed up. Fans slowly filled the 

seats. Time was drawing near. My nerves started to kick in. I thought, 

“You have what it takes. You are ready for this. You were ready the 

day you first sang the anthem in the bath tub.” I took a few deep 
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breaths, calming myself. I walked to the back of the corridor to begin 

my warm up. 

My mind focused. I was ready.

The announcer called my name. I walked out on the red carpet, plant-

ed my feet, raised the mic and opened my mouth. One minute and 

forty-five seconds later, I had done it. I had successfully sung my first 

national anthem in front of a couple thousand hockey fans. 

A year earlier, I wouldn’t have had the courage to step out and sing. 

Through training and experience, I was able to refine my voice, find-

ing the power behind who I am. When the test came, all I needed was 

the faith to believe in my voice. 

I showed up for the test. I stood tall. I passed. 

And then I kept going. Training. Preparing for the next test. It came a 

year later from the WNBA’s Atlanta Dream. A friend of mine worked 

for the team. I jokingly asked about singing the anthem. I’m not sure 

if she believed me at first, but I showed her a video of my Gladiators 

performance. She said she’d see what she could do. 

Not long after our conversation, she asked if I was serious as they actu-

ally had a date she needed to cover. I jumped at the opportunity. I’d re-

newed my passion for singing. My coaches helped me grow my voice. 

I’d sung an anthem at the Gwinnett Arena in front of 4,000 people and 

now I was going to sing at Phillips Arena for 8,000 people. Come on. It 

doesn’t get much better. I showed up and shared my voice again. Did 

I ace the test? I wouldn’t say so. I believed my voice had room to grow. 

But I still passed and had a great time in the process. 
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Each test is a chance to be brave, to take risk and gain valuable ex-

perience. 

You may be wondering what happens when you stand tall and the 

test doesn’t go as planned. You’ve trained. You’re as prepared as 

you’ve ever been; yet you still fall short of your goal. 

I say, “Congratulations!”

You stepped into the test. You did it. You still passed because you 

showed up, ready to play big and give your best. In those moments, 

I lean on weak or strong, not right or wrong. Your performance may 

not be up to your own expectation. But you showed up. You were 

there. That is what matters. That is where the difference maker begins 

to be unveiled. 

Moving forward in the face of adversity, taking the hits in stride, 

pushing towards the goal. You may be hit with jokes or bullies. It 

hurts, I know. But hear this: you did it. Those people have no clue 

what you’ve walked through to get where you are. They’re not living 

your story. Do what you can to move forward in spite of their words. 

Choose to believe in your strength instead.

Attitude is everything. 

It’s all we have. Attitude affects how we show up. Attitude affects 

how we relate and connect with people around us. Attitude affects 

how we experience the beautiful moments around us, even the pain-

ful ones. If I do one thing intentionally every day, I hope it’s that I 

set my mind to believe the best in all things, in all people, in every 

moment. Naïve? Maybe to some, but I don’t think so. 
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Another day on set with The Vampire Diaries, I was cruising through 

the motions. I heard, “Second team!” called. I moved to my mark as 

quickly as I could get there safely. The crew went about doing their 

work to prepare the shot. As the shot was almost ready to go, Mike 

Karasik, the Director of Photography, casually said, “It’s going to be 

great,” to no one in particular. 

I had an “aha” moment. His small statement, “It’s going to be great,” 

gave me a new perspective on life. No matter where I am, who I am 

with or what I am doing; I want to live with that phrase on my mind. 

It’s going to be great. 

No matter how hard the day was, Mike set the tone for the crew 

around him. Working 14-hour days for nine months of the year is a 

grind. His attitude could pollute the environment. Instead he brought 

life to the set. Even when the days were long. 

When you’re stressed, when you’re tired, believe, “It’s going to be 

great.” My hope for you in your test, whatever it is, is for you to go 

all in, that you train and give everything you have. Everywhere you 

go. Every day.

If you’re willing, you will pass your test.

