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TRAMMEL 

STRONG

A story of change, discipline, and learning to choose better and all the good that comes with working through it.

by
Tharun Trammel

“You can’t fix what you don’t face.”
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​Dedication
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To my Wife  

Thank you for showing up for me, for your patience, your honesty, and your support.

You’ve played a major role in my growth, and I don’t take that lightly.

To my Kids

Everything I do is for you.

Not to be perfect, but to be intentional.

I want to be a blueprint for you—

for the things that may not always be clear,

for the lessons that take time to understand.

I hope this shows you what I choose to teach,

how I choose to show up,

and what it looks like to keep growing.
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To my Mother

Thank you for doing everything you could to make sure we were taken care of.

For the sacrifices, the meals, and the love you gave us—no matter what.

A lot of who I am comes from you.

To my Sister

My first best friend.

The first person I ever felt like I could truly be myself around.

That kind of connection stays with you.

To my Stepfather

Thank you for the things you showed me.

The structure. The presence. The life lessons that stayed with me.

I carry those with me, and I recognize the role you played in shaping me.
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To my Dad

If it wasn’t for you, I wouldn’t be here.

This is part of my story.

To my Brothers

Not by blood, but by bond.

Y’all know who you are.

The support you’ve given me throughout my life has meant more than I can

put into words.

I’m grateful for all of it.

And to ANYONE reading this

If you see yourself anywhere in these pages...

just know—

you don’t have to stay the same.
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by 
Roy M. White II, MS, LCMFT, LMFT

I love reminiscing about my time at C. A. Franklin Elementary School, memories of good times and good friends. Some of which I am fortunate to still have to this day. I’m sure it’s obvious at this point that Tharun is one of those individuals. And you know, a funny thing that I didn’t realize until I was an adult, working in the social services and mental health field, was how much of people’s lives you don’t see and don’t know. We’ve been brothers for a long time and have been through a lot of ridiculous shenanigans! Like that time, we booked it out into this alley on 50 something and Troost out of sheer survival instinct! The 4a.m. shifts and trying to take a nap in the car on your 8am lunch break. Times when we were flat broke, trying to scrape together some change to grab something off the dollar menu from the Hamburger Pimp. Through all those times there is absolutely no way that I could have seen this day coming! Thinking back on those times now reminds me of Gill Scott Herron’s song Pices of a Man. The song describes a man finding out that he had lost his job, lost his family’s lively hood, lost his value, his identity. And so, the chorus goes “they could hardly understand, they are only talking to, pieces of man.” Things that he struggled with in the dark and in the shadows alone. I understand that I myself had only been seeing pieces of a man the entire time. 

Tharun is a man that I can honestly say that I look up to. A wonderful father to all of his beautiful children. A loving husband to a wife that is more than amazing in her own right. But he isn’t perfect. He has made mistakes, he’s had hard times, he has regrets. He has also done the work to look deep within himself and take accountability for the things that he is responsible for. He has done the work to release hatred that didn’t serve him. He struggles to understand why people, children and animals are all literally just drawn to him. I was in his class once and he was asking his students what their best trait was, helping them work on their self worth as he does. Then one of the young ladies asked the question to him, he stumbled. He stood there still, looking in the air, mouth open with a baffled expression on his face. I spoke up, “I know what it is! He couldn’t say it even if he knew what it was.” “What is it?” the Male staff asked. The answer is Humbleness. This is a man who will heal the entire world, and then hide because he doesn’t want the thanks. 

Like a lot of us, he still has to work on that imposter syndrome. But that’s the whole idea here. We keep going. He always tells me that sometimes you have to tear it all down to build it back up. And when he says that he is speaking from experience. It’s what he’s done with himself. He had to go back and look at the things that didn’t want to be seen and go through them because living life around them was no longer an option. But that was only to get to the starting line. Getting to the starting line was its own journey for Tharun. But thankfully Tharun Found His Way to becoming Trammel Strong.
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THAT NIGHT

There were a lot of people there that night.

Laughter.
Music.
Conversations overlapping like nothing was wrong.

And if you were watching me...

you would’ve thought the same thing.

I was talking.
Engaging.
Smiling when I needed to.

Like I had done a hundred times before.

I knew how to be in a room...

just not how to be real in one.

But I wasn’t.

Not really.

Because internally... something wasn’t right.

And I could feel it getting heavier the longer I stayed

It wasn’t loud.

It wasn’t something anyone else would notice.

But I knew.

And that’s the part that sticks with me now—

Nobody said anything.

Nobody looked at me different.

Nobody pulled me aside.

Which meant one thing:

I had gotten really good
at making it look like I was okay.
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I didn’t forget how to be myself...

I just learned how to hide it.
I stayed a little longer than I should have.

Trying to ride it out.
Trying to shake the feeling.

But it didn’t go away.

If anything...

it got stronger.

Like something inside of me
was telling me:

You don’t need to be here right now.

So I made a decision.

I’m leaving.

Not loud.

Not dramatic.

Just quietly...

I started making my rounds.

Saying goodbye to people.

Same tone.
Same energy.

Nothing that would make anyone stop me.

Nothing that would make anyone ask questions.

And nobody did.

Which meant
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