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Praise For "Why You Don't Want to Lose Weight""And that is 'weight loss' information that flies in
the face of a lot of the commonly held beliefs out there." - Andy Hepler, owner Hepler Strength &
Conditioning and Davidson County Personal Trainer (Davidson County's #1 Personal Training
Facility), Thomasville, NC"...a great read, written in a conversational style and filled with great
examples of why the scale really doesn't matter at all for most people...His vast profession
experience and passion to help others shines through in this book. If you are looking to change
your mindset about weight loss, you can't go wrong..." - NJ Rickman, author - "Sweetly
Seduced: Why We Can't Say No to Sugar""...takes a completely different approach...will
significantly improve my results!" - Ann Womack"...this Kindle book is awesome...a great starting
point for starting your own journey to feeling, looking, and performing better." - Bill DavisAbout
This BookBillions of dollars are spent every year in the weight loss industry on diets, workout
programs, trainers, supplements, and more. Yet so many people (like you and I) never lose any
weight? Why does this keep happening to us?Why You Don't Want to Lose Weight looks at
weight loss from a totally different angle, and explores why it is we're not losing weight - the one
little tweak in our approach that, if we make it, can radically change not only how we approach
losing weight, but give us all the results we ever wanted and changes we want in our lives. And
more.(HINT - It's not about which diet you're on or which workout you do!)What You'll LearnIn
Why You Don't Want to Lose Weight, you'll discover: How a principle on living life by a Christian
preacher can totally transform how you approach weight loss. (And it has nothing to do with
religion or theology.) Why "losing weight" is NOT what you're really after. How your bathroom
scale is many times a complete liar...and worse yet, keep you from losing weight. Why checking
how much weight you've lost too often is a TERRIBLE idea. What one shift in your approach will
make all the difference between "losing weight" and giving you a fit and toned body, improved
health, and abundant life. Cliche as it sounds, the fitness industry has been feeding you stories
that you don't need to hear, and keeping the most powerful secret away from you. Well, I want to
change all that and put you on the "fast-track" to achieving the body and health you want. Hit the
"Buy" button to get Why You Don't Want to Lose Weight right now and you can get started
building the body, health, and life you really want today!

From Booklist*Starred Review* British journalist and writer Laing (To the River, 2012) conducts
and chronicles intrepid and divulging literary journeys, here recounting her travels across
America, tracking the role alcoholism played in the lives of John Berryman, Raymond Carver,
John Cheever, F. Scott Fitzgerald, Ernest Hemingway, and Tennessee Williams. She lifted “Echo
Spring” from Williams’ Pulitzer Prize–winning play, Cat on a Hot Tin Roof, because it’s Brick’s
“nickname for the liquor cabinet,” based on a brand of bourbon, and because the writers’ painful



experiences echo one another’s and often converge. In this enfolding and exposing inquiry,
Laing analyzes and intermeshes the lives of her subjects and her own as a child in a household
poisoned by drink. She learns how alcohol affects the brain and discovers clues to each writer’s
addiction in their published and private writings as she visits their haunts in New York, New
Orleans, Key West, and the Pacific Northwest. As she investigates the symbioses between
alcoholism and trauma, creativity, and repressed homosexuality, she recalibrates our perception
of the suffering and brilliance of these seminal writers. Intently observant, curious, and
empathetic, Laing, with shimmering detail and arresting insights, presents a beautifully
elucidating and moving group portrait of writers enslaved by drink and redeemed by “the
capacity of literature to somehow . . . make one feel less flinchingly alone.” --Donna Seaman --
This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Review''[A] charming and gusto-driven look
at the alcoholic insanity of six famous writers...There is much to learn from Laing's supple
scholarship-and much to enjoy, too.'' --New York Times Book Review''Most beguiling and
incisive.'' -- New York Times''Exquisite...Laing, wisely, doesn't reach any one-size-fits-all
conclusions about the bond between the pen and the bottle...A marvelous writer.'' --NPR's Fresh
Air --This text refers to the mp3_cd edition.Review''[A] charming and gusto-driven look at the
alcoholic insanity of six famous writers...There is much to learn from Laing's supple scholarship-
and much to enjoy, too.'' --New York Times Book Review''Most beguiling and incisive.'' -- New
York Times''Exquisite...Laing, wisely, doesn't reach any one-size-fits-all conclusions about the
bond between the pen and the bottle...A marvelous writer.'' --NPR's Fresh Air --This text refers to
an alternate kindle_edition edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights
reserved.1ECHO SPRING HERE’S A THING. IOWA CITY, 1973. Two men in a car, a Ford
Falcon convertible that’s seen better days. It’s winter, the kind of cold that hurts bones and lungs,
that reddens knuckles, makes noses run. If you could, by some devoted act of seeing, crane in
through the window as they rattle by, you’d see the older man, the one in the passenger seat,
has forgotten to put on his socks. He’s wearing penny loafers on bare feet, oblivious to the cold,
like a prep school boy on a summer jaunt. In fact you could mistake him for a boy: slight, in
Brooks Brothers tweeds and flannel trousers, his hair immaculately combed. Only his face
betrays him, collapsed into hangdog folds.The other man is bigger, burlier, thirty-five. Sideburns,
bad teeth, a ragged sweater open at the elbow. It’s not quite nine a.m. They turn off the highway
and pull into the parking lot of the state liquor store. The clerk’s out front, keys glinting in his
hand. Seeing him, the man in the passenger seat yanks the door and lurches out, never mind
the car’s still moving. ‘By the time I got inside the store,’ the other man will write, a long time later,
‘he was already at the checkout stand with half a gallon of Scotch.’They drive away, passing the
bottle back and forth. Within a few hours they’ll be back at the University of Iowa, swaying
eloquently in front of their respective classes. Both are, as if it isn’t obvious, in deep trouble with
alcohol. Both are also writers, one very well known, the other just cresting into success.John
Cheever, the older man, is the author of three novels, The Wapshot Chronicle, The Wapshot
Scandal and Bullet Park, as well as some of the most miraculous and distinctive stories ever