 



24CHAPTER 24  /  Mind Games



159

T Y L E R / W I L L I A M S

You may have to fight a bat tle more 
than once to win it. 

—MARGARET THATCHER

 

A s I pushed myself to sing more often, I ran into obsta-

cles. One hurdle, in particular, kept popping up: I don’t 

play an instrument. No guitar, no piano. I just sing. 

Most music venues I am aware of would like for the 

nightly entertainment to bring more than vocals to the performance. 

Unless you’re Naturally 7, an acapella group specializing in Vocal Play, 

you probably are going to need an instrument or two to produce a 

great live show. If I was going to keep moving forward, I needed to 

find some accompaniment.

I performed my first open mic night with my friend Trey. He had 

returned from Afghanistan not long before. We were both looking 

to play. I made the trip over to his house where we learned a few 

songs. The performance went well so he decided to introduce me to 

his friend Nick. Nick was on the same deployment as Trey. Nick also 

played guitar. Man could he play. Together we moved from a couple 

songs at open mics to 30 song sets. 

I was having a blast. Trey sat in for a few shows with Nick and I. Then 

a friend of Nick’s, Nathan, joined in for a few shows. These small steps 

felt big. We were growing as an acoustic show. 
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Unfortunately for me (but great for him), Nick picked up and moved 

to Nashville when his National Guard contract was up. I knew he was 

going after what he dreamed, so I believed in his move. I was bummed 

because he helped guide me as a singer. I was used to having him as 

the anchor to my band. Now he’s out touring the country playing lead 

guitar, working hard at his craft. 

After he moved, I held back. I didn’t book any gigs. I needed some-

one to replace him. Instead of taking small steps, I sat down. My 

progress slowed. I started to give in to the mind games that so often 

come in the absence of forward momentum: I’m not good enough to 

go any further. I started to doubt that I’d find another opportunity to 

share my voice. Then I got a break. I heard from Nick a few months 

later. He asked if I was interested in singing with a local Atlanta band. 

They were on the lookout for a new male lead for their vocal duo. 

An audition date was set. 

My hard work continued to pay off. My voice continued to grow and 

evolve as I took each step. I sat at a conference table, looking around 

at the band members. We jumped into the audition without much 

fanfare. We ran through two songs, after which I then left the room so 

they could talk it out. After a short deliberation, they thought it would 

be great for us to book a couple shows as a trial. 

Mind games kill. We all play them. I’m no good. I’m not ready. I’m 

this. I’m that. None of it matters. None of us will be ready for every-

thing that comes our way. Knowing how to accomplish every task is 

impossible. You have to go all in based on what you know. How do 

you know how to be awesome at your first job out of school? You 
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don’t. It’s your job to show up and fight. How do you know you will 

find success as you chase after your dream? You don’t. But you find a 

way to move toward it, little by little, every day.

You can’t let the noise win. 

You’re in control of your voice. Fight for who you are.  

I have a friend whose wife is a physical therapist. He said his wife 

comes home with incredible stories, and he shared one with me. One 

day she had a patient who was several hundred pounds overweight. 

The goal for the session? The man was to stand. Then sit. Then stand. 

Then step. Taking just a few steps was the goal for the entire session. 

Are you willing to show yourself this kind of patience? Or do you 

want to be full throttle on day one? I know I do. I want to go. I want 

to move. I think we all want to get going so we can see what we’re 

capable of, or maybe all we want is to see what the end looks like. But 

what if we clarified our focus on a single goal? What if, instead of fo-

cusing on the endgame in the distance, we focused on one step? For 

the overweight man, each day he finds he has more steps in him. As 

he conquers one he conquers another. He almost forgets that weeks 

ago standing was a chore. 

That’s how I found myself on stage performing to a couple hundred 

people with a full band behind me. I took one step. I showed up. I 

broke the habit of playing small. Each step my voice awakened. My 

passion grew. My intentions became clear. My life amplified. 

