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Introduction:

FETUS EVA

[image: Images] ’ve always been the type of girl to believe in fantasies—almost a bit too much. Growing up, I managed to bury my head in any books I could get my hands on. Maybe it was because I enjoyed the immense benefits of bettering my education . . . or because my grandma used to pay me a quarter every time I read a book as a kid. Either way, it turned me into a total romantic, and a crazy, wild dreamer. Books took my mind to a place I’d never been before, and a place that, at the time, I thought I could never go.

Truth is, books are really all I had sometimes. My family couldn’t afford to get me all the things I wanted, but one thing that’s for certain is that they always made sure I had books to read. Honestly, going to the bookstore when I was a teen was practically more exciting than going to Disneyland. My grandma used to take me down the street to the (now closed) popular bookstore and just wait at the cafe for me while I searched and searched for the perfect books to buy.

I’ve always been completely enthralled by stories I could only get my hands on when I opened a book. Stories are my everything. Sometimes I ask myself why. Why do I fall in love with these stories and characters? Why do I fall in love with these stories so easily? Maybe it’s just that: love. I’m a hopeless romantic. I believe in magic. I believe in fairy tales existing somewhere out there in this world, and I love the idea of the kind of fairy tale you’d read about in a book happening to little old me.

Books made me see the world a little differently. They made me think that getting my first kiss would be magical, that I could go all the way until my sophomore year of high school before finding out I was actually a princess, and that maybe someday an owl would show up at my window and take me away to hone my skills as a wizard.

None of which happened.

However, a few good things came out of reading, like my love for writing. And story-telling. Growing up, I wrote every single night in composition journals that cost seventy-five cents, and stashed them under my bed hoping my parents wouldn’t find them (they totally probably did).

[Side note: Mom, if you’re reading this and actually did find my journals—please just lie to me and say you didn’t. I will actually die if you tell me you read them!]

I wrote songs, poems, and scripts, and even attempted to write a few novels . . . all of which I could never find time between schoolwork to finish. I guess I just wanted to create a few stories of my own.

It’s been a few years now, and even though I never finished any of the books I started writing when I was growing up, I told myself that if I could just finally finish one someday, I’d be happy. I didn’t know how it would happen, or when, or what this magical finished book would even say inside its pages, but I knew if I worked hard enough, eventually I’d see my name on a shiny, glossy book cover. With my name as the author.

So here is my book. A book by me—Eva!

Wow, twenty-one years old and already a published author?

DAAAAAMN, EVA!

As I finish the writing of this book, it’s 2016, and senior year of college is approaching, although I’m taking a year hiatus due to my YouTube commitments. It’s been a long journey of growing up, and even though I’m still not nearly close to done with growing, I have a lot of stories that are itching to be told.

Now I must warn you that I’m nowhere near an expert on typical how-to things: like, here is a list of things I can’t teach you . . .

[image: Images] How to bake a cake that doesn't come from a box.

Seriously, why would you bake a cake from scratch when they have literal cake in a box . . . like, just add water and an egg. It ain’t that serious.

[image: Images] How to do a fishtail braid.

Look, I’ve been taught how to fishtail three times and still can’t do it on my own.

[image: Images] How to get your cat out of a tree.

My cat can’t climb trees. Her legs are too little. That’s a good thing.

Expert advice on how to be the perfect human is not my forte. However, I can tell you this:

You’re going to go through a lot of different stages in your life. Literally, I’ve been through it all. From the emo stage to the scene stage, from crying all night from desperate sadness to crying all night from helpless laughter.

And life won’t be easy at some points, but you have to realize life isn’t supposed to be easy. If everyone lived their lives with no sadness, no pain, and nothing going absolutely and completely wrong, how would we appreciate the simple but amazing moments? You have to push through the bad times to get to the magical times, and I can tell you that my life, though not always perfect, is pretty freaking magical.

So if you’re looking for a guide to making you “cool” or popular, or if you want to learn how to do the perfect French-braided topknot or contoured cheekbones, this may not be the book for you. I still can’t fishtail-braid my hair and I’ve been taught like a hundred times (yes, I know I said three, but it’s really more like over a hundred!). Instead, this book is all about teaching you how to love yourself for exactly who you are. Being okay with what your momma gave you and rocking it.

It’s also all about figuring out who you want to be. I mean, trust me, I had no idea—literally no idea—who I was in high school, but I did know who I wanted to be and what type of person I wanted to grow up to be. I had dreams, visions, and goals. Just like I know you do too!

