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INTRODUCTION



Whenever I’m out in public, there are two questions people always ask me. How did I get to where I am in the wrestling business, and what tips can I give them on working out?


To some, the questions may seem unrelated, but for me, they cannot be separated. Becoming a serious weight lifter as a teenager prepared me—both physically and mentally—to fulfill my dream of becoming a professional wrestler.


Weight training transformed me from a hundred-and-thirty-five-pound beanpole to someone who was entering bodybuilding competitions a few years later. It taught me how to set goals and remain focused on my quest to achieve them. It gave me self-confidence.


Many of the relationships that introduced me to the world of professional wrestling had their roots in the gym. And once I was in the wrestling business, my dedication to weight training and the lessons I learned through it helped me overcome challenges and continually shoot my career to the next level.


This book isn’t an exact blueprint on how to turn yourself into a two-hundred-sixty-pound World Heavyweight Champion.


This is a workout book that will give you training tips, exercise examples, and information on nutrition and eating properly, all designed to put you on the road to an improved physique and a healthier lifestyle.


It’s the story of how a kid from New Hampshire worked himself to the top of the professional wrestling industry.


Most importantly, this book explains how working out led to my professional success.


Whether you’re trying to become the best player on your high school football team, live a healthier lifestyle, look good at the beach, or just want to give yourself a better shot with the babe down the block, I believe a dedication to weight training will provide the structure to help you achieve your goals.


It certainly did for me.





1. THE JOURNEY BEGINS


Even though I was years away from stepping inside a ring, my wrestling career started on a summer day when I was fourteen years old. One of my buddies had just gotten his driver’s license, and the two of us were out driving around when we passed a sign for a new gym in town. They were giving away one-week passes to anyone who came in to check it out.


The first thing I saw when we walked in were these two jacked-up guys training on the bench press, and I thought, Holy shit … this is awesome! I’d had a weight bench at home and would mess around a bit on it—never anything serious, but enough to be aware of bodybuilding. One of the big things I’d always admired about bodybuilders—and wrestlers, for that matter—was their physiques. They were big, strong, powerful people who all seemed larger than life. The gym was busy that day packed with all these guys who looked like the pictures I had seen.


They set us up with a program for our free week, and I never stopped going. It wasn’t exactly a conscious decision I made, like, I need to lift weights to look like these guys. It was more that these were the coolest guys I’d ever seen and I was about to enter their world. It was the whole atmosphere that I wanted to be around.


I always had a paper route when I was a kid so I had money for myself. My parents told me that if joining the gym was something I wanted to do and had the money for, I should go ahead and do it. One of the great things about my parents was, they always supported everything I did. They were the kind of parents who didn’t only come to my Little League games, they worked in the concession stand too.
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Before wrestling and weight training entered my life, Little League baseball was one of my early pastimes.





I’m sure the last thing my parents wanted to start doing was shuttle me back and forth to the gym every day, but they did. And they never complained to me about it.


The gym—Muscles In Motion—was where I started spending all of my free time. It became my home away from home. There were a couple of things about the atmosphere of the place that drew me in right way The first was that it was what I consider a hard-core gym.


I remember that the way the place was decorated wouldn’t have led you to use the word “hard-core” when describing it. The equipment was all done up with shiny chrome and yellow fabric, giving the impression that it was a froufrou gym, but it was just the opposite.


You ever been to a gym where there are twenty people in the exercise room, but not one of them is breaking a sweat? Everyone is standing around talking, laughing, having a good old time. Everyone’s biggest concern is turning the gym into a meat market. That is not what my gym was.


You could walk in at six-thirty any night of the week and the weight room would be mobbed and the aerobics room packed. I mean, it was also a meat market—there were a lot of people trying to get laid in there—but for most of us, training was the primary focus.


There would be at least ten guys busting their balls in the weight room at any time. The attitude was serious. The people in there trained hard all the time. There was nobody sitting on the bench press machine for twenty minutes reading a newspaper and not performing a single exercise. That was the atmosphere I always wanted to be around.