Do you want to be on stage one day? Do you want to bake  
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macaroons as a business? Maybe custom furniture is your thing. 

Let me ask you this: What one step toward your dream are you  

taking today?
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25CHAPTER 25  /  Cho ose Happiness

Most folks are as  happy as  they make 
up their minds to be.

—ABRAHAM LINCOLN

W e don’t find happiness one day. We choose it. 

When I take a walk through my neighborhood, 

ride on a train or lie in bed, I dream. I become 

lost in thought, creating beautiful pictures of the places I’ll go and the 

people I’ll meet along the way. Dreams push me to go faster and fur-

ther into the unknown. Painting mental pictures serves as motivation 

for me to push deeper, continually searching and exploring for more. 

I love dreaming. 

Monumental images drove me. Graduation. Jobs. Wife. Kids. Vacations. 

I pushed to make them come alive. I imagined what each scene looked 

like, what I would smell, what I would see, how things would feel. 

The reality of my life has rarely looked the way I envisioned. I graduat-

ed. The day was huge. I had a great time with family and friends, but 

it wasn’t what I pictured. I raced NASCAR for 5 years. I was awful on 

day one. It took four years to win. Then it took just another year to be 

out of racing completely. It wasn’t what I pictured. I pursued the girl I 

had a crush on. Four years later I said goodbye. It wasn’t the picture I 

dreamed of in the beginning. 
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Hard lessons are just that. Hard. They take time to unfold. To digest. 

The beginning of my dreams were amazing. They reflected what 

I saw and wanted. When the images shifted into new territory is 

where they fell apart. I wasn’t ready to adapt. My dreams left little 

room for change. 

Once the mental paint dried, the image was hung on the wall. The 

moment finished. Life is never finished until our last breath. Life 

changes daily. So my beautiful paintings turned to disappointment. 

Permanent reminders of the way things should have been. Never fully 

satisfied. Joy and satisfaction absent. 

Life isn’t made of tiny compartments we fit time into. Life is a 

wide-open frontier. 

As powerful as my dreams are, I’ve learned to meet them with re-

alism. Without clarity, there is no focus. Without focus, there is no 

action. Without action there are only illusions of what could be. With 

clarity, focus and action I am able to pursue my dreams with intention. 

Taking daily steps towards purpose. I then choose happiness. Not a 

fairy tale of happiness, but true happiness. 

Choosing happiness opened my eyes to see how much I have to be 

grateful for, how many people value me and how many people are 

supportive of me and my work. At the end of the day, I know my work 

is making a difference in the world, whatever that may look like. 

Happiness is a choice. Will you choose it for yourself?
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CHAPTER 26  /  Find Freedom in Love

Love is  the great miracle cure. 
Loving ourselves works miracles in 
our lives. 

—LOUISE L. HAY

 

A uthor Kamal Ravikant inspired me to test something 

new. In his book, Live Your Truth, he suggests that love 

is what we need most — and yet it is the thing most 

missing from our lives. On bringing more love into your 

life, he suggests starting by looking at yourself in the mirror, looking 

yourself in the eye and repeating over and over, “I love myself.” This 

seemed a bit odd to me, as I had never thought of looking myself in 

the eye and speaking those words. I had to try. 

A few years earlier, sitting in a counseling session, the counselor asked 

me to tell him something I liked about myself. I grinned sheepishly 

then laughed. He repeated his request, making it clear he wanted to 

know. I struggled, unable to look him in the eye while coming up with 

an answer. “I don’t know,” I said.  I had a couple answers in my mind, 

but saying them out loud to another person seemed weird. He asked 

me to come back next time with a list as long as I could write — and, 

yes, he wanted to hear them all. 

I walked in the door a few weeks later prepared to share what I liked 

about myself. Looking him in the eye, I struggled to get the words 
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out of my mouth. I managed to push through and share what I had 

written. As awkward as it was, I recognized a freedom I hadn’t sensed 

before. What was it about that exercise that sparked life within?

