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			I dedicate this book to pain, loss and failure, 
the three greatest teachers in life. 
You can’t win without them.

		

	
		
			Foreword
 by Dana Perino

			My memory fails me. I can’t remember the exact moment I met Tyrus, but I do recall we had an immediate, unspoken connection. It extended far beyond the noticeable height difference between us, him towering a good twenty inches above me. We just got each other. He saw me for who I was, and I saw him in return. We could quickly communicate full paragraphs to each other with a single glance. Sometimes it was a simple nod of silent understanding—a gesture acknowledging what the other was thinking. Other times it was a shared pang of empathy. It left others to wonder how we both got into this on-air predicament together. We were like two people bound by a common Gutfeld…separated yet united.

			Of course, I had to look up—way up—to meet his gaze. The height disparity between us is quite amusing. Words don’t do it justice. Allow me to show you. On the next page, there's a photo of us posing in the greenroom before taping an episode of The Five back in August 2018. Notice Tyrus had to kneel down…on the floor…on his knees…so that he could stand shoulder-to-shoulder with me.

			We also grew up quite differently. I had a stable home with loving parents; a pony on my family’s ranch where we spent holidays and summer vacations; family dinners every night; and a plan for my future, which was supported by both my parents and my doting younger sister. Tyrus had none of those things.
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			As you’ll soon read in Nuff Said, Tyrus barely survived his turbulent and abusive childhood. He sometimes didn’t have enough to eat. He had to dodge blows and heartaches at every turn. He couldn’t find a firm foothold from which to launch his dreams. He was a giant who felt very small.

			So how did he become the Tyrus we know and love? Perseverance, undoubtedly. Guts, definitely. Determination, no doubt. And a relentless pursuit of happiness—which he has come to realize he deserves.

			The little voice in Tyrus’s head used to say, “I can’t…it’s too hard.” But now it says, “I will…it’s worth fighting for.” I bet it also says “put Greg in a headlock” sometimes, but fortunately (or unfortunately?) he’s learned to ignore that.

			I read Just Tyrus in one day. It was so completely honest and vulnerable, moving, and hilarious. I loved the book so much that I told everyone to buy it—and apparently, they did. It was a huge bestseller and allowed Tyrus to share his life story with us. It was fascinating. Heartbreaking. Triumphant. It pushed Tyrus out of his comfort zone and forced him to strip back the layers. And, through that process, he discovered that he is not only a remarkable person, but also a remarkable author.

			And now we have Nuff Said—his signature phrase, so uniquely him that it probably deserves that little TM trademark symbol after it. In this sequel you’ll delve into some of Tyrus’s extraordinary life experiences and see how they connect with the most pressing issues of our time: immigration, crime, bullying, athletics, politics, China, parenting, and respect (for ourselves, each other, and the planet). It is Tyrus’s commentary on all of these issues that has the power to silence a room. When he talks, people listen. There’s so much wisdom and common sense in his takes that you’ll finish this book more informed and more optimistic about the future—and we could all use that.

			It is an absolute honor to call Tyrus my colleague and my friend. Getting to know him has been a highlight of my life. He lives life large. He makes me laugh, he keeps me humble, and—above all—he reminds me to embrace life with joy, love, and gratitude. I look up to him in more ways than one.

			Nuff said.

			Dana Perino

		

	
		
			Foreword
 by Billy Corgan

			I first met Tyrus while we both, in sleepier days, were entombed at the second largest professional wrestling company in the world. As designated suit from The Office, I’d been given all the sour apples to manage, and, in that, informed impolitely that this behemoth was among them. So, hat in hand, I approached Tyrus as he sat wrapping hands for a fight he would not have.

			“They’re booking you wrong,” I muttered, throwing away any authority I might hold. “They just don’t get who you are or what you are capable of.” Tyrus certainly knew by form who I was burying, for his job of late had been to hold another talent’s baby in-ring as they spoke, or to mean mug any available camera.

			“Well, what would you do?” he asked of the critique.

			I cited a forgotten phenom from the past, a stout and unwavering giant who, in being unapologetic for his many gifts, grated positively on one’s mind. Yet, as is my custom, I carried on past this winning hand. “And you could also wear a tailored suit.”

			Shifting his massive frame, Tyrus began to signal our conversation was nearing its fatal end.

			“What’s your real name?” I broached. My sudden query brought back razor-split eyes.

			“George,” he’d murmur after an overly long pause.

