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PREFACE

If I know one thing it’s that I know nothing at all. Now I know that sounds like a stupid way to open a book, but in my opinion, it’s one of the most valuable things you can understand as a person. Over time I’ve had trouble with silencing my ego, finding my purpose, and latching on to the little spurts of positive energy scattered throughout life as opposed to drowning in ever present negativity. I’m as open with people as I can be. Anyone who’s seen my journey unfold knows what I’m talking about. I put it all out there on all kinds of social media platforms—from movie sets to the front row of fashion shows, and even the bathroom, I’ve always felt compelled to use my experiences to connect with others. And that’s just online. In “real life” I’m equally accessible. If you’ve come out to see me at any of the meet and greets I’ve done, you can attest to that. I’ve spent countless hours meeting thousands of people from all corners of the world. All screens/likes/views/comments aside, for me life has come to be all about connecting with others. After all, human connection is what we do it for, and when I say we, I mean everyone. Literally everyone.

That’s why I was psyched when I heard there was going to be a book about me. (Also kinda freaked out, if I’m honest. Biographies are usually about dead people—so that’s a good sign.) It’s all good. Books are amazing. I love digital technology for the speed and ease of interacting with folks you’d never meet or get to know, but books are the original way to tell stories. (Well, maybe cave pictures were, but you get what I’m saying.)

The coolest thing about them is that everyone reads the same book differently. Each person has his or her own way of imagining the words on the page. That’s why when a movie is made from a much loved book, you always hear people say, “Oh, the book’s way better than the movie.” What they’re really saying is that they liked what they imagined in their head while reading better than what they saw on the big screen, which is what the director imagined while reading the book. I totally get that. I like the pictures in my head, too.

That’s why I wanted to add my own thoughts, or the stories in my head, to the biography that you’re about to read. All my thoughts, crazy, sad, happy, about who I am and the life I’ve lived so far—where I came from, what I believe in, who my influences are, how I’ve been inspired by them, what I stand for, and what I hope to achieve with my failures/successes and ultimately experiences.

But you knowing me is not all I want from this book. While reading about the wild ups and downs I’ve experienced in my little more than two decades on this earth, I also hope you will imagine your own vision of success and failure, dreams and fears, peaks and valleys. I want you to layer into my stories pictures of your life, both as it is and as you’d like it to be.

The purpose of this book isn’t just for you to read about me but to inspire and galvanize you into action, so that the next book I’ll be reading will be yours.
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CHAPTER 1


We are starting from the way beginning, like before Facebook was even invented.



Up until the age of five, Nash lived a near perfect life—if you define perfect as living in a country club community in a southern town with big skies, perfect lawns, and perfect families, just like his. The Griers were similar to many of their neighbors in the lakeside town of Davidson, North Carolina, just twenty miles or so north of Charlotte. Nash’s parents, Chad and Elizabeth, were college sweethearts before they married and settled down in the idyllic town to raise their three sons.

As far as Nash, his older brother, Will, and younger brother, Hayes, were concerned, there were no worries in or around their large house, emerald green yard, thick surrounding woods, or anywhere else the boys were free to roam. Any day of the week Nash could be found—in his favorite football jersey and a mask that shot water out of it—running around like a maniac, riding his bike, or doing tricks with his scooter on a little ramp his dad built in the driveway. Or he’d go into the woods surrounding their backyard, where he created his own adventures by climbing trees and blazing trails. Forts were very big back in the day.

Nash was lucky to have a built-in crew for fun with his family. He and his brothers, each separated by two and a half years, spent most of their time together. And most of that time was spent outside. Other than catching the occasional episode of Barney or, later, Power Rangers, they were always outdoors roughhousing and using their imaginations for made-up games. (The first electronics in their lives, other than TV and radio, didn’t come until years later, when Will got a Game Boy Color with a night-light on it, so the Grier boys could play in the dark, which Nash did all the time.) One of their favorite activities was putting Hayes in the giant swing in their front yard. Will and Nash would each grab a side, run as fast as they could, seeing how high they could throw it, and then duck under the swing before it swung back. Hayes, who was only two years old at the time, screamed and laughed as he zoomed into the air. Although he could have broken his little neck, all the boys thought it was hilarious. None more so than Hayes.