I came to this conclusion:

The creative expression of what is within the spirit of man then con-
nected to another human ignites the fire of life. Writing and then 
speaking what I enjoyed about myself was a massive dose of vulnera-
bility. I opened up and in doing so created a connection with my true 
self. The mask was removed. I was sharing space with someone else 
as I entered that moment. The challenge was great. The outcome 
was life changing. 

I needed to hear what I enjoyed about myself. My mind needed to 

hear what I knew was good about me. There was something different 

about bringing those words into my life in a way I could actually ex-

perience. But could it work the same way with love? Would practicing 

Kamal’s exercise help me to love myself?

I stood alone in front of a full-length mirror in my house. With my feet 

shoulder width apart — the sort of confident stance I assume while 

on stage — I looked myself up and down. (Don’t worry; I was fully 

clothed.) I shook my shoulders loose and let out a long breath. My 

lips vibrated as I exhaled the air from my mouth. I paused. I felt too 

weird. I didn’t want to look at myself and say those words. It was one 

thing to tell someone else I loved them, but to tell myself… well, it 

was proving surprisingly impossible.

I shook myself loose again. “I love myself.” I pushed the words out. 

Wrinkling up my face helped ease the tension. I took a minute. Again, 
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“I love myself.” I stopped, looked at myself for a second and walked 

off. It felt too weird. I knew I would come back to this. The work 

wasn’t done. 

How does “I love you” sit for you? Is it easy for you to receive? 

Not me. I feel like I need to do something to earn love. I know in my 

head I deserve to be loved. But there is something deep down that 

says otherwise. 

I want to know I am loved. Not in my head, but in my heart. I don’t 

want to worry about whether my friends love me. I don’t want to 

worry about whether my family loves me. I want to feel secure in the 

love people have for me. Worrying about this makes me feel isolated, 

like I’m the only one who worries about people loving them. I know 

the truth is just the opposite. 

I know you’ve wrestled with the same. I talk to people about this all 

the time and I hear the same experiences over and over. It makes 

sense in their minds. “Sure I should feel love, but I don’t know what 

that looks like. What am I supposed to do if someone loves me? Do 

I just say it back? Do I do something for them? Do I hug them, I just 

don’t know what to think about it.” I’m not alone. You’re not alone. 

We face a real struggle with accepting love. 

So how do we begin to feel, really feel, what love is? I think the answer 

is a little different for everyone. Some need words, some need touch, 

and some need actions. And while there is no single answer for how 

each of us experiences it, there is one thing we must all do in order 

to fully open up to love in our lives: You must love yourself. You must 

discover and settle on your personal definition of love. 
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My encounter with my mirror helped me see that I resisted fully 

loving myself. I began to dig, to ask why. I showed up at the mirror 

more often. I laughed at myself, kindly. In time, I found I was capa-

ble of loving myself. Love transforms life. Love brings healing. Love 

reveals hope. 

Loving yourself allows your voice to reach its full strength. 
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CHAPTER 27  /  L eave a L egacy

I f  yo u  wo u l d  n o t  b e  f o r g o t t e n  a s 
s o o n  a s  yo u  a r e  d e a d,  e i t h e r  w r i t e 
s o m e t h i n g  wo rt h  r e a d i n g  o r  d o 
s o m e t h i n g  wo rt h  w r i t i n g .

—BENJAMIN FRANKLIN

 

I was in elementary school. A boy from a different school who was 

a couple years older than me had been sick. I wasn’t old enough 

to understand the magnitude of his sickness. Brain cancer ended 

his life too early — what should have been a marathon was a 

sprint instead, a dash. Nearly 25 years later I remember those days. I 

remember the message his family wanted to send: 

What will you do with your dash? 

How will you use the space between your birth and your death? This 

might sound cheesy, but when it becomes real you understand the 

importance of the question.