The thing that got me through growing up was being excited for all the possibilities my life could have if I only worked hard and dreamed big. So I dreamed extremely big. I made lists late at night and mood boards and thought of every possible way to make life my own. By the end of this book, I know you’re going to feel a wave of motivation tingling through your body. That’s what I needed growing up—constant pushes to keep me motivated and keep me dreaming. Which is why I’m going to tell you a lot of embarrassing stories and interesting stories about my life, because I feel like the only way to let you know it’s going to be okay is to fill you in on all the crazy shiz I’ve been through so you KNOW it’s gonna be okay. Literally, I’ve been through a lot. I had a lot of obstacles when I was younger. I overcame them, and I made life mine, and I’m going to help you make your life yours.

This is a journey of my life to guide you through your own. It’s a reflection of my own mistakes, best moments, and weirdest moments that I want to let you in on.

So here’s what I will attempt to teach you:
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FETUS EVA’S GUIDE to GETTING THROUGH THINGS:


LISTS


This book is going to show you a lot of ways to get through things, but the number one thing you should always do is MAKE A LIST.

Here are some of the lists I made when I was growing up:

Cute boys

Names for future children

People I want to work for

Foods I hate

Making these lists is what got me through all the bad times. I went through a period in my life where I was crying in my room for hours about a lot of things.

I’ll get into all the details later, but basically, I was going through some pretty negative things and I let them get the best of me. They consumed me for the longest time, and I became extremely depressed. So much in my life felt out of my hands, and overall, I think the thing I was most affected by was the idea that my life would never amount to anything I dreamed of it being.

I could have easily let depression win.

But I didn’t.

One of the reasons I was sad at that time was because I wanted to act but couldn’t, because my family had no money for acting classes or the time or ability to take me on auditions, so I thought I’d never be able to be an actress and I was getting older every day (you know how every day that goes by when you’re a teen can be excruciatingly longgggg when you are no closer to your dreams!) and nothing was helping me get closer to my goals.

But there’s always a way to fix something—even if it’s not an immediate solution. That’s where my lists came in.

I realized I couldn’t just drop everything and become an actress the next day . . . so I made a list instead. This list was:


MAYBE I WANT TO BE AN ACTRESS, BUT IF I CAN’T, THIS IS WHAT I WANT TO BE




[image: Images] A psychologist or therapist or school counselor (no way could I ever be a psychiatrist if I had to pass all that math they make you do in medical school)

[image: Images] A teacher

[image: Images] A professional surfer

[image: Images] A photographer

[image: Images] Oprah

[image: Images] Editor in chief of Seventeen magazine or Teen Vogue

[image: Images] A film director
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Looking at this list now is kind of amazing, and if you know me from my videos, you can probably figure out why, right?

Because I’m already doing most of the jobs on my list!

I’m writing this book that’s full of advice that I hope will help you and teach you. I love to surf. I take photos every day. I direct and edit my own videos.

Okay, so I’m not Oprah—but who else is? LOL.

Not long ago, I found another list that I wrote out with multicolored pens on a piece of computer paper. This list really makes me laugh:


THINGS I WANT TO BUY OR HAVE WHEN I GROW UP AND HAVE MY DREAM JOB AND CAN AFFORD TO BUY OR HAVE THEM




[image: Images] A white Siberian husky with one blue eye

[image: Images] A hanging wicker chair that swings around

[image: Images] A Bugatti Veyron (but only to rent and only to drive to my high school reunion)

[image: Images] A bed with a round mattress bed (um, where was I supposed to get the sheets???)

[image: Images] A really gorgeous and expensive Teavana teapot

[image: Images] Sliding French doors
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[image: Images] An outdoor bathtub

[image: Images] A house with a living room that has a kind of indoor creek with lots of pebbles and flowing water and fish swimming around in it, like an underground fish tank (I saw this in a magazine and thought it was amazing)

[image: Images] A spiral staircase

[image: Images] Tickets to travel the world. Especially to Greece

[image: Images] A haircut so my hair looks like I want my hair to look, like AnnaLynne McCord’s did on 90210, because hers is so cool. One day it’s like flowing California girl and then the next day it’s all wavy and scrunchy. She has some good hair going on!