written. He’s sixty-one. Back in May, he was rushed to hospital with dilated cardiomyopathy,
testament to the almighty havoc alcohol wreaks upon the heart. After three days in the Intensive
Care Unit he developed delirium tremens, becoming so violently disturbed he had to be secured
with a leather straitjacket. The job at Iowa – a semester teaching at the famous Writers’
Workshop – must have seemed like a passport to a better life, though it isn’t quite panning out
that way. For various reasons he’s left his family behind, living like a bachelor in a single room at
the Iowa House Hotel.Raymond Carver, the younger man, has also just joined the faculty. His
room is identical to Cheever’s, and immediately beneath it. The same painting hangs on both
their walls. He’s come alone too, leaving his wife and teenaged children in California. All his life
he’s wanted to be a writer, and all his life he’s felt circumstance set hard against him. The
drinking’s been going on for a long while, but despite its depredations he’s managed to produce
two volumes of poetry and to build up quite a clutch of stories, many of them published in little
magazines.At first glance, the two men seem polar opposites. Cheever looks and sounds every
inch the moneyed Wasp, though closer acquaintance reveals this to be a complex kind of
subterfuge. Carver, on the other hand, is a millworker’s son from Clatskanie, Oregon, who spent
years supporting his writing with menial jobs as a janitor, a stockboy and a cleaner.They met on
the evening of 30 August 1973. Cheever knocked on the door of room 240, holding out a glass
and announcing, according to Jon Jackson, a student who was present at the time: ‘Pardon me.
I’m John Cheever. Could I borrow some Scotch?’ Carver, elated to meet one of his heroes,
stutteringly held out a vast bottle of Smirnoff. Cheever accepted a slug, though he turned his
nose up at the embellishments of ice or juice.Sensing a dual intersection of interests, the two
men immediately bonded. They spent much of their time together in the Mill bar, which only
served beer, talking about literature and women. Twice a week they drove out in Carver’s Falcon
to the liquor store for Scotch, which they drank in Cheever’s room. ‘He and I did nothing but
drink,’ Carver reported later, in the Paris Review. ‘I mean, we met our classes in a manner of
speaking, but the entire time we were there … I don’t think either of us ever took the covers off
our typewriters.’What’s odd about this wasteful year, not to mention all the disasters that followed
on its heels, is that Cheever predicted it, in a manner of speaking. A decade earlier, he wrote a
short story published in the New Yorker on 18 July 1964. ‘The Swimmer’ is about alcohol and
what it can do to a man; how conclusively it can wipe out a life. It begins with a characteristically
Cheeverish line: ‘It was one of those mid-summer Sundays when everyone sits around saying, “I
drank too much last night.”’One of those people is Neddy Merrill, a slender, boyish man with an
attractive air of vitality about him. Trotting out into the sunshine for a morning dip in his host’s
pool, he’s struck by a delightful idea: that he will make his way home by way of a ‘string of
swimming pools, that quasi-subterranean stream that curved across the county’. He names this
secret road of mixed waters Lucinda, in honour of his wife. But there’s another liquid path he also
follows: a chain of drinks taken on neighbours’ terraces and yards, and it’s this more perilous
route that leads him downwards by degrees to the story’s uncanny and tragic end.High on his
marvellous plan, Neddy swims through the gardens of the Grahams and the Hammers, the



