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It has added an element of 
challenge that is, to my way of 
thinking, healthy and productive. 

The National Center for Disease 
Control estimates that 30% of 

American teens and pre-teens are 
clinically obese. Clinically obese 
means the individual carries a 30% 
(or greater) body fat percentile. 
Nowadays obesity is called a 
disease, an affliction, and treated 
as if the individual were stricken 
with illness. Back in the 1970’s 
obese kids were called fat and 
left to the tender mercies of grade 
school classmates. Kindness and 
understanding were sadly lacking. 
In those olden times the fat kid was 
often mocked and ostracized and 
branded an undisciplined loser. 
Glenda McGowen-Shepard could 
have been the poster child for the 
obesity-stricken pre-teen back in 
the seventies. Like so many other 
children born into the culture of the 
day, dietary ignorance was the rule 
of the day. Saturated fat and sugar 
were in virtually every food, every 
meal every single day. Texas-
born Baby Glenda went from a 
chubby to heavy to downright fat 
by age 10. She achieved clinical 
obesity when she weighed 200-
pounds bodyweight at age 13. She 
dreaded going to school; she was 
the butt of fat jokes and subject 
to continual insult. Kids can be 

merciless towards their weak and 
out-of-shape peers. Nowadays 
Glenda is such a buoyant, vibrant, 
upbeat individual that it’s nearly 
impossible to imagine her as 
depressed, repressed and obsessed 
pre-teen. The youngster was 
uncomfortable and unhappy. “I was 
teased about my weight and about 
my dark-skinned complexion and 
my natural African-American 
hair. My grade school classmates 
called it ‘nappy hair.’ I could not 
get my 13-year old mind around 
the deeper issue of why I was big, 
fat and ugly! I hated it! I suffered 

with depression, low self-esteem 
and even entertained suicidal thou-
ghts.” Is that any way for a young 
girl to think?  

The reasons for her obesity 
were classic: equal parts genetic 
predisposition, poor nutrition and 
lack of activity. Glenda remembers 
those times and that sedentary 
eating groove, “Growing up in the 
Deep South, foods generally were 
loaded with fat and loaded with 
sugar. Tasted great but was bad 
for you! The food was soothing to 
me and the more I ate the heavier I 

Brains, Brawn and Beauty
Photos by Mark Mason

I love preparing for competing 
and I love competing.

“

”

Photos by Mark Mason

overcome the Curse of Obesity!
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became.” There is an old southern 
saying: “If it ain’t fried it ain’t 
food.” That phrase could sum up 
the nutritional culture Glenda grew 
up in. She over-ate every bad food 
imaginable. Glenda eventually got 
sick and tired of being sick and 
tired and abandoned the addictive 
comfort foods of her childhood. 
She somehow mustered the 
courage to take matters into her 
own hands: she set about changing 
her lifestyle, particularly her eating 
patterns and habits. Glenda began 
starvation dieting to lose weight. 
She started participating in sports 
and the lethargic kid miraculously 
developed a love of hard physical 

exercise and activity. Caloric 
deprivation caused the weight 
to melt off Glenda. Eventually 
she would go too far in the other 
direction. Glenda reduced down 
to a size 13 her senior year of 
High School. It was an amazing 
physical transformation. The ugly 
duckling morphed into a lovely 
swan. Glenda’s severe diet method 
carried her along but eventually 
stopped producing results, no 
matter how little she ate. Glenda 
was significantly lighter – yet she 
was still somewhat flabby, flaccid 
and soft. The lighter she became 
the greater her popularity: the 
former social outcast was elected 
homecoming football queen 
and Glenda became the real life 
Cinderella at the Ball. 

 After graduating in 1979, 
Glenda moved to Fort Worth and 
in 1982 made a life-changing 
career move: she enrolled in 
nursing school. In about that same 
time, on a whim, 
Glenda took an 
aerobic class. This 
also proved to be 
a life-changing 
experience. Glenda 
fell in love with the 
entire classroom 
aerobic scene and 
immersed herself 
in different aerobic 
methods. Inside 
two years Glenda 
had become a 
certified group 
fitness instructor. 
She taught group 
aerobic classes 
every day. This 
was in addition 

to attending nursing school on a 
fulltime basis. Glenda’s harsh diet 
was now augmented by lots and 
lots of aerobic activity. Glenda’s 
physique tightened up significantly. 
“I fell in love with the energy and 
movement of group aerobics. It 
is invigorating and plain fun to 
do dance and exercise activity 
in a group setting. The time flies 
by instead of dragging by. Most 
people find that their results are 
way better when working with me 
in one of my classes – as opposed 
to going off on their own. I know 
how to get the most out of a person 
using aerobic movements for 
cardiovascular benefit.” Glenda’s 
classes are always packed. People 
come early to get a spot in one 
of Glenda’s high-energy cardio 
classes. Glenda became certified 
as a personal trainer in 1984 and 
graduated from nursing school in 
May of 1986. Suddenly she had 
two parallel careers taking off at 
the same time: nursing and fitness. 

She taught people in cardio class, 
worked as a personal trainer 
instructing clients on how to eat 
and exercise. She was a Registered 
Nurse and everything was rolling 
along splendidly for young Glenda 
McGowen-Shepard. In July of 
1986 her life was derailed when 
her mother died of breast cancer. 
“My mother – to me – was the 
love of my life. My world fell 
apart when she died; her death 
sent me into a tailspin. I sank 
into a deep depression.” As often 
happens in times of intense stress, 
prolonged depression developed 
into something far worse: in 
Glenda’s case, bulimia. “I fell into 
this horrible cycle of binge eating 
to soothe my pain – followed by 
guilt purging – over and over, for 
seven long years.” 

 She recalled, “I pulled 
myself together eventually and 
righted my life. My faith in God 
really helped get me healthy again.” 
She also fell in love when in 1992 
Glenda met E. Dewayne Shepard. 