Even back then, Hayes was the Tasmanian devil. That or a wild mustang are probably the best representations of his spirit. Whatever is at his feet or right in front of him is all that’s in his head. That’s how he lives—in the immediate. He’s the crazy one in our family, but ironically he’s also the most sensitive and has always had a deeper and softer caring side than anyone in the family. Hayes could break his leg and not shed a tear. But show him one of those commercials where you see animals being abused—you know “for just pennies a day, you can save a…”—and he’ll be crying his eyes out. Animals are his weakness.



If Hayes was the little wild man of the three, then Will was the backbone. The eldest Grier boy knew exactly what he wanted to do when he was just seven years old. “I want to play football,” he declared. “I want to be in the NFL.” Sports in general always played a central role in his life. Basketball, baseball, you name it—he played it. Twenty-four/seven, year-round, he was playing something. But he was always most dedicated to football.

As the middle child, Nash was the typical peacekeeper. Growing up, Nash was neutral territory, the middle ground, between the opposite poles of his brothers’ personalities. If he found one of them going too far (Hayes getting a little too crazy, or Will too tough), Nash stepped in to center him with a joke or subtle shift of perspective. It wasn’t anything he thought about doing. It just came as naturally as Will throwing a football through a tire, or Hayes throwing himself off a ladder.


I definitely think birth order determines a lot of stuff. I always felt a special kinship to my uncle Jason, my dad’s brother, who is also the middle of three brothers, like me. I relate to his sense of humor, which defuses tension, and his ability to turn a situation toward whatever direction he wants it to go.



But even an old soul like Nash had trouble finding equilibrium when his parents sat him and his brothers down to tell them that they were getting divorced. Not that Nash totally understood what his “perfect” parents were talking about when they came into the playroom to deliver the news to Will and him. Just shy of six years old, Nash was doing cartwheels and other stuff like that, while his mom and dad gave the we-still-love-you-even-if-we-don’t-love-each-other speech. And Hayes? He was just a toddler and had no idea what was going on.

If Nash didn’t get the importance of his parents’ announcement that day in the playroom, it became crystal clear soon enough. That’s because life was never the same again. While his parents did the best they could to maintain all the stability and love he and his brothers had enjoyed previously, divorce is never a smooth situation. Through it all, though, Will, Nash, and Hayes always knew their mom and dad had their best interests at heart—albeit in a different way.

Their mom, Elizabeth, provided the emotional support, talking to her boys all the time, about everything, making them feel special and important. She was so good at it that it seemed redundant to Nash when his school counselor, Mr. Smith, pulled him from class one day “to sit and talk.” Nash didn’t mind it at all. Mr. Smith was a really cool guy, and Nash loved going to his office, because he had jelly beans and computer games. Mr. Smith was also the quarterback when they played flag football at recess. He was an all-around awesome dude. But when he tried to talk to Nash about his feelings and thoughts surrounding his parents’ divorce, it seemed strange. Nash was confused because he didn’t feel like he needed anything more than what his mother had already given him.
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POST-CHURCH SUNDAY IN DAVIDSON WITH MY MOM AND BROTHERS



Nash’s dad, on the other hand, was always the protector. After Chad and Elizabeth split up, he moved to a house on a big piece of land with pastures, a pond, and, of course, woods. There the Grier boys had mud fights and played with BB guns. But the enormous scar across Nash’s forehead that he got at that house didn’t come from a misfired shot or a rock hidden in a launched mud pie. No, it came from playing video games.

Despite being late adopters, Will, Hayes, and Nash were pretty serious about video games once they got started. By the time they moved into their dad’s new house, they were full on into them.