When you hear about the last moments of someone’s life you re-

spond differently. When I realized that this life is the one chance I 

have to express my voice, I wanted to go off and immediately ride 

dragons into the sunset day after day. But I didn’t. In fact, I didn’t do 

anything I wasn’t already doing. I kept plugging away at my work and 

spending time with the people who mean the world to me. I kept the 
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vision I wanted for my life in front of me and worked on the small, 
daily actions I believed would bring me one step closer at day’s end. 

“What will I do with my dash?” The question fuels a hunger. A hunger 
to make a difference. A hunger to connect with people, to look them 
in the eye. To let them know I see them and that they matter. Their 
voice is alive and ready to change the world. 

You are given a name. Your family will carry the legacy of that name 
for generations. It will be recorded in time dependent on how you 
live your dash — what you leave as your legacy. 

Will you choose to leave a legacy that makes people uneasy and 
uncomfortable? That’s what happens when you step fully into your 
voice, your passion, and live out your life with intention. You make 
people see they could have done more and they might not like it. 
They will see they have room to make a bigger difference. 

And where is that difference manifested? Not in money. Not in fame. 
The difference is made up at home. Your legacy is at home. It is in the 
people you bring into this world, the sons and daughters you raise. 
The people you invite to break bread at your table. These are the 
people who will pass on the weightiness of your legacy. 

What do you want your legacy to be?

I was on safari in Kenya a few years ago, leading a team of high school 
seniors on a service trip building a water project for a local com-
munity. We took some time on the back end of the trip to go on a 
safari in the Masai Mara. One afternoon, I was sitting in a tree house 
overlooking the plains. I could see forever in the distance. The wind 
hit my face as I watched giraffe slowly make their way through the tall 
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grass. Gazelle, hartebeest and buffalo grazed the same field. I felt a 
majestic presence. 

As I sat alone, I thought about our upcoming travels. I was nervous. 
Our journey was coming to a close, yet there was one more great 
adventure to live before we began the trek home. Our team was to 
travel by road from the Masai Mara to Jinja, Uganda to raft the White 
Nile River. I had never made the journey myself. None of the drivers 
had made the journey before. I had been rafting down the Ocoee 
River in Tennessee and the Snake River in Wyoming, but never a river 
in a foreign country known for its hippos and crocodiles. 

I wondered why I was so nervous. I felt my voice offer a silent nudge 
saying, Trust me. I haven’t let you down so far. Keep going. I was wor-
ried about the lives of the guys and bringing them home in one piece. 
My voice kept saying, Let go. Trust me. Trust the journey. 

Trusting the journey strengthened the impact of my voice and added 
another amazing day for us all to remember. 

There are no clear paths for every situation in life. Sometimes the 
path feels worlds away. Overcome by fears of failure, rejection and 
the millions of unknown twists and turns you can choose to hide who 
you are. Or you can stand tall and live out the full power of your voice. 
Loving yourself and others — giving hope to the world around you. 

You have a voice. 

I believe in you. I believe in your dreams. I believe you have what 
it takes to leave a beautiful legacy for your family to carry on for 

generations. 



CConclusion
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C
D on’t erect a wall to protect you 
from experiencing life.  The same 
wall that keeps ou t your disapp oint-
ment also keeps ou t the sunlight of 
enriching experiences. 

—JIM ROHN

W hen I started this journey I wouldn’t have said I 

was on a search for my voice. The only way I knew 

to communicate where I was at the time was to 

say I was on the search for more life. I believed 

in the challenge. What I found along the way was challenging and 

humbling yet encouraging and inspiring. I wish I could say finding 

your voice is quick, like a snap of a finger, but that would be a lie. 

Developing your voice is a process. One that never ends. It is a daily 

exploration of who you are and who you want to be. Every single day, 

you and I have the chance to redefine those questions and shift the 

trajectory of our lives in a new direction.

I could’ve written a book detailing what you “must” do to find your 

voice. But I think you deserve something more. I think you deserve to 

live your own story, not the one I tell you to live. I want to see you go 

out and find what it looks like to discover your voice.

