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To my dear mother,

who taught me the meaning of hard work.

And to my dad for leading by example, showing me

strength, patience, and how to be a man.

I love you both with all my heart.


And to my firstborn son,

may this book help you on your quest

for greatness. The joy is in the journey,

not the destination.
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AUTHOR NOTE: SING YOUR NAME OUT LOUD.

One day when I was a kid, maybe around nine years old, my mom came into my bedroom. I won’t lie, it was a mess. It always was. My bed wasn’t made, and I had laundry scattered everywhere. As a kid, I was always taking clothes from my older brother, Joey. He had nicer clothes than I did, and unlike mine, they were always hung up or neatly folded.

I didn’t care then, and I don’t care now. A little chaos and disorganization has never bothered me, especially at that point, when I had zero time for cleaning and straightening. I was too busy singing and writing songs and perfecting my craft to notice those things.

My mom has always supported me in everything I’ve done, but she still couldn’t stand the sight of my room. “Jason,” she said, “you have to straighten up your room! If you don’t learn how to keep things organized, your house will be a mess one day.”

I looked at her. “Ma,” I said, dead serious, “I’m never going to clean my own house. I’ll hire people for that.”

From the look on my mom’s face, I knew right away that I had said the wrong thing. She looked like she wanted to slap the taste out of my mouth. Of course, looking back on that moment today, I understand why she was instantly angry. I certainly wouldn’t word it this way as an adult, but as a kid, this was the only vocabulary I had for what I was feeling. I only said it because I believed it, deeply. What I was trying to say was that I intended to dedicate all of my energy and time toward music, and I knew, in the depths of my heart and without a shadow of a doubt, that I would create a life for myself that allowed me to do just that, forever.

It wasn’t just about cleaning. I felt this way about everything else that I was meant to learn or do in those years. When my dad was outside fixing the car, he’d call my brother and me out to join him. Honestly, my brother was happy to learn. I wasn’t much help, as I would be singing the song I was working on at the top of my lungs the whole time. Eventually, my dad would let me go back inside to finish the song I was writing that day. Needless to say, my skills around fixing anything in a car are zero today. I had a one-track mind, and still do. Everything else could wait. I was going to be a successful singer, and that was that.

And here’s the thing: if I hadn’t believed it that deeply and was too afraid to speak it, there’s no way that truth would have become a reality.

My mom may have been mad at me for refusing to clean my room, but the truth is that she’s the one who taught me how powerful my words are. When I was little, she used to say things like, “Oh, that cheesecake is to die for.” But the Bible says, “Death and life are in the power of the tongue.” My mom caught on to this, and she started flipping the script. Instead of “to die for,” she started to say, “That cheesecake is to live for.”

As I got older, I made sure to speak out loud about the things I wanted and believed in. I’ve been saying that I was going to be known all over the world for my music ever since I was four years old. People thought it was cute when I was little, but the older I got, the more pompous and arrogant it sounded. I never meant it that way. My words just reflected the level to which I believed what I was saying.

I never hesitated to speak my truth. When I was eleven, I started saying that I was going to be famous by the time I was twelve. When I was twelve, I said that I was going to be famous by the time I was thirteen. In my mind, this was my reality.

Here’s the important thing, though. It was that belief that allowed me to take the necessary steps to get there. I fully believe in the power of manifestation and speaking words into reality, but you can’t manifest a dream by saying that something is going to happen and then sitting back and waiting. You need to believe that you can achieve something in your heart of hearts and be willing to put in the necessary work to make it happen.

When you do this, you’ll begin to see signs that you’re on the right path. It happens slow, and then, all of a sudden, it happens fast. At least, that’s how it was for me.

Very early in my career, someone asked me in an interview what artist I would want to tour with if I could choose any artist in the world and I said “Lady Gaga.” I ended up touring with Gaga before my first album even came out. I spoke it into existence. A few years ago, I heard that Khalifa made twenty million in a year, and I said, “Next year, I’m gonna make twenty million, too.” That was my mindset. I believed it, and I put in the work to make it happen. That is the power of the spoken word.