Lears, the Howlands, the Crosscups and the Bunkers. As he passes on his self-appointed way
he’s plied with gin by ‘natives’ – whose customs, he thinks to himself disingenuously, ‘would
have to be handled with diplomacy if he was ever going to reach his destination’. The next house
he reaches is deserted, and after he’s crossed the pool he slips into the gazebo and pours
himself a drink: his fourth, he calculates vaguely, or perhaps his fifth. A great citadel of cumulus
has been building all day, and now the storm breaks, a quick paradiddle of rain in the oaks
followed by the pleasurable smell of cordite.Neddy likes storms, but something about this
downpour changes the tenor of his day. Sheltering in the gazebo, he notices a Japanese lantern
that Mrs. Levy bought in Kyoto ‘the year before last, or was it the year before that?’ Anyone can
lose their footing in time, can misstep a beat or two of chronology. But then there’s another queer
flicker in temporality. The rain has stripped the maple, and the red and yellow leaves lie scattered
on the grass. It’s midsummer, Neddy thinks robustly, and so the tree must simply be blighted, but
this sign of autumn gives him an unpleasant shot of melancholy.The sense of foreclosure
deepens. At the Lindleys, the jumping ring is overgrown and the horses seem to have been sold.
Worse, the Welchers’ pool has been drained. The Lucinda, that magical, abundant river, has run
dry. Neddy is staggered, and begins seriously to doubt his command of time. ‘Was his memory
failing or had he so disciplined it in the repression of unpleasant facts that he had damaged his
sense of the truth?’ He pulls himself together though, rallying enough to cross Route 424, a
portage more effortful and exposing than he’d expected.Next he braves the public baths, with
their whistles and murkish water. No pleasure there, but he’s soon up and out, clambering
through the woods of the Halloran estate towards the dark, dazzled gold of their springfed pool.
But here comes another offbeat, a sense that the world Neddy is travelling through is somehow
strange to him, or he to it. Mrs. Halloran asks solicitously about his poor children, muttering
something too about the loss of his house. Then, as he walks away, Neddy notices his shorts are
hanging around his waist. Is it possible, he wonders, that he’s lost weight over the course of a
single afternoon? Time is slopping around like gin in a glass. It’s still emphatically the same day,
but now the warmth of midsummer has dissipated and the smell of wood smoke is articulate in
the air.From the Hallorans Neddy travels to their daughter’s house, hoping to beg a glass of
whiskey. Helen greets him warmly enough, but her house is dry and has been for three years.
Bewildered, chilled to the bone, he heaves his way across the pool and cuts through the fields to
the Biswangers. From the roar of voices it’s evident a party is in full swing. He wanders in, still
almost naked. But now, mysteriously, it’s twilight, and the water on the pool has ‘a wintry gleam’.
Mrs. Biswanger, who has angled for Neddy as a guest for years, has apparently suffered some
change of heart. She greets him rudely, and when his back is turned can be heard saying: ‘They
went for broke overnight – nothing but income – and he showed up drunk one Sunday and asked
us to loan him five thousand dollars.’ Then the bartender rebuffs him, confirming his sneaking
sense that some social loss of grace has occurred, and been remembered and
recorded.Struggling on, he passes next through the garden of a former mistress, though he can’t
remember precisely when or in what mood he broke it off. She isn’t wholly pleased to see him