I’ve spoken to thousands of people and worked with dozens of 
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people, young and old, one-to-one. The number one thing they all 

want to know is: “What am I supposed to do next?” I say, “The next 

thing.” And often that’s not sexy. Doing the next thing isn’t a glam-

orous life altering idea. But it works. If I’m worrying, or if I have put 

too much attention in the wrong area, all I have to do is pause, think 

of the next thing that will move me closer to where I want to be and 

then I go do it. How does this apply to finding your voice? It creates 

a habit of action. You don’t find your voice by analysis. You find your 

voice by doing, creating moment toward something new. 

I feel the desire to race. I can imagine going to victory lane as the 

Daytona 500 champion. I feel the desire to sing. I can imagine stand-

ing center stage performing at the Grand Ole Opry. In years past I’d 

set my goals and go to work, focusing on the outcome. Today, I enjoy 

the process. I go after my goals but my focus is on what is in front of 

me. When I hit a milestone, I celebrate. When something doesn’t go 

my way, I relax and quickly move on. Will I ever win the Daytona 500 

or sing at the Grand Ole Opry? The odds say no, and that’s okay. My 

voice is not defined by the Daytona 500 or the Grand Ole Opry. 

My hope for this book is that it challenges you to go on a journey to 

discover your voice. To see what is possible in your life, and to make 

the leap toward the audacious dream inside of you. My journey took 

me to experience the TV and film industry. It took me to acting and 

music lessons. It took me to counseling and coaching sessions. It took 

me to performing in front of 8,000 people. 

It even took me to the recording studio where I co-wrote five songs 

in five days and recorded an EP called, Believe Again all within  

one month.
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I definitely didn’t expect to find myself in the recording studio as 

a result of writing a book. Yet, as I wrote I found my mind drifting 

toward my new idea, thinking, “Man, it’d be fun to write and record 

music that connects to this message.” There was just one little hurdle: 

I had no idea how to do it. 

Moving through each step of the process to record my voice also 

forced me to define it. I realized I could be a voice chameleon, sound-

ing like anyone from Luke Bryan and Blake Shelton to Frank Sinatra 

depending on what I’m singing and who I’m singing for — but what 

did my voice actually sound like?  The more I recorded, the harder I 

tried to perfect the sound. It felt paralyzing, sometimes. On one hand 

I really wanted to complete the EP, on the other I was terrified that it 

wouldn’t be good enough (or that I wouldn’t be good enough).

Finally, I asked myself: “Why do I want to do this?” 

My answer rang through my head and heart almost immediately: “I 

want to share this. I want to put my voice out in the world because it 

matters to me.”

I let go of perfection. After all, being perfect wasn’t the point. I could 

only do my best in the moment, and move myself one step closer 

each day to sharing my voice with you.

If you’d like a free digital download of Believe Again and an exclusive 

video commentary go to:

TYLERWILLIAMSLIVE.COM/BELIEVEAGAINEP
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It’s completely free as my gift to you. 

What I ask of you in return is that when you find your voice, you do 

something with it greater than you. Find something bigger than your-

self and make a difference in this world. And finally, love yourself and 

others well. 

Your voice mat ters.
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LLYRICS   /   Believe Again

Somebody told you

You’re just not meant to, climb that mountain, so you just stay grounded

You tried to live out loud, you got shot down, you walked away more 

lost than found
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But you’re stronger than what you’ve been through

