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          “i think everybody should get rich and famous

          so they can see that that’s not the answer”

        

        —Jim Carrey

      

    

  
    
      
        “for what does it profit a man

        if he gains the whole world,

        yet forfeits his soul?”

      

    

  
    
      
        who would you be if you weren’t afraid?
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“mom, i think i’m dying”


      

      
        i uttered through tears, with what little energy i had left

        as an ambulance rushed to my Salt Lake City apartment.

        just seven days prior,

        i was perfectly healthy

        and pretty happy.

        before i could blink,

        i lost twenty pounds,

        went septic,

        and my heart failed

        as i was surrounded by doctors

        telling me i had “twelve hours to live”—

        all of this fresh off my twentieth birthday.

        when you come within an inch of death

        nothing you thought mattered

        matters anymore.

        by the world’s metrics, i was at the top of my game:

        starring in a hit Disney show,

        signed to a major record label,

        with more money than my parents made in their lifetime

        and yet

        i lay on my deathbed

        bombarded by death threats

        isolated from friends and family

        and entirely alone.

        in that moment i understood

        how people die of a broken heart.

        at this point, you may be asking:

        who the fuck is Joshua Bassett

        and how did he get here?

        no-schooled and self-taught,

        i moved to Hollywood on my own at sixteen.

        between sleeping in my car, showering at the gym,

        and crashing high-profile red carpets,

        i quickly learned that those who seemed to have it all together

        felt just as much like a fraud as i did—and still do, btw.

        i realized that if i pretended to belong,

        despite feeling like an absolute loser,

        i could fool people into believing i did.

        and the thing is

        it worked.

        though i failed time and again,

        i somehow landed a slew of acting gigs

        and was thrust into the spotlight.

        i’ll never forget spotting myself

        on the biggest billboard i’ve ever seen—

        right across the street from a red carpet

        i’d conned my way onto four years prior

        “fake it ’til you make it” is true in part

        but

        faking it only gets you so far.

        just as soon as i’d started “living the dream,”

        i nearly never woke up again.

        i was at the center of a social media firestorm

        and found myself at the mercy of the internet’s fury—

        feeling the real-world consequences of people’s online vitriol.

        within a week, i brushed shoulders with death.

        and though i walked out of the hospital miraculously healed,

        my road to recovery was far from a straight line.

        as my life fell apart,

        i spiraled into suicidal ideation,

        nearly killing myself with ketamine.

        at rock bottom, i had an encounter with God

        that gave me the peace i’d sought all my life,

        redefining what matters most:

        not success or survival—

        but to love and be loved.

        this book has taken over five years to write—

        the hardest thing to face

        has been myself.

        it is, to date, my most vulnerable

        and terrifying

        piece of work.

        through stories, philosophy, and poetry,

        i’ll take you behind the curtain

        of my public, private, and secret life.

        i invite you into my deepest struggles,

        darkest thoughts,

        and deadliest moments,

        as we examine what happens

        when you give a broken teenager the world at his fingertips.

        we’ll explore cycles of

        cowardice and courage

        loss and love

        bitterness, forgiveness

        bondage, freedom

        selfishness and servanthood—

        chasing your dreams while counting the cost.

        contemplating the transformational power of storytelling

        and its ability to redeem suffering; turning ashes to beauty.

        while overcoming countless setbacks—

        heart failure, complex PTSD, betrayal,

        near-death addictions, abuse, and suicide attempts, to name a few,

        i’ve also come to reckon with my own shadows and shortcomings—

        wrestling face-to-face with the devil in the very pit of hell,

        only to eventually be met with the incomprehensible,

        all-healing love of God.

        over the course of creating this book

        i’ve quit more times than i can count.

        why on earth would i write a book?

        what insight do i have to offer to this world?

        who am i to be a role model?

        in some ways i feel foolish; entirely unqualified.

        however

        i also believe wisdom comes from life experience

        and in my short twenty-four years,

        i’ve lived about ten lifetimes.

        all i hope

        is that my struggles

        lead to your salvation

        that my mistakes

        will become your lessons

        and my mess

        begets your masterpiece

        come with me as i connect the dots

        between the spiritual and scientific,

        emotional and physical,

        the three-dimensional and the etheric.