[image: Images] Oprah’s job

[image: Images] A stylish baby

[image: Images] My own clothing line. With basic pieces that are flowing and peasant-style, sort of like Greek boho

[image: Images] The ability to write a book!!!
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SO GET LISTING!
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CHAPTER 1

The Truth About

HIGH SCHOOL
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[image: Images] igh school for me was overall a good time. Despite some run-ins with bullies, some pretty intense heartbreaks, and some pretty deep and sometimes scary moments (don’t worry—read on and I’ll tell you all about them!), I had fun—and made it out alive. And despite all the times I wondered what in the holy guacamole nacho chips my teachers were trying to get me to do sometimes, I learned a lot in school. Not just about the subjects we were taught. About me, Eva.

Honestly, however sucky a lot of parts of high school may be, it’s so necessary for teaching you how to survive in the real world. I swear I am so confident now in so many new ways, and I would never be if it weren’t for getting rejected by nearly every boy I loved in high school. Seriously rejected badly. Once, I had a crush on my best friend and gave him a chocolate rose on Valentine’s Day and asked him to be my valentine and he said no. Like . . . WTF. K, thanks!

High school, like life, isn’t meant to be easy. Honestly if high school had been easy for me, I’d have been scared, because then that would have meant that I peaked when I was just a teenager and my life as Eva would have been all downhill from there.

Life has ups and downs, and life also has a really funny way of working itself out. Especially in high school, you sometimes think it’s the end of the flipping world just because so-and-so saw a text you sent about how cute they were, or how you’ll never recover from falling on your face at a school assembly. Maybe someone’s trying to get you to do something sketchy and you know you don’t want to, but you also don’t know how to say no.

I always tell people to be bold and courageous about the choices they are making right now. Right in this moment. People think it’s the end of the world sometimes, and they’re afraid to say how they really feel for fear of losing someone . . . even if that person literally sucks.

Growing up, I always knew what was right and what was wrong for me, but I had to become fearless in the art of saying YES and HELL NO. Once I could do that, it was a great feeling knowing that I could take my life into my own hands.

High school is crazy, and you’ll make wrong decisions and a lot of right decisions, so don’t worry too much about that. All you have to worry about is staying true to yourself and keeping positive vibes in your life. Listen—we don’t have time for bad influences up in here!

And there’s gonna be people that literally suck, yet for some psycho reason we don’t know how to get them out of our lives. That’s another art—the art of saying goodbye.

Goodbye doesn’t always mean goodbye forever. Sometimes it means “I am tired of the way you make me feel, and until you fix yourself, I have to be selfish and go my own way for me to be happy.”

There will come many times when you have to let someone go out of your life because they’re dragging you down and causing you pain! Bullies, friends that do you dirty, boys who decide to crush your heart—don’t be afraid to surround yourself with only positive people, and don’t be afraid to tell someone goodbye.

Show people that you deserve to be treated with respect one time, and they always come around if they care. And if they don’t care enough to come back, there’s your answer for if they should even be in your life!

And most of all in high school, have fun. GO TO THINGS. Wear colorful school T-shirts. Invite someone to a school dance. Don’t convince yourself that staying home is what you really want. Please please please don’t miss out on all the fun—because trust me, what is being offered to you IS fun!

Basically, to sum it up: Don’t worry too much about the Pythagorean theorem. Unless you are going to be a math teacher, you will NEVER use it. You will use all the life skills, though, so make sure to pay attention to the weird ecosystem of high school that’s buzzing around you.


FRESHMAN FOLLIES

Ah, freshman year. The start of it all. Picture this: Little Eva, all of five foot four, brown hair, yellowish complexion, DEVIL WEARS PRADA T-shirt. I loved screamo music, went to music festivals, got caught in a mosh pit, and had a best friend that dyed her hair teal and preferred for everyone to ditch her real last name and changed it to “Tea.” I ended up falling in love with a blond boy (go figure), and was in some pretty cool plays, where I got to play the role of a ballerina, a German girl . . . and a tree. I also joined the dance team, and that got me kicked in the face in front of my entire school, which was then filmed and uploaded to YouTube. I guess that was a sign that I would be embarrassing myself a lot on the internet in the future.

Freshman year was filled with a lot of hard times. It was the first time all the pressure at home really got to me, and even though school life was all right, at home I was really, really sad.

Nonetheless, I got through freshman year, and now that I look back, a lot of the moments that happened in this . . . let’s not call it golden, but more like . . . bronze . . . or more like rusty year . . . were pretty hilarious. Let me share with you some of my favorite moments.