There’s a story that’s only for you

You’ve gotta voice, one life, once chance

To rise above the noise, believe again

Keep on dreaming

Keep on reaching

Learn to believe again

Learn to believe, believe again

Sometimes you wonder, what you’re here for 

We’re all searching for what we can offer 

Gotta be you’re brave enough, find out what you’re made of 

You’re made of stronger stuff, than you’ve ever dreamed of

You’ve gotta voice, one life, once chance

To rise above the noise, believe again

Keep on dreaming

Keep on reaching

Learn to believe again

Learn to believe, believe again

But you’re stronger than what you’ve been through

There’s a story that’s only for you

You’ve gotta voice, one life, once chance

To rise above the noise, believe again

Keep on dreaming

Keep on reaching

Learn to believe again

Learn to believe, believe again



AAc k n ow l e d g e m e n t s
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I thought I might one day write a book. I wasn’t sure the topic or 

the timing but I knew I would. Ten years later here we are. I have 

completed a book. I never imagined the amount of time, effort 

and energy it would require to bring this thing to life. As I made 

my way chapter by chapter I realized how many people I have had in 

my life to be thankful for. So hold on, here we go. 

First, for the book. Michelle Prince, thank you for helping shape this 

story. Your early guidance laid the foundation for the entire project. 

Tamara Protassow, thank you for helping me discover the heart of the 

story through the early drafts. You held me accountable to myself and 

kept my focus on point. Jac McNeil, thank you for encouragement 

and extra set of eyes as I worked through how this book fit into my 

future. Ann Maynard at Command + Z Content, thank you for bring-

ing this book to life. Erin Tyler at Erin Tyler Designs, thank you for 

creating an amazing cover – you’re awesome. Thank you to my early 

readers: David Murray, Callie Murray, Ken Hunsberger, Jessica Willis, 

Abigail Douglass, Ben Ellison, Bruce Doane, Sarah Skinner, Sheila Wil-

liams and Marisa Flores. You’re insight proved invaluable. I appreciate 

each of you more than you know. 

I realized in the early days of my racing career how important people 

are to accomplishing any goal. My race team became family. We spent 

every Saturday 6 months out of the year together. Jimmy Garmon, I 

owe my success in racing to you. You taught me how to race. Without 

you we’d have never made it to the track week one. Stephen Rich-
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ardson, Marty Smith, Christopher Birts, John VanBrunt, Kyle Daniel, 

and Chris Camp you gave up many Saturdays for me. I am forever 

grateful for your sacrifice. I am proud of what we accomplished to-

gether. Lanier Speedway and Georgia Asphalt Series drivers, thank 

you for the memories. I’ll never forget going door to door with you. 

Thank you NASCAR for your contributions to short track racing. Cory 

Kruseman, thank you for getting me up to speed on dirt and getting 

me on track for my first sprint car race. I’ll be back for more.

Thank you to The Vampire Diaries for allowing me to be a small part 

of your family for seasons four and five. To the production team, the 

cast and crew, you inspired me daily. Thank you for such a gift.

Music has been a long but rewarding road. Brad Gissell, thank you for 

getting me on stage at karaoke. Trey Balfour, thank you for asking me 

to play an open mic with you. Your belief in my voice was a turning 

point in my life and my approach to sharing my singing voice. Nick 

Reed, you pushed me to be better. Thank you for the countless hours 

practicing song after song and for the many shows you booked for 

me. Nathan Kennedy, Matt Winters, Chelsea Winters, Adam Brister, 

Tyler Winters, Marcus Elzey, Josh Kirk, Chris Mullins, Kaitlyn Mullins, 

Harry Wolle, John Barry, Jon Osborne, Brandon Stiles, Kyle Egart and 

Wade Sapp thank you for being a part of my journey. Each of you 

played a role in helping restore confidence in my voice as a singer. 

Julia Wreyford, Heidi Higgins, RAab Stevenson, and Erica Hoffman 

thank you for your guidance and coaching. Paul Reeves at Domus 

Sound, thank you for believing in my project. Bringing original music 

into the world is a big undertaking. You made this happen. I appreci-

ate you and your hard work. Michael Whitworth, together with Paul 

we wrote 5 songs in 5 days. I can’t imagine doing that with anyone 
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else, thank you. Patrick Stevens, Christian Leonard, Philip Scheidt, 

Zachary Kale and Tyrone Jackson thank you for playing on my record. 

Tony Terrebonne, you’re a mix master. It was a real honor to work 

with you guys. 