“Dewayne is my 
Soul Mate; the 
man I always 
wanted.” They 
married in 1994 
and have three 
children: Jason, 
Elyssa and Ena. 
In 2003 she 
took her love of 
fitness to the next 
level and started 
competing in local 
b o d y b u i l d i n g 
shows. Her 
motivation was 
modest, “I began 
bodybuilding to 

create new challenges for myself. I 
am determined to pursue 
fitness into middle age 
and beyond. I think if 
a person challenges 
themselves they are less 
likely to backslide.” 
Glenda (in addition to 
having two careers) also 
made time to continue 
her higher education 
and earned a Master’s 
Degree in Healthcare 
Administration. In 
January she will apply 
to the University of 
Washington where 
she plans to enroll in 
the Doctor of Nursing 
Practice program. 
Glenda owns and 
manages a successful 
personal training 
business in Tacoma, 
Washington and operates 
as an independent 
trainer at the famous 
Elite Body facility. Dan 
Meece and his wife 

Stephanie are the owners of Elite 
Body and it was Dan that saw the 
incredible bodybuilding potential 
in Glenda. He approached her 
about competing and the idea 
intrigued Glenda. In 2002 Dan 
began training Glenda for her first 
bodybuilding show. She took 2nd 
place in the open heavyweight 
division and was elated and hooked 
all at the same time. “Placing 2nd 
in my first competition really fired 
me up and motivated me. It’s was 
a tremendous motivator.” She 
redoubled her efforts.

 Glenda has competed 
four times in the last four years 
in the 35+ age category: she 

“Placing 2nd in my first competition 
really fired me up and motivated me. 

It’s was a tremendous motivator.”
“I think if a person challenges themselves 

they are less likely to backslide.” 

Glenda recently recorded and released her first 
exercise DVD. “The response has been terrific.”

“It is invigorating and plain fun to 
do dance and exercise activity  

in a group setting.”
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“In order to make 
real progress you 
have to exert real 
effort.” 

won her most recent show and 
simultaneously captured the Best 
Poser award. Glenda has two 
2nd place finishes and one 3rd 
place finish on her bodybuilding 
resume and is optimistic. “I see 
myself competing for a long 
time to come.” Glenda has barely 
scratched the surface of her 
amazing bodybuilding potential. 
Competitive by nature, it comes as 
no surprise when she says she likes 
the process. “I love preparing for 
competing and I love competing. It 
has added an element of challenge 
that is, to my way of thinking, 
healthy and productive. I have used 
what I’ve learned about medicine 
and the human body and applied it 
to bodybuilding with great results.” 

Glenda has made fantastic progress 
since commencing her competitive 
career. It is almost impossible 
to imagine this imposing lady as 
once a lonely, obese, sickly teen 
– but one that had the willpower 
to do something about her 
condition. Not that there haven’t 
been potholes and roadblocks 
along the way for Glenda, but as 
the old saying goes, “It’s not how 
bad you start rather it’s how strong 
you finish.” Glenda McGowen-
Shepard has finished strong, as 
the photos attest. Dan Meece 
continues to train and physically 
push and challenge Glenda at Elite 
Body. Both Dan and Glenda are 
huge fans of the various Parrillo 
products and methods. Glenda 

is enthusiastic about Parrillo. “I 
use Parrillo Products every day.” 
Glenda said, “I generate intense 
effort preparing for a physique 
competition. It is hard work and 
the right supplements help you 
recover and grow.” Glenda uses 
John’s training philosophy and 
is intent on acquiring a Parrillo 
personal trainer certification in 
the future. She uses Parrillo-
influenced methods when training 
for a competition and uses them 
when training clients. “In order 
to make real progress you have 
to exert real effort. You also need  
to exert tremendous discipline in 
eating and nutrition. This is a tough 
message but a truthful message. 
Great change does not occur unless 
there is great physical effort – effort 
accompanied by a strict (but not 
starvation) nutritional approach. I 
follow the Parrillo approach.” 

 Glenda continues to 
teach group aerobics to this day 
and remains a highly sought after 
personal trainer. She is in the best 
physical condition of her life. 
Glenda recently recorded and 
released her first exercise DVD. 
“The response has been terrific 
– we’re selling them at a rate 
far greater than we anticipated.” 
Glenda’s life is centered on helping 
others: a personal trainer, a nurse, 
a medical professional who treats 
the afflicted. Glenda also has a gift 
for public speaking and addresses 
church and civic groups with a 
message of encouragement and 
hope to troubled teens and adults. 
“I am thankful that God is with 
me every step of the way.” Glenda 
feels strongly she has a purpose in 
life. “I live a faith-filled life.”

Sunday hamstrings, glutes, calves

Monday:   back & biceps

Tuesday:   shoulders

Wednesday:   active rest: ab work,  
          core work

Thursday:   quads & calves

Friday: chest & triceps

Saturday:   group exercise class

Meal I • 6am

Optimized Whey™ protein shake  
with oatmeal & CapTri® 

…or 4 egg white omelet & oatmeal

Meal II • 9am – supplement snack 

Parrillo Protein™ bar or  
Optimized Whey™ protein shake

Meal III • noon

5 ounces chicken, 1 cup brown rice,  
1 cup veggies & CapTri®

Meal IV • 3pm

5 ounces chicken, 1 cup brown rice,  
1 cup veggies & CapTri®

Meal V • 6pm

5 ounces of lean beef, 2 cups of   
veggies & CapTri®

Meal VI • 9pm

6 ounces of white fish or  
7 egg whites

  
Meal Plan

Glenda’s gift for public speaking allows her to spread a message 
of encouragement and hope to troubled teens and adults.

Off-season

sPlIT

TraInInG
Off season 
      30 to 40 minutes 5 days per week 
In-season 
      45 to 60 minutes 7 days week and twice  
      3 days a week

Workout

“CapTri® is absolutely the best supplement ever; 
I can’t live without it. It gives me energy when my 
carbs are cut low during the latter stages of contest 
dieting. Thank you John Parrillo for CapTri®: it is 
truly this bodybuilder’s best friend!”

Cardio
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I’ve heard it said that people 
today have lost their faith, 
that we are no longer spiritual. 

I guess there is something to be 
said about our need for concrete 
evidence and guarantees in virtually 
everything. But sometimes you 
really do just have to have faith 
in something. Me, I believe in 
UFO’s, Bigfoot, the Loch Ness 
Monster, and that pro wrestling is 
real. Randy is more of a Doubting 
Thomas.

At three weeks before the contest, 
Randy had been at the inevitable 
‘sticking point’ in any diet. I had 
assured him that his panic was 
unnecessary. The fat would start 
coming off again. He just had 
to trust me. And so it did. Two 
weeks later, he was looking even 
leaner than he had been for his 
first competition the year before, 
but easily ten pounds fuller in all 
the right places, with the density 
and muscle maturity only another 
year of hard training could have 
imparted. But it wasn’t going to 
be all smooth sailing during the 
final week leading up to getting 
on stage. What fun would that be, 
anyway? Besides, suffering builds 
character. 