The external world believes what you tell it, and your body believes it, too. I wear contacts and used to say things like, “Oh, I’m so blind, I can barely see.” I noticed that my vision started to get worse and worse. I used to tell people that I had trouble remembering things, and my memory started to deteriorate, too.

This has gotten more and more intense as the years have gone by, and I’ve become really careful about what I say. Now you’ll never catch me talking bad about myself because I refuse to tell the trillions of cells in my body that I am inadequate in any way, shape, or form. I focus completely on the positive instead.

Nobody teaches us about the power of our thoughts and words, and that’s why so few people know this power and trust in it. In school, we’re told to fit the mold, to wait in line, and to raise our hands when it’s time to speak. We’re basically taught how to be timid and to color within the lines instead of how to dream big and make great things happen for ourselves. So, when someone like me says, “I’m going to be the biggest pop star in the world,” people think I’m egotistical. They just do not see the world the same way I do.

Just recently, I told my dad that my goal was to be worth five hundred million dollars two years from now and he laughed. But I wasn’t playing. “No, Dad, I’m serious,” I told him.

Likewise, if I told you that lately my mind has shifted to the fact that there are only seven Black billionaires in this country and that I want to be the eighth, to show Black kids out there that they can use their minds to become successful, you’d probably roll your eyes a little bit. But why? Why not me? Why not you? Why does someone else deserve it but not you? Why shouldn’t we all dream big, aim high, and believe completely in our ability to succeed?

I hope that reading this book helps you believe in yourself and gives you the confidence that you have all the tools you need to succeed in whatever field and at whatever scale you dream about. I hope my words resonate with you. In addition, I have asked some of my famous friends to offer their own words of advice for living their dreams, and you will find those original quotes at the start of many chapters in this book. Now it’s your turn. I want you to remember that whatever you want in this world is within your reach. I know deep in my heart that this is the truth. All you have to do is believe it, speak it, and work your ass off in order to get it. Use your words, your voice, and all of the tools you’ve got to make it happen for yourself.

Here’s the beautiful thing: you can start today. We are not slaves to our past. Every day is a fresh start, and we can start our new legacy right this moment. Start now. Sing your name out loud, and let it ring out around the world. I have no doubt that the sound of whatever you want to hear most will echo right back to you.














YOUR DREAM IS WITHIN YOUR REACH.

My day started at 4:00 a.m., when the clock radio on my nightstand jolted my fourteen-year-old body awake. I had been up late the night before practicing my vocals, and every cell in my body was screaming for more sleep. But I jumped out of bed and did not hit snooze. I never do.

My family’s house was small, and I had to be careful not to wake anyone else up as I tiptoed out of my bedroom and into the hallway. First, I hit the bathroom, where I changed into my clothes for the day. I usually wore baggy jeans and a white T-shirt that I’d borrowed (okay, stolen) from my older brother, Joey. Then, I grabbed my book bag and something to eat on the bus, laced up my red and white Sauconys, and raced out of the house and into the warm, early morning southern Florida air.

My house was in a big development, located about thirty minutes outside of Miami, that was filled with families like ours: hard-working immigrants who were trying to make their way. Many of them were my own extended family members. I couldn’t throw a penny without hitting an uncle or an auntie or a cousin or two. But no one else—and I mean no one—was awake at 4:00 a.m. Not even the newspaper delivery kids or the partygoers from the night before. The sky was still dark, and I was alone.

I loved that walk to the bus stop. The whole world was asleep, and I imagined my surroundings as the backdrop to a music video as I sang and danced my way through the long, winding development. It was another fifteen minutes around a pond to the basketball court. On the weekends, that court was my second home. If I wasn’t in my room singing, you could find me hooping with my boys down at that court. But during the week, I walked right past the court to the bus stop. There was no one there, either. I was the only kid getting on the bus this early to go to school.

Despite my early wake-ups, I still somehow managed to miss the bus at least once a week. Then I’d walk all the way back home and beg my mom or my brother to drive me to school. Eventually, one of them would agree and then spend the entire car ride cussing at me. If I hadn’t already been motivated to make the bus, avoiding that car ride would have been all the motivation I needed. Now you know why I never hit snooze!