			I continued. “And would you prefer to be called by your real name, or—?” For this impertinence I was coolly sized up. For now, I was offering a hand past all decorum or reason.

			“George,” said he.

			“And your last?”

			Almost groaning, George intoned the family name. “It’s Murdoch—”

			“Are you Scottish?” I had wondered too quick. But this flicked on the megawatt smile that in a year would launch a career in public punditry.

			“I am, actually.” He laid out the ancestry, which bore our soon-to-be common fruit. “And you?” George wondered politely.

			“The same,” I confirmed, “amongst other things—”

			Knowing Tyrus as I have over this last decade, caught in glimpses and asides and a conversation between us that neither seems to begin or end, I can only share that his success upon the world’s stage is of no surprise. For, as owner and CEO of the National Wrestling Alliance, the august brand now in its seventy-fifth year of continuous operation, I am often witness to the show behind the show. Where a proud father might weep with his children in arms as he absorbs the magnitude of being just crowned World Champion or kibbutz with those he broke in the business with not as star, but as equal.

			This, you might see, is a place beyond politic and beyond every other manner of divide. For this is the stuff of love and triumph over that which might just as easily have dragged another under; and for good. And, of that man, I am proud.

			 

			William Patrick Corgan

			6-21-23

		

	
		
			Introduction

			When my first book, Just Tyrus, came out last April, I really didn’t know what to expect. I was proud of it, I was hoping my friends and family would read it, but, beyond that, I had no real expectations.

			The day it was released, it hit number one on Amazon and sat there for the entire week. Number one on Barnes & Noble. Kindle. Out of stock everywhere. Forty thousand copies. Poof. Gone. Not knowing too much about the publishing industry, I wasn’t sure quite what to make of this. Was it as big a deal as some people were saying? I guess so.

			I’d be lying if I told you it didn’t catch me off guard and give me pause. I’m competitive. I like to win. But this was not my game. This was my first rodeo. And I found myself sitting on top of a bucking bronco. My associates at Fox News were excited and supportive. That meant a lot to me. Then I started reading the hundreds of reviews that popped up on Amazon in the first couple of days. That’s when I realized that my story connected with people. People weren’t just buying the book and reading it. They were devouring it. And then they were sharing their feelings. Whatever struggles they were going through in their lives, my story was resonating with them and helping them cope with their challenges. I was just sharing my story. I had no idea it would have this kind of effect on people. If you’ve watched me on Fox News, you know I like to try to be funny, I’m fairly confident in my ability to comment on current events, and I’m not shy, but this experience with Just Tyrus humbled me. When my son sent me a video of him picking up the book up in his local Barnes & Noble, I broke down in tears. That made it real.

			Every interview I did to promote the book, I realized that everyone talking to me had actually read it. A lot of times in television, an assistant will jot some notes down because, often times, the hosts don’t have time to read. It seemed that everybody I spoke to had read Just Tyrus. I had been so nervous right before the book came out because it felt like maybe I was oversharing. I was getting naked in front of people and, all of a sudden, I wasn’t sure if I was comfortable with that. Then I realized: that stripped-down honesty is what people were reacting to.

			With that realization, I knew I had to keep writing. I have more stories about the arc of my life, and I’ve also got plenty of real takes on what’s happening in the world today. Things we really need to talk about as a nation.

			So here we go. I’m ready to keep sharing, to keep getting to the heart and soul of what matters to lots of people who are scared, frustrated, confused, and just looking for some common sense in an increasingly caustic and chaotic world. I have no idea what will happen with this book.

			But I’m ready to find out.

			Just a note about the content here. What I intend to do is address a current societal issue in each chapter and then add a story from my life that relates to that issue. Pretty simple formula. My hope is that maybe you can begin to think about your own life and how it relates to what we are all going through collectively today as a nation. Whether you do that or not, thank you for picking up Nuff Said, and I hope you enjoy the opinions expressed and the stories that go along with them.
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			Chapter 1
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			Stand-Up

			Since my first book came out last year, I have embarked on kind of a stand-up comedy career. Lots of storytelling. Hot takes. Basically what I do on television but blown up into ninety minutes. To say that it’s been a revelation would be an understatement. The reviews are unbelievable. I do a meet and greet afterward, and fans are just like, “We didn’t know what to expect, but we had no idea it was going to be like this. This is the best comedy show I’ve ever been to. I haven’t seen anything like this since Robin Williams.”

			Whaaaaaat?

			When I ended up on Gutfeld!, it basically was a chance for me to do my improv on the subjects of the day. And it just kept growing and growing. At one point, Greg said to me, “If you start doing stand-up, I would lose you in a year.”