To the many people who have impacted my life in significant ways, 

thank you. David, Stephen, Josh, Jacob, Brian, Josiah, Matt, Trey, 

Aaron, Brett, Clayton, Jonathan, Nick, Chris, Chase, Callie, Britta-

ny, Jessica, Michal, Teddy, Jeff, Sarah, Marisa, John, Kari, Tom, Julie, 

Cindy, Bill, Judy, Carly, Ken, Buz, Chelsea, Tim, Holly, Andy, and Buddy. 

Keep being you and making a difference in the world. I love you guys.

To my guests on The Amplified Life podcast: Tom Ziglar, Greg 

Harvey, Carly Burruss, Sarah Zapp, Ben Ellison, Rosanna Tomiuk, Brian 

Hansen, Tayler Tuttle, Mike Strahler, Mike Rodriguez, Erik Eustice, Mi-

chelle Prince, Jesse Chessman, Hanna Pintozzi, Sarah Skinner, Brian 

Fleming, Kitti Murray, Alivia Mattioli, Aaron Chewning, Bill Williams, 

Christy Moore, Rick Price, Chris Moody, Dakota Dickerson, Bruce 

Doane, Patrick Stevens, Danny Williams, Gary Takacs, Kyle Reed, Mi-

chael Whitworth, Ed Clark, and Rebecca Weil, thank you for sharing 

your life with us. Thank you for honesty, your vulnerability and your 

desire to leave this world a better place. I am amazed by each of you. 

Your voices are strong and powerful. Keep doing what you do. 

Justin, my brother. Your support means a lot to me, from racing to 

music you have always been a fierce supporter. I appreciate you. I 

value your insight and your opinions. I’ve watched as you’ve carved 

a path chasing your dreams. It has given me courage to pursue mine 

with vigor. Thank you. You’re amazing. I love you. 



190

I H A V E A V O I C E

Mom and Dad, your support has never wavered. From school, to 

racing, to work your presence has been consistent. Your belief in me 

and my dreams is inspiring. You never said no. You never said it’s not 

possible, even if you didn’t see the path I saw. You said go. Words will 

never be able to convey how grateful I am for both of you. I am proud 

to be your son. I love you both.

To you, the reader. Thank you for going on this journey with me. May 

you find your voice and fill the world with your beautiful noise.
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ABOUT  /  The Au thor

T Y L E R  W I L L I A M S   — an author, speaker, country 

music singer, former child entertainer and NASCAR All- 

American driver is passionate about helping you find your 

voice, your passions and your intentions, setting you up 

to perform at the highest level each and every day. Knowing your 

voice, your passions and your intentions empower you to  engage life 

fully awake and alive —The Amplified Life.  

In his spare time, Tyler enjoys motorsports and living a life of  

exploration. 

You can find more information about Tyler at: tylerwilliamslive.com.
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 B o okings 

To book Tyler for a keynote or musical performance for your school, 

university, corporate meeting or other event, please contact:

 BOOKING@TYLERWILLIAMSLIVE.COM 

Speech Topics

FINDING YOUR VOICE: 

Tyler shares his real life experience, of how he found his voice,  

inspiring your audience to “Find AND Amplify Their Voice.” 

YOUR AUDIENCE WILL LEARN HOW TO:

• Uncover their true identity by defining their core values — what really 
matters to them.

• Prepared to activate and grow their emotional intelligence.

• Lead themselves and others around them to a higher level of connection.

• How to love their personal story by letting go of guilt and shame. .

REBUILDING LOST DREAMS:

Tyler shares how he overcame the loss of his NASCAR dream,  

inspiring your audience to CREATE and FIGHT for second chances. 

Your audience will learn how to:

• See what is possible rather than what is — creating a focused mindset.

• Find peace amongst the confusion — creating a grateful heart.

• Build confidence in their NOW decisions — creating bold action.

• Live with purpose in life — creating massive clarity for today.



195

T Y L E R / W I L L I A M S