In the last week, most body-
builders go through a process of 

carbohydrate, sodium, and water 
manipulation designed to ‘trick’ 
the body into looking both fuller 
and far more defined than would 
normally be possible for a brief 
period of time, meant to coincide 
with when he or she will be on 
stage competing. If you think the 
CIA has the market cornered on 
psychological torture, think again. 
The first half of this week is pure 
hell for most bodybuilders. Though 
I don’t have horns or a pitchfork 
(okay, maybe a plastic pitchfork 

from my daughter’s Halloween 
costume a few years ago that I 
like to poke my dog with), by the 
time Randy got near the end of 
that rough patch, he was looking 
at me like I was the devil in the 
flesh. He even told me later he was 
trying to sneak peaks at my scalp 
through my short-cropped hair for 
the telltale ‘666’ birthmark of the 
antichrist. All he managed to spot 
was the lump on my cranium from 
when my hot-tempered Cuban wife 
broke a fan over my head in 2003.

Wednesday – 4 PM: 
T-minus 3 days
I had instructed Randy to 
start lowering his carbs on 
Sunday morning, down 
from an already low 100-
200 grams a day (the higher 
amount on weight training 
days) to 75. At the same time, 
he was to increase his water 
and salt intake. I did not want 
him using a prescription 
diuretic, as they are powerful 
and dangerous drugs with 
the potential to actually kill 
someone if misused. Who 
would have ever dreamed 
something that could shrivel 
your body up like a raisin 
and cause acute kidney 
failure might be trouble? So 
instead, I was having Randy 
sodium load. He had been 
adding sprinkles of salt to 
his food for the past few 
weeks, now I had him really 
pouring it on so it looked like 
his chicken breasts had been 
lightly dusted with snow, 
or dandruff (I used to have this 
problem – no longer thanks to 
Head and Shoulders shampoo!). 
Since he had also doubled his 
water consumption, the poor guy 
was now a nice, puffy, bloated 
specimen, holding so much water 
beneath his skin that it looked as if 
he had given up on dieting long ago 
and binged on pizza and ice cream. 
But wait, it gets better! On Monday, 
Tuesday, and Wednesday, he had to 
go through full-body circuits with 
fairly light weights and machines, 
doing high reps and resting very 
little between sets, the purpose of 
which was to drain his muscles of 
every last molecule of glycogen. In 
other words, we were emptying his 

tank completely in order to be able 
to fill it back up again and top it off. 
The total effect, by the third day, 
was that Randy was not only watery 
and smooth looking; but also flatter 
than Kate Moss’s bosom.  

This was the condition I found 
Randy in when I met him at the 
gym to take a look at him before 
we started carbing him up and 
flushing the water out. I had seen 
guys about to be executed by lethal 
injection that looked more upbeat.

“There’s nothing there,” he 
moaned, standing relaxed in a pair 
of shorts in the aerobics room. He 
tried in vain to tense muscles that 

did not respond. Randy hit a 
front double biceps shot. The 
difference between flexed 
and not flexed was minimal. 
“What the hell happened?” 
He was losing it. I watched 
with arms folded.
“You’re right on schedule, 
just perfect,” I announced.
“On schedule for what, last 
place?” His voice was rising 
to a high-pitched whine. 
“No, no, relax. I’ve done this 
many times before. If you 
don’t look like crap at this 
point, you didn’t do it right.”
“Well I guess I did it right, 
because I look like I’ve never 
touched a damn weight in my 
life!”
“That’s not true. You just 
look like you’ve never 
touched a heavy weight,” I 
chuckled. He glared at me 
behind sunken eye sockets, 
not amused in the least. 
“How do you feel?”
“Exhausted. All I want to 
do is sleep. I actually started 

falling asleep this morning training 
Claire.”
“If she was talking about how her 
son the dental student is doing 
and how hard she’s been trying to 
eat better, I probably would have 
nodded off too. There isn’t enough 
caffeine in the world to sit through 
that for the thousandth time.” 
The edge of Randy’s mouth lifted 
almost imperceptibly. This was as 
close to a smile as he was capable 
of at the moment. 
“I’ve got good news, junior.” He 
perked up a bit at that. “The worst 
is all over now. No more training 
until the show is over, and tomorrow 
morning you start eating more 
carbs, cut the salt, and then the next 

“Toward the end of contest 
prep, it can seem as if  

all is lost.”

The final week leading up to getting on stage 
was not going to be smooth sailing. 
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day we begin tapering your water 
off. You’re going to be looking 
better by the hour, I promise.”
“Pinkie promise?” he asked, 
offering the little finger of his right 
hand. The kid was regressing. I 
sighed and linked pinkies with 
him.
“Pinkie promise.”   
 

Friday – 7 PM: 
T-minus 17 hours 
Only those of us that have been 
through this crazy sport of 
competitive bodybuilding could 
possibly comprehend what a 
difference three days can make in 
a physique. Randy looked and felt 

like a totally different person now, 
on the eve of the contest. One last 
time, I appraised him at the gym.

He was fully carbed up now, and 
the excess water had been flushed 
away. Not only that, but he had put 
two coats of Pro Tan on the night 
before. He looked like a bronze 
god. As he hit a few poses, the carbs 
did their magic and his muscles 
pumped up before my eyes. The 
kid looked like a winner, and his 
broad smile communicated that he 
felt like one, too.

“Wow,” he flexed a quad and 
seemed stunned at the striations 
and veins he saw popping out in 

bold relief. Randy 
crunched into a crab 
most-muscular. His 
pecs were splintered 
across with detail 
and riddled with 
veins. Even his upper 
chest, long a weak 
point, had thickened 
up. 
“I told you everything 
would be okay, didn’t 
I?” I asked. “O ye of 
little faith.”
“Yeah, but it was 
hard to believe you 
when I looked like 
something my cat 
left in the litter box.” 
He pulled over his 
gym bag, and took 
out a plastic grocery 
bag. Looking truly 
joyous, he presented 
various articles of 
candy – Raisinets, 
Skittles, and assorted 
candy bars. Then he 
produced a bottle of 
red wine – and from 

the 2.99 price tag I spied, I doubted 
it was a very good year.
“For after the show, I presume?”
“No Ron, for before I go on 
tomorrow, so I can be all crazy full 
and vascular!”
“Let me see that,” I confiscated 
the whole mess. “Bad idea! You 
start eating things your body isn’t 
used to, and you can start spilling 
over with water, not to mention get 
the worst bellyache of your life. 
You might not even make it to the 
stage, because you could be glued 
to a toilet seat trying to give birth. 
No, stick to yams and the Parrillo 
Energy™ bars, that’s it. Those 
are good, slow-burning complex 
carbs that won’t give you any 
problems.”
“At least let me have the wine! It 
brings out the veins.”
“No contest was ever won or lost 
because of veins popping out or 
not, silly rabbit.”