either, and is likewise fretful about the possibility that he wants money. Leaving, he catches on
the cooling air an autumnal smell, not quite placeable but ‘strong as gas’. Marigolds?
Chrysanthemums? Looking up, he sees the winter constellations have taken up their stations in
the night sky. Flooded with uncertainty, he begins, for the first time in his life, to cry.There are
only two more pools to go. He flails and gasps through the final laps before walking in damp
trunks up the drive to his own house. But now the hints about a downturn in his fortunes begin to
clarify, for the lights are out, the doors are locked, the rooms are empty and nobody, it is clear,
has lived here for a long while.* * *‘The Swimmer’ had come into my mind because I was
plummeting through the sky above New York, where the land breaks apart in a clutter of islands
and marshes. There are some subjects one can’t address at home, and so at the beginning of
the year I’d left England for America, a country almost entirely unknown to me. I wanted time to
think, and what I wanted to think about was alcohol. I’d spent the winter upcountry, in a cottage
in New Hampshire, and now it was spring and I was moving south.Last time I’d passed over here
the earth was white all the way up to the Arctic, and the Connecticut River turned through dark
bars of forest frozen the metallic blue-grey of the barrel of a gun. Now the ice had melted, and
the whole landscape was ablaze. It reminded me of Cheever’s line – that to live ‘in a world so
generously supplied with water seemed like a clemency, a beneficence’.‘The Swimmer’, which I
would judge among the finest stories ever written, catches in its strange compressions the full
arc of an alcoholic’s life and it was that same dark trajectory I wanted to pursue. I wanted to know
what made a person drink and what it did to them. More specifically I wanted to know why
writers drink, and what effect this stew of spirits has had upon the body of literature itself.John
Cheever and Raymond Carver are hardly the only writers whose lives were made desolate by
alcohol. Alongside them come Ernest Hemingway, William Faulkner, Tennessee Williams, Jean
Rhys, Patricia Highsmith, Truman Capote, Dylan Thomas, Marguerite Duras, Hart Crane, John
Berryman, Jack London, Elizabeth Bishop, Raymond Chandler – the list staggers on. As Lewis
Hyde observes in his essay ‘Alcohol and Poetry’, ‘four of the six Americans who have won the
Nobel Prize for literature were alcoholic. About half of our alcoholic writers eventually killed
themselves.’Alcoholism is not a simple condition to define. According to the American Society of
Addiction Medicine, its essential features are ‘impaired control over drinking, preoccupation with
the drug alcohol, use of alcohol despite adverse consequences, and distortions in thinking, most
notably denial’. In 1980, TheDiagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders dropped the
term ‘alcoholism’ entirely, replacing it with two interrelated disorders: alcohol abuse (defined as
‘repeated use despite recurrent adverse consequences’) and alcohol dependence (defined as
‘alcohol abuse combined with tolerance, withdrawal and an uncontrollable drive to drink’).As to
what causes it, the jury remains out. In fact, under the heading ‘Etiology’, my old 1992 Merck
Manual announces baldly: ‘The cause of alcoholism is unknown.’ In the intervening years there
have been thousands of research programmes and academic studies, and yet the consensus
remains that alcoholism is caused by some mysterious constellation of factors, among them
personality traits, early life experiences, societal influences, genetic predisposition and



abnormal chemistry of the brain. Listing these possible causes, the current edition of the Merck
Manual concludes, a little dispiritedly: ‘However, such generalizations should not obscure the
fact that alcohol use disorders can occur in anyone, regardless of their age, sex, background,
ethnicity, or social situation.’Unsurprisingly, the theories writers tend to offer lean more towards
the symbolic than the sociological or scientific. Discussing Poe, Baudelaire once commented
that alcohol had become a weapon ‘to kill something inside himself, a worm that would not die’.
In his introduction to Recovery, the posthumously published novel of the poet John Berryman,
Saul Bellow observed: ‘Inspiration contained a death threat. He would, as he wrote the things he
had waited and prayed for, fall apart. Drink was a stabiliser. It somewhat reduced the fatal
intensity.’There’s something about these answers and the mixed motives they reveal that seems
to catch at a deeper and more resonant aspect of alcohol addiction than the socio-genetic
explanations that are in currency today. It was for this reason that I wanted to look at writers who
drank, though God knows there’s barely a section of our society that’s immune to alcohol’s lures.
After all, it’s they who, by their very nature, describe the affliction best. Often they’ve written
about their experiences or those of their contemporaries, either transposed into fiction, or in the
letters, memoirs and diaries they’ve used to mythologise or interrogate their lives.As I began to
read through these rafts of papers, I realised something else. These men and women were
connected, both physically and by a series of repeating patterns. They were each other’s friends
and allies, each other’s mentors, students and inspirations. In addition to Raymond Carver and
John Cheever in Iowa, there were other drinking partnerships, other vexed allegiances.
Hemingway and Fitzgerald tippled together in the cafés of 1920s Paris, while the poet John
Berryman was the first person at Dylan Thomas’s bedside when he died.Then there were the
echoes. I’d grown most interested in six male writers, whose experiences seemed to dovetail
and mirror each other. (There were many women writers I could have chosen too, but for
reasons that will become apparent their stories came too close to home.) Most of this six had –
or saw themselves as having – that most Freudian of pairings, an overbearing mother and a
weak father. All were tormented by self-hatred and a sense of inadequacy. Three were
profoundly promiscuous, and almost all experienced conflict and dissatisfaction with regard to
their sexuality. Most died in middle age, and the deaths that weren’t suicides tended to be
directly related to the years of hard and hectic living. At times, all tried in varying degrees to give
up alcohol, but only two succeeded, late in life, in becoming permanently dry.These sound like
tragic lives, the lives of wastrels or dissolutes, and yet these six men – F. Scott Fitzgerald, Ernest
Hemingway, Tennessee Williams, John Cheever, John Berryman and Raymond Carver –
produced between them some of the most beautiful writing this world has ever seen. As Jay
McInerney once commented of Cheever: ‘There have been thousands of sexually conflicted
alcoholics, but only one of them wrote “The Housebreaker of Shady Hill” and “The Sorrows of
Gin”.’If I stopped a minute, I could picture each of them in turn. I saw Fitzgerald in a Guards tie,
his blond hair slicked back, quietly certain about the merits of The Great Gatsby: a kind man,
when he wasn’t whisking you into a waltz or boiling your watch up in a pot of soup. Ernest