        i believe every angle has a valuable, complementary perspective

        and each is more intertwined than we tend to consider.

        i’ve spent my entire life in relentless pursuit of truth.

        i had no choice—

        when you’re drowning,

        you don’t waste time looking for a life raft.

        this book is for the rookies—

        the unorthodox

        the outsiders

        the seekers

        the black sheep

        the dreamers

        adventurers

        poets

        pioneers

        addicts

        lovers

        losers

        believers

        and skeptics

        those who question the paradigms they were born into;

        who don’t settle for merely accepting what they’ve been taught.

        who know deep down

        that there’s so much more to life than meets the eye.

        who have wandered every path,

        only to feel more lost than when they began.

        it’s a love letter to my fellow truth seekers—

        the adventurers of all ages who yearn to go beyond where they’ve been;

        who are wounded, bruised, and beaten down by life.

        until you’re ready to come face-to-face

        with the skeletons in your closet

        i’d suggest picking up another book.

        if you’re up for the ride,

        i guarantee you will walk away stretched, challenged, and transformed—

        or at least you’ll have fun along the way.

        chasing your wildest dreams is wonderful and all,

        but

        every dream must end—

        what are you left with

        when you wake up?

        i still have a lot to learn,

        but here’s everything i know so far.

      

    

  
    
      
        
“I HAVE NO IDEA WHAT THE F*** I’M DOING.”


      

      
        the night before filming the emotional climax

        of High School Musical: The Musical: The Series season one,

        i had a meltdown.

        my character, Ricky, had a page-and-a-half-long monologue—

        arguably the most pivotal scene of the season—

        and i felt entirely unqualified.

        Tim Federle, the showrunner, sensed my distress and pulled me aside:

        “what’s going on? why are you freaking out??”

        “i’m a fraud,” i confessed, “a con man.

        i tricked you all into hiring me,

        but i don’t know what the f*** i’m doing,

        and tomorrow i’m supposed to deliver this colossal scene.

        i’m in way over my head.”

        after floundering around, rattling off all the reasons i was incapable,

        Tim interrupted me.

        “Josh . . . every day i show up on set,

        i’m worried people will find out

        i have no idea what the f*** i’m doing either.”

        he’d never been a producer before becoming the sole showrunner,

        yet he carried himself with effortless confidence.

        “i’d be willing to bet

        most people feel the same way.

        the older i get, the more i’m reminded:

        we’re all figuring it out as we go along.

        even the ‘pros.’”

        “ya got this far,” he added,

        “there must be a reason.

        trust your instincts.”

        it clicked—

        if Tim felt like an imposter every day,

        yet showed up unapologetically

        maybe

        just maybe

        i could too.

        the next day,

        i shot the enormous monologue—

        we nailed it in two takes.

        Tim approached:

        “next take,

        when you get to this part,

        improvise.

        just say whatever comes out.”

        my heart raced as we reset the scene.

        i had no idea what i was gonna say,

        which, ironically, worked in my favor—

        my character was supposed to be unsure of his words.

        so,

        i leaned into the uncertainty.

        when i arrived at the line,

        i surrendered and spoke from the heart,

        trust-falling into the sweet spot of the creative moment.

        it was electric.

        every bit i improvised made the final cut.

        to this day, fans still recite that monologue to me,

        syllable-for-syllable

        on the street.

        four seasons, an Emmy, and a couple world tours later . . .

        i still don’t know what the fuck i’m doing.

        but i’ve learned

        i don’t need to.

        the key difference

        between a rookie and a pro

        isn’t so much experience—

        it’s courage.

        the ability to stay calm under pressure.

        you don’t need credentials, experience, or permission

        to begin pursuing your dreams.

        you need courage.

        i’ve found

        that the trajectory of my success

        directly parallels

        my ability to overcome fear.

        as i said, i was no-schooled and never formally trained

        in music, writing, or acting.

        by all logic, i shouldn’t be where i am today.

        but

        who among us has it all figured out?

        that’s what the journey is for—

        stumble, learn, get back up, and go forward.

        will you prevail all the more

        in the face of adversity?

        or will you buckle under the pressure

        and run back to certainty?

        the only guarantee

        is that if you give up

        your dreams will not come true.

        most people feel like outsiders,

        faking it

        even after they “make it.”

        we’re all rookies.

        some of us just have the courage

        to try anyway.

