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Dedication


For Jacob,

I love you from here to the stars and back again

(infinity times)
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Introduction
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What’s up, guys? It’s Ariel! Welcome to my book!

I know most of you know me from social media, but it feels great to be here giving you a deeper glimpse into who I am behind the photos and videos. I’ve always been someone who loves to write stuff down and I’ve always been the most transparent in writing—there’s something therapeutic about putting your thoughts on paper. I’ve been keeping journals since I was in preschool: every night at bedtime, I’d dictate to my parents and they’d write the words down for me. When I got to kindergarten and mastered the alphabet, it got a little easier. Now I probably have about twenty journals with my thoughts, ideas, and dreams for the future.

What I’ve always loved about keeping a diary is that I could write about absolutely anything in the world, and the only person who got to read it was me. But that all changes with this book. Dreaming Out Loud is your chance to get to know me in a different way, to see what makes me excited and happy and even angry and sad. A little warning: I like to get creative and doodle in my journal—it just makes things so much more fun. So you’ll also see my scribbles throughout the pages.

Right here up front I’ll let you in on a little secret: the fact that I’m where I am today (thirty million followers on social media and three songs on the charts) is kinda crazy. What I want you to know is that I’m just a normal seventeen-year-old, and I have no idea how or why it all happened the way it did. But I do feel extremely blessed to be on this journey. Part of it is luck, I guess—being in the right place at the right time. The other part is being super comfortable with who I am and never being afraid to be uniquely myself. My parents instilled this mantra in me: dream big and dream out loud. Never hold back on what moves you, motivates you, makes you laugh, cry, or wanna scream. You gotta put yourself out there—which is one of the reasons I’m sharing all of this with you. I want you to become someone who isn’t afraid to dream out loud. You have so much amazingness—why not share it with the universe? It’s the key to social media success and the key to success in life in general: everyone has a voice, everyone has something to say, so SAY IT! (Get it? . . . SAY IT . . . YOU KNOW YOU LAUGHED.)

Another thing about how I dream: always in bright, vivid, splashy Technicolor. No black-and-white for me. You know when Dorothy arrives in Oz for the first time and everything is bursting with the colors of the rainbow? That’s kinda how my mind works, even when I’m sleeping. So I organized this book into colored sections. If you’re feeling blue, flip to the “I’m dreaming of . . . Blue” section for tips on how to cheer yourself up, boost your confidence, or survive an embarrassing moment. Do you have a huge crush on a guy or girl in school? The “I’m dreaming of . . . Red” section is where you go for romance and relationship advice.

I want you to take your time going through these pages and, if something speaks to you, let it inspire your own story. That’s the thing: we all have stories to tell, which is why I love Story Time videos so much and make a whole lot of them for you on my YouTube channel! These are videos about moments in my life that I can’t forget (even if I really, really want to). This entire book is about those moments. Some are pretty random, while others are about people and places and things that stand out in my mind as an experience that shaped the person I am and the person I’m becoming. I wanted to fill every chapter with what makes me tick, and all my observations and opinions about the ups and downs and the struggles I have been through along this journey. At least, the journey so far—there’s a long, winding road still ahead! I’m excited to see where it takes me, and I hope you are, too.

xo,
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(P.S. I highly recommend reading this book while eating white cheddar popcorn, it’s the best snack in the world, just saying.)
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WHITE is the color of new beginnings, fresh starts, infinite possibilities—a blank page to write and sketch.
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I was born on November 22, 2000, at 2:22 p.m. at Memorial Hospital West in Pembroke Pines, Florida. I still live in the same area today in a four-bedroom, one-story house with a pool in the backyard, along with my mom, my dad, my brother, Jacob, and my puppy, Bleu (a crazy, fluffy white Maltipoo). My dad, Jose, is from Panama, and my mom, Sharon (pronounced Sha-rone), was born in New Jersey. My mom’s parents are from Cuba and Israel, while my dad’s were born in Spain and Panama. I’ve also got Russian, Czechoslovakian, and German blood running through me.

