

        

            

                

            

        




	What people are saying about Justin


	“A young man who is on a mission, who wants to do something big with his life; and who loves to make people feel good and see them laugh.” 


	–Les Brown, “The World’s Leading Motivational Speaker”


	 


	“Imagine, turning your God given dreams into reality, not one day but today! Justin has done it and now he will walk you through, step by step, how you can do it too!”


	--Evan Money, Happily Married, Global Entrepreneur, Producer, P.h.D


	 


	“This book is AWESOME! If you are looking for a journey and a guide to success, then look no further. In this book Justin will help you get through the tough times that we all seem to experience from time to time, assist you in finding your core values and bliss, while all along teaching you the principles to follow for overall success in your life. Brilliant! Hats off to you Justin. I’m making this book mandatory reading for all of my employees.”


	--Erik “Mr. Awesome” Swanson, Best Selling Author, International Speaker, CEO Habitude Warrior Conference 


	 


	"Kudos to Justin for writing a book that will inspire the lives of many. The Book With A Hook is funny, witty and filled with wisdom. You will love it!"


	--Ron Klein, “The Grandfather of Possibilities,” Inventor-Credit Card Magnetic Strip-Validity Checking System, Developer of MLS for Real Estate, Voice Response for Banking Industry and Bond Quotation System for NYSE


	“Justin has delivered from the stage and is now delivering through The Book With A Hook.” He will challenge you to see your life in a whole new way.”


	--Greg S. Reid, Author of Think And Grow Rich Series


	 


	 


	“I’ve watched Justin grow into manhood and have the utmost respect for him, his goals, his talents and accomplishments. We can learn much from Justin and enjoy it along the way. ‘A cheerful disposition is good for your health…’ (Proverbs 17:22, MSG).”


	--Eddie Smith, author/speaker, CEO Worldwide Publishing Group, LLC


	 


	 


	“This book brings a fresh wave of encouragement wrapped with wisdom that is sure to make an impact.”


	--Ruben Gonzalez, Olympian, Award-Winning Speaker, Best Selling Author
 


	 


	“I have been able to be a big part in Justin’s growth. This book will help you get to the next level of your destiny.”


	--Brian Kenney, Fitness Expert, Speaker, Personal Development Coach


	 


	“Justin’s The Book With A Hook has an amazing way of capturing your attention with his adventurous stories, and at the same time it places a unique hunger inside of you to take your life to new heights.”


	--Frank Shankwitz, Cofounder of the Make-A-Wish Foundation


	 


	 


	“The Book With A Hook needs to be read by all parents and teens… It’s genuine, inspirational and fun. We look forward to featuring it in our Book Club!”


	--Brandi England, CEO of Global Teen Wealth


	 


	 


	 




 


	The Book 


	With A Hook


	Justin Renner


	 


	“18 Transformational messages that will have you laughing through your biggest challenges”
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	Dedication


	 


	I dedicate this book to my parents who have invested so much of themselves into who I am. 


	Mom, thank you for always making me laugh and helping me see life through a godly lens. You are an amazing woman whose joy and humor are contagious and your love is infectious. 


	Dad, thank you for seeing the greatness in me that I didn’t even know I had, and seeking the opportunities to help manifest that greatness. You are an incredible man of integrity. I respect and honor you for the sacrifices you have made for our family. 


	Love you both!


	PS… I know I’m secretly your favorite.


	 




Foreword


	 


	It was four o’clock in the morning, October 24th, 1995. In the midst of a long and arduous delivery—finally, my first born had arrived. Right out of the gate everyone in the room knew that he was something special. Because of the volume of his vocals and his intensity, the head nurse exclaimed, “Oh this one has a fiery personality!” And she was right…Justin had arrived. In his early years, Justin was not your typical child. He was smart, inquisitive, a deep thinker and driven. All along he was very vocal, almost too vocal. Many times we had to take two cars to a restaurant just in case Justin went into one of his uncontrollable rants, causing the whole restaurant to almost shut down. We knew all along that somehow he wanted to be “heard.” 


	Enter middle school, Justin found a passion— “Basketball.” And wow did he take to the game. His grandpa set up a hoop in our driveway and Justin would spend hours and hours shooting and practicing his moves and getting really good at the game. He tried out for several local youth teams and did amazing. But Justin was very serious about his “Performance” and his “Results.” 


	He would brood about a missed shot. His team would win but he would be disappointed at his own performance. All along his parents and grandparents were encouraging him—still, Justin had a seriousness about him that made it difficult for him to enjoy his successes or his talent. He was growing up in an upper middle-class neighborhood in an overachieving culture. The stress of it all started to show. 