My First Bully

High school is easy to survive—if you know the right way to handle all the crazy things that get thrown at you. Trust me—crazy things will get thrown at you. Literally and figuratively. Like I once got an empty milk carton pelted at me in home ec. By my ex-boyfriend. But that’s another story.

So, ahem!

Picture me on my very first day of high school. Little fetus Eva. There I was, clip-in Claire’s extensions and all, feeling as confident as ever. My family had scraped up enough money to take me “back-to-school shopping”: when you are not part of the upper-middle class of upper-middle-class Orange County, the event may as well be labeled a national holiday. I was particularly excited about my new, clearance-rack white Hollister shorts and purple V-neck top from Kmart, but I needed to add an Eva touch to the look, so I dug through my sock dresser and slipped on my purple soccer socks from a team I’d been on when I was twelve. I walked out to grab my backpack and showed my mom my sweet look. She told me to turn around and take the socks off. Apparently, I looked ridiculous. So I switched my socks to a more conservative white pair, packed my purple socks into my backpack, climbed into my grandma’s old gray truck, and off we went to school at a rapid thirty-five miles per hour. That was always the appropriate grandma speed.

Finally, I saw the green-and-gold sign with my high school’s name on it as it whisked past me, and suddenly my grandma was driving away and I was climbing the steps to my new home for the next four years. I made a quick change in the bathroom into my soccer socks and headed out the door to find my first class. Now, entering high school on that first day was scary enough, but it was just when I was getting familiar with all the new ins and outs of how things worked that I got familiar . . . with Candy.

There I was, a scrawny, noodlelike, purple-soccer-socked freshman girl, just trying to find an empty seat in Spanish class. I finally sat down and looked around, yet I suddenly realized that something was off. Everyone’s eyes weren’t looking around as well. Nope—they were looking at freaking lil’ old me. I started having that feeling where it feels like hot soup and stones are being piled up in your abdomen, and suddenly the girl next to me flipped her perfectly blown-out hair and whispered, “Oh my gosh, you’re Eva? Oh. Okay, so . . . Candy wants to jump you. She’s been looking for you and she wants to beat you up.”

Um, excuse me? What? Hold on let me explain myself . . . Hi, my name is Eva and I haven’t met a girl named Candy in my entire life. Also, I spend my days eating Push Pops and riding my bike around my neighborhood. I can’t think of a single thing I’ve done to create beef with someone. Can you imagine? I never fought with anybody in my entire life. And never will! Like, that’s not my thing.

So I was thinking, first of all, Who is this Candy? and second of all, Hi, I’m just me, Eva, lowly freshman in high school land, and I’m super confused! Why would someone with the sweet name of Candy want to jump me? Eva, what the hell did you do? Was I wearing the same shirt as her? I didn’t even know who she was! All I knew was that I hadn’t done anything wrong.

A minute later, I was contemplating all the life choices I’d made in the past forty-eight hours and one of my classmates pointed her out. There she was. Candy, sitting not in her seat, but on her desk, with a bunch of boys huddled around her. A senior, of course. She was a lot shorter than me, but she looked strong. Think a bulldog . . . with lots of crazy red hair.

OMG, what do I do? I was trying not to look at Candy, but I saw her out of the corner of my eye. She was joking with her guy squad and I was hearing laughs and loud whispers. My thoughts were racing. I thought about all my options—you know, like crawling into a trash can and never coming out (some are probably still clean), crying to a teacher (no way, social suicide), or running out of school to get a black belt in karate like overnight (um, not very realistic) . . . or maybe how about just being me, Eva, and finding out what was really going on and dealing with the situation.

Long story short, I got a piece of paper out of my notebook and quickly wrote Candy a nice note, even though my hand was kind of shaking, and I had a strong urge to poop out of my chest really badly:

Hi Candy,

My name’s Eva and everyone’s saying you want to jump me and I don’t know why. I’m sure you’re a nice person, I don’t know anything about you. Can we talk about what’s going on? I don’t know what’s going on—I don’t know who you are, to be honest, and I don’t know what I did wrong, but can you please tell me before you freaking beat me up? I’m sure you’re a cool person.