If we were having trouble beating a level of Crash Bandicoot, Jak and Daxter, or whatever it was, we sat in the basement passing the sticks back and forth no matter how long it took—until we beat it.



During the incident in question, they’d been playing Crash Bandicoot, a racing game, for seven long days, and still hadn’t beaten the snow level. Finally, though, Will beat it (naturally it was Will, who succeeded in every kind of competition). Hayes and Nash just went nuts. This meant they could finally move forward in the game! Screaming and running around, the brothers high-fived and chest-bumped one another. “Yeah!” Nash yelled, pumping his fist and running as fast as he could around the back of the pool table—straight into a concrete support beam.

The next thing Nash knew, he was looking at his brother’s brand-new beanbag, which he had just spent four months of his allowance on—and it was soaked in blood. The blood was Nash’s, pouring from a golf-ball-size hole in his head. In that moment, he had no idea what had happened. But his brothers later explained. As soon as Nash knocked himself out on the concrete block, their dad had flown down the entire four flights of stairs of this big old house. He went from the very top of their home all the way down to the basement, barely touching a single step.

Nash came to when his dad grabbed him, threw a rag on his head, ran him to the car, and whipped to the ER, where the ER doctors sewed up the gash in his head.


Thankfully the doctor stitched it nice, because later, when Hayes fell off a wall when he was three and busted his head open, his doctor did a terrible job (sorry, bro). Even more comforting, though, looking back at it was that my dad’s world would completely stop if any of us were in danger.



The house where Nash busted open his head was just one of many that he and his brothers lived in after their parents split. They moved around a lot after the divorce, and from each place Nash has a trove of good memories.

Their mom’s first place was in the actual town of Davidson, which is such a cool college town. Davidson College’s beautiful campus could be straight out of a movie. While they were living there, Stephen Curry took the private liberal arts college’s basketball team to the Elite Eight of the NCAA tournament, and the town went crazy. There were parades down the street and everything.

After living in the house where Nash knocked himself out, their dad moved into another one, where a new housing development was going up across the street. So right across from their yard, there was a giant construction site filled with heavy equipment, building materials, and massive machines. Basically a boy’s paradise. Whenever people weren’t working on the site, Will, Nash, and Hayes ran right over to tear it up. They’d do stuff like use steel beams and cinder blocks as an obstacle course for their bikes. Or they’d hop into the cab of a Caterpillar bulldozer or the bucket of an excavator. Sometimes they’d build forts in the half-built frames of new houses. The construction workers were good people. From the boys’ footprints and bicycle-tire tracks alone, they had to know a bunch of kids were goofing around in their site. But they were cool with it—so much so that they’d leave the makeshift forts up as long as they could before they had to come down for the next phase of work.

No matter where the Grier boys went there was always adventure to be had. The woods of North Carolina are thick and pretty much everywhere. As long as they were near some woods, Nash and his brothers could find the fun.


Once while we were living beside some particularly dense woods, my dad took a chain saw and cut through the shrubbery and tangled vines to make an opening in the shape of the number one. Then a little farther down he made another opening—in the shape of the number two. And so on until Dad had created a walkway with doors in the form of different numbers. I don’t know how he came up with something so cool, but it was like our own secret universe.



Will, Hayes, and Nash didn’t just move around to a bunch of different houses; they also went to a lot of different schools. Coddle Creek, Davidson Elementary, Mount Mourne—the schools they attended depended on the district where they lived. That didn’t bother Nash. He’s always been able to get along in different environments, with all kinds of different people. He’s a classic middle child who can fit in just about anywhere.
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MY DAD AND ME PLAYING BALL IN THE DRIVEWAY



If there was a downside to their situation postdivorce, it was shuttling between Mom and Dad. They always seemed to be on different sides of town—and the boys were in the middle.


I won’t lie; that was whack.



In the first years after their divorce, the schedule (whom the boys stayed with, and when) was a source of constant tension. There was a very strict custody schedule at first. It was Dad’s every Thursday and every other weekend, Mom’s the rest of the time. The boys even split Christmas, leaving their mom’s at 10:45 p.m. on Christmas Eve to have Christmas morning with their dad.