Hemingway I always pictured at the helm of a boat, or out hunting in the clean upland air, entirely
focused on the task at hand. And then later, at his desk in glasses, making up the Michigan of
the Nick Adams stories, making up corridas and cities, trout streams and battlefields, a world
you can almost smell.Tennessee Williams I saw in Ray-Bans and safari shorts, sitting
unobtrusively at the rehearsal of one of his own plays: A Streetcar Named Desire, say, or
Suddenly Last Summer. It’s not locked yet, and so he fixes sections on demand, braying his
donkey’s laugh at all the saddest lines. Cheever I liked to think of riding a bicycle, a habit he took
up late in life, and Carver I always imagined with a cigarette, big-shouldered but walking softly.
And then there was John Berryman, the donnish poet and professor, light gleaming on his
glasses, his beard enormous, standing in front of a class at Princeton or the University of
Minnesota, reading Lycidas and making the whole room see how marvellous it was.There have
been many books and articles that revel in describing exactly how grotesque and shameful the
behaviour of alcoholic writers can be. That wasn’t my intention. What I wanted was to discover
how each of these men – and, along the way, some of the many others who’d suffered from the
disease – experienced and thought about their addiction. If anything, it was an expression of my
faith in literature, and its power to map the more difficult regions of human experience and
knowledge.As to the origins of my interest, I might as well admit I grew up in an alcoholic family
myself. Between the ages of eight and eleven I lived in a house under the rule of alcohol, and the
effects of that period have stayed with me ever since. Reading Tennessee Williams’s play Cat on
a Hot Tin Roof at seventeen was the first time I found the behaviour I’d grown up amid not only
named and delineated but actively confronted. From that moment on I was preoccupied by what
writers had to say about alcohol and its effects. If I had any hope of making sense of alcoholics –
and my life as an adult seemed just as full of them – it would be by investigating the residue
they’d left behind in books.There was a line from Cat in particular that had stayed with me for
years. Brick, the drunkard, has been summoned by his father. Big Daddy is on a talking jag and
after a while Brick asks for his crutch. ‘Where you goin’?’ Big Daddy asks, and Brick replies: ‘I’m
takin’ a little short trip to Echo Spring.’ Physically, Echo Spring is nothing more than a nickname
for a liquor cabinet, drawn from the brand of bourbon it contains. Symbolically, though, it refers to
something quite different: perhaps to the attainment of silence, or to the obliteration of troubled
thoughts that comes, temporarily at least, with a sufficiency of booze.Echo Spring. What a lovely,
consoling place it sounds. It set off another echo, too. By coincidence or otherwise most of these
men shared a deep, enriching love for water. John Cheever and Tennessee Williams were
passionate, even fanatical swimmers, while Hemingway and Fitzgerald shared an abiding
fondness for the sea. In Raymond Carver’s case, his relationship with water – particularly those
freezing bottle-green trout streams that tumble out of the mountains above Port Angeles – would
eventually come in some deep way to replace his toxic need for alcohol. In one of his late, wide-
open poems, he wrote:I love them the way some men love horsesor glamorous women. I have a
thingfor this cold swift water.Just looking at it makes my blood runand my skin tingle.The word
trip also seemed important. Many alcoholics, including the writers I was interested in, have been