Thanks, Eva

I was scared as hell of what was going to happen. I mean, I was either going to get beat up just because, or I was going to get beat up after Candy read my note of me trying to explain the situation and her not believing me. Who knew, I might even hand her the note and she’d throw it away. Either way, I had to make a move. I was trying to talk myself into being brave and suddenly I looked up and Candy had SLID INTO THE SEAT NEXT TO ME. She was leaning on the desk looking at me like she was a lion in a jungle and I was a rabbit that had just broken its leg and was basically just awaiting my imminent death. I gulped and passed her the note as she glared at me. She read it, and then I saw her shoulders relax and she quickly started writing me back.

This is what happened to make her so mad . . . Apparently this guy, Ricky, who I’d had a sort of fling with in the summer, was mad because I didn’t like him anymore. So naturally, he told Candy that I had CALLED HER FAT. Even though I’d never seen Candy in my ENTIRE LIFE and would never talk about someone like that!

He wanted me to get punished for not liking him. WHO DOES THAT?

As soon as I read Candy’s note back, everything clicked. I immediately started explaining to her how I’d met Ricky over the summer, the story of what had happened between us (basically nothing), and how he turned out to be kind of crazy, how I would never in my life say the things he said to her. She believed me. Turns out, she didn’t really trust Ricky either. We became friends, and Ricky became irrelevant AF, and for the rest of senior year and even after Candy graduated, she always made sure to say hi when she saw me.

I could have done without the drama on the first day of high school, that’s for sure, but it definitely taught me a huge lesson in dealing with drama the right way.

WHAT YOU REALLY LEARN IN HIGH SCHOOL

Looking back, I realized that, guess what! That lesson I learned that day in Spanish class on my very first day of high school was a lot more important in a lot of ways than anything I ever read about in any of my schoolbooks.

What I really learned:

[image: Images] You can’t do anything about the Rickys of the world, who have their own agendas and can’t manage their own feelings without needing to hurt someone else.

[image: Images] The only way to respond to the Rickys of the world is by being honest and standing your ground for what you believe in. Most people think they can walk all over you because, to be honest, a lot of us are scared to stick up for ourselves and have never been in a situation where we really had to. Once you show someone that not only do you know how you deserve to be treated, but that you won’t stand for someone trying to treat you wrong, they’ll never test you again. There’s ways to handle crazy situations by just being true to who you are, and explaining your feelings well.

In other words:

I think the real purpose of high school is about learning social skills. Learning how to interact with people—both good and bad. Learning how to talk to boys. Learning how to get rejected by people . . . many, many times. Learning how to deal with hurt. Learning how to deal with happiness too. And it sucks sometimes, because obviously nobody’s life is perfect, and everyone—even the popular and charismatic people you think have it all figured out—goes through their own battles. High school is made to seem like it’s all about getting your grades to be perfect in order to succeed in life, but in reality, all the reading, writing, and finding of the letter x in math problems is just filler stuff while you learn the important lessons: life lessons.

I had to read so many books in AP language, and looking back years later, it’s not the perfect diction, the use of symbolism, or the “tone” I remember. It’s the long nights I spent slaving trying to get a rough draft written by first period the next day, or the way the books made me feel about life, or the friends I made in the class. Honestly, half the books I wrote essays on, I didn’t even finish reading (sorry, Mrs. Thomas!).

That’s what you have to experience—emotional intelligence.

So here’s what I’ve learned about keeping up in school:

[image: Images]

Don’t expect to be good at everything. The point is, you have to try.

Some people really thrive on learning about topics they know they’ll probably never need to know about for the rest of their lives (Brent Rivera). That’s cool. For them. For me, some topics were really, really tough. Like math. Like the Pythagorean theorem. Like finding f of x. Please, just make it stop!

But here’s the thing about subjects you can’t stand or can’t get no matter how hard you try (seriously, f you, algebra!). Yeah, it sucks, I get it—but that’s not the point. The point is way beyond learning how to do a stupid math problem. To be honest, teachers aren’t looking for you to shine in every subject you’re thrown into. They don’t expect you to become a rocket scientist after a simple geometry lesson. They are just looking to see you put in the effort and just simply try.

Teachers know that 99.9999 percent of students will NOT be good at everything. It’s the rare student who is, so expecting otherwise is ridiculous. Too often, people put pressure on you to be perfect and fail at nothing, but what they forget to remind you is that they’re only trying to test you to see how you handle something. I know it’s hard being in a class when there’s a kid who is just slaying the game, never studies, and somehow finishes his in-class assignments in record speed, and then there you are, literally staring at your calculator wondering how to even turn it on.