Getting two of everything—even Christmas—isn’t all it’s cracked up to be. There were definitely those bad times when the schedule seemed to take precedence over everything else, even the boys’ feelings. The arguments (“That’s my day.” “No it’s mine!”) got kind of out of hand for a while. No matter how much Chad and Elizabeth fought over their sons, Nash always knew that he had a dad who loved him a lot and a mom who loved him a lot. That was way more important and lasting than who they opened gifts with on Christmas morning. It also kept Nash and his brothers grounded as they eventually got used to life in not one but two families.


[image: images]
JOHNNIE BUILDING A TREE HOUSE WITH MY TERRIBLE HELP



While Nash and his brothers were living with their mom in Davidson, she started to date a new guy, and that guy ended up becoming their stepdad.


Now, I know stepparents can get a bad rap, especially in books, but Johnnie was and continues to be one awesome dude. He’s just the nicest guy ever and really loves my mom. Those are, of course, the most important things. But he also had the sweetest house on Lake Norman, which we all moved into when he got hitched to my mom.



Elizabeth’s new husband, Johnnie, had a house he built himself that sat right on Lake Norman. Nash was nine years old when they moved in, and that’s the house he called home until he left North Carolina.


That was my spot. I grew up in that house and on its small beach, which opened up onto my true backyard: Lake Norman. Although it’s the largest man-made lake in North Carolina, I know every inch of that lake. It’s one of my favorite places on earth.



The amount of fun Nash had on the water of Lake Norman is immeasurable. There was a zip line that started in their yard and went out to the end of their dock, so that the boys could fly through the air and dive-bomb right into the water. There were also giant hamster balls so they could walk on top of the water. His mom and stepdad weren’t rich, but Johnnie could build anything. And he would build anything to make his new family happy. Trails and forts, even boats! So after playing in the woods for a while, Nash would take a little whaler boat out to fish, visit the marina, or see one of the many friends he had who also lived on the lake.

Lake Norman didn’t just entertain Nash; it was also a moneymaker for him. Because there were a bunch of golf courses around the lake, the water was filled with golf balls. Golf balls are really expensive and still good after they’ve been submerged in water, so Nash made a little business of diving for balls and selling them back to country club members and caddies. Wearing goggles, he spent hours hunting those white balls, which were easy to spot under water. Then he’d head with his catch to any one of the courses, where there was always someone willing to buy golf balls at a cut rate.

When Nash got a little older, his first real job also revolved around the lake. It was pumping gas at the marina closest to his house. On weekends he worked there for tips alone, but the yacht owners he pumped gas for gave big, big tips.

While he loved his home all year-round, summers on the lake were the most glorious thing ever. Endless days of sunshine, cold clear water, and total freedom. Nash and his friends went tubing or took their boats out for adventures. They explored every nook and cranny of Lake Norman, which is how they found a secret passageway to the smaller, neighboring Lake Davidson. The two lakes, divided by the interstate, are supposed to be completely separate. But one day Nash and his buddies found an opening, about six feet high and four feet wide, with water flowing through it under the interstate. Always up for the unknown, they pulled the motor up on their small whaler boat and floated through. But upon entering the passageway, they got stuck in a spot packed full with branches, debris, hundreds of fish, and snakes. Unable to get through, they had to back the boat out and drive it back to the house, where they immediately got Nash’s stepdad, Johnnie, to return to the passageway with them. (He was as game as they were.) Nash, his friends, and Johnnie wound up clearing out the entire thing, so that they could go from lake to lake without leaving the water. As far as they could figure out, nobody else knew about this passageway, which is what made it so amazing.


(Of course, now that I’ve spilled the beans, all of Lake Norman and Lake Davidson knows.)