It was much better for everyone when I made the bus on time and got to spend those ninety minutes thinking about lyrics instead of listening to my family member’s grumbling. On that bus ride, I stared out of the window without seeing anything. I was completely lost in my head. Slowly, as the miles ticked by, rough song concepts started to come together. Unbeknownst to me, my thumbs tapped the denim on my thighs, creating an unformed beat.

Finally, I arrived at my performing arts high school, and it was time for the day to officially begin.

When I was in school, I was competitive, intense, and unafraid, with a confidence that I hadn’t yet earned. At the same time, I was introverted. It took me a long time to warm up and get to know people. More than anything, I was focused. I worked hard and never complained, and I took every lesson and opportunity that came my way.

I tried to be friendly to everyone and was generally well-liked, but I didn’t put much of a focus on my social life. I couldn’t ignore the nagging sensation that I had a job to prepare for. I couldn’t let myself be distracted by friends. I never went to proms or homecomings or anything like that. I knew deep down that I needed to work hard so I’d be ready when my time came.

Apologies to any of my former teachers who are reading this, but I didn’t spend a whole lot of time in class listening to what they had to say. Instead, I worked on my songs. I started with the easy part, the lyrics. I would think about a girl I had noticed in school or a romantic situation that my brother or one of my older cousins had described to me. These were usually scenarios that I hadn’t experienced myself and didn’t even fully understand yet—falling head over heels for someone, unrequited love, wanting a girl who was impossible to get or to impress, or being caught cheating or being cheated on—but I could always find the words to capture the situation as if it had happened to me.

From a young age, I had an uncanny ability to translate emotions into lyrics, whether or not I had experienced the emotion for myself. I could come up with catchy hooks on the fly and create metaphors out of nothing, but my specialty was always taking a simple and relatable feeling and then putting my signature upbeat and lighthearted twist on it. Writing songs seemed to be in my blood, and I strengthened that DNA with daily practice.

Once I had the lyrics in place, I would come up with a beat or a melody. I had learned to write and read music in elementary school, which made this part much easier than it would have been otherwise. When the song was complete, that would be the end of the project. There was nowhere to upload or share it the way there is now. Every song I wrote ended in the same place it began—in my head.

That didn’t matter to me. My job as I saw it was to put in the time. With hours came growth, and I put in a lot of them hours. I didn’t know exactly what I was working toward, but I had a deep and unwavering knowing that it was going to be something big.

I didn’t know exactly what I was working toward, but I had a deep and unwavering knowing that it was going to be something big.

After school was done in the afternoon, I went to basketball practice. Then, not wanting to get my butt whooped again by my mom or Joey, I often sprinted to catch the last bus home. After another productive ninety-minute ride, I walked through my front door, physically exhausted and mentally spent.

Oh, you thought the day was over, huh?

After a full day of bus rides, school, songwriting, and basketball, pretty much all of the other kids my age were doing normal stuff like playing video games or hanging out with girls. I wasn’t doing any of that. I was singing. While I was naturally good at writing melodies and pairing lyrics with music, my greatest aspiration was always, always to sing.

I knew that to make it as a singer I was going to have to beat all imaginable odds. My biggest critics and my greatest cheerleaders (looking at you, Ma!) all told me as much, and they were right. There were endless barriers keeping a kid like me from becoming a singer. Hell, when I told people that I wanted to be a pop star, most of them straight up laughed at me. That’s how unlikely it was. So, if I was going to do this, I couldn’t leave anything to chance.

Picture the longest traffic jam you’ve ever seen in your life. Now multiply it by a thousand. Well, that’s nothing compared to the road I was on if I wanted to become a professional singer.

This traffic jam was by design. There were millions of kids out there like me who wanted to sing, record music, and become a star. But there were only so many slots on the radio, MTV, and VH1 (the primary platforms for distributing music at that time). Your chances of selling songs on iTunes depended on your being one of the few artists to somehow get attention from listeners.