Are you going to try anyway? Yes, you are.

That’s it. Just try it out! Try your hardest to understand something, and if you just can’t, that’s OKAY. I mean, as you might have figured out already, I literally suck at math. I’ve tried. I’ve done all I can. My brain just can’t get good at it. It all started back in the third grade when I was first learning my multiplication times tables. Virtually all the other kids in class were already onto long division and there I was, still practicing my freaking 9 x 4 = whatever. (I honestly still couldn’t even tell you what that answer is without writing it out first!) My teacher worked me so hard because I wasn’t getting it as quickly as the other kids—so hard that she even made me cry in class. Did that help? Of course not. I just couldn’t make my brain work as fast as the other kids and I didn’t know why. Fast-forward to high school, and I had to repeat algebra twice. I still couldn’t get it!

By that time, thank goodness I had some more forgiving teachers that tried their best to encourage me instead of make me cry in the classroom. It was around this time that I came to terms with myself. Listen, Eva, I told myself, you just cannot figure out math. You can’t. So what if you always hear people say, “Nobody ‘can’t’ do something; they’re just giving up.” Okay, well then, you are “giving up” at being good at math . . . .

I’m kidding. Sort of! I knew I couldn’t really give up, because I still had to try hard enough to pass the class and graduate. I had to keep on trying.

Maybe this is bad advice, but it’s something I definitely needed to hear in high school. Don’t beat yourself up for not being good at every single subject. We weren’t put on this earth to get A-pluses for eighteen straight years. We were put on this earth to find out what we’re good at, what we love to do, and then figure out how we can channel that into making the world a better place. Teachers know that, but rarely do they let YOU know that.

So if you find yourself sucking at a subject and hating its guts for a consecutive twelve years—hi, Pythagoras, remember me?—just remember that you only need to be good enough to pass the class. Focus instead on being the best you can be at what you’re truly good at. And focus just as much on finding what you love to do, not on getting stressed out on something you hate doing and that you know for sure is not going to be part of your future.

[image: Images]

It’s not about what you learn from a textbook—it’s what you learn from you.

The best thing that comes out of a challenge is finding out how YOU handle it. Keep in mind, we don’t all handle challenges the same. Some people cry, some people get angry, some people get motivated, and some people get lazy. And sometimes the way we handle challenges isn’t exactly the best way. If I had a dollar for every time I went through a challenge just in schoolwork alone, I’d literally be able to buy an island in the Bahamas. It was FRUSTRATING. I wanted to give up so many times. But how would you ever know how to handle a challenge if you never had to go through any?

It’s not about the dumb word problems that are thrown at you—because let’s be real honest here: those word problems are meant to be ridiculous. If Sally had three lemons and gave two away, but replanted a tree that blooms in August, what does she have? A VERY SWEET HEART BUT VERY CRAPPY LEMONADE AND NOW SHE HAS TO WAIT UNTIL AUGUST FOR HER LEMONADE TO BE BETTER. DAMN.

High school is not about solving the dumb word problems of the world. It’s about learning how to deal with failing the word problems a bunch of times and finding out what you need to do to finally get them right.

The long nights you’ll endure in college, work, and just life in general, trying to solve something that seems impossible, will be a whole lot easier when you’re already a pro at finding out what works for you. And that means learning to push past the struggles with classwork and homework that, if you’re like me, are going to push all of your very worst buttons.

And you’ll never really know how to handle challenges until the pressure is on, like getting and keeping a solid GPA to participate in sports, or being admitted to a college on your top-ten list, for example.

That’s why high school is the perfect place to learn who you are in the world of challenges.
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Don’t let but-what-about-college scare you!

Not everyone is meant for college. Not everyone is meant for a top-ranked school. Many, many people in this world do very, very well with the choices they make about what kind of post–high school education or training is best for them.

Everyone wants to make college out to seem like this very important, very prestigious, and very scary place, and if you don’t get straight A’s in high school, then not only will you not get into college, but you will also be a massive weirdo who is most definitely deciding to f up their life and become a hobo. Not true!

[image: Images]

It’s not about the grades. It’s about finding out about yourself!

In high school, they push everything on you for a reason, whether you believe that or not at the time. The reason is so you find out what you like and what you hate and what you’re good at and what you might be good at, and, hopefully, what you love love love more than anything. And if you love it, it’s what you’ll do or become when you grow up!
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