He frowned, but not for long. 
Randy was in a good place. 
“How do you think I’ll do 
tomorrow?”
“It all depends on who else shows 
up and stands next to you on stage. 
But you will be ready, that’s for 
sure.”

Each hour from now until he got 
onstage was going to seem like 
an eternity. That’s how time gets 
distorted near the end. But very 
soon, over a year of hard training 
and good eating was going to 
come to its fruition in just a few 
minutes under the bright lights. 
Randy looked even better than I 
had hoped he would, and a couple 
more coats of Pro Tan and the last 
bits of subcutaneous water wrung 
out were going to take it up another 
notch. This was going to be good.

“Just have faith that the 
process works, and that the 

results will be worth it.”
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When Angie walked out 
on Timid Tim she took 
him to the cleaners. 

She emptied the savings account 
and cashed in the IRA he had 
started for her years back. She kept 
a $12,000 engagement ring and 
the BMW he’d bought for her last 
Christmas. By way of announcing 
the split, Angie moved out most 
of the furniture one day while 
Tim was at work. She left Tim to 
hook-up with new lover, Clarence 
“Jimbo” Johnson, the Austin self-
storage king. Despite the financial 
“haircut” Angie administered to 
Tim, he was glad she was out of his 
life. Up until her sudden departure, 
he’d been working himself to death 
as a tax attorney. Her dumping him 
caused him to stop, take stock and 
reexamine the direction of his life. 
He used the split to institute a series 
of dramatic lifestyle changes: job-
related stress made him look 15-
years older and his sickly frail 
physique resembled that of a 

concentration camp inmate. Tim 
decided his top priority would be to 
get healthy and buff. Despite being 
worn out and worn down, the idea 
of reinventing himself physically 
and psychologically appealed 
to him and fired him up. Being 
intelligent and methodical, Tim cut 
back on his insane work schedule. 
This allowed him the time needed to 
train, rest and regain his physical 
and mental health. Tim hired the 
best personal trainer in the Austin 
area: Brad Johnson. Brad put Tim 
on a “straight Parrillo” training 
and nutritional regimen. Within 
two weeks Tim added five pounds of 
muscle and rediscovered a vitality 
and energy he hadn’t felt since 
Grad School. Ten weeks into the 
program and Tim had engineered 
a dramatic change: he added 22-
pounds of lean muscle and held an 
impressive 11% body fat percentile. 
He weighed 184-pounds and 
could bench press 250. He was on  
his way.

“You got another rep in 
you!” Brad hissed into Tim’s ear as 
he stood directly behind, spotting 
Tim as he gasped for air. Tim was 
on the 7th rep of his sixth squat set 
of the day. The weight on the bar 
was 330. Astounding poundage 
considering 14-weeks ago a set of 
5-reps with 95-pounds had about 
killed him. Now he was finishing 
his 8th rep with 330.  Brad taught 
Tim the correlation between 
becoming stronger and adding 
muscle mass. Strength training 
followed up with fascial stretching 
and underpinned with high-calorie 
eating begets MASS! Additional 
lean mass makes you stronger 
and getting stronger grows you 
bigger….round and round it goes. 
Training with Brad, using Parrillo 
Principles, was ideal for Tim. 
Logical and level-headed, Tim was 
dead serious about doing whatever 
it took to take his physique to the 
next level of development. Being 
thrown in with a real iron slinger 

like Brad caused Tim to learn his 
facts fast: Brad thought nothing 
of extending himself on every rep 
of every set and Brad demanded 
Tim extend as well, extend way 
past what Tim thought humanly 
possible. Because Tim trained with 
Brad four times a week and ate just 
what he was supposed to, Tim grew 
an impressive amount of muscle in 
a very short period of time. Soon 
Timid Tim morphed into muscular, 
lean, handsome and resolute Tim. 
Tim ate like a horse. He’d consume 
canister after canister of Parrillo 
Hi-Protein™, All-Protein™ 
and Optimized Whey™ 
protein powder. Each day 
he ate 3-4 Parrillo Bars™ 
and downed fistfuls of 
Muscle Amino™ for 
the branched-chain 
amino acid content. 
Tim fired down Liver 
Amino Formulation™ 
tablets ten at a shot with 
each of his six meals. 
Brad insisted Tim drink 
a double serving of 50-50 
Plus™ during their two hour 
weight sessions. Tim learned 
to make Parrillo Muffins™ and 
the Parrillo Cakes™; he’d whip 
them up in his toaster oven inside 
twelve minutes. The cakes seemed 
way too tasty to be allowable. Tim 
felt great and looked even better. 
Everyone noticed. The ladies in 
the gym would turn and watch as 
tall, lean Tim strode past. 

In the past Tim had been 
haggard, drawn, sickly and 
anemic. Now that he’d added slabs 
of shapely muscle and regained his 
health, a very good looking man 
emerged. Tim was eating upwards 

of 6,000 calories a day, 1,000 
calories per meal at each of his six 
daily meals spaced 2½ to 3 hours 
apart. His current daily caloric 
intake of 6,000 approximated 
what he ate in an entire week 
in his previous life. His cardio 
passion was lap swimming in 
the club pool. It was, for Tim, 
incredibly refreshing. He loved 
to swim endless, meditation-like 

laps immediately after his sweaty, 
manic, crazed lifting sessions 
under Brad’s ‘no mercy’ guidance. 
He’d lift like a berserker, change 
as quickly then drop into the cool, 
invigorating water. He’d swim like 
a fish until utterly exhausted. He 
“supported” the intense exercise 
with loads of quality calories. 
Tim took mountains of Parrillo 
supplements. After 16-weeks Tim 
had added 36-pounds of muscle. 
He looked so different family and 

friends were worried he was taking 
steroids. “It turns out…” Tim told 
his sister over dinner one evening, 
“…my stress-related peptic ulcer 
was decimating my immune 
system. Once the ulcer healed and 
I detoxified myself, once I stopped 
subjecting myself to so much stress, 
my body exploded with growth. 
The combination of eating properly 
and eating often – combined with 
high-intensity weight training and 
lots of cardio-swimming created, 
what Coach Brad calls, ‘the 

anabolic environment.’ Basically 
we use food as fuel and by 

eating lots and training lots 
amazing physical things 
happened real fast!” Tim 
took another bite of 
roast chicken. His sister 
was a bit mystified 
about all the ‘anabolic 
environment’ talk. But 
she liked what she saw. 
“The change in you is 

nothing short of amazing. 
You look so much better 

now…you look healthy! 
You’ve never looked this good 

– though I don’t care much for 
the new haircut.” 