      

    

  
    
      
        
no-schooled


      

      
        the total amount of time i’ve spent doing schoolwork in my life

        amounts to maybe

        MAYBE

        twenty-four hours.

        i was never graded, nor tested;

        always getting away with endless procrastination.

        nearly every day of homeschool ended with

        my mom crying,

        me crying,

        or both of us crying.

        my lack of education became a punchline among peers—

        i didn’t—and still don’t—know the basics

        and was often made fun of for it.

        i used to say over and over:

        “i’m stupid, i’m stupid, i’m stupid.”

        though my mother tried to correct me,

        i stubbornly insisted.

        friends were few and far between;

        i missed out on many formative social aspects of childhood.

        i frequently made PowerPoint presentations

        hoping to convince my parents to let me attend public school.

        before i could finish the first breath of my pitch, they’d cut me off:

        “nope. not happening.”

        off to my room i’d run sobbing—

        i just wanted to be normal.

        at 16, i attempted a semester of community college.

        after four weeks of falling behind in algebra,

        i got a bad case of the “fuck-its”

        and started skipping class for In-N-Out.

        shortly after, i took my first real test—the CHSPE;

        a three-and-a-half-hour general education exam.

        though i ran out of time and failed the first round,

        i eventually passed, receiving my GED.

        still only 16, i moved to Los Angeles on my own.

        i worked on set as a “legal adult”—

        sleeping in my car and showering at the gym.

        funnily enough,

        it turns out that homeschooling is the norm in Hollywood.

        it’s weird if you WEREN’T homeschooled.

        suddenly what had felt like a shortcoming

        was actually a strength.

        all the free time i had growing up—

        making home movies with my five sisters,

        performing musical theatre,

        writing unapologetic songs—

        gave me the space to explore all sorts of creativity

        and find my voice as an artist.

        (for the record, not once in my adult life have i thought,

        “man—i really wish i’d paid attention in math.”)

        i spent my entire childhood

        trying to fit in

        only to now be rewarded

        for standing out.

        i tell you all of this

        to emphasize and reiterate

        that i am deeply unqualified to write a book;

        which is exactly what qualifies me to write this book.

        i’m not a scholar, nor a specialist;

        i don’t even have a high school diploma.

        but that didn’t stop me from living beyond my wildest dreams.

        of course, there are cases

        in which education and preparation are necessary

        but the spirit of what i’m saying is universal:

        don’t let the world’s rigid systems and fearful mindsets

        limit your ability

        to take the leap.

        do it unqualified;

        grow as you go.

        like a bird,

        falling from the nest

        to learn how to fly.

      

    

  
    
      
        
courage, cowardice, courage


      

      
        i can measure my success—

        both professional and personal—

        by the degree to which i’ve been

        courageous vs. cowardly.

        this pattern has played out in every chapter of my life.

        at six, i signed up for hip-hop class.

        upon arrival, i was so intimidated by the other boys,

        that i clutched the doorframe,

        gripping both sides, screaming bloody murder

        as my mom tried to force me inside.

        i couldn’t bear embarrassing myself in front of strangers.

        (ironically, my meltdown was far more humiliating

        than an awkward attempt at popping and locking.)

        at seven, my first-ever musical had open auditions.

        i confidently wrote my name on the sign-up sheet,

        only to sob in sheer terror,

        crossing it out as quickly as i’d written it.

        but

        i really didn’t want to miss out.

        so i went back and rewrote it.

        then returned the nervous tears,

        and yet again, i crossed it off.

        this back-and-forth ensued seven times.

        “okay” i sighed, drying my eyes, “i’m gonna do it.”

        finally, i stepped onto the stage, voice trembling,

        and cried throughout the entire song.

        but

        i did it.

        growing up, my dad taught me to play drums for church.

        when our church dissolved, so did my confidence.

        as i aged into self-awareness, drumming became too intimidating.

        i was a better drummer at age seven than i am now—

        i had no fear then.

        i had the guts to serenade my friend Makena as i asked her to formal,

        only to freeze when it came time for the actual dance.
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