	As his father, I would always encourage him to “Go for it” and do all the “Dad” encouragements you would expect, but honestly, I had a disconnect with my son. Justin and I were two alpha dogs in the same house. I was stressing over a depressed real estate economy and my son was struggling with an all-consuming performance mindset. We were at odds; our father-son relationship was a titanic story. Until one day my wife Michele suggested that Justin and I go on a father-son adventure. I agreed and planned an afternoon trip to Hamilton Pools out in the Hill Country. 


	Justin did not want to go—being in ninth grade, having a well-deserved anti-dad attitude, he reluctantly agreed (but only because of mom). This is where the magic happened…along the trail we discovered the lost secret of relationship building that may have been hidden for centuries. Yes, a lost treasure that could only be found on this trail. We found the common bond of “Humor”—yes, “Laughter” and joking. 


	We had so much fun. We had a fart machine that would spark at opportune times. We had people overhearing our (false) stories of large blood sucking leeches in the “pool” and they would literally turn around and go back home. We laughed and high fived having so much fun. Later, Justin revealed that was the turning point in our relationship. He didn’t think I was funny until that day, and frankly, I did not think I was funny either. I had been too serious for too long and on that hot and steamy Texas trail we both had an “AHAA” moment. More importantly—Justin realized how fun being funny is. 


	Justin’s adventure into humor started when he was watching comedians impersonate our Presidents. He just has a nature ability to emulate people including family (which makes for interesting holiday experiences). He started impersonating and making fun of high profile public figures like George W. Bush, Barrack Obama, Bill Clinton, and Donald Trump. Then one day, almost by accident, Justin tried out for a National Talent Competition. He barely got accepted but he got in. 


	A couple of months later he was on stage in front of 2000 people and he knocked it out of the park. The YouTube video of that performance got him noticed by a national seminar company that led to him speaking across North America—sharing the stage with notable greats like Les Brown, Bob Proctor, and Sharon Lechter, all starting at the ripe old age of 16 years old. Needless to say, I am very proud of Justin. He is humble and truly loves helping people, especially young people. So, The Book With A Hook is the tale of his journeys at home and abroad and I sincerely hope you enjoy the humor, the wisdom and the heart of a truly awesome young man. ENJOY!


	--Kenn “Dad” Renner


	 




Introduction


	 


	Growing up I was not your typical kid. I was kicked out of preschool (twice) for reasons I am too embarrassed to write about. At eight-years-old I was crying over how I was going to pay my bills; and when I was nine-years-old I asked a room full of elderly men and women, “So… what are your guys’ five-year goals?” They all looked in amazement and wondered what a grown man was doing inside of a tiny little body. 


	Throughout my middle school life, I took basketball so seriously that I was only happy if I played well. This meant that my team could have won the championship, but if I played poorly… I was in a bad mood. Over the years, I have fortunately changed and developed. I don’t take life so seriously, although I still view the world from a different perspective than most.


	In high school I learned that I had a knack for impersonating people especially Presidents like George W. Bush, Bill Clinton, and Barrack Obama. Over the course of training and my being given some great opportunities, this gift led me to become recognized as an international speaker, that began when I was eighteen-years-old. 


	I have been privileged to be surrounded by some of the greatest thought leaders of our time like Sharon Lechter (Rich Dad Poor Dad), Bob Proctor, Denis Waitley, and many others. What I heard from these accomplished individuals blew my mind because it was nothing like I was taught in school. These were ideas and principles like understanding my purpose, my identity, and destiny. I became a student of personal development, and knew that I couldn’t keep all of this goodness to myself. This caused me to begin writing down my experiences, and the wisdom that I absorbed. Now, after three years, this work is finally complete.


	In this book I attempt to uncover and answer many difficult questions that some people never think to ask. Each chapter or (Hook) is a question or statement meant to capture your curiosity, to inspire and ultimately transform your perspective. You see, the foundational difference between those who live average lives, versus those who live extraordinary lives, is their perspective.


	The encouraging and humorous stories are my own personal experiences, and haven’t been told by anyone else. They range from being chased by bloodthirsty wolves, to nearly being kidnapped by an assassin disguised as a taxi driver, and my journey that led me to be personally mentored by one of the greatest and well-known motivational speakers of all time – Les Brown. 


	I also share how I was able to travel the country as a teenager, and make an impact in the lives of thousands of people; and the exciting adventure of discovering and falling in love with my wife.


	These 18 transformational messages will have you laughing through your biggest challenges. They will uplift you, bring you hope, inspire and encourage you as you discover how amazing you truly are. Some of these principles I’ve included, have saved me from years of heartache and going down the wrong path.


	That's my mission for this book – to give wisdom and insight to help guide the lives of those who I may never get the chance to meet.


	Do I have you hooked? Let’s begin!