Anything that could happen did happen on that lake. I can’t count how many times we got stranded and someone had to tow us in. We ran out of gas, hit rocks, busted holes in the bottom of boats, and sank them. Crazy stuff. We flipped Jet Skis and lost the keys to the ignition in the bottom of the lake. Some dumb kid decided to climb above the zip line my stepdad built outside our house—and hang from it upside down. Of course, he fell. Onto a bed of rocks at the very top of the zip line. He busted his head open and had to be airlifted out of there. Yup, we saw everything on that lake.
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KNEEBOARDING!



Busted heads and boats aside, Lake Norman was as close to perfection as Nash could imagine. As the years went by, he had gone to so many schools that he had friends all around the lake, which connects eight counties. They’d meet up at an island, a house, or a dock to go jet-skiing or double-tubing or just hang out. There were so many great things to do on the lake: building rope swings, snorkeling, kneeboarding, or wakeboarding.


Wakeboarding is the best. Riding the wake behind a boat on a board, it feels like you can just keep going forever. Those were the times, hanging with my friends in a squad of four or five Jet Skis or boats.



Nothing beat those summers when Nash could just walk out the back door of his house, get on the lake, and fly. Easy and free. They were so amazing—and so unlike the secret, internal pressure that was beginning to creep up on him as he entered sixth grade at his newest school.
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CHAPTER 2

In sixth grade Nash started at Davidson Day School, a rigorous private school his brother Will had already attended for a few years by the time he got there. Technically, Nash should have been in seventh grade, but he was “reclassed,” meaning he had to repeat the year. It wasn’t because he had trouble in school, either academically or socially. Both of Nash’s brothers were also reclassed. That’s because they were really big into sports and wanted to have that extra year for a leg up.

Football might have been Will’s passion ever since he could remember, but Nash was on the exact same path as his older brother. Just as he followed Will to Davidson Day, he followed him to combines, recruiting camps, the whole nine yards. At the age of thirteen, Nash had a highlight reel (just like Will) and played quarterback for the JV Davidson Day Patriots (Will was quarterback of the varsity team).
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THE GLORY DAYS



In college and in the pros, football is a year-round sport. And that’s also what it was at Davidson Day. Every year the state championships were held the last week in November—and every year, the new season of football started with its first day of practice one week after that.


Only one week off! That’s insane, right?



Not only was football a year-round sport at Davidson Day, but it was pretty much seven days a week as well.

Any day of the week, if Davidson Day students looked out of a school window, they’d see a hundred people on the field practicing football. If the team wasn’t out doing full-field workouts to practice their agility, footwork, and plays, then the players occupied the weight room. Every single day. That is except Friday, because Friday was game day, which was the craziest day of the week. On Fridays members of the football team wore their Davidson Day Patriots team jerseys to school, where everyone spent the day hyping them up for the game later that day. While most kids might have been goofing off or resting up on the weekend, the Davidson Day football team spent Saturday watching the tape of the previous Friday’s game. Football dominated the culture of the school—and Nash’s dad was the one who created the whole thing.

Chad, who played quarterback for the East Carolina Pirates for two years and later for the Spiders at the University of Richmond, started the football program at Davidson Day. The school didn’t even own a football before Nash’s dad came on the scene. Although he worked in the tech sector, football is Chad’s passion, and as soon as he arrived at the school he poured his heart and soul into creating a top-notch team. With Chad as coach, the Davidson Day Patriots were state champions four times in five years.

The recipe to his success was no secret: work, work, and more work. Will, Nash, and Hayes’s dad was hard on the whole team. Every season started with an annual camping trip to Camp Arrowhead about two hours west of Davidson. For an entire week, surrounded by the picturesque setting of pine, oak, and hickory along the shores of a beautiful—albeit small—lake, Chad and his team got serious. Working out, eating, and training were the only three things they did from the moment they woke up at 6 a.m. to the minute they went to bed at 9 p.m. Nash felt like he’d hardly fallen asleep when it was already the next day and time to repeat the whole thing all over again. The trip was all three-a-days: one workout in the morning, a little break, one workout in the middle of the day, a little break, then one workout in the evening.