Tim had buzzed his head. 
He looked like a buffed Vin Diesel: 
a marine DI haircut stuck on a 
bodybuilder’s body. Last Tuesday 
Tim bench pressed 300x1. Even the 
“seen-it-all” Brad was impressed, 
“Damn Boy! You have really gone 
and done it!” Brad said. Tim smiled 
and said nothing. Tim progressed so 
quickly that Brad urged him to do 
the unthinkable: enter the Mr. Texas 
state bodybuilding championships 
in the novice division. Tim was 
flattered but begged off. Next year 

He loved to swim
endless, meditation-like laps 
immediately after his sweaty,  
manic, crazed lifting sessions  
under Brad’s ‘no mercy’  
guidance. 
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maybe, he told Brad. After sixteen 
weeks of Parrillo-style weight 
training, Parrillo nutrition, Parrillo 
supplementation and more cardio 
pool time than a US Olympic swim 
team member, Timid Tim had 
morphed into Testosterone Tim. 
He felt the urge to jump back into 
the social swing. While he’d been 
wood-shedding and reinventing 
himself for months on end without 
pause, Tim never once sought a 
date or went clubbing. Now that 
he’d transformed himself internally 
and externally, he was ready to 
allow a little fun to creep back 
into his life. After 18-weeks 
he weighed 200-pounds on 
the nose. He purchased a 
new wardrobe; he had to 
since none of his old garb 
fit any longer. Now that 
the weather was nice he’d 
acquired a golden tan as 
a result of his pool time. 
The female professional 
class took notice of the new 
Tim in a big way. He had 
been a quiet fixture at the club 
for years, unnoticed, just another 
of the bland, indistinguishable, 
pasty-faced, skinny/fat young 
men who inhabited Fire Oaks 
Racquet and Fitness. Now that 
Tim’s body was chiseled and his 
chin was chiseled and his dimples 
chiseled, he began receiving lots 
of invites to lots of private parties 
thrown by club members. During 
his transformative process he’d 
thrown them in the trash – now he 
began to selectively attend various 
social events. 

While attending a law 
firm social function he made 
the acquaintance of a well-

known prosecuting attorney: Rita 
Rodriquez. Rita was vibrant and 
vivacious and well known for her 
fiery courtroom demeanor. The two 
attorneys struck up a conversation 
and the chemistry clicked. Rita 
had a successful career and 
needed nothing materially from 
Tim. Intelligent, independent and 
Fun with a capitol F, Rita knew 
where Vietnam was on the map 
and was equally at ease selecting 

a vintage wine to go with the 
lamb at dinner or talking intricate 
legal shop. The two hit it off and 
began dating. Angie, on the other 
hand, was hitting a rough spot. 
Redneck entrepreneur Jimbo 
Johnson turned out to be a control 
freak/alcoholic/sex-fiend with a 
frightening array of weird habits 
magnified by his disdain for basic 
bathing and hygiene. His idea of a 
good time was to have male friends 
over (older guys with pompadour 
comb-overs) to watch professional 
wrestling or porn. They would 

gather like bloodsucking leeches 
around Jimbo, the only one in the 
room who had more than $50 in 
his savings account. When “the 
boys” were over Jimbo would sit 
in his Lay-Z boy recliner chair 
in the game room in front of the 
sixty-inch plasma TV. The boys 
would lazily lounge in a loose 
semicircle around their leader 
on the sectional sofa. “ANGIE!” 
Jimbo would yell from the King’s 
chair, “We need some more of that 
salsa dip…chop-chop! Be a good 
girl and whip us up a fresh batch. 

And bring us some more beers 
– pronto!” Angie was looking 

rough. Ten months living 
with Jimbo was wearing her 
down and stressing her out. 
If she had had somewhere 
to go she would have – but 
the next stop for her was 
back to her old bedroom 
in her momma’s basement 

back in Abilene. No, if 
she wanted to maintain 

any semblance of an opulent 
lifestyle, she’d have to stay 

right were she was and put up 
with Jimbo’s gross behavior and 
horrific body odor. 

In return for material things 
Angie had to dress the way Jimbo 
wanted, wear her hair the way 
Jimbo wanted, give up the booty 
when and how Jimbo wanted, 
make Jimbo hot wings just the 
way Jimbo wanted and put up with 
Jimbo’s inbred relatives and retard 
friends whenever Jimbo wanted. 
Angie was on the verge of a mental 
breakdown, her alternatives dismal 
but life rolled on. Jimbo and Angie 
had not seen Tim in a year. Angie 
had long since stopped going to 

the club to train. Jimbo proudly 
boasted that the only reason he 
ever went to the gym to begin with 
was to pick up women and now 
that he’d snared Angie he saw no 
more need to go or stay in shape 
for that matter. Jimbo added 40-
pounds of lard real quick and 
suddenly he looked like Elvis a 
week before he died. Angie began 
to smoke. Nerves and stress were 
aging her faster than the portrait 
of Dorian Grey. When her doctor 
told her the burning in her gut 
was a stress-related peptic ulcer 
the news stressed her out more. 
The health club was putting on its 
annual Christmas party and Jimbo 
was trying to secure a club contract 
to erect a series of storage units 
on the property for lawnmowers 
and the like. He needed to put in 
an appearance to shmooze the 
club owners. Tim and Rita ran 
into Angie and Jimbo quite by 
accident in the buffet line at the 
party. It was a study in contrasts: 
Tim was ripped, taunt, tanned 
athletic looking and healthy. Rita 
was ravishing and sultry. Angie 
looked haggard and worn and 
wore more makeup than Tammy 
Faye Baker. Jimbo had grown into 
Jumbo and looked one step away 
from quadruple by-pass surgery. 
Jimbo might have been obese but 
he was still meaner than a stepped-
on rattlesnake. As they stood in the 
buffet line, Jimbo, brash as ever, 
sized Tim up and spoke to him in 
a beer-slurred drawl; purposefully 
loud, he would put this Timmy 
sissy right back in his place, just 
like in the old days.