relentless travellers, driven like uneasy spirits across their own nations and into the other
countries of this world. Like Cheever, I had a notion that it might be possible to plot the course of
some of these restless lives by way of a physical journey across America. Over the next few
weeks, I planned to take what is known in AA circles as a geographical, a footloose journey
across the country, first south, through New York, New Orleans and Key West, and then north-
west, via St. Paul, the site of John Berryman’s ill-fated recovery, and on to the rivers and creeks
of Port Angeles, where Raymond Carver spent his last, exultant years.Looked at on a map, this
itinerary seems haphazard, even a little masochistic, particularly since I’d resolved to travel
largely by train. Like many things to do with the subject, though, its real meaning was encoded.
Each of these locations had served as a way station or staging post in which the successive
phases of alcohol addiction had been acted out. By travelling through them in sequence, I
thought it might be possible to build a kind of topographical map of alcoholism, tracing its
developing contours from the pleasures of intoxication through to the gruelling realities of the
drying-out process. And as I worked across the country, passing back and forth between books
and lives, I hoped I might come closer to understanding what alcohol addiction means, or at
least to finding out what those who struggled with and were sometimes destroyed by it thought
alcohol had meant for them.The first of the cities was fast approaching. While I’d been gazing
out of the window, the seatbelt sign had switched to green. I fumbled for the pin and turned again
to the glass. Outside, the ground was rising swiftly through the colourless miles of air. Now I
could see Long Island, and beyond the ruffled waters the runways of JFK. Silhouetted behind it
were the skyscrapers of Manhattan, rising like iron filings into the pale sky. ‘These stories seem
at times to be stories of a long-lost world when the city of New York was still filled with a river
light,’ John Cheever once wrote wistfully about the city he most loved. It did indeed seem to
shine, an island citadel bounded by water, the Atlantic flashing pewter as we hedged in above
the waves. Copyright © 2013 by Olivia Laing --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition
edition.About the AuthorOlivia Laing's first book, To the River, was published to wide acclaim
and short-listed for the Ondaatje Prize and the Dolman Travel Book of the Year. She has been
the deputy books editor of the Observer, and writes for the Guardian, New Statesman, and
Granta, among other publications. In 2018 she was awarded the Windham-Campbell Prize for
nonfiction.--This text refers to the mp3_cd edition.Read more
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Why You DON'T Want to Lose Weight – How One Simple Change Gives You the Body & Results
You Want by Matt “Wiggy” Wiggins Copyright © 2012 About Wiggy...I'm
About to Rock Your WorldWhy You Really DON'T Want to Lose Weight (And What You Really
DO Want)So What Does All That Mean?How the Scale Can Be a Complete LiarHow the Scale
Can Slow You DownIs This Just Some Sort of Jedi Mind Trick?Here's a FREE Gift Just For
Trying This Book OutWorking Class Weight Loss SeriesCopyright Notice & Disclaimer About
Wiggy... Matt Wiggins - known as "Wiggy" to his pals - has multiple weight loss books on Ebook
Tops "Best Sellers" and "Top Rated" lists. His "Working Class" philosophy has helped people all
over the world get into their best shape ever, including professional UFC fighters, military and
law enforcement, and competitive bodybuilders.But most of all, he's proud of helping regular,
everyday folks go from being "ordinary" to "extraordinary", and helping them change their lives.In
an effort to help “fast-track” as many people as possible straight to “extraordinary” and as a
special gift for getting this book, you can get a FREE copy of Wiggy's book "Working Class
Weight Loss – Solving the 7 Problems Keeping You Fat" - rated 5-stars on Ebook
Tops.com"Working Class Weight Loss – Solving the 7 Problems Keeping You Fat" currently
retails at Ebook Tops for $9.95, but you can get it FREE by clicking the link below: I'm About to
Rock Your World Ok, so let's jump right in – you probably don't care anything at all about losing
weight. Truth is that most people don't.I know, I know – that sounds crazy, right? I mean, don't
most people want to lose weight?It sure seems that way. While writing this book, I did a quick
google search for “how much money spent on losing weight” and found an article over at the
website for Business Week magazine. It states that Americans alone (i.e. - not counting the rest
of the world) spend $40 billion per year on products and programs to lose weight.And that was
years ago back in 2008. Who knows how much that figure has increased since.(NOTE – if
you're interested, you can read the article for yourself here: http://www.businessweek.com/
debateroom/archives/2008/01/the_diet_indust.html)So if that much money is being spent on
diets, supplements, exercise programs, gadgets, and whatever else for the sake of losing
weight, can I really sit here and tell you that most people don't care about losing weight? That
it's not really a priority? That “losing weight” isn't really at all their goal?Yup – I sure can. And
that's exactly what I'm telling you.Now don't worry – this isn't some guilt-trip in disguise. You
know how those articles and books look, right? Where some self-important personal trainer or
fitness guru wannabe comes out and tells you that you really don't care about losing weight,
because if you did, you'd take it more seriously, hit the gym harder, be more consistent with your
diet, not regain weight after losing it, blah, blah, blah.We've all seen that sort of thing...way too
many times. Trust me, that's not what this is about. You're a big boy or big girl, and you can
make the decisions for your own life. I'm not here to guilt-trip you into doing one thing or
another. And isn't it coincidental that these guilt-trips from these fitness scam jobs are usually
followed up with some sort of pitch for their latest course, program, diet, or whatever? Yeah, I'm
on your side here – that stuff sucks. (And I'm someone who actually makes my living in the
fitness industry!)Instead, what I want to show you is that losing weight is really not what you're