If you’ve never heard of “three-a-days,” even if you’ve played football or are a fan, that’s because most teams do two-a-days. Not three-a-days! When we went to Lake Arrowhead, by the third workout you were so tired it felt like you were floating. And we did that for a week! The tradition my dad began as soon as he started the football program was that if you made it back alive from that camp, then you made it on the team.



Their dad was equally hard on the team off the field. He maintained a strict attitude toward everyone’s grades. There was a certain GPA a student had to have to play football at Davidson Day, but he created even higher benchmarks and goals for his players to reach. That was important because half the people on the team were brand-new to the school, and not typical Davidson students.

Chad loved football, but his main drive was “How do I use the game to change people’s lives?” To that end, he would go to schools with underserved students and just talk to people—kids, parents, and educators looking for something better for the students with promise. He took so many guys out of the worst situations and got them full scholarships to this fancy, private, K–12 school, where ninth graders were taking advanced placement classes.

He wouldn’t just find these kids a place at Davidson Day; he also gave many of them a place in his home. Some of the team members lived at his house for months, even years, either because these guys came from too far away or they didn’t have a stable home that would support the new pressures they faced in a prep-school environment. The biggest issue was that a lot of the students on the football team had bad grades when Nash’s dad started the program. Eventually, though, the football team’s overall GPA was higher than that of any of the other teams at the school. Again, it was Chad who did that. There are so many kids in college right now who would have not been anywhere if it weren’t for him. Austin is just one example of many. When he started at Davidson Day, Austin wasn’t a great student and not much better at football. He also had to live with Chad and the Grier boys, because he was from the Beatties Ford Road area. At the time, it was officially ranked the number-one neighborhood in Charlotte for violent crime. Why Chad had pushed to get a full scholarship for Austin was totally unclear. He saw something in Austin nobody else could, and he turned out to be right.

Over the next four years at the school, Nash watched Austin turn into a completely different person. From one year to the next, the changes in him were radical. From a physical standpoint, he went from a kid who subsisted on junk food to a healthy athlete who treated his body like a temple by exercising religiously and eating nutritious meals. He threw himself into every practice and game to become one of Davidson Day’s top players. But Austin didn’t just change physically. He also radically transformed his mindset. Whereas he started ninth grade shy and insecure, he graduated a confident leader. Austin, whose brothers followed him to Davidson Day, earned a full scholarship to West Point.


You’d be surprised how much you can do if you just try.



How Chad changed Austin’s life so completely and permanently made a huge impression on Nash. He appreciated the fact that his dad was so good at using football as a vehicle for evolution of the whole person, because Chad didn’t just preach the physicality of the sport. He talked just as much about how football is a mental game. Of course part of that included getting inside your opponent’s head. But not by trash-talking; Nash’s dad would never stand for that. No, he insisted his players be good and smart sportsmen. He taught his players to use subtle body language and other techniques to gain the advantage.

His father’s more important mental takeaway revolved around the nature of the game itself. Each play in football is only about six to eight seconds long. Then it’s a dead ball. Then back to playing another six to eight seconds. Stop. Dead ball. Play. Repeat. It’s natural to use the breaks within play to zone out and just catch your breath. But Chad taught his team that during the time in between plays they should be thinking: assessing the situation that just occurred and strategizing what should happen next. This kind of mental prep allowed them to eliminate all the extra calculations and decision making during the game, so that all they had to concentrate on was their performance, which is the biggest determinant to the outcome of the game.

The lesson that went far beyond football, for Nash, is that there really is no such thing as downtime. And there was no one Chad drove that lesson home harder with than his three sons.

His rule was “Because you’re my kid, I have to go ten times harder on you.” He said this to Will, Nash, and Hayes all the time, and it was true for a couple of different reasons. The first was to negate any appearance of special treatment. Every member of a team has to be treated equally.


You just can’t have that. I’d been on a team before where a dad coach favored his kid, and it always turns out bad.