			That meant a lot to me because he knows funny. The more I contributed to the show, the more laughs I heard myself getting, and it really got me thinking about where I could take my act, so to speak. I watch a lot of comedy on TV, and I have to admit, sometimes I wonder how that person got on the screen. I’m not being a hater. I would just question how certain things happened. I appreciate great comedy, but there were definitely people I saw on television that I thought I might be funnier than. That gave me hope. If they can do it, why can’t I?

			But I still didn’t have the confidence to get out there and do it. It’s a big move. And I’m a big guy. I mean, physically big. That was part of my insecurity. Was I too physically big to get up on stage to try and be funny? Would I be like Shrek up there? Would I feel like a train wreck before I even opened my mouth? I needed something to happen to create an opportunity.

			Thankfully, when Greg was doing one of his book-signing shows, he invited me to appear with him, just come out and have some small talk with him in front of the audience. Me being me, once I had that microphone in my hand, I just started riffing, making up jokes on the spot and telling a few stories. The place was dying. I saw people laughing as hard as they knew how to laugh. Right then, a switch flipped inside of me. Afterward, my wife, Ingrid, came up to me and said, “You need to do your own shows. You need to do your own stand-up. That entire audience of people was laughing their asses off with you.” She knows me pretty well. She has seen me in many different situations. And she was definitely picking up on something special.

			So, I decided to quietly give it a shot. I would use a fake name and go in to a few places around the country and just get up there and do a few minutes, try to get a few laughs. I felt like I had accomplished a lot in wrestling. I was in the middle of accomplishing a lot on television. Then I started getting that thing that people sometimes get, like the actor who wants to be a singer, or a singer who wants to be an actor, and so forth. I’ve seen it happen before as an observer. Sometimes it works, sometimes it doesn’t. But there was only one way to find out. I had to get out there and do it on a regular basis. I had to start channeling my inner Richard Pryor.

			I listened to Richard Pryor practically every day of my childhood. When my mom worked nights, he kept me company in the dark. I knew every routine of his by heart. I listen to his Live on the Sunset Strip album every time before I take the stage. It’s like getting a pep talk from a dad I never had. And I still laugh at his jokes because of the timing, the social relevance, and that unique Richard Pryor energy.

			Things started to pick up. It became easier to book shows. But then the insecurity kicked in. I was thinking to myself, There’s no way anybody is going to buy tickets to see me. They can see me on television for free every night. What business do I have doing a stand-up comedy show that requires people to purchase tickets? I was just being real with myself. In my youth, oftentimes when I failed, I would look to blame anybody else but me. One thing I quickly realized doing stand-up is, it’s you and you alone up there. If you fail, there’s nobody to blame but yourself. Was I prepared for this? Was I prepared for the worst? Was I going to be able to handle it if I went out there in front of a large audience, cracked some jokes, and heard nothing but the sound of silence in response? It was a huge risk. I understand that pain and loss and failure are good teachers, but I also understand that sometimes you shouldn’t set yourself up for failure if you’re not able to handle the consequences. I felt that I could, but I wasn’t quite sure. Then the shows began to sell out. I should have been thrilled about that, which I was to a degree, but the amount of pressure that I’d created overwhelmed the excitement.

			I believe the first really big venue that I did on my own that sold out quickly was in St. Louis. I was sitting backstage thinking to myself that I had not written one joke for the show. I was going on in a few hours and I needed to figure something out quickly. I love the idea of performing stand-up as an abstract concept, but I had not given it the proper thought that I needed to create and fine-tune an actual act. My whole persona and television personality was all about shooting from the hip and being off the cuff. It works terrific in little bursts when you are sitting on a panel with other smart funny people, but it’s a bit different when you’re about to go out and face two thousand people who are expecting a great show because they paid good money for it in a tough economy. How could I have forgotten to polish my act before doing my first big sold-out show?

			I needed to figure something out quickly. I took a pad of paper, and I wrote individual words down on that top sheet. That was my outline. I wasn’t going to write a script or tell myself what to say, I just provided a few trigger words to help me remember some fun stories and jokes that were floating around my head. Everybody has their own style; this was mine.

			There was more pressure on me. I would be wrestling for the NWA Heavyweight Championship against Trevor Murdoch in the next couple of days and so I had invited some wrestlers to come down and catch the show. Everyone I invited came to support me. Billy Corgan came to the show. As you probably know, he’s an extremely accomplished and successful musician, the founder of the legendary Smashing Pumpkins, and also the owner of the NWA.