interested in, nor what your goals are. At least, not in the way you might think or have likely been
led to believe by the fitness industry media machine.What you're after is likely MUCH different.
And because of this, you should be approaching things from a totally different angle.And when
you do, you'll find that your goals are much easier to achieve, as you're finally targeting things
the right way. Because it can make a huge difference.Quick story to exemplify my point before
we dive into the good stuff...There's a Christian preacher by the name of Andy Stanley. (Don't
worry – I'm not turning this into a theological or religious discussion. But the idea I want to use
was originated by a preacher, so I'm going to give him credit for it...as it's a simple, yet really
cool, way of looking at things.)Andy has a principle he teaches called the “Principle of the Path”.
And it basically goes like this...Say you want to go somewhere. You get in your car, and start
driving down the road. It doesn't matter where you want to go, nor how badly you want to go
there. The only place you're going to go is where that road leads. So if you start out and want to
go north, but you get on a road heading south, it doesn't matter how badly you want to go
north...you're never going to get there because the road you're on is going south. If you want to
head north, it's up to you to get off that road going south, and get on one going where you want
to go.Yeah, sounds simplistic, huh? I know it does – but stick with me for a minute.Well, that's
how we should be approaching life. Most of us have a destination (i.e. - goal) in mind, and think
we make the path we're on (i.e. - our actions) reach that destination. But that's just not how it
works. You wouldn't go on a road trip, and expect the road you get on to change where it leads
just because you want to go to a particular place. You'd realize that the road you're on is going to
a particular place already, whether it's where you want to go or not.So knowing this, you plan
your trip out – take this road for a while, then hop off that road and onto another one, then onto
another one, and so on. Eventually, you take all the roads necessary to get to wherever it is you
want to go. If you stay on any one road too long, it's going to eventually take you someplace
totally different.Stanley's principle teaches the idea that this is how you should approach life.
Have your goal in mind, and then instead of trying to adapt the path you're on (so-to-speak), look
at it from the opposite point of view. Look to the future and try to realize where the path you're on
is going.  If it's not going toward your goal, then you need to get off that path and onto a new one.

About Wiggy... Matt Wiggins - known as "Wiggy" to his pals - has multiple weight loss books
on Ebook Tops "Best Sellers" and "Top Rated" lists. His "Working Class" philosophy has helped
people all over the world get into their best shape ever, including professional UFC fighters,
military and law enforcement, and competitive bodybuilders.But most of all, he's proud of
helping regular, everyday folks go from being "ordinary" to "extraordinary", and helping them
change their lives.In an effort to help “fast-track” as many people as possible straight to
“extraordinary” and as a special gift for getting this book, you can get a FREE copy of Wiggy's
book "Working Class Weight Loss – Solving the 7 Problems Keeping You Fat" - rated 5-stars on
Ebook Tops.com"Working Class Weight Loss – Solving the 7 Problems Keeping You Fat"
currently retails at Ebook Tops for $9.95, but you can get it FREE by clicking the link below: I'm