My mom described me as “the sweetest soul,” when I was a baby, always perfectly happy and content. My name means “lioness of God,” which I think is pretty fierce, and my parents nicknamed me Wiggle Worm and Gushy Monster. I loved to snuggle up with my stuffed bunny, and my favorite toy was a marching Mickey Mouse doll that sang a parade song when you squeezed his hand. I had the biggest blue eyes and the chubbiest cheeks. My parents called me their Curious George, always wide-eyed and crawling around everywhere—especially places I wasn’t supposed to be, like under tables or inside the kitchen cabinets. When I still had zero teeth, I loved applesauce and mashed banana. But judging from some of my high chair pics, I wore more of my meal than I ate. I would also finger-paint the tray of my high chair with all my colorful cuisine—such an artist.

Mom tells me I had the biggest sense of humor for a little kid. Whether something was funny or not, I always laughed and tried my hardest to make people crack up. Case in point: as a toddler, I decided for a while that I was Tarzan. Did I care that Tarzan was a guy who lived in a jungle with apes and sported long hair and a loincloth? I think . . . NOT. I loved the Disney movie so much, I would literally undress myself and run around in public in my underwear, banging on my chest and doing the Tarzan call as I jumped from the couch to the chair, swinging my jump rope like a vine. Now I like to tell silly jokes to people all the time and try to make them laugh. Here, I’ll tell you my favorite:

“Knock, knock!”

“Who’s there?”

“Britney Spears.”

“Knock, knock!”

“Who’s there?”

“OOPS, I DID IT AGAIN!!”

Very stupid, but VERY FUNNY, I know.

My little brother, Jacob, was born when I was three. I was super excited to be a big sister and I somehow managed to appear in the delivery room while he was being born. No one noticed me standing there because they were all facing my mom, who was, you know, a little preoccupied herself. Eventually, in the middle of the delivery, Mom looked up and saw me standing there, wide-eyed, and said, “Hi, angel!” But then some nurse grabbed me and shuffled me out the door, and I missed Jacob’s big entrance. Still, I loved that kid from the time he was in my mom’s tummy. I know a lot of siblings who fight constantly, but I consider myself lucky to get along so well with my brother. When we do argue, it’s usually over something stupid, like him barging into my room without knocking or hogging the AUX in the car for his music. Jacob and I have many similarities, which is why we get along. Our differences also bring us closer because we lean on each other for advice. For example, I am very stubborn and sometimes I need Jacob to remind me to be more open and forgiving. Likewise, I am there to encourage him to share his feelings when he closes up and wants to sit in his room and sulk. Our similarities tend to be on the creative side. We both love to read, write, watch movies, and go to the theater. We feel strongly about the need to express ourselves. He’s fourteen, and I know from experience that life can get complicated right about now. I’ll always be there for him.


My parents have always encouraged us to “do what you love and love what you do.” That’s probably one of the best pieces of advice anyone has ever given me, because it’s allowed me the freedom to change direction and try new things fearlessly. When I was younger, I was all about dance and playing the piano. Then, when I got older and decided to give up both to try a sport, my parents didn’t flinch; they just signed me up for soccer and got me some cleats (even after all the money and time they poured into my music and dance lessons!). They’ve always allowed me to make those choices, to follow my heart and my dreams wherever they led me, and to figure out what truly brings me joy. I consider myself blessed to have such open and nurturing parents. Jacob and I can always go to them about absolutely anything and there’s no judgment. They want us to be true to ourselves and live the lives we envision—not what they envision for us. That support has made me feel free to explore, to experiment, to be crazy, to figure out what I want to be and do it—with no limitations or hesitations.

[image: image]

I’ve always had very strong opinions about almost everything, and in our house, we are free to speak them. We have long talks about religion, psychology, politics, you name it, usually over the dinner table and my mom’s famous mussels and scallops. You never have to twist my arm to spend time with my family—I really enjoy our time together. We love watching Big Brother and The Goldbergs and playing Yahtzee and Clue on family game night. The only time I do fight with my mom and dad is when they pry about something I’m going through before I’m ready to share it with them. I’m someone who tries to handle everything by myself; I’ve always been like that. So when I am working through a problem about a friendship, my career, or a boy I have a crush on—I don’t like to open up about my issues until I’ve worked them out.