And everybody knew everybody. Everybody supported everybody It was like a family. If one guy from our gym was competing in a bodybuilding contest, the entire gym would be there to cheer him on. If one of the regulars was going for a personal best on his squat, every person in the gym would stop what they were doing to come over and encourage him. This attitude, this atmosphere, made it so easy for me to become a gym rat right away. I mean, as soon as I started training in this gym I was taking the lifestyle seriously, doing things like bringing a cooler to school every day that was loaded with bodybuilding staples like chicken breasts and pasta. I don’t think my friends in school understood what I was doing or why, but that never bothered me. Once I got involved with the gym, I didn’t spend much time with my high school classmates anyway. I didn’t have much in common with anyone outside the tight-knit circle of people at the gym. I admired their drive to achieve their goals. They became my friends.


One of the first people at the gym to really bring me into their universe was Brian Zagorites. Brian personified why I was drawn to the gym. At twenty-one, he was the biggest guy in the place. And he just had a look to him. A look that made you know he was the coolest guy there. He had blond hair shaped in that flat-top Brian Bosworth style that was huge in the eighties and an intensity level that no one in the gym could match. If the gym was a fraternity, Brian would have been the president. He was a living example of what I wanted to get out of training.


A few months after I started at Muscles In Motion, I was talking to Brian one day as he worked the front desk and I waited for my workout partner. When it became clear that the guy I was supposed to train with that day wasn’t going to show, Brian said that if I didn’t mind sticking around a few hours for him to finish his shift, we could work out together. My immediate reaction was something like, Hell, yeah, I’ll wait! For me, the chance to work out with Brian was like a combination of meeting the President and getting up onstage to perform with AC/DC.


The training session that followed was a gut-wrenching test of perseverance. Brian outweighed me by a hundred pounds and was making me do the same hard-core, high-volume sets as him. I was determined to hang with him. I matched him set for set, though I didn’t even try to match him in weight. The next day, I couldn’t even lift my arms past my shoulders without wincing in pain. It was a week before I could move my chest. He slaughtered me that night, but I didn’t care. I was right back at the gym the next day, ready to train with him again and take the punishment. From that point on, I was “in” with the guys at the gym.


Looking back on it, I think I was like the gym mascot. I would work my way in with their sets—and I didn’t care what they were training. Sometimes I’d be putting out so much effort that after a set I would go and puke, then come back in and ask, “Is it my turn again?” I refused to give up. Here was this fourteen-year-old, one-hundred-forty-pound kid, gangly, busting his ass with these bigger guys. When I first worked in with them, they were probably figuring they’d make me so sore I’d never show up again. But that didn’t happen. I kept coming back every single night, and they respected that. They all looked at me and saw that although I was small, I was in there killing myself trying to hang with them. And that was all that mattered to them. That earned their respect. They didn’t give a shit how old I was, how big I was, none of that. To them I was a bodybuilder just like them.


At first I think my mom was a bit concerned that here I was hanging out with all these huge guys from the gym who were in their twenties. There were days on the weekend where I’d have my mom drop me off at the gym, then I’d call her later and say, “Hey, Mom, the guys are all going out to grab some lunch, so I’m going to go with them, okay?” She would always let me go, but I know deep down she was curious about why the hell they were hanging out with me.


It just got back to that attitude, the family atmosphere that I loved so much about this gym. If it was a squat day, four or five of us would show up ready to spend the afternoon squatting. It was a club, something I wanted to be a part of, and these guys had no problem including me. Sometimes I think they forgot how old I was, though. There’d be nights where they’d want me to go with them out to the nightclubs. “We’re heading over to The Bounty when we’re done in here. They got a special dance contest going on tonight!” They lost sight of the fact that I was only fifteen, because in the gym we were all doing the same thing.