Jimbo belched towards 
Tim’s face and spoke. “Well, 

well, well – if it ain’t Tarzan!” 
Jimbo glanced at Rita and sized 
up her ethnicity. “So Tarzan, is this 
sea-nor-rita Jane or Cheetah the 
chimp?” Tim stepped forward but 
Rita stepped in front and blocked 
his way. Jimbo continued. “I can’t 
say that it’s good to see ya.” Jimbo 
paused and dramatically scratched 
his privates before continuing. “I 
see Mr. Texas got you all hopped 
up on steroids.” His eyes ran up 
and down ravishing Rita in her 
low-cut cocktail dress. He leered 
and leaned in towards her. “I see 
them new muscles got ya this 
fine-looking illegal-immigrant 
piece-of-tail. Is she your maid or 
housecleaner?” Jimbo winked at 
Rita. “Congratulations Tarzan. 
Maybe I’ll take this red-hot mama-
seat-toe off you ‘jus like I took the 
last one!” Rita, used to dealing 
with convicted murderers and 
gang members, didn’t need Tim 
to defend her: she began waving 
an admonishing finger within two 
inches of Jimbo’s nose and yelling 
at the top of her lungs. Everything 
and everyone at the event stopped 
to watch Rita ream Jumbo Jimbo, 
who looked like he’d just been 
stabbed in the gut with a serrated 
Bowie knife. He knew how to 
dish it out but apparently he didn’t 
know how to take it. He staggered 
backwards, stunned at the verbal 
barrage.  The King wasn’t used to 
being ‘sassed’ by ‘bitches.’ After 
cursing him in Spanish for a few 
minutes Rita shoved in the stiletto, 
“Listen up you foul fat pig! Unless 
you get that mongoloid sneer off 
your fat face in the next five seconds 
I’m going to slap that hillbilly grin 
right off your face!” She cocked 
her hand ready to launch. Jimbo 

threw his hands up in self-defense 
like a little girl. People laughed at 
Jimbo, the unkindest cut of all. 

The club bigwigs had been 
standing behind the foursome in 
the buffet line unbeknownst to 
Jimbo and they weren’t laughing. 
They were aghast and appalled 
and had overheard all of Jimbo’s 
crass insults. Any chance of Jimbo 
obtaining new business evaporated 
right then and there. Jimbo’s fat face 
turned beet red when he saw them 
watching. He heard the laughter. 
Suddenly he looked ridiculous in 
his polyester peach leisure suit with 
matching white belt and shoes. He 
melted into a jumble of incoherent 
mumbles; speechless, flustered and 
neutered he did the only thing he 
could: he turned and snapped at 
Angie, “Let’s GO bitch!” 

Angie caught Tim’s eye. She 
looked him up and down admiringly 
and cast in his direction one of her 
patented “come hither” looks that 
used to melt Timid Tim. She was 
saying with her eyes, “You can have 
me back – call me!” With a single 
gesture Testosterone Tim brought 
Angie’s world crashing down: he 
laughed and pulled Rita in tight. It 
was such a dismissive “oh you’ve 
got to be kidding” chortle that Angie 
realized right then and there what a 
horrible decision she’d made. Jimbo 
jerked on Angie’s wrist – hard – the 
crowd gasped. Angie was brought 
back to cold reality. Until she found 
something or someone better she 
would remain Jimbo’s slave. Terror 
crept into her eyes as she was 
dragged out of the club party by the 
fat bully. Tim felt sorry for Angie…
for about ten seconds.   

THE PERFECT PARRILLO DAY

with Angie waiting on 
him hand and foot.

Jimbo, Austin’s Self-Storage King, 
soon became Jumbo Jimbo, 
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Count on Parrillo Performance 
to help you with your holiday 

shopping this year!  We have gift 
certificates, yearly subscriptions 
to the Performance Press maga-
zine, and a variety of bodybuild-
ing accessories, including weight 
lifting gloves and belts. 

The Parrillo Performance T-Shirts 
are back, in men’s and women’s 
styles, and would make perfect 
stocking stuffers, along with our 
huge selection of supplements.  

Place your order today to receive 
your gifts in time for the holidays 
at www.parrillo.com or call us at 
1-800-344-3404.
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Sometimes as you read this 
column, you may get the 

impression that attaining a 
bodybuilding physique is pretty 
easy. I talk about how to control your 
hormones, how to stimulate fat loss, 
how to drive muscle growth, how 
to channel food energy to muscle 
stores, and so on, and bodybuilding 
sounds not too hard. The truth is, 
achieving a bodybuilder’s physique 
is very hard, and that’s why you 
don’t see too many bodybuilders 
walking around. If it was easy, 
everybody would look great.
  
The key reason why it’s so hard 
is that you have to be in a calorie 
deficit to stimulate fat loss, yet in 
order to drive muscle growth you 
have to supply all the nutrients and 
energy muscles need to grow. In a 
way it’s a paradox to do both at the 
same time. But it is possible.
  
The easiest way to lose fat is just to 
starve yourself. Starving people are 
not fat. As you know, the problem 
with this approach is that during 
severe caloric restriction you lose 
about half muscle and half fat. Your 
body tries to hang on to the fat as 
long as it can so it won’t run out 
of energy. At the other end of the 
spectrum, it is pretty easy to gain 
weight if you just eat like a pig. 
There are very few people who 
can’t gain a lot of weight if they just 
eat enough calories. This is what the 

hoard of “weight gainer” powders 
out there are for. If you add 1,000 
calories a day to your diet, you will 
gain weight. The problem, of course, 
is that if you just indiscriminately 
add calories to your diet most of 
them (probably about 75% by most 
estimates) will end up as fat.
 
So we have to lose calories to lose 
fat, but if we cut calories half the 
weight which is lost will be muscle. 
And we have to add calories to 
gain weight, but about 75% of 
excess calories usually end up as 
fat. Genetically gifted bodybuilders 
may not have such a problem. 
I’ve met several people who were 
quite strong and who looked like 
bodybuilders before they ever went 
into a gym. But these people are 
rare. Most of us are all too familiar 
with the scenarios described 
above. And this is why attaining 
that bodybuilding look is hard for  
most people.
 
What’s the answer? How can the 
average person attain a really 
spectacular physique? Hard work, 
consistency, and dedication. 
These are the core principles of 
the Parrillo philosophy. If you can 
give me those, I can give you a 
great physique. Without those, all 
the information and training and 
supplements in the world just don’t 
matter. It’s really up to you. So how  
do you do it?