	 




 


	 






	Hook 1 
Vision


	

	 




 


	I Can See It!


	 


	When I was eight-years-old I had my first clue of what I wanted to do when I grew up. A vision exploded within me as I witnessed a speaker on stage in front of a couple thousand people. He was wearing a nice suit, a wireless ear-microphone and was inspiring the audience and making them laugh. I looked over at my mom who was sitting next to me, pointed at the speaker, and told her with a straight face, “When I grow up, I want to do what he is doing.”  


	As I grew up the vision got glazed over with school, basketball, hormones, girlfriends I never had, and other stresses of a teenager. But deep within me that vision still remained. That very vision would begin to make itself known early on in high school. For example, when I’d be giving a presentation in class I would naturally crack jokes and tell stories and everyone would laugh. In those moments I felt an unexplainable knowing that this was something I was supposed to do. 


	Then out of nowhere in August of 2013, I received an invitation to give a professional speech in Toronto, Canada. Keep in mind that at this time I was still a high school student and outside of the classroom I had never spoken in front of an audience before unless I was impersonating one of the Presidents. The crowd that I was scheduled to speak in front of was a whopping 250 foreign businessmen and women. And speaking in Toronto would automatically give me the title of an international speaker! And that’s a pretty nice resume’ enhancement for sure. 


	The event promoter informed me that I would have fifteen minutes to speak. I was to open up with my impersonation of former President George W. Bush and close with a speech to touch the audience members’ hearts. He informed me that I had to wear a nice suit, be inspirational, and get the audience laughing. That matched my vision perfectly! 


	As the Toronto date came closer, the nerves began to get to me. A few weeks before I was to give my presentation, I had an awful dream that I was giving my presentation and halfway through I started peeing my pants on stage. I was in shock and the crowd was horrified—then I awoke and…I discovered that my new puppy had just peed in my bed.


	I continuously reflected on the memory that I had at eight-years-old. When I pointed to that speaker on stage and told my mom that “that was what I was going to do one day,” it was no accident and when I realized this I was filled with an enormous amount of peace. That was my vision and I held onto it because it was a tangible glimpse of my desired future. 


	I continually envisioned what it would look like to have an entire audience laughing before me. What it would feel like to pour my heart out on stage, touch people's lives, and receive a standing ovation. I saw grown men and women coming to me and saying in their foreign accents how much my speech impacted them. I even posted a picture of a huge audience on my bathroom mirror so every morning and evening I would be standing in front of an “audience.” I also envisioned how good looking I would be wearing a suit for the first time; I probably envisioned this one a little too much.


	The day before the event, my dad and I flew to Toronto. We stepped off the plane and entered the airport. There were a bunch of people gathered around the televisions mesmerized by a news broadcast. This was my first time outside of the United States and it appeared that all of the Canadians standing in front of me had never seen a television before as they looked at the plasma screen with intensity. The headline read “Toronto Mayor Rob Ford caught smoking crack.” The Canadians around me were furious and disappointed that their own mayor was doing drugs. Immediately I knew that I would make a joke on stage the following day about it.


	My dad and I gathered our suitcases and began heading towards the sliding glass doors to exit the airport. I assumed that since I was a pretty big deal being an international speaker and all, that there was going to be a limousine out front for me with a steaming hot pepperoni pizza in the back seat. But my fantasy was quickly disproved when a heavyset man with a beard stepped right in front of us and said “You two! Come with me.” 


	Chills were sent down my spine and I knew that there was something not quite right with this guy. Part of the fear that I felt had to do with the fact that I had just watched the movie “Taken” on the airplane which is about a teenager being kidnapped in a foreign country. He didn’t look like a chauffeur even though he was wearing a suit. My dad and I both had a bad feeling. But because we looked like the clueless tourists that we were, he practically pulled us into the elevators as if we were on an invisible leash. He said, in broken English, “I am Taxi” flipped open his wallet like an FBI agent and for a split second showed us what appeared to be his fake laminated badge that he probably printed out at Office Depot. Before we had a chance to examine the validity of his license, he stuffed it back into his suit pocket next to where his handgun and pepper spray were most likely waiting to be used. 


	Sweat began dripping down the back of my head at the thought of getting kidnapped. We walked through the dark parking garage and my head was on a swivel checking every corner to see if there were any masked men ready to attack us. We then stopped in front of a brown beat-up minivan that had no taxi sticker and probably had tied-up bodies wiggling in the trunk. 


	I slid into the back seat that had a slit down the middle and cotton spilling out. I noticed crumpled up Arby’s, and McDonald’s bags at my feet and empty glass Coca-Cola bottles rolled and clanked on the floor as we began our departure. “This guy cannot be a taxi driver,” I thought to myself as he turned on the radio and all that was being blared through the battered speakers was “Mayor Rob Ford was found smoking crack!” We told our wonderful “taxi driver” which hotel we were staying at and he just nodded without saying a word as if to say, “Yeah you two keep thinking in your tiny American brains that I am bringing you to your hotel.” 