Then there was the not so insignificant fact that Will and Nash received a lot of financial aid because of football. Davidson Day cost more than $17,000 a year! There was no way the Grier family could afford that. Just like Austin and many other kids on the team, Nash got an opportunity for a world-class education because of football—and the fact that his dad was the coach. So yeah, he had to be on the top of his game.

That meant a lot of practice outside of their regular grueling schedule with the team. From circle tosses to one-knee drills and sprint outs, Nash’s dad lived up to his promise to go hard on him and his brothers. He had them practice their footwork for hours and hours in the backyard, so much so that they dug out paths of dirt in the lawn.


If you went back to our old house, you’d probably still find the grooves of the first step, second step, third step, and plants of our three-step drops.



Just like those markings in the grass, a three-step drop is imbedded in Nash, because he spent so much time mastering it. The relentless quest for perfection by breaking down each element of an act and then practicing it over and over and over again until it’s pure muscle memory resulted in an amazing kind of freedom. When Nash was in a game, the adrenaline pumping, and had to do a three-step drop, he didn’t even need to think about it. He just did it.


That lesson of hard work freeing you up for greater creations, like so many other lessons my dad taught me, extends way past the world of football, where I first learned it. My dad understood that a lot of aspects of the game go hand in hand with life. Teamwork. Sacrifice. Diligence. All of these and more were characteristics that you develop on the field, but can help you with the rest of your life.



That was in the forefront of Chad’s mind when he pushed football in his family, which Will was more than happy to pursue. A freak athlete, Will could have played any sport he wanted to. He was just that insanely physically talented. As a five-year-old playing on a soccer team, coaches of opposing teams asked to take Will out of the game because he was making too many goals! (Chad didn’t keep his son from playing but instead taught him to pass the ball. So little Will would run with the ball and wait in front of the goal for a teammate to catch up, then he’d pass to him and that kid would score.) Other than football, Will loved to play basketball, which he was equally amazing at. When Will was just three years old, his dad taught him to shoot a basketball on a ten-foot rim. By the time he was in sixth grade, Will could dunk a basketball! Nash would travel around the entire country watching him play future members of the NBA, of which he could have easily been one.
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NASH’S FIRST MIDDLE SCHOOL FOOTBALL GAME



But Will loved football the most and dedicated his heart and soul to it, so that by the time he was in high school, he was a legend in their part of the country. As the quarterback of a team that only lost twice in five years, Will broke a national record when he threw 837 yards in a single game. He was the Gatorade Player of the Year, National Player of the Year, Mr. Football USA, and on and on. Dubbed the best player in the nation, he got offers from a slew of Division I colleges before he committed to play quarterback at the University of Florida.

While he was at Davidson Day, Will ran the school. Everyone looked up to Nash’s big brother. And it wasn’t just Davidson Day students who were obsessed with and idolized him. People came from all over the region to see the myth in action. His games would be huge! There were crowds everywhere, spilling over from the stands and out onto the hills. That was the impact he had.

Meanwhile, Nash was supposed to be next in line to fill Will’s shoes!


I was always Will Grier’s brother.



He was a quarterback just like his brother and, according to his dad, had the same potential. When Nash entered seventh grade, he first began to contemplate the idea of succeeding his brother, the star athlete to end all high school star athletes. It was around this time that he asked his dad while they were driving to school, “How do I match up to Will when he was my age?”

Maybe Chad sensed his middle son’s doubt, but his answer was decisive and totally surprising to Nash: “You are ten times better than Will was.”


That was mind-blowing, mainly because I didn’t think you could be better than Will.



Will, who was also in the car, agreed with their dad. It wasn’t a comment on Nash’s physical prowess. There was no question Will was the better athlete. Nash’s skills were a result of Will’s incredible football career. Watching and trying to emulate him, Nash developed earlier and at a quicker rate, which is common for younger siblings.

Nash appreciated his dad and Will’s vote of confidence, but he was still deeply unsure about the whole thing.
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