
[image: image]



[image: image]



Contents

Cover

Title Page

Contents

Prologue: Letter to Our Fans

Part I: Made for It

Chapter 1: The Brainiac: Corbyn

Chapter 2: The Free Spirit: Jack

Chapter 3: The Brave One: Zach

Chapter 4: The Old Soul: Jonah

Chapter 5: The Musical Genius: Daniel

Chapter 6: Dare to Dream

Chapter 7: We’re All Mama’s Boys

Part II: On Our Way

Chapter 8: Boot Camp

Chapter 9: Bro-le Models

Chapter 10: Setlist

Chapter 11: Style We ♥

Chapter 12: Backstage Pass

Chapter 13: The Best Night of Our Lives

Chapter 14: We + You

Part III: In This Together

Chapter 15: Cuz I’m Really, Really Into You

Chapter 16: 5/5 = 1

Chapter 17: Life Is a Gift

Chapter 18: Thankful

Chapter 19: Coming Up Next

Chapter 20: The Future

Bye, For Now!

Acknowledgments

About the Author


Copyright

About the Publisher




[image: image]




Letter to Our Fans
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    We’ve come so far in the past two years. We’ve worked super hard along the way, but you guys are the ones who made all of this happen. Everyone who watched our videos online when we were just starting out, everyone who supported us on our early tours, everyone who learns the lyrics to our songs or comes to our shows—we couldn’t do this without you. We’re the luckiest guys ever, and we’re so excited for everything that comes next. With you guys at our side, we know it’ll be dope.

    ♥ Love,

    Corbyn, Daniel, Zach, Jonah,

    and Jack




Part I

Made for It
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Chapter 1

The Brainiac

Corbyn

“Corbyn is like a cool, geeky nerd. He’s really smart. He knows who he is.”

—Daniel
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I’ve always been super driven. When I was two, my mom says I refused to take naps. “Then I’ll miss out on everything!” I cried. I had FOMO before FOMO was even a thing!

From the get-go, I had this crazy curiosity about the world and I was lucky that my mom allowed and encouraged me to be really independent. She definitely wasn’t one of those helicopter parents, hovering over my brother and sister and me every second of the day. She let us learn on our own and I was like a sponge, soaking up everything. She gave me my first book in kindergarten, and it was about space. I taught myself to read it in one day. Later, I asked her, “Did you know astronauts experience weightlessness?” She freaked out that I even knew how to pronounce such a big word. She let us explore outside, too. From a very young age, I was allowed to ride my bike around the neighborhood alone. I climbed on roofs, rode dirt bikes, and crawled in the sewers. Not in poo, like when the sewer was dry! (Though occasionally there were some weird substances . . .)
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I was a little reckless, but I knew my rights from my wrongs, so I stayed out of trouble for the most part. That helped my mom trust letting me do stuff. She was always there for us whenever we needed her, but she really let us push our limits and boundaries and I’m grateful for that.

My dad was more the disciplinarian type. He was a military guy, in the air force, and flew F-15 Eagles and B-1 bombers before he retired as a lieutenant colonel. My dad has crazy stories he’s promised he’ll tell me one day, as long as they’re not classified! He’s a very smart man and I have great admiration for him.

Because my dad was in the military, we moved around all the time when I was young. I was born in Texas, but he was stationed in Florida, South Dakota, and Alabama before we put down roots in Virginia. Sometimes being an army brat is hard on a kid and makes you shy or a loner or scared of change. But I was the exact opposite. I adapted to new situations quickly and learned to make new friends easily. I definitely was sad whenever we left for the next base but I had the attention span of a goldfish, so it took, like, a week, and then I was over it!

It was way harder saying goodbye to my dad when he was deployed: that dreaded day when my family drove to the base and watched my dad step on the plane, never sure when (or if) he’d come back. I never knew exactly where he was. We could Skype sometimes but, back then, Skype was sketchy. The longest I didn’t talk to him was six months. That was rough on all of us, especially my mom.
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Since my dad was gone most of the time, my mom was my rock. She was the person I could always go to, to trust that I was safe and okay. Looking back, I was treated as the man of the house. I was young, so I couldn’t take on that much responsibility, but my mom conditioned me in that way—you know, “You’re the oldest. This is the time to step up and grow up and learn about life.” Kudos to her for that because it helped me become as independent as I am today.
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I taught myself everything—reading, art, and, of course, music. It was always a huge part of my life. When I was a toddler, I belted out Michael Jackson and Backstreet Boys in my booster seat in the car. My dad might not have physically been around, but his influence on me was strong. He was from New Orleans and loved listening to jazz and the blues. But my mom was my biggest influence. She played piano and the harp. She’d play “Colors of the Wind” from Pocahontas, although I admit I didn’t appreciate it back then. She gave me my first mini keyboard in kindergarten and claims I taught myself how to play it by ear by the time she cooked dinner.

The funny thing is that, as I got older, music was not my main focus. I liked sports, and I was a pretty decent football player, but I was a skinny kid. I played four seasons of tackle, but I was getting pummeled so I gave it up. Back then, my burning passions were video games, art, and graphic design. We didn’t have a lot of money, so my entrepreneurial spirit kicked in early. The first money I ever made was selling kids personalized screen savers for a dollar. I got obsessed with video editing, too. When I was a freshman in high school, I took clips of video game kill feeds, synced the gunshots to music, and designed crazy effects. I could happily spend seven hours a day after school in my basement editing just one fifteen-second clip. It had to be perfect. I had a lot of determination!