But before you could even try to do any of that, you needed a record label. In order for a record label to notice you, you had to get a demo tape together, make sure it was lit, and then get it into the right hands. You had to have a certain “look” that the label could bank on. You had to already have some level of credibility, professional training, and experience, but how were you supposed to get that with all the barriers in your way? Almost every aspiring singer ended up getting caught in that hamster wheel and never making it out.

Of course, it helped if your parents had a bunch of money or knew someone who knew someone who could make a call and put in a good word for you. My parents had little money and had never met anyone who had worked in the music or entertainment industries. So, that was a nonstarter.

But the number one most important thing that you needed to be a singer above anything else was to be great. Undeniable. Elite. In fact, none of that other stuff mattered one bit if you weren’t truly exceptional. That’s still true.

To reach that level of proficiency required the kind of practice an aspiring professional athlete has to put in. But there are, what, hundreds or thousands of players in the NBA and NFL? Becoming one of them was hard enough. Meanwhile, maybe a few dozen singers would emerge from my generation and have any kind of sustained success, and that’s being generous.

To win at singing I would have to be unbeatable whenever a microphone was in my hands. That takes some serious work. I’m talking about a Tiger Woods level of conditioning and training. Hours and hours and hours. No breaks. No days off. Singing the same songs over and over, and noticing every detail of what was working and what wasn’t, what notes were a struggle and where I sounded best.

So, every night after school I started working on my craft, on my dream. I don’t know how my family could stand it. They must have somehow become deaf to the sounds of me singing “Ben” or “Billie Jean” by Michael Jackson a hundred times each night. Or maybe they were walking around with earplugs in and I never noticed.

But this was nothing new. I had been going like this ever since I’d started elementary school. Probably even longer than that. For all of those years, I had been writing multiple songs and practicing for hours every day. Every day.

Where did all that hard work get me? Before I graduated from high school, I had collaborated on songs with Pitbull and Birdman and even worked with P. Diddy. As my second year of college was nearing an end, I had won big-name singing competitions, had hundreds of songs under my belt, and was about to sign a contract with Beluga Heights under a major record label. My first single debuted at the number one spot on the Billboard Top 40, and the next two were also top-ten hits.

And that’s when the real work began.

«   »

While my first dream has always been singing, and I never stopped training to be my best, I later put my same work ethic toward mastering dancing, then performing, then directing music videos, then creating multiple businesses, and finally diving into social media. At each turn, I relied on a set of principles that I had created during my childhood and teenage years, when I was ferocious, relentless, and determined to beat any odds stacked against me.

This wasn’t a list of principles that I had written down and carried around with me. I never even thought about them or realized that I was still living by those same rules as an adult. But when I look back now, I can say with 100 percent certainty that my success both then and now has been thanks to these principles.

The foundation for these rules was laid when I was just a super-determined kid who was trying to turn the impossible into a reality. However, as I grew up and found my dreams and goals expanding, these rules became a recipe that I could follow for certain success. I have put them into practice again and again, in medium after medium. I continue to use them and follow them because they work. They aren’t revolutionary on their own, but taken together, they reveal the kind of mindset and work ethic that it takes to reach a dream—any dream.

Over the past five years, we have seen an undeniable shift in the atmosphere for creators of all kinds. Doors are opening. Gates are coming down. Creatives and artists are more valuable than ever, not just for consumers, but also for businesses and brands. Every platform is evolving in a way that welcomes more creators, and a more diverse palette of creators, to the table. We’re seeing a higher level of demand than ever before for shocking, stunning, beautiful creations and voices in every medium. There is real reason to be excited and to celebrate the future of art.

However, despite the enormous demand for creatives, no one seems to be talking about this boom in business. Certainly, no one is encouraging artists to keep at it or telling them how to get themselves into one of those new seats at the table.

Many young people are still abandoning their creative dreams for graduate school or a nine-to-five after the slightest rejection on social media. Others go viral one time, and then we never hear from them again. Still others continue to try to grind it out the old-fashioned way. They pay hundreds of thousands of dollars to go to a prestigious school just to pursue their art, only to be beaten down by a system that tells them that their art isn’t meaningful or that it should be one way when it is naturally another. These folks never even have a chance to connect with their audience or to figure out who their audience even is. You have no idea how mad this makes me!