			Before the show, I put on my headphones, cranked up Richard Pryor, and got into my groove. Then I went out there for about ninety minutes and brought the house down by simply looking down at that little list of words. To this day, I still don’t write much down before a show, just little words to guide me. That night kind of changed my world. It gave me the faith and the hope that I could really do this in front of people and succeed. Not every night was killer, but the more I did it the more consistent the positive audience reactions became, which just fueled me even more. The events kept getting bigger, they started selling out faster, and I noticed that I was even connecting more during my television appearances. My confidence was up, I had some extra swagger, and I felt that my chops as an entertainer were becoming far more polished thanks to my new stand-up gig.

			I love to deal with the occasional hecklers because that takes me back to my wrestling one-liner talents, which is really where I live—quick, pointed comebacks. After the shows, at the meet and greets, people would tell me that while they thought the stories and jokes were funny, they also found them touching and relatable. This is when Just Tyrus was starting to blow up, and I began feeling a much deeper sense of connection to the audience. When you sit there on television, you really don’t know who is watching at home. At these shows, however, all of a sudden, I began to get a real sense of what the audience was all about. These were, in large part, down-to-earth, smart, funny people who were just looking for a little bit of escape from the bullshit. They were happy to be out in public watching a live event. And they were just as happy that I joked about things that probably drive them a little bit crazy in this world, from politics to everyday life. Although I don’t hit politics too hard in the act. Just a passing comment here and there. It’s really not about politics. It’s about getting through life.

			All of a sudden, my size didn’t matter. In fact, it kind of became an asset because I was such an anomaly. Think about it. Comedians in general are not that physically imposing. For the most part, they’re just like regular people. I’m like a freak show up there physically, but people seem to like that I talk common-sense comedy that hits them where they live. In a very real way, doing stand-up began to feel like my true calling in life. Sort of like everything I have been preparing for since childhood. My sense of timing, my ability to tell a story, and how much I loved cracking wise with people suddenly had a much deeper purpose. I began catching myself before I went out there on stage. Is this really happening? There are people sitting in the back row. A full house. And everybody seems to be there for the same and right reason. To laugh. To get away from the bullshit.

			Many times in my life I had put up roadblocks when I thought I couldn’t achieve something. That was me. I would convince myself I couldn’t do something. Now, the exact opposite was happening. I think a lot of us put up roadblocks. We convince ourselves that we can’t do something over some stupid detail that only we see. Oh, I can’t take this job because I have kids! Oh, I can’t do this job because I was a C student in college. Even though it’s only our own personal reality. It’s not real. We have no way of knowing what we can do unless we actually go out there and do it. If I go out and crack jokes and nobody laughs and I barely get polite applause, then I know I need to get better or get off the stage. I felt proud of myself for stepping out of my box and trying something new. If it didn’t work, it would still be a victory because I had tried something bold and learned something about myself.

			Being on stage has become an escape for me. Any hassles in life that I may be having at the time completely disappear when I take that stage. Nobody can get me after. It’s the ultimate safety zone. It’s like wrestling in a way. You get yourself up and up and up for the show, and then it’s over and the rush is gone. You didn’t have to bring yourself down. I know, for certain entertainers, we need to artificially get ourselves in the mood with either drugs or alcohol. But for me, the Art of performing is the drug itself. It’s what gets me high. It’s what gives me purpose. In a way, it’s what defines me.

			When I read positive reviews of my shows, and when famous people come backstage to see me and complement the show, it’s very humbling. I do not take any of this for granted. I don’t think I have a big head, especially when I’m getting ready to go out onstage. In fact, I’m always a little bit nervous. Call them butterflies, call them whenever you want, I have them. But once the curtains open, it’s like the ring of the bell in a match. It’s just me and the audience. It’s so raw. I have to figure out what the mood of the crowd is. I’m creating a relationship with them, and I like to nurture that. Then, for an hour and a half, we can laugh together and talk about stuff that we can’t talk about anywhere else. I’m always reminded of what my wrestling mentor, Dusty Rhodes, said to me years ago. “I don’t worry about you, kid, because when you smell the popcorn and you hear the crowd, you will always know what to do.”