I really thought I’d ultimately have a career in video game editing. Either that or something science-y like engineering, since I was taking honors, AP, and college-level classes and had a 4.1 GPA. My whole life had been leading up to me getting a scholarship to a good school, like Cornell or maybe even MIT.

Singing wasn’t in the master plan.

There’s a saying, “Life is what happens while we are making other plans”—and that makes a lot of sense to me. A series of unexpected events took me on a path I never could have seen coming.

When I was twelve, my mom surprised me with my first real electric guitar, after she saw me slay an Aerosmith song on Guitar Hero. I went back to the basement and taught myself chords from YouTube tutorials and before I knew it I was shredding Three Days Grace and Five Finger Death Punch.
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“I’m just goofy. I have kind of a knowledge of science and history, so I make stupid historical references and it makes no sense to anyone but me.”

Next, I branched out to mellower, folky genres. I stole my dad’s crappy sixteen-year-old acoustic guitar and played Taylor Swift songs and “Collide” by Howie Day. I’d never sung for real before, so I hummed along. I don’t remember if there was a specific moment that was like, Wow, I can really sing! I’d been belting out music since my booster seat days and I guess I got better with age.
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I had a lot of faceless online friends in my Xbox gaming universe and the voice chat was the perfect place to test out my voice on a live audience. I sang Bruno Mars’s “Grenade” and “Just the Way You Are.” I didn’t even know what these people looked like and that made me feel safe. I didn’t tell anyone in my real life about it, not even my brother and sister.

Once I got some positive feedback, which boosted my confidence, I posted fifteen-second clips of covers, like “Boomerang” by the Summer Set and “Jumper” by Third Eye Blind, on Instagram. For the first time, my friends at school saw me singing and they loved it. A classmate told me I should check out YouNow, a live video streaming site. “Oh, that sounds fun,” I thought. “I’m a weirdo, I’ll try it!”

For the next two years, I did live “shows” every day under the musician tab, singing songs and taking requests. I couldn’t wait to run home from school and get on the stream. It was hard work, coming up with new material and keeping an audience entertained. I pretty much sang the same songs over and over! But I grew a following and made real cash in my tip jar. Fans could buy gold bar “currency” on the app (which is how the app made money) and leave gold bar tips for singers they liked. Sometimes I made eight hundred dollars per broadcast. The most I ever made was $1,300 in an hour! It was how I built my foundation and brand. I’m pretty sure young girls used their parents’ credit cards, so I’m sorry, moms and dads out there!
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I set up a budget for myself and bought three things with the money I earned:




	Chick-fil-A (eight-piece nuggets, or if I was feeling macho, a twelve-piece, and a large fries)

	Taco Bell (chicken quesadillas ONLY because they are so dank in the good way!)

	An iPad Mini with a stand



Besides wasting my money on junk food, I invested in equipment for my broadcast. Now I could see more comments on my live feed and interact with my new fans on my phone and iPad at the same time. Eventually I bought a webcam and a new computer with my tips. I had more control over how the video looked: the contrast and the colors.
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“Corbyn can do really cool, quivery things with his voice.”

—Jonah

My parents, who were amicably separated by this time, supported and nurtured my new hobby. When my dad was home, he invited me to visit him at his new home in Williamsburg, Virginia. He told me to bring my guitar but didn’t say why. Then he took me to an open mic karaoke contest at a coffee shop. “You’re singing tonight,” he said with a sneaky grin. I was so nervous performing in front of less than twenty people, because I could see their reactions. But he had bigger plans for me. He knew I needed much more experience live, on a stage.

My dreams of being a video editor or an astronaut for NASA were out the window. I bought the domain for CorbynBesson.com myself and made a logo for my custom merchandise—shirts, hoodies, posters, and bracelets. I processed all the orders, wrote up the labels, and shipped out all the merch at the post office. It was my own little business.

Sophomore year, I got signed to go on the Impact tour with other social media stars. That’s when I met two insanely amazing singers named Jack Avery and Zach Herron. I did another conference called Magcon, where I hung out with a handsome, talented fella named Jonah Marais. And I was emailing with a cool young dude named Daniel Seavey, who I befriended after watching him kill Leonard Cohen’s “Hallelujah” on American Idol.
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I was on the road for the next year. I missed a lot of school. My teachers didn’t really know what was going on. I should have been taking multivariable calculus (I don’t know what that means, either) and applying to colleges.

Instead, I decided to join a band with some random guys I met on those tours.

Was it reckless? I don’t think so. I’d call it a leap of faith!



“Corbyn sees the best in everyone and really makes an effort to keep everyone around him in a positive mind-set.”

—Daniel





About the Author

WHY DON’T WE is a five-member band composed of Zach Herron, Corbyn Besson, Jonah Marais, Daniel Seavey, and Jack Avery. Since forming in 2016, they have released five EPs plus their first major album with Atlantic Records. They have hit #1 on iTunes, been named the “Next Big Thing” by Radio Disney, headlined a sold-out tour, performed at Madison Square Garden, and played alongside artists such as Camila Cabello, The Chainsmokers, Logic, and Zedd at Jingle Balls in eleven major cities. They’re known for their optimistic vibes, happy music, strong intraband friendships, and love for their fans.
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