Because my parents have always been good about letting me have my say and do things my way, I’m an outside-the-box kind of person. It’s one of the reasons I’m homeschooled. In my experience, some traditional schools force you to play by a concrete set of rules and regulations. There’s a rigidness to how things are done, and as organized and disciplined as I am, I like a little wiggle room. Sometimes I felt bored and unchallenged in class; my mind tended, even when I was little, to race at a hundred miles per hour. I was a good kid and a good student and I never got in trouble because I was also really good at not getting caught when I misbehaved! My favorite subjects were English and history, mainly because both involved storytelling. I didn’t have to pretend to listen in those classes because I was always engaged. I absolutely loved writing personal narratives—“What I did on my summer break” was a favorite because I could tell all the fun, crazy details of my adventures. In ninth grade, my history teacher, Mrs. Ibanez, would tell us tales of queens and kings and epic battles as if she was reading from a fairy tale not a textbook. She literally brought history to life for me; I could picture it playing out like a movie. For obvious reasons, I loved show-and-tell and oral presentations—it gave me the opportunity to stand up and talk in front of a captive audience. My playdates were also performance opportunities: my best friends in elementary school were Ashley and Sophie, and they both loved dance as much as I did, so we staged intricate recitals, complete with original choreography and costuming, and made our poor parents watch and applaud enthusiastically.

It’s funny, but when I look back on my childhood, I see so many hints of the person I am today. There may not have been a musical.ly when I was little, but I was still performing, hamming it up for an audience, spinning stories, and pushing the envelope. I am content with who I am but still consistently striving to better myself and to grow and learn. I will always stay true to myself; I will not compromise or morph into something I’m not in the name of fitting in.










Story Time

A TRIP DOWN MEMORY LANE (OUCH!)
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One of my earliest memories is from when I was seven years old. We were on our annual family camping trip to beautiful Collier-Seminole State Park with one of our closest family friends, the Marcuses. Some of my fondest memories from these outings were barbecuing, splashing around the lake, and building a fire every night and roasting s’mores over it. While the very idea of camping would have scared many of my friends, I looked forward to our trip every year. I loved sleeping in a tent, going hiking, canoeing, and telling stories by the campfire. I never minded bugs or dirt or worried about some wild animal attacking us in the middle of the night.

On this particular trip, for some reason my dad decided to take on the task of teaching me to ride a bike—a pink two-wheeler that was a hand-me-down from my cousin Alexandra. I wasn’t all that psyched to ride a big-girl bike, but I idolized Alexandra and wanted to be her when I grew up. She’s only three years older than me, but back then it felt like an enormous age difference, and she had a maturity about her that mesmerized me. She was in middle school; I was still languishing in third grade. She was an accomplished dancer; I was not. We went to all her recitals, and I looked up to her like a big sister.

For these reasons, the fact that the bike had been Alexandra’s made it magical. Dad packed it in the trunk of the car for the trip, and when we got there, he pulled it out and asked me to follow him to the top of a hill on the campground. I knew what was going to happen next: he was going to give me a shove off that hill and let go. Bye, Ariel!

“Nothing can go wrong as long as you keep pedaling,” he told me. And I believed him! I pedaled and pedaled, looking over my shoulder to make sure he was still hanging on to the back of the seat, running along beside me.

“I think you’ve got the hang of it!” Dad called to me. “I’m gonna let go now and you can take it from here!”

Bad idea. Really bad idea. Worst idea ever. Thanks, Dad.

Once he released his grip, I lost control of the bike (. . . duh). I swerved left, then right, sped out of control, panicked, and screamed my seven-year-old head off because I couldn’t keep my balance or work the brakes, and eventually the bike flipped over. I landed at the bottom of the hill, face-first.

My dad, to his credit, chased after me and tried to grab hold of the back of the bike when he saw things were clearly not going as planned. But he missed and tumbled over as well. When I stood up, blood was gushing out of my mouth, and a huge chunk of my gum was ripped above my tooth. It was badass, if very painful.

When we went back the next day (glutton for pain and punishment that I am!), I was even more determined. I was going to keep that bike steady and not freak out. I was going to be calm and cool and glide down that hill like a pro—even if it killed me (literally). So we started the exact same way: Dad pushing and me pedaling, and both of us dreading the inevitable moment when he would turn me loose. But when he did this time, I didn’t panic. I wobbled and tried to steady the handlebars, but I kept on pedaling, eventually finding just the right position on the seat with my butt cheeks firmly planted. And that was it—I was riding. All by myself, two wheels, hair blowing in the wind. It felt ah-may-zing! I did it again and again, each time steadier and more confident than the time before.

This whole bike drama taught me a really important lesson: I can’t ever, EVER let fear hold me back. I may get a few battle scars for my efforts, but that’s okay. Finding your balance in life—on a bike or otherwise—is so worth it.
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In every chapter, you’ll find these boxes filled with my tips, tricks, and advice for tackling all the tough stuff in life. Take it one step at a time. . . .