			That seems to come naturally to me, unlike personal relationships and parenting: things you really have to work at every day no matter what. Even if it feels natural it still requires lots of working energy. But entertainment? It just feels like what I’m born to do. Especially in front of a live audience. I hope you get to come to see one of my shows sometime. But more than that, when you leave, I hope you have a sense that you can do anything you put your mind to. I hope my shows help you believe a little bit more in yourself and even encourage you to take a shot at something you would not normally be taking a shot at. That’s what life’s about. Failing is fine. You will learn from that if things don’t work out once you take the shot. More often than not, I believe you will find there’s victory simply in trying. And when things do connect and you succeed and everything works out, well, I’m here to tell you, that truly is like a little bit of heaven on earth.

			It all started for me when I was in the ninth grade, when I had first been introduced to Mr. Rivera, my drama teacher, who was bringing me in because I was considered a troubled youth. I had just been pulled out of sports by my stepfather. I was having a rough time at home. I just was kind of lost and having a really hard time finding any kind of voice or purpose. I hated going home. I hated going to school. My friendships weren’t really friendships anymore because I was so withdrawn all the time. You live in a constant state of…just fear because I was always one comment away from a backhand. I was one look away from a punch or being grounded. I was just unhappy. And there was nowhere for me to go. So my grades were suffering, and I was looking for another elective. That’s when Mr. Rivera goes, “You should try the drama class.”

			I took his advice. So now I’m going to do drama class with Mr. Rivera. Honestly, in many ways, that saved my life. Not in a melodramatic sense, like it kept me from offing myself, but it gave me a sense of purpose, a place to be special, powerful, unique, and different. Before Mr. Rivera’s class, I was definitely the class clown, always making jokes and always getting in trouble for it. I was known for being a smart-ass and a bad student. But then Mr. Rivera introduced me to a game called Freeze. It starts with two people on a stage playing out a scene until somebody yells “freeze.” Then another student comes onto the stage, taps one of the people on the shoulder to replace them, and then introduces an entirely different scenario. It might start off with two people driving away to vacation and then someone yells freeze, and the next thing you know, we’re now at the doctor’s office sitting in the waiting room.

			It was a fun game. I was pretty self-conscious at first, so I would never volunteer to take part. I would sit in the back and basically try not to be noticed. I wasn’t outgoing at all. I didn’t have the self-esteem or confidence yet. I think Mr. Rivera realized that, so he encouraged me to get involved, which I eventually did. My situation at home, with my mom’s abusive boyfriend Craig constantly beating me down, really made things bad at this point in my life. Again, Mr. Rivera seemed to sense something else was going on, so he went out of his way to engage me. I would watch these kids playing Freeze and think to myself, That’s not funny. Why are they all laughing? Why is everyone having such a good time? One thing when you’re miserable is that you love to find the flaws in everything. Misery loves company. I was being an asshole. If I wanted to laugh, I could go home and just watch Richard Pryor.

			After a few weeks, Mr. Rivera insisted that I come up to the head of the class and start a game of Freeze. I was terrified. I had been avoiding it so much. I still give him so much credit. He didn’t put pressure on me right away. He waited a few weeks. A lot of other teachers might have tried to force me into that spot much earlier, and they would have lost me immediately because I would have pushed back. I would have created a power struggle with them. I already had no power at home, so I was trying to get as much as I could in class, which is not a good place to be. Anyway, I go to the front of the class with another student, and he gave us a situation to act out. We were supposed to be at a table in a restaurant when we both realize that we don’t have our wallets. How were we going to pay for dinner? We’re sitting there, and I was pretending like I was eating. And then we got the check I looked up and I said, “Oh, I’ll take the check.” The other kid says, “Oh, I’ll take the check.” I said, “No, I’ll take the check,” then “Give me the check. I took the check and reached for my back pocket. I did the thing where I made my eyes big, and a couple of kids giggled. I checked both my back pockets and my front pockets, and I looked at him and said, “You know what? You’re right. You should take the check.” He was like, “Sure.” He checks his pocket and is like, “You know what? Maybe you should.” Then some kid yelled, “Freeze!” I was pissed. I was like, We didn’t even get to the best part of it. Of course, they walked up, tagged me, and I’m off. Now, I’m mad.

			Because. I was feeling it. I was liking this. I had gotten a laugh. It wasn’t a huge laugh, but it was enough for me. That feeling of accomplishment or that feeling of, for lack of a better word, power, the ability to change the temperature of the room. I did it with just a facial expression and grabbing my butt, looking for a wallet that wasn’t there. I liked that moment of being able to take a group of people and make them laugh or make them think a certain way. It was like a vitamin shot of confidence. I went, sat down, waited maybe two turns, and raised my hand. Mr. Rivera called me up, and I came back on the stage. This time it was with a girl.

			As soon as I got up there, I started hopping up and down like I had to use the bathroom, knocking on the door. She started saying, “I’m almost done,” and I was saying to her, “Well, what the heck are you doing? This is taking forever!” People in the class were dying laughing because let’s face it, bathroom jokes in the ninth grade are hilarious. And the girl is getting embarrassed because I didn’t think about her feelings. Today I would probably be in trouble for that. This went on and on for a while, and afterward Mr. Rivera pulled me aside and said, “You know what, you’re a funny guy. You don’t smile a lot in class, but you’re a funny guy.”

			Mr. Rivera encouraged me and he pushed me. After about a month, nobody would tap me on the shoulder to get me to leave the stage. When I got called up for Freeze, I was up there for the whole episode because everybody wanted to work with me. After all, I was going to say something funny and make them look good. It just kind of built and built. Then one day Mr. Rivera told me there was a school talent show and said, “You need to do this. You need to do some stand-up comedy.” That blew my mind. Outside of doing some Richard Pryor impersonations, I knew nothing about stand-up comedy. The drama class was a very private space where we learned about acting and plays and improvisation. Doing stand-up was going to be an entirely different thing. Obviously, it would just be me up there. But if he believed in me, I was ready for that challenge. A big school play was also happening at that time, and Mr. Rivera had me playing three different characters: the sheriff, the town drunk, and an old man. There was also a part he wanted me to play in drag, which I pushed back on, but he said to me, “You have to do this. It’s going to challenge you. If you want to be a better actor and comedian, you have to take risks.” I noticed that being in the drama class helped with my other classes because I was growing confident as a person. It even helped with my sports because again, I believed more in myself with everything Mr. Rivera was putting me through.

			When it came time to rehearse my act for the talent show, Mr. Rivera was right there with me. I had written a bunch of things about being a frustrated ninth grader and he thought I was funny. Long story short, I won the talent show, in part on the strength of a couple of very strong urination jokes. Ninth grade, remember? Always go with the bathroom humor. That earned me a visit from the vice principal. I will never forget this. He pulled me aside and said, “You are going to be famous one day. But please, no more jokes about peeing.” I was like, “Yes, sir.”

			The vice principal told me about an acting school in Los Angeles that he thought I might thrive in if I wanted to change schools. He told me it was my calling. Unfortunately, my mother and Craig did not see the merit in me going to a school that didn’t really have sports, plus it was going to cost a fair amount of tuition, even if was my calling. And so I packed those dreams away. Of course, back then I had no idea what the future held. And I knew no matter what, if I was ever going to make it on stage as a performer, particularly doing comedy, that it was going to take a lot of work and a lot of luck. But I had people in my corner. I had a great teacher and a vice principal who believed in me.

			My love for comedy came from the joy it brought to people’s lives. There was nothing quite like the feeling of making someone laugh and seeing their face light up with happiness. I knew that if I could become a successful comedian, I would be able to bring that joy to thousands of people.

			Over the years, I spent countless hours watching stand-up comedy specials, studying the craft and learning from the best in the business. I spend hours writing and refining my own jokes, experimenting with different styles and techniques. I practiced in front of the mirror, trying out different voices and mannerisms until I found what worked. The road to success was long and difficult, but I never lost sight of my goal. I knew that if I kept working hard and never gave up, I would eventually achieve my dream of becoming a successful stand-up comedian.

			Looking back on my journey, I realize that my passion for comedy was not just a passing phase. It was a calling that I had felt since I was a child, and it was a part of who I was. Even when it seemed like the odds were stacked against me, I never gave up on my dream. I knew that becoming a stand-up comedian was my destiny, and I was never going to let go of that dream.

			High school is a critical time in a young person’s life, where they are beginning to explore their interests and passions and think about their future career path. Navigating this process can be overwhelming and confusing, which is why having mentors to guide and support them is so important. Mentors can be teachers, coaches, family members, or professionals in the student’s desired field. They can provide valuable insight, advice, and support to help the student make informed decisions about their future. In addition to providing practical guidance, mentors can also offer emotional support and encouragement. High school can be a challenging and stressful time, and having someone to turn to for guidance and support can make all the difference. Mentors can help students develop resilience and perseverance, which are critical skills for success in any career path.

			Mr. Rivera, and my old vice principal, if you’re out there reading this book, thank you for seeing something in me when I was in high school. Without you, your encouragement, and your support, I would never be where I am today.
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