But the main reason that more people don’t make it as a creative? They simply do not have a plan.

Singing was always my dream. However, a lot of artists and other creators are the products of their parents’ or someone else’s dreams for them. You’ll never get to the top of the mountain if you’re following someone else’s path. You need a plan of your own.

I can always spot the people who are spurred on by their own relentless momentum, because behind all of their hard work and sacrifice is a generous spirit. When you boil it all down, real artists are motivated by a passion for sharing. Yes, of course we want to be in front of an audience and be celebrated for our work. We want to be noticed or have our work noticed, sure. But we also want to give something away.

Artists are passionate about sharing something unique, different, or beautiful—whether it’s a sound you’ve never heard before, an approach or style that surprises you or makes you laugh, or a way of looking at something that brings you a smile or an overwhelming flood of emotion. The real goal isn’t just the art itself or even profiting from that art. It’s sharing that art with the world and using it to make an impact.

I wanted to write this book as a way to do just that, to share what I have learned with anyone who needs to hear it. These are the principles I have lived by on my path to greatness and success. These are the principles that I still live by today.

I guess a book about mastering your chosen artform and finding success should define exactly what success is. This is where it is important to remind you that you are reading a book by Jason Derulo! If you don’t already know, you will soon find out that I am proudly and markedly all about the mainstream. Success to me is all about eyeballs, sharing, downloads, and sales.

My definition of success has always been about interaction and impact. To be the “best” is to be the most played and most shared, period. I want the numbers on my side. The more people that like something, the more of an emotional impact you make, the more your work connects with someone on a personal level, the better and the more successful it is. Making your way into someone’s emotions gains you a follower for life.

However, connecting with someone on an emotional level through art is both hard and easy. Whatever your personal superpower is—humor, emotion, passion, articulation, or relatability—you will need to use it to drive those numbers and engagement.

I have never defined success by anyone else’s standards, so when I reached the type of success that clicked with my own definition, it belonged to no one but me.

So what isn’t success? To me, success has nothing to do with awards, notoriety, fame, pats on the back, mentions, or advertising deals. You won’t impress me with anything but reach, interaction, and numbers. How many people bought it, downloaded it, watched it, and shared it with their friends? How many tickets and records did you sell?

This might sound reductive, but instead I see it as liberating. Guess what? The numbers, downloads, and eyeballs are all available to you right now. People are scrolling TikTok looking for something that blows them away or surprises them. They are flicking through Instagram and watching their tenth YouTube video in a row just waiting for something to give them a jolt.

In today’s world, you don’t need an Oscar nomination or a comedy special or an art degree to reach the people and, therefore, to reach success. Unlike when I was trying to break into this business, you don’t even need a record label. All those barriers I talked about earlier? They’re gone. Poof. There is literally nothing and no one standing in your way.

Yes, numbers are what I’m after, first and foremost. But listen: they aren’t everything. There is another level to success that I want to make sure you understand. A big part of it is how you feel about what you’re creating. Other people’s opinions aside, did you like what you put out? Did it teach you something, make you feel something, or spark with you? The numbers don’t come immediately or consistently, so the other marker of success has to come from inside of you.

You’re going to hear about my successes, sure, but the best teaching tools I can offer you are actually my failures. Failures, to me, happen when either one of these hallmarks of success is missing. Either something I created didn’t get the numbers I wanted, or I wasn’t happy with what I put out there in the end. If I’m being real, though, I’ve written songs that I loved that didn’t hit the way I expected them to, and I consider them to be failures, too. To me, the numbers are and always will be king.

For those of us who are deeply motivated by this kind of artistic pursuit, fame and money are not the end goals. No doubt they are nice to have. I don’t have these sponsorship deals and post these advertisements for nothing. Today, I want to make money to show Black kids that they can make money using their brains. But those perks aren’t why we get into this in the first place.

Let me speak for myself. They aren’t why I got into this in the first place. Number one, I wanted to be undeniably great at my craft—the best, actually. Number two, I wanted to get to the top of the mountain in terms of my reach. Number three, I wanted to give something away to my audience and to all of the other creatives coming up behind me.