	Moments later, his phone rang and within a couple of seconds after picking it up he was shouting in his foreign accent to whoever was on the other line (I assumed it was one of his accomplices). I had been playing out different scenarios in my mind of what I would do if we were taken hostage but then our driver slowed down his tone and said the words into the phone “Don’t worry…I got them.” My heart stopped. What does he mean “I got them” I pondered? We better not be the “them” that he’s “got.” 


	At that point, my dad turned his head from the passenger seat to me and once our eyes met I knew that he was just as horrified as I was. Do I say my goodbyes and tell him how much I love him like they do in the movies? Or do we both jump out of the van at a red light and run for our lives? All of these fears came to a grinding halt when he turned into the parking lot of our hotel. Relieved beyond description we jumped out of his van and we actually gave him a bigger tip for not killing us.


	So my first hour in Toronto, Canada was filled with a crack-smoking mayor and a potential assassin disguised as a taxi driver and I was just relieved to be safe inside the big hotel.


	Despite the early adventure, my mind was still heavily sitting on the presentation that I was to give the next morning. My dad and I dropped off the suitcases in our room and then discovered the convention hall which was where the seminar was going to be held. After walking through the doors, I was met with something glorious: two story ceilings, glistening chandeliers, and rows of chairs that seemed to go on forever. This place was better than I could have imagined. I slowly began to work my way onto the stage picturing what it would look like when it would be jam packed with people. I then stepped onto the stage, stared at the empty seats before me and imagined the smiles on every audience member and saw them laughing. I envisioned my dad in the back of the room holding the camera with a tear in his eye. I had already pictured the ending to this remarkable time of my life so all I had left to do was to just do it.


	The next morning there were not just butterflies fluttering around in my stomach, but wasps and killer bees. My hands were icy cold and my legs were shaking uncontrollably while I was putting on my suit.  Before we headed out the door of the room I finished putting on the tie to my suit and it was as if the suit had magic powers because I felt like a millionaire. Tightening my tie up to my neck I felt like the president himself. We then rushed towards the conference room and there were people already pouring in. As I approached the front doors a man greeted me and told me to sit anywhere I wanted to.


	“Is there a certain place where the speakers sit?” I questioned. He looked me up and down and said, “Yes, but that place is for the speakers only.”


	I quickly realized that he had no idea who I was but that was okay with me. I wasn't on the roster because if the audience knew that some teenager was going to speak at a high-dollar conference a lot of them might not have bought tickets. I was going to be completely unexpected and that was right where I wanted to be. It was my time. 


	But as the conference dragged on the audience became weary and bitter. The speakers before me weren’t capturing the audience. There were many audio and technical problems and a few members of the audience left the room and demanded their money back from the promoter. The promoter did everything to calm them down and one thing he said was “Don’t worry, we have an amazing George W. Bush impersonator coming up soon who is going to be awesome!” They grudgingly went back to their seats with their arms crossed and deep frowns on their faces. It was at this moment when I truly began feeling the weight and the pressure. I was supposed to go up there and make this angry audience laugh and if I didn’t it was going to be the worst start (and probably end) of my career as a speaker. 


	I had battled a lack of confidence all of my life and when I needed confidence the most—confidence took the day off. I started to panic and the audience groaning at bad jokes from the other speakers just made it worse. I had to leave the room and meditate on what was important. I had to focus on how it wasn’t about me and that even if the majority of the audience doesn’t like me, I am doing it for the one person in that room who needs to hear what I have come to deliver. This wasn’t an experiment. It was an assignment.


	Just then a man ran up to me saying, “Mr. Renner we need to wire you up.” I blushed a little bit when I was called by my professional name and it pumped me up. And to put the icing on the cake he hooked me up with a wireless ear-microphone—as it was in my vision.


	Then I heard my name announced from the stage by the promoter, and before I knew it, I was walking up the aisle like a bride nervously approaching her groom. I saw faces light up with excitement, expectation, and slight confusion once they saw that an eighteen-year-old was going up to speak. With every step I took, the stage got bigger and bigger. Finally, I got up onto the wooden platform and turned around and faced the crowd. My heart was pounding, but as soon as I began to speak, the nerves rolled off of me like water off a duck's back and I went into my speech like I had done a hundred times in my bedroom. I started out doing my impression of George W. Bush and the audience was warming up to me. But then, I remembered the crack-smoking mayor and a joke spilled out of my mouth. I said in my George W. Bush voice:
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