Nutrient Partitioning
 
The key concept is an idea called 
nutrient partitioning, which means 
directing ingested dietary energy 
toward the lean compartment and 
not to fat stores. The idea is to 
have your food energy go to build 
muscle while drawing on your fat 
stores to fuel activity. Achieving 
this requires two things. First is a 
very specific eating program which 
supplies energy in a way which 
supplies nutrients to build muscle 
but not providing calories which are 
stored as fat. There are certain foods 
you should eat and specific foods 
you should avoid. Each meal must 
be structured according to fairly 
narrow parameters. The nuts and 
bolts of how to do this is described 
in the Parrillo Performance 
Nutrition Manual, which is the 
cornerstone of the program. The 
second requirement for nutrient 
partitioning is a training program. 
Training provides the stimulus to 
build muscle as well as activating 
the body’s fat-burning pathways. 
How does it work? What happens 
is the nutrition program and the 
training program come together to 
have certain effects on the body’s 
hormones. And these hormones 
control muscle metabolism and 
fat metabolism. If you follow the 
program faithfully you can actually 
modify the hormonal environment 
inside your body in such a way as 

to signal your muscles to grow and 
simultaneously signal fat loss. And 
by supplying nutrient energy in a 
specific pattern you can direct this 
energy to the lean compartment 
while at the same time burning 
body fat. If you read my articles 
over the last two or three years, you 
will have a virtual textbook on the 
science of how this works, down 
to the cellular and even molecular 
level.
 
Using the Parrillo Nutrition  
and Training Manuals
 
So let’s say you want to do it. Where 
do you start? You start with the 
Nutrition Manual and a solid training 
program which includes lifting 
weights and aerobics. It’s virtually 
impossible to achieve the results of 
my program without the Nutrition 
Manual. Many bodybuilders on the 
advanced level are on this program, 
and that’s no exaggeration. You 
have to start there. I’ve spent over 
30 years researching this area and 
experimenting with advanced level 
competitive bodybuilders. My 
approach has been to assemble all 
of the scientific information on 
muscle and fat metabolism, and 
then try different strategies in real 
athletes to find out what really 
works. The Nutrition and Training 
Manuals give you the benefit of 30 
years of research and work right at  
your fingertips.
  
Supplementation
 
Are there any supplements that 
can help? Yes, definitely. One in 
particular that fits into this program 
is called Muscle Amino™. Muscle 
Amino™ is a pharmaceutical grade, 
ultra-pure, crystalline, free-form 

amino acid mixture of leucine, 
isoleucine, and valine. These are 
the so-called “branched chain” 
amino acids, because their side 
chain contains a branched carbon 
structure. The branched chain 
amino acids (BCAAs) are among 
the essential amino acids. Of the 
twenty amino acids common in 
human proteins, twelve of them 
can be made by the body and 
are called “nonessential” amino 
acids. The other eight cannot be 
made by the body and are called 
“essential” amino acids because it 
is essential they be obtained from 
the diet. Obviously, bodybuilders 
need to be attentive that their diet 
supplies all of the essential amino 
acids in the right amounts they 
need, because they are required 
for muscle maintenance and growth.  
 
There are two special things about 
the BCAAs: they are among the 
most abundant amino acids in 
muscle proteins (1) and they are 
heavily catabolized (broken down) 
during exercise, especially intense 
aerobic exercise (2). These two 
reasons plus the fact the body cannot 
make its own BCAAs increase 
the need for BCAAs by athletes, 
especially athletes concerned about 
achieving maximum muscle mass. 
BCAAs seem to be preferentially 
taken up by muscle tissue and 
stored there, providing an anabolic 
effect as well as a nitrogen-
sparing (anti-catabolic) effect (3).  
 
Muscle Amino™ is really the 
exact thing we’re looking for in a 
supplement. It is selectively taken up 
by muscle, so it will add to muscle 
mass and not fat mass. It provides 
essential building blocks which are 
used to build muscle protein, having 

an anabolic effect. And it blocks 
the break-down of existing muscle 
tissue during intense exercise. This 
is a perfect example of positive 
nutrient partitioning. Muscle 
Amino™ provides nutrient energy 
which is specifically targeted to 
building up muscle stores while not 
contributing to fat stores. You can 
see why I call it “Muscle Amino™.”  
 
Exercise induces changes in the 
body’s pattern of energy metabolism, 
and these changes are driven by 
energy needs, substrate availability, 
and hormonal regulation (2). This 
change in the pattern of energy flow 
in the body is what brings about 
the change in body composition 
we seek. Energy to fuel the body is 
derived from oxidation (burning) of 
the carbon chains in carbohydrates, 
fats, and proteins. The ratio of the 
fuel mixture which is oxidized 
depends on the nutrient ratio 
consumed as well as exercise type 
and intensity (2). In other words, 
whether you burn fat or carbs or 

Want to get started?
Begin with the Nutrition Manual and 
a solid training program including 
lifting weights and aerobics.
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STAY FIT & LEAN THIS HOLIDAY SEASON

With the holiday season, can 
you still eat, drink, be merry 

and still stay fit? 
Answer: Absolutely—and 

here are some easy-to-follow 
guidelines to help you. If you stick 
to these, you’ll start 2007 in super 
shape – with no need to make New 
Year’s resolutions… 

Avoid or limit alcohol 
consumption. When there’s 
alcohol in your system, the liver 
has to work overtime to process 
it, so it doesn’t have adequate 
time to process fat. Sip on 
seltzers, club soda or sparkling 
mineral water on the rocks with 
a citrus twist. 

Stay active. Sticking to 
your regular weight-training and 
aerobic exercise routines is one 
of the best ways to fight fat gain 
during the holidays. So regardless 
of what comes between you and 
your workout, try not to eliminate 
it all together. If you’re like most 
people, you’ll need to let off some 
steam during the often-stressful 
holiday season, and exercise is 
the perfect stress reliever. Plus, it 
helps to burn off the extra calories 
that you’ve eaten at those parties 
and holiday get-togethers. 

Push it aerobically. If 
you have the luxury of vacation 
time during the holidays, why 

not engage in a little additional 
aerobics to burn off those extra 
calories? Do a bit more of your 
usual aerobic activity or try some 
new types just for fun. If you 
are not that adventurous, try to 
slightly increase the duration and/
or frequency of your usual aerobic 
exercise routine. 

Check out the Parrillo 
CapTri® Cookbook. Most people 
don’t realize it, but the traditional 
holiday dinner with appetizers can 
weigh in with thousands of fat 
and sugar-filled calories. Look at 
John’s cookbook for some recipes 
that make great holiday fare! There 
are new, healthier, and delicious 
ways to cook with turkey, sweet 
potatoes, and more. 

Plan ahead. It’s easier to 
stick to a healthy course of action 
if you decide to do so ahead 

of time, before the situation 
presents itself. Decide ahead of 
time what you will eat, and how 
much. Planning ahead of time 
works much better than merely 
throwing caution to the wind. 

