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Here it is…


Sister…


We did it, my love…
We did it!


This book is dedicated to Amy
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Foreword










The hardest thing about having a success is having a success. Oscar Wilde said something like it, except I’m sure he didn’t use the wordsuccess . Oscar was talking about the hard part of getting what you want, and his language was certainly dressed in something much more nineteenth-century-sounding than the wordsuccess.




My generation’s version of Oscar’s thinking would be: once Leave It to Beaver, always Leave It to Beaver (who says quality is on the decline?), and the Beave and I, Susan Powter, have more in common than I ever dreamed possible.




I’m not sure what the Beave is doing now (or even if the Beave is still alive), so I can’t honestly tell you what people expect from him, but I can promise you this: if I don’t walk into an infomercial meeting screaming “Stop the Insanity” at the top of my lungs, the infomercial boys don’t know what to do, and I’m thinking, “The Beave has similar pressure simply because he is the Beave.”




According to the marketing, creative, and writing wizards I’m up against in the infomercial world, “Stop the Insanity” was “the perfect formula.” Overnight those three little words turned into one of the “most effective catchphrases in the weight-loss industry.”




It’s what they all wanted then, and it’s what they are all still looking for now. The perfect sound bite. The one that sells, sells, sells.




And the only thing they want from me is?




“Yell it just once more, Susan…?”




“Come on…? Stop the…??”




“How nutty is it?”




Insanity Two. Stop in the Name of Insanity, daughter of anything that resembles what I said way over ten years ago.




Rephrased: Go back and stay there, Susan. Don’t move ahead. Stay right where the infomercial boys want you, now that they finally do understand it. Because don’t forget (I never will), these are the same people who threwStop the Insanity in the trash because it was too:




 




radical




 




loud




 




bald




 




aggressive




 




So I’ll make one thing clear before I move forward:Stop the Insanity was a monster hit despite, or to spite (I certainly have it in me) them. They didn’t get it, butyou always did.




The only reason the corporate boys latched on was because ofyou, the women of America. It’s you who heard “eat, breathe, and move” and “Norma Rae’d” it right into the spotlight. You were the ones who heard the weight-loss truth and jumped up with your signs held high, forcing the mills to grind to a stop.




It wasyou, not the wizards in the instant quick-fix-lying-through-their-teeth weight-loss-product-selling industry. You are the reasonStop the Insanity blew the roof off. Women. Millions of women got it in a big, big way.




Millions of women who were (and still are) looking for the strength and energy just to get through their/your day. Hundreds and thousands of Women trying to restore their bodies to some semblance of looking and feeling the way they want their bodies to look and feel. The boys in the how-to-sell-gadgets industries had nothing to do withStop the Insanity . They don’t own it,you do. Well, actually, I do.




The television-sell, market-research experts with their rhymes and reasons were dead wrong and scared to death, desperately afraid of you and me ever meeting, but according to the experts in the field of you and me, there was not much to worry about. There was no chance of that ever happening.




The women of America and Susan Powter, never! You were never going to listen to, learn from, accept, watch on tele, or have anything to do with…me.




Just look at her, she’s too…everything. They threwStop the Insanity in the trash, literally, and got on with the quick fixes (that fix nothing) in the world of weight loss they do understand, the very profitable business of promising weight loss that never gets lost. It turns out that the experts in the field of you and me were wrong.Stop the Insanity was unstoppable. You and I did meet by the hundreds of thousands, and we continue to meet.




Of course, as soon as you did embraceStop the Insanity, the experts in “what Women really want” jumped all over it and started advising me left, right, and center. If I wanted to “keep this thing going,” I had to:




	Only talk weight loss in the most advertising-friendly, cute little sound bites.


	Say things that make the “average American housewife” (apparently, the only people who need to lose weight?) feel as if she was being respected. Operative words, feel as if? And, most important, I needed to:











	tone down


	soften up


	laugh a lot


	always be hap, hap, happy


	tell ’em (that would be you) what they want to hear


	And never ever utter a political opinion.


	“Women don’t want to get tangled up in politics.”







True, these are quotes, folks, and I’d be glad to give you the names and numbers of the men who said them. They also said:




	Don’t give them too much information.


	Keep it short and simple.







Because, I guess, all American womenare ? Listen, you and I know that corporate America wouldn’t know you and me if we hit them over the head with you and me.




Turn on the television. Is your life anything close to what is being advertised at you everywhere you turn? It certainly isn’t connected at all to mine or to the lives of the thousands and thousands of Women I’ve met, the Women I continue to meet every day, everywhere I go.




Who are these women walking around with a plastic spray bottle full of chemicals spraying their kids’ stuff, whistling while they work? What next, the white knight riding in, resurrecting them from the dead? Snow White ring a bell? A maid to seven midgets (or little people)…? political correctness aside, the woman was a maid to seven little men and loved, loved, loved nothing more than cleaning up after them. She died. Who are these women?




These women are not me and they are not you. But it’s those moments blasted at us every second of every day and now at warp speed that do affect/infect our lives. The powerful “atmospheric” suggestions about how your life should look, feel, and be; the standards that millions of women can’t live up to. And when it comes to images created and directed at us by corporate America, there isn’t a bigger, more damaging load of junk lurking around the parameters of your life than the weight-loss, wellness, fitness, standardized body image demanded of Women.




I never went into the infomercial business expecting high standards. In the thirty-minute late-night sellathon world,integrity andhonesty were not words I expected to see at the top of any list. Don’t ever forget just when it was that I walked into the late-night bullpen. Way before everyone and their mother thought they could do an infomercial and hit the jackpot. Back in the day whenStop the Insanity first appeared, the infomercial industry was still lighting cars on fire to prove the strength of the car wax they were begging you to buy. If you want trashy, I could (and will be glad to) tell you stories!




Then along comesStop the Insanity …? a beacon of light in a very dark world? No, simply a big, big hit despite the boys who think they know it all when it comes to what is going to make you pick up the phone and buy, buy, buy.




Do you want to know whyStop the Insanity was such a hit? It had nothing to do with any creative genius (excluding me, of course). There was not an expert in sight. It had nothing at all to do with anything anybody in the infomercial industry did, except plunk five cameras down during one of my live seminars. You know what they say about the timing necessary for most things to be enormously successful? Well, timing, did have something to do withStop the Insanity being an enormous hit…? the lack of time anyone spent on anything before they shot it.




They didn’t believe in getting the simple truth about wellness to millions of Women, certainly not enough to spend an ounce of time on it. They didn’t ask me what I was going to say, do, or wear. A five-camera shoot and nobody bothered to check what I was going to wear or say? Gone are the days…? how lucky was I? Very lucky, I found out later as more and more people tried (consistently) to produce me out of me. I found out with a megahit that spawned six books, nine best-selling videos, and three infomercials just how lucky I’d been whenStop the Insanity first started. That infomercial was the last time I was allowed to do my work without intervention/interference, because nobody gave a crap. Everyone was too busy worrying about the suits to think about me.




Can you imagine the faces on the cash boys when I walked out onstage wearing those purple tights and a ripped sweatshirt? The first three rows, VIPs, looked like a wet-suit/shirt contest by the time I got to the ex-husband jokes.




“You can’t talk about weight loss and your ex-husband in the same seminar. Oh God, what’s she doing?”




“Don’t joke with these women, act like an expert, stop with the funny. Weight loss is supposed to be serious!” “Jesus, she’s flapping around a slice of bologna and calling it a pig’s butt! Someone stop her!” But they couldn’t.




A couple of thousand Women and I were completely connected. We were laughing, learning, and loving the connection, and there was nothing the suits could do but attempt to fix it in the edit room, which they tried very hard to do. It was too late, I had already slipped in the one thing corporate America squashes the minute they hear it: an authentic voice with a twist…? the truth.




Stop the Insanity




The only thing I did was tell the absolute truth about weight loss to a couple of thousand women, at the top of my lungs, without thinking about anything but the absolute truth about weight loss and how you could get as lean, as strong, and as healthy as you wanted. Blasphemy in the instant, quick-fix world of weight loss.Vavoom: it hit the air, you didn’t surf past it. All of a sudden (I guess this is the “overnight” part ofovernight success they keep referring to) along came the other product people with their offerings.




The Book




The literary community, the last vestige of civilization in the communications industry (according to their description of themselves) was light-years away from the sell, sell, sell world of the scummy infomercial boys. The literati came to theStop the Insanity table with a very big offer—the first book—making it perfectly clear that “once ink is put to paper, it’s immortal,” which only means that more people than you ever wanted to know from are going to live forever. And the big question was: “Can she put this thing on paper?”




Everyone knows the infomercial world is bastardized beyond the point of no return. But ah, the book world! Aristocracy at its very best. Don’t bother to pencil a parallel between these two worlds. Don’t, for that matter, suggest that the two exist on the same planet because walking into a meeting with a room full of the literary elite is the polar opposite of meeting with the thirty-minute sellathon people. It’s civilization versus third world. The air those literary folk breathe is different. Their oxygen is academic, mahogany-shelved, rich with description and, the gas that fills the lungs of the infomercial people smells like those bad cherry car air fresheners (which they’ll gladly sell you for four easy payments of…?) and never the two shall meet except when it comes to the sell.




The formula that works is the Krazy Glue that bonds the two together. The cash made from the big seller. The money generated, the volume sold, the mass production of it all. The catch-’em-and-sell-’em phrase that hits the list of the most sold items. The perfect formula.




As a literary/infomercial snowbird, calling both home when the season is right, I’ve seen it over and over again. You’d think six books in seven years would afford me some movement forward in the book biz, a world so full of creative people (again according to their gushing description of themselves), an inch or two perhaps? One look at the titles of my booksStop the Insanity andSober and Staying That Way: The Missing Link in the Cure for Alcoholism, the subjects alone suggest things have moved forward but, as true as true can be (and the Beave knows exactly how this feels), guess what was brilliantly suggested to me during the last “let’s write another book” meeting?




How about another “Hey, Susan, wouldn’t it be great if you wrote something just like…?”




The same creative suggestion came from the video people,lo mismo from the TV and radio people…? and I’m sure the Beave could back me up here, this stereotyping could have gone on forever unless you do what I did. Anyone who knows me for longer than a few seconds know exactly what’s coming, but to ward (wasn’t that the Beave’s father’s name?) off any confusion, let me tell you exactly what I did.




I am:




	ignoring everyone


	blowing them all off like bad habits


	covering my ears while they babble on…?







Because I know and they don’t. I am right, they are wrong. I know you want (and need) more than the old tried-and-true formulas that they keep handing you. I know you won’t have any problem picking up the shovel and helping me throw dirt onStop the Insanity of over ten years ago and move fast-forward to what’s going on now.




I know for a fact that there is plenty of room in millions of Women’s lives for all of the amazing life-changing information, motivation, and inspiration that you deserve to live in daily. Millions of people need these now, not when some creative genius in an office thinks they can handle it. When it comes to you solving the problems of “overfat” and “unfit” in your life, there is a whole lot you can do to change the way you look and feel forever.













The Politics of Stupid













one





Losing Weight










Losing weight is easy. You’ve lost weight over and over again. At least one of those diets worked for a couple of days/weeks at most, and…??




You’ve lost weight…? and gained it all back (and then some). According to the diet industry’s own statistics, 98 percent of everybody who goes on a diet fails. Not good odds; not a table you would sit at in Vegas. Imagine a 98 percent chance that you are not going to win…? would you throw your money down on that table? No, it wouldn’t happen in Vegas, but it does happen with your body and your brain. The diet industry is a billion-dollar-a-year industry. Someone’s buying what they are selling. Millions of people buying/believing that there is some system, formula, combination of foods, blood type, secret something that you still haven’t found. But there isn’t.




There isn’t a diet on the planet Earth that works. I said it years ago—not one. If there were there wouldn’t be a fat person on the planet. I would have found it, you would have found it, a whole lot of women (the primary victims of the diet industry) would have found it. Nobody would be fat if there were a diet that worked because we would all simply do what works and get on with it. The industry’s own stats make the insanity of dieting very clear: 98 percent of everyone who goes on a diet (that would beall diets) fail.




But millions do. A billion dollars a year’s worth of dieting. One of the truly insane insanities I was talking about when I said “Stop the Insanity” is dieting. Dieting to lose weight is actually the very definition of the wordinsanity . Doing the same thing over and over again and expecting different results. A billion-dollar-a-year industry says that a whole lot of people are (continually) dieting—that is to say, treating the symptoms and never solving the problems of overfat and unfit. Not a good way to do anything if solution is what you want. And if it’s weight you want/need to lose, youcan . Lose it and never find it again. Otherwise known as lose it forever, a permanent solution to overfat and unfit…? there is such a thing and it’s not achieved by dieting, obviously.




It’s more than possible to solve the problems of overfat and unfit. It’s common bloody sense. And solving the problems of overfat and unfit is also one of the most politically radical things any human body can do. “The most revolutionary thing anybody can do is internal wellness,” by Susan Powter.




I say it because:




	

A. It’s true.


	

B. I did it.







I lost over 133 pounds and I have never found it again. I look better and feel better at fifty than I did at twenty. It’s true. Life isn’t going anywhere (until it does) and waking up every day with a foundation of wellness to live from/in/with makes all the difference in everything. Life is easier when you’re not schlepping around a ton of fat, when you have an ounce of energy to do the million things you do every day. I’m still doing it all…? every woman I know is doing it all. What, has your life slowed down? Do you have the luxury of time? Three kids and a life later? Are you kidding? Life goes on, and when…?






the back goes out, and it does…?









the dental work needs doing, and it just did…? surgery, thank you!









the broken bones of the past (and there are a few) ache on a cold, rainy day, and they do…?







…? it’s crap loads easier being lean, strong, healthy, and a size two…? argue with that. You can’t. Nobody would. I’ve asked the question thousands and thousands of times (every seminar for how many years?). “If you could just wrinkle your nose…?(à laBewitched ) and be lean, strong, healthy, and well, would you do so, or would you say “no, thank you.” No need, I love the———(fill in the blank) pounds overweight I’m living with, I’d like to keep it.” I’ve never gotten a “No, thank you, I love my stomach hanging halfway down my thighs, wouldn’t trade it in for anything.” I haven’t heard it and I’m never going to hear it except for the sake of argument (what the delete button is designed for) because nobody telling the truth would say no to living in a body that is well, healthy, lean, and strong. Wellness works. Good food works. Movement works. Oxygen works. Thinking works.




Wellness revolutionized (“izes,” it’s current) my life and it will revolutionize yours. All of it absolutely true…? so why can’t I say there is a permanent solution to losing as much weight as you want to lose, increasing as much strength and energy as you want to increase, and loving the way you look and the way you feel…forever? Because it’s not allowed. The lawyers want something more banal than permanent. Standards and practices will stop you in a heartbeat from uttering such a claim, even though what they do allow is stunning. No TV-segment producer is even going to understand what I’m talking about…for starters, they are all under twenty-one—everyone in TVis now, it’s frightening…but the point is, it’s not allowed. It’s not allowed because once the simple truth is out, industries (a whole lot of them) will collapse. The Politics of Stupid is what’s holding up more than you may have ever imagined possible, and understanding it has everything to do with the way you look and feel.




The minute you find out—or by the end of this book—how simple weight loss is, you’ll have to take a moment, not an easy one, and admit you’ve been acting stupid. You are not stupid (or perhaps you are, but millions aren’t), however; you absolutely have beenacting stupid. Stupid as hell day after day after day for…? years? Millions losing their lives, their health, their energy, their looks…go to an amusement park on any sunny day in any part of the country…some geographical regions are much worse than others…but have a look. I’ve met the smartest women—I’m talking brilliant—who don’t have a clue. They’ve got no clue what to do. “How do I start? How, oh how, do I lose this weight?” I hear it a hundred times a day. It’s stunning and real. There are a lot of reasons why you, women, are getting the megablasts in the war against an educated consumer…and believe me, you are—but before that dot is connected there is another vital connection that must be made, consider it the infrastructure for of your lean, strong, healthy life. Understanding the politics behind what has (when you think about it) made you do some stupid shit to your body is vital. Like you don’t know preserved, spongy cakes with fake, fluorescent-white cream in the middle isn’t food? Spending years searching for the time in your life for your life? Having no clue how to get rid of the fat that is hanging from all over your body?




You making the political connections directly connected to how you look and feel every day has everything to do with you re-gaining your body, your brain, and a whole lot more. The politics of a lifestyle that isn’t working for millions of people is as real as it gets. The politics of the incorrect expert advice being doled out to you, and your family, is real. Billions of dollars spent on advertising, glamorizing, and “socializing” a lifestyle that isn’t working for millions of people is real, and it works—the advertising, that is. The question is not “Why can’t I (I stopped asking permission a long time ago) say there is a permanent solution to obesity?,” the question is “Why aren’t you hearing this simple, life-changing information, these absolute facts, everywhere you turn?” Being completely clear about the Politics of Stupid is the answer if you are:






fat









unfit









exhausted









diseased









hate the way you look and feel









desperately want to feel well







Any/all of the above is/are what the Politics of Stupid is about. Making this connection is as vital to weight loss as eat, breathe, move, and think is and, it all is. You are, certainly, not alone.




Obesity is epidemic. An epidemic. Millions of people suffering from the exact same thing? What? Suffering from what? Look, up in the sky, it’s a gene, it’s a virus, it’s a…?Lifestyle . It’s a lifestyle “issue.” A lifestyle that is affecting/infecting millions of people.




Epidemic numbers of people don’t have a clue about what to put into their mouths. Millions of people with the same willpower “issues”? Millions of people suffering from the same “inner-child trauma”? Hundreds of thousands of weakhearted people? It’s getting harder, by the second, to blame it on childhood trauma, genes, your mother being a horror, because the facts are:




	

America is second in the world in heart disease.


	

Obesity is epidemic.


	

Childhood obesity has increased 54 percent in the last fifteen years.


	

Cancers are epidemic.







All of the above are lifestyle matters or diseases, and lifestyle can (easily) be changed forever. Which changes the way you look and feel forever. Nothing complicated about that.




Wellness changed my life…in more ways than I ever dreamed possible, I mean that literally…? and it will change yours. To be physically free from exhaustion is freedom. Having the lean muscle mass (metabolically the most active tissue in the human body) to stand, sit, bend, pick up, run around after…? all the things you are doing now without the strength and energy to do them…? is freedom. Activating your heart/lung systems, the oxygen-processing center of your body, is freedom. Igniting your metabolic rate and burning as much fat as you want to burn is freedom. And freedom is political.




Millions of people are dying (literally) for the information, inspiration, and motivation to get physically well enough to get through a day. There’s no question that it’s time to move forward. It’s way past time that you got on with living your life in energy and strength in a lean, strong, beautiful, well body. And there’s only one way on earth to do it.






You’ve got to eat.




You’ve got to breathe,




You’ve got to move. And…?




You’ve got to think.







Eat, breathe, move, and think are solutions for the problems of overfat and unfit. Your understanding the politics of a lifestyle that affects/infects you and your family, daily, and knowing how to avoid it like the plague that it is, is a permanent solution. There’s no question that politics has to be a part of any/all discussions connected to getting lean, strong, healthy, and well, and certainly is (i.e., the title) but, most important and quite simple, is you having everything you need to change what isn’t working in your life. “I’ve been fat and I’ve been fit, fit is better,” and it is.




Movement Forward




It may be way past time that you took care of this “little weight problem” of yours, but it’s never too late. And, O mighty female consumer, you are exactly the person who’s going to change…well, everything, but for now, it’s all about your body. There has been a massive change in consumer consciousness in the land while I’ve been girding the last loin of my loins for battle. I’ve watched it happen. It’s all about Women.




Women stronger at forty than we were at twenty. Hundreds and thousands of women over forty having babies, never before in history, a massive “cultural” change that ripples out beyond our wildest dreams. Menopause couldn’t be mentioned just one generation ago; not something my mother was allowed to mention…certainly not the surgically induced menopause she barely made it through. Well, one generation later,this menopausal mother—and I am one—and millions of other mothers are making very, very different decisions about:






the foods they eat









the healing they are choosing









the medicines they are not choosing anymore and why they’re not choosing them.







Professions are being changed, forever, by what we are, and are no longer, accepting. Women are pirating back what is and always was ours; everything from physical strength and energy to birth, healing, our bodies, our brains, our voices. And one hell of a good place to start reclaiming more than you may have ever imagined possible is wellness, which is now included under a much bigger umbrella than just weight loss, and is the only way weight gets lost. Internally activating or, as I like to think of it, resurrection from the walking dead millions are “waking up” in daily. That’s where I come in, and getting more obvious by the second, that’s where the politics of it all comes in and, it does.




There’s a whole lot more available today—when it comes to you reclaiming your body, your brain, and your life—than there was back in the day.Holistic mean anything to anybody? Naturopathy, homeopathy, craniopathy, herbs, alternative, Mother Nature and all her gifts…these are not such freaky ideas anymore. And the reason is that a very powerful consumer market demanded alternatives to what had been happening for far too long. You, mother, tired of the same old, same old prescription for the same old, same old ear infection, given to you by the same old, same old pediatrician. Mothers intuitively questioning so-called experts about such things as autism, vaccinations, baby formulas—not just the junk the doctors insisted, for years, was far more convenient and better for baby than breast-feeding, the tried-and-true formulas that we no longer believe in. Alternative…to what? Mention St.-John’s-wort back in the day, people thought I was talking about a skin condition. Suggest ginkgo ten years ago and you could pretty much expect to be accused of witchcraft. Homeopathy, until very recently, was thought to be a sexual preference, but not anymore.




Your solving the problems of overfat and unfit in your life has everything to do with you dusting off the “tiara” and acting like the powerful consumer you are and being very clear about how politically powerful you are every time you walk down the aisles of your grocery store. It’s true…you don’t have to go any farther than your local grocery store to know exactly what I’m talking about. Food is connected to how you look and feel…you’d agree with that because nobody wouldn’t at this point. Yes, what you put into your mouth, into your body, has everything to do with how you look and feel on the outside. The Zen of food is simple. I’ll give you a few bumper stickers.






Junk in, junk out.









Eat dough, look like dough.









Eat shit, look and feel like shit.
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