Baby Steps

STICK TO YOUR GOALS LIKE KRAZY GLUE!
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Some people are born experts: they can master the violin the first time they pick it up or spell “onomatopoeia” without ever googling it. But for the rest of us ordinary people, most things don’t come that easy. We have to practice . . . and practice . . . and practice some more. I had to practice singing every day just to get comfortable enough with my voice to step into a studio and record. I’m still not where I want to be, but I’m slowly and surely getting there. And I know the more I work at it, the better I’ll become. And I don’t plan on ever stopping. Most times the reason we have to do things over and over is simply because it’s new, uncharted territory. You won’t get it—not at first, and maybe not even after the tenth or eleventh try. But that’s no reason to quit. You’ve gotta believe quitting is never an option. When I put my mind to something, I go for it with every ounce of energy and all my determination and passion.

If you can see it, you can be it. I’m a big believer in visualizing what I want to achieve. It’s like creating an Instagram feed in your brain: you see images of yourself living your dream, following your passion, doing what you love the most. Anytime I feel doubt or insecurity sneaking up on me, I just go to this imaginary happy place where I can see myself succeeding. If you put those thoughts out in the universe, the universe can’t help but pitch in and give you a hand.

Give yourself a pep talk. When you wake up in the morning, don’t lie there in bed, beating yourself up or whining. Be your own cheerleader. There are days I’m nervous, days I’m doing an important interview or speaking at an event, and I’ll tell myself, “Okay, Ariel. Do not freak out. You got this.” Thoughts have energy, so make yours count. And just know that confidence is contagious. The minute you put out there that you got this, other people will believe it, too.

No pressure. Because I’ve always been so determined, my mom cautions me not to be hard on myself and reminds me that achieving goals takes time. Dream as big as you like, but see it through little by little. Tell yourself that each thing you do, no matter how small or insignificant it feels in the moment, is getting you closer and closer to the finish line. Like I said, I’ve been eager to get my singing career going, but you can’t just release a record overnight. It takes time to find the right people to work with, figure out the right songs, and get it to sound the way I want it to. I feel like I’ve had a lot of stops and starts because I want the music I put out to be the best it can be, and sometimes, yeah, I get impatient. But you have to be realistic and allow yourself plenty of time to experience some setbacks along the way. Which brings me to . . .

Failure doesn’t define who you are. Mistakes are part of the learning curve; it’s totally normal to mess up a few (gazillion) times before you figure things out. If I’d said “nah” after that first bike crash, I would never be able to bike around my neighborhood with friends—which is one of my favorite things to do. It’s okay to feel anxious, frustrated, even fed up. Just don’t let those emotions control you; you show them who’s boss.
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#askariel
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You know you can ask me anything and I’ll give you my completely, 1,000 percent, honest opinion, right? In every chapter, I have chosen a few of your weirdly random yet wonderful, super-challenging questions to respond to.

When you grow up, get married, and have a kid, will you change your name to “Mama Ariel”? And will your kid then be “Baby Ariel?”

Hmmm, that’s a really good question and definitely one I’ve never thought about before. I guess I gotta grow up sometime and pass down the title—kind of like the queen of England handing over the throne one day? There is one thing I do know: if I have a girl, I’m naming her Leila (it means “night” in Hebrew). Any guy who marries me better be okay with that because there are no ifs, ands, or buts about that one.

If you could be any Disney princess, who would you be and why?

This will shock you, I know, but I’d have to say Ariel, the Little Mermaid. Or maybe Princess Jasmine from Aladdin. I love that they’re both independent, adventurous girls who want to see the world and aren’t afraid to venture out of their comfort zones. And both can seriously sing!

Why do you hate cheese? It’s so good!

Accounts of my alleged cheese hating is something I’d like to clear up once and for all. I do not hate cheese—I just don’t like it melted. I love shredded Parmesan that comes in those little zip and reseal bags at the supermarket, and sliced cheddar that you buy at a deli counter. Oh, and the powdered cheese that comes with Easy Mac that you add hot water to and mix up with the noodles? Love it. But melted cheese, the stuff they glop on top of pizza? HECK NO. Same goes for lasagna, baked ziti, chicken Parmesan . . . if it includes melted cheese, it’s just not for me.
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