Try “pre-dieting.” It 
works like this: Start trimming off 

a few pounds of fat before the 
holidays get in full swing by 
following the Parrillo Nutrition 
Program. Pre-dieting has been 
shown in clinical trials to offset 
holiday weight gain. Obesity 
researchers in Sweden studied 

the effect of eating during the 
Christmas holidays on 46 
obese patients in a weight-
maintenance program. 
Those dieters who had lost 
more than 6.6 lb by pre-

dieting during the six months 
prior to Christmas gained less 

weight (from 0.4 lb to 4.8 lb) 
between Christmas and Epiphany 
(a religious festival celebrated 
on January 6) than those who 
didn’t pre-diet. By contrast, the 
patients who gained more than 
6.6 lb of body fat during the six 
months prior to Christmas put on 
an additional 5 lbs. on average 
during the holidays. The message 
is clear: Pre-dieting clearly 
keeps the holiday pounds from  
piling on. 

Stay in shape this 
holiday season
Clinical trials have 
shown that  
pre-dieting  
offsets  
holiday  
weight  
gain.

JOHN PARRILLO’S PERFORMANCE PRESS 
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protein for energy depends on what 
you eat and how you exercise.  
 
Bodybuilders virtually unanim-
ously agree that they need extra 
protein. Most of them have the 
misconception that they need extra 
protein to supply the building 
blocks for muscle growth. The 
truth is that two or three extra bites 
of chicken every day will supply 
enough protein for your muscles to 
grow as fast as they can. The real 
reason bodybuilders and endurance 
athletes need more protein is that 
they burn more protein for fuel 
during exercise. If you don’t supply 
enough protein in the diet to make 
up for this increased demand then 
the body will actually break down 
muscle tissue to supply the amino 
acids to use as fuel. This is your 
worst nightmare. Since the biggest 
demand for amino acid fuel is during 
aerobic exercise, it turns out that 
endurance athletes actually have 
even higher protein requirements 
than bodybuilders (2). Very few 
people realize this, including very 
few endurance athletes. This is why 
endurance athletes usually have a 
very thin (sometimes referred to 
as “stringy”) look - they burn more 
protein than they take in, so their 
muscles get catabolized as fuel. If 
endurance athletes would simply 
increase their protein intake they 
would become more muscular and 
stronger, and probably become  
better, faster athletes as well. Usually 
in a contest between two equally 
skilled athletes, the stronger one wins.  
 
When you eat a protein food, it 
gets digested in the stomach and 
intestine into individual amino acids 
and short chains of amino acids that 
are small enough to be absorbed 

into the bloodstream. Eventually all 
of the protein is broken down into 
individual “free” amino acids. These 
can experience two main metabolic 
fates. They can be used to build 
new proteins or they can be burned 
as fuel to produce energy. Not all of 
the amino acids are treated equally 
however. The branched chains 
are used as fuel more than the 
others (2). Muscle contains special 
enzymes called branched chain 
aminotransferase and branched 
chain keto acid dehydrogenase 
which permit the breakdown of 
the BCAAs for energy (2). This 
allows muscle to use BCAAs 
as fuel whereas the other amino 
acids are oxidized in the liver. So 
while exercise increases protein 
requirements in general, it especially 
increases BCAA requirements.  
 
This coupled with the fact that 
the BCAAs are among the most 
abundant amino acids in muscle 
protein make it obvious why athletes 
have increased need for the branched 
chains. They use more for energy, 
plus they need more for protein 
synthesis. Virtually every book 
and article about supplementation 
for athletes suggest the BCAAs as 
one of the core supplements. Of all 
the supplements out there, Muscle 
Amino™ is certainly one of the most 
high-tech, because it specifically 
targets the metabolic problem at 
hand. By supplying more BCAAs 
to the body less muscle tissue is 
catabolized during exercise, helping 
to maintain positive protein balance 
and net gain of muscle tissue. 
This is a prime example of a low 
calorie nutrient which specifically 
targets metabolic pathways to 
have a positive partitioning effect. 
Muscle Amino™ is selectively 

taken up by muscle where it acts 
to promote protein synthesis and 
prevent protein breakdown. Since 
it is taken up by muscle and not by 
fat, this is a way to supply nutrient 
energy which will be partitioned 
to the lean compartment. It should 
be emphasized that endurance 
athletes will benefit from this 
supplement at least as much as 
bodybuilders, if not even more.  
 
To see a real noticeable effect from 
Muscle Amino™ you need to take 
a fair amount of it. At least ten 
grams a day, and twenty would 
not be too much. I suggest two to 
three capsules with each of six 
meals per day. Smaller amounts 
will have a smaller effect, but this 
is a supplement where the effects 
accumulate over time. It is best to 
take Muscle Amino™ with meals to 
increase absorption. There’s a lot 
more to be said about amino acid 
metabolism during exercise, and 
how to use exercise and nutrition 
to shift your metabolism into a 
muscle-building, fat-burning mode.  
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JOHN PARRILLO’S PERFORMANCE PRESS IRON VIC SPEAKS

Iron Vic,
I’m going nuts trying to take in 
1.5 grams of protein per pound of 
bodyweight per day. Supplements 
are too expensive. I figured out that I 
have to eat ten chicken breasts a day 
to take in the 300-grams of protein 
that John Parrillo recommends 
for a guy my size. I ain’t much of a 
cook and basically I have one bird 
breast prep method. I understand the 
value of protein but there is only so 
much chicken a man can eat! Any 
suggestions?    
  Sick-of-bird, Kansas

You need Parrillo supplements 
and you can afford them! The 
reason protein powder and protein 
supplements were invented was so 
hardheads like you could take in all 
the protein needed to trigger gains 
without having to eat 70 bird breasts a 
week! I talk to many serious trainees 
about this very point, i.e., they cannot 
afford the cost of supplements. I 

Protein challenged…Carb-O-Phobia…X-mas… 
The Chernobyl Twins unleash a can of whup-ass!

make them compare costs: how 
much money were they allotting for 
junk food? Now contrast that cost to 
the cost of Parrillo supplements. The 
supplements usually come in cheaper 
than junk food. Here is a typical 
“supplement switch-out” I worked up 
for a client recently. I had this fellow 
write down the price of every item of 
junk food he purchased. His weekly 
junk purchases included…a gallon 
of ice cream, $4; two six packs of 
soda, $6; a six pack of imported beer, 
$7; two bags of Doritos, $5; a dessert 
pound cake, $4; a can of cheese whiz 
and box of Ritz crackers, $6; three 
frozen microwavable entrees, $10; 
McDonald’s and Burger King, $11 