About to Rock Your World Ok, so let's jump right in – you probably don't care anything at all
about losing weight. Truth is that most people don't.I know, I know – that sounds crazy, right? I
mean, don't most people want to lose weight?It sure seems that way. While writing this book, I
did a quick google search for “how much money spent on losing weight” and found an article
over at the website for Business Week magazine. It states that Americans alone (i.e. - not
counting the rest of the world) spend $40 billion per year on products and programs to lose
weight.And that was years ago back in 2008. Who knows how much that figure has increased
since.(NOTE – if you're interested, you can read the article for yourself here: http://
www.businessweek.com/debateroom/archives/2008/01/the_diet_indust.html)So if that much
money is being spent on diets, supplements, exercise programs, gadgets, and whatever else for
the sake of losing weight, can I really sit here and tell you that most people don't care about
losing weight? That it's not really a priority? That “losing weight” isn't really at all their goal?Yup
– I sure can. And that's exactly what I'm telling you.Now don't worry – this isn't some guilt-trip in
disguise. You know how those articles and books look, right? Where some self-important
personal trainer or fitness guru wannabe comes out and tells you that you really don't care about
losing weight, because if you did, you'd take it more seriously, hit the gym harder, be more
consistent with your diet, not regain weight after losing it, blah, blah, blah.We've all seen that sort
of thing...way too many times. Trust me, that's not what this is about. You're a big boy or big girl,
and you can make the decisions for your own life. I'm not here to guilt-trip you into doing one
thing or another. And isn't it coincidental that these guilt-trips from these fitness scam jobs are
usually followed up with some sort of pitch for their latest course, program, diet, or
whatever? Yeah, I'm on your side here – that stuff sucks. (And I'm someone who actually makes
my living in the fitness industry!)Instead, what I want to show you is that losing weight is really
not what you're interested in, nor what your goals are. At least, not in the way you might think or
have likely been led to believe by the fitness industry media machine.What you're after is likely
MUCH different. And because of this, you should be approaching things from a totally different
angle.And when you do, you'll find that your goals are much easier to achieve, as you're finally
targeting things the right way. Because it can make a huge difference.Quick story to exemplify
my point before we dive into the good stuff...There's a Christian preacher by the name of Andy
Stanley. (Don't worry – I'm not turning this into a theological or religious discussion. But the idea
I want to use was originated by a preacher, so I'm going to give him credit for it...as it's a simple,
yet really cool, way of looking at things.)Andy has a principle he teaches called the “Principle of
the Path”. And it basically goes like this...Say you want to go somewhere. You get in your car,
and start driving down the road. It doesn't matter where you want to go, nor how badly you want
to go there. The only place you're going to go is where that road leads. So if you start out and
want to go north, but you get on a road heading south, it doesn't matter how badly you want to
go north...you're never going to get there because the road you're on is going south. If you want
to head north, it's up to you to get off that road going south, and get on one going where you
want to go.Yeah, sounds simplistic, huh? I know it does – but stick with me for a minute.Well,



that's how we should be approaching life. Most of us have a destination (i.e. - goal) in mind, and
think we make the path we're on (i.e. - our actions) reach that destination. But that's just not how
it works. You wouldn't go on a road trip, and expect the road you get on to change where it leads
just because you want to go to a particular place. You'd realize that the road you're on is going to
a particular place already, whether it's where you want to go or not.So knowing this, you plan
your trip out – take this road for a while, then hop off that road and onto another one, then onto
another one, and so on. Eventually, you take all the roads necessary to get to wherever it is you
want to go. If you stay on any one road too long, it's going to eventually take you someplace
totally different.Stanley's principle teaches the idea that this is how you should approach life.
Have your goal in mind, and then instead of trying to adapt the path you're on (so-to-speak), look
at it from the opposite point of view. Look to the future and try to realize where the path you're on
is going.  If it's not going toward your goal, then you need to get off that path and onto a new one.
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Nancy Hendrickson, “Wow - so much to think about. I don't typically quibble with other reviewers
but I don't get the two-star review. This book isn't a push to buy other things and it does have
valuable information. But . . . here's my opinion. I've struggled with weight for a lifetime and this is
the first time in all of those years that someone put the "real" question to me - WHY do I really
want to lose weight? The answer for me is - I don't care about losing weight, I care about my
heart-health. To reference a point made in this book - my path is definitely north and I'm on a
south-facing road. Time to reevaluate how to change the road. "Wiggy" - thanks for giving me so
much to consider - and hopefully for getting off the dead-end I've been traveling.”

Me, “A Completely Different Approach. "Why You Don't Want to Lose Weight" takes a completely
different approach to weight loss - one I'd never thought of before. It's not as much about
knowing how to lose weight (most of us know that already, don't we?), but knowing why. I know
that focusing on the "why" of losing weight (rather than the "what") will significantly improve my
results!"”

Shanette, “Wow. When I first saw this I was wondering what it was really about. What a great
book and the title is so true it is not the number on the scale I am chasing it is the healthy lifestyle
that I want”

Pamela G. Castillo, “Why You Don't Want to Lose Weight. This is a great little book. I ordered in
on Kindle and am really glad I did.  Good insight and easy to follow.”

Michael Finlayson, “IF you are serious about losing weight then you NEED this book!. This is a
very valuable read for anyone who is serious about losing weight. As well as giving you valuable
weight loss information it also looks at the mindset that you need, because if you don't have a
clear focus on why you want to lose weight then you are highly unlikely to achieve lasting
success. This book is written by someone who knows what they're talking about, forget about
the temporary illusion of weight loss that you get from diets, this book is for those who want to
lose weight and keep it off.”

The book by Matt "Wiggy" Wiggins has a rating of 5 out of 3.4. 23 people have provided
feedback.
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