If you start with a primary goal of making money, your success will be short-lived. Leading with passion will always take you further. Life is short, and if you don’t love the art you’re creating and enjoy the road you’re taking toward your goal, what is the point? When your life is coming to an end, do you want to be able to look back and say, I made a lot of money, or, I made the best memories and enjoyed every day? For me, the destination has nothing on the amount of fun, satisfaction, fulfillment, and joy that I’ve experienced throughout the process.

Life is short, and if you don’t love the art you’re creating and enjoy the road you’re taking toward your goal, what is the point?

Really try to get clear on what you want to get out of this artistic pursuit of yours. I bet that deep down, you aren’t motivated most of all by fame and money, either. If you are, put this book down, and go find the bookstore’s business and investing section! You won’t find anything in these pages about shortcuts, cheat codes, manipulating algorithms, or turning a dime into a dollar. You will, however, find inspiration, hard-won lessons, fuel for your aspirations, encouragement, and insight into today’s new landscape for creators.

No one knows this landscape better than I do. At the time that I’m writing this, I have sold more than 250 million records since I started perfecting those songs back in high school. I am one of only six artists ever to have had a number one song in three separate decades—a nod to how young I was when I started this thing, not to how old I am now, you hear? I have had twelve number one songs, have recorded five studio albums, and have toured internationally in more countries than I can count. I am still performing international sold-out tours today.

But if you ask me what I am most proud of, I will tell you without a doubt that it is the content I have made over the past few years through my collaborations on TikTok. Because it is one thing to be great at a single artistic pursuit like singing, but it is another thing altogether to start something new and find the same level of success with it. This kind of winning on multiple platforms comes down to planning, determination, and execution. It comes down to having a clear set of rules for your art and putting those rules to work.

This brings me to the fundamental argument I am trying to make with this book and the biggest piece of advice I want to give you: there has never been a better time to be a dreamer, a creative, a creator, or an artist.

I wanted to write this book because these past few years have fundamentally changed my views on work, creativity, and artistic success. We don’t live in the same world today that I came up in. When you upload a song, a story, a comedy sketch, or a piece of artwork today, it can actually help you start down your path to greatness. But that’s if—and only if—you’re willing to put in the work off-line, too.

Your dream is within your reach.

Your path and your journey won’t look exactly like mine, and they shouldn’t. But the principles I am sharing with you here can be applied to any path and any journey. You can take these rules and go crush it on stage, in the classroom, in your office, or wherever it is that you want to be.

Your dream is within your reach. And since I love helping other people achieve their dreams as much as I enjoy chasing my own, I’m going to show you exactly how to grab yours and—even more important—how to hold on to it.

Make no mistake, though. Reading this book will be the easy part. Anyone who knows me will tell you that I’ve got all the stories. I’m excited to share them with you, along with what I’ve learned from everything I’ve been through. But once you put the book down, it’s up to you. I’ll give you the blueprints, but you’ve got to pour the concrete.
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TAKE RISKS.

«   »

FAILURE IS GOOD.






Inside a tiny acorn is a mighty oak tree. Trust the process.

—ELLEN DEGENERES

The year was 2009, and I was about to release my debut single, “Whatcha Say.” I was still a kid, only nineteen years old, but I had already been singing and writing my own songs for more than a decade. So, to me, it felt like this moment had been a long time coming.

This was a pivotal time in my career—my chance to make it or break it. If the song flopped, my label would probably lose faith in me, and then it would be very difficult to get anyone in the music industry to give me a second chance—not to mention the listeners themselves.

“Whatcha Say” had to work, end of story. Failure was not an option. And I’m not talking about a mild level of success, either. I was shooting for and expecting to break out as a new star on the rise. I wouldn’t be satisfied with anything less.

Besides feeling all of this pressure about finally introducing myself to the world in a major way, the song itself felt really personal to me. Before I wrote “Whatcha Say,” my older brother, Joey, somebody I’ve always been close to, came to me and confessed that he had cheated on his girl, who was the mother of his first child. Of course, he felt horrible about the situation and incredibly remorseful. He wanted to earn her
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