My parents wanted to come to the gym one day to meet all the guys I was hanging with now. After they saw how much these guys genuinely liked me and how important training was for me, they didn’t have a problem with it. They realized that I wasn’t out on the street, smoking or doing drugs. I was exercising. I was dedicating myself to something positive.


Training and spending quality time in the gym became my passion. After about three years of training with Brian and the rest of the guys down at Muscles In Motion, my physique had developed to the point where I was competing in regional bodybuilding contests—even winning Teen Mr. New Hampshire. I never seriously considered becoming a pro bodybuilder, though. It wasn’t my dream. My dream was World Wrestling Federation.


By the time I was seventeen, I had developed into a six-foot-four, two-hundred-ten-pound high schooler who everyone wanted on the football and wrestling teams. But I wasn’t into either of them. The last thing I wanted was to get run ragged and lose valuable size by going to football practice every afternoon or starving myself to make a specific weight for the wrestling tournaments.


It had already been such a long time since I participated in competitive sports that I just wasn’t interested. I mean, I played Little League baseball and City League basketball when I was younger, but by the time I hit junior high, professional wrestling was the only athletic event I was concerned with. Although I didn’t make a tin foil belt that I walked around with all the time, I was a dedicated fan. I subscribed to all the magazines and spent my entire Saturday watching wrestling on TV. Whenever a show came to the area, I would beg my dad to take me. The Boston Red Sox, Boston Celtics, and New England Patriots did nothing for me. Professional wrestling was the only game in town.
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One of my very first titles was Teen Mr. New Hampshire.





To this day, I don’t care much about anything other than pro wrestling. It’s not that I don’t respect the athletes for being able to do what they do, I’m just not that interested in it. I can’t hit a golf ball worth shit, so I’m amazed at what Tiger Woods can do out on that course. Ping-Pong players, tennis players, baseball players, every sport—I have all the respect in the world for those men and women as athletes. I just don’t follow them.


I’ll give you a good example. One night at a Pay-Per-View I was in the back going through final preparations for my match, which was coming up in a couple of minutes. There was some guy hanging out backstage. He obviously wasn’t one of the boys, the other wrestlers, and I didn’t recognize him as being someone from the office. He was standing around just sort of watching. Then he asked me a couple of times to autograph some photos. The first few times I didn’t answer because I was going over plans for my match. After a while I couldn’t take it anymore so I told him he had to get the hell out of the way. After he left, one of the other boys came over and told me that it was Dan Marino. I didn’t even recognize one of the greatest quarterbacks in the history of the NFL. I have all the respect in the world for what Dan accomplished on the field, but I don’t pay enough attention to the NFL to know what he actually looks like outside of a football helmet. I wanted to apologize to him after my match, but I wasn’t really sure how to do that. I mean, if I went up to him and said I was sorry but I didn’t recognize him or know who he was, would he have gotten offended? I didn’t know how to approach it. As it turns out, he had left anyway, so I didn’t have to worry about the actual apology.


So with high school football and amateur wrestling out of the question, I looked to the future. As a teenager with the size that I had, I started to think that maybe one day if I kept training hard I’d be able to give my dream of professional wrestling a try. I just never knew exactly how I’d break into it or find out where to start. There weren’t a ton of wrestling schools at the time, and the ones that did exist weren’t exactly advertised in the phone book. The business was so much different back then. People who were in it were protective of it, so you had to gain their trust before they would tell you how to get started. It was almost like a secret society. You had to know somebody on the inside before you got there.


My “in” came when I started working out with a power lifter named Ted Arcidi who had a brief career as a professional wrestler. Although he was reluctant at first, Ted was about to lead me to the next important stop on my rise to the top of World Wrestling Entertainment—Walter “Killer” Kowalski’s Pro Wrestling School.
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2. GETTING DOWN TO BASICS


I am not Ron Simmons.


And neither are you.


Ron Simmons is a genetic freak.


I’ve never seen Ron in the gym. I don’t think he even works out that much. If he never lifted a weight in his life, he would still look amazing. That’s just how his body is. I’m not like that—I need to work my ass off to get results. So do most other people.


A lot of people think I only started lifting weights when I joined World Wrestling Federation, but I’ve been training seriously for over twenty years. I’ve done a lot with my physique during that time. In the first eight years of my training, I went from a hundred-thirty-five-pound gangly teenager to a two-hundred-seventy-five-pound solid young man getting his wrestling career on track. My guess is that you won’t need to put on that much muscle mass, but regardless of your end goal, the first thing you have to do is physically walk into a gym. It’s the way every single weight trainer’s career starts. I did it one summer afternoon in Nashua, and now it’s time for you to do it.


I know that a lot of people are intimidated by the gym. They think the muscular guys and the toned women, the regulars, are going to point and laugh. But I’m going to let you in on a secret—that’s bullshit. Sure, you got your idiots at the gym just like you have anywhere you go, but you’ll find that the majority of regulars at the gym are more interested in helping you than they are in picking on you. People who train on a regular basis, like me, believe in the importance of training so strongly that we welcome the chance to recruit some new people into our way of life. When I’m working out at the WWE Headquarters in Stamford, Connecticut, and see someone from the office in there busting their ass, but not really having a clue what they’re doing, I wish they would ask me for some guidance. I’d love to help them out, but I don’t want to stick my nose in without being asked.


As long as I see that person working hard, that’s what’s important. We all started somewhere. I think you’ll find that most people at a gym feel this way. The only thing they care about is your effort. Whether you’re five hundred pounds trying to drop weight or ninety-eight pounds trying to gain some, it doesn’t matter. As long as you’re working hard.


Now that you’ve built up the courage to get in the gym, let me give you five reasons why you should put in the time to train with consistency:


Increased strength


Improved self-confidence


Injury prevention


Self-discipline


Sex (Trust me, you’ll have a better shot with the ladies if you’re in shape.)


If you put in your time in the gym and don’t cheat yourself when you’re in there, these are only five of the things you’ll accomplish. And some of these—improved self-confidence and self-discipline, for example—can lead you down a path to achieving more of your personal, grander goals in life.


One of the things that have confused me over the past few years is why weight training has become so complicated. The hard-core body-builders who I always tried to emulate—great champions like Arnold Schwarzenegger, Lee Haney, and Dorian Yates—stuck with free weight exercises and basic routines. The “meat-and-potatoes” of the gym.


You should start your training career with these basic mass-building exercises. Too many newcomers go in the gym, see a bunch of high-techmachines, and end up taking too many shortcuts without paying dues. Barbell and dumbbell exercises—free weight movements that will kick your ass every time out—are the best introduction to bodybuilding.


At the end of this chapter, I’m going to lay out a solid basic workout to introduce you to the world of bodybuilding. Don’t look at this program and think, Looks great, but this is just for beginners. I hate the term “beginner” to describe a newcomer in the gym. A beginner makes you sound like a guy who is just goofing around, a novice in search of a clue. This is not some little workout that any jerk can do in his spare time.


Ronnie Coleman, a five-time Mr. Olympia, followed a split routine much like this one for many years. He adapted the reps, sets, and amounts of weight to help him meet his goals. And it worked just fine for him. However, if you truly believe that you’re stagnating in the gym, that you’ve hit a plateau in your workouts and need to kick up the challenge, then you should move on to my more advanced workout routine that I lay out later in the book—but that shouldn’t happen for a while.


This basic plan gets you set up for the road ahead. It will allow your body to adapt to progressive-resistance training, which is the key to making gains. The idea behind progressive-resistance training is to constantly increase your output so your body must adapt to the ever-increasing stress by getting bigger and stronger.


With this method, you’re either adding more weight or completing more reps with each week. If on the barbell curls one week you do 8 reps at 50 pounds, try for 10 reps at that weight or throw an extra couple pounds on and work at getting 8 reps done again the following week. These increases may seem subtle, but they are affecting your body in a positive way. Your body is getting bigger, creeping toward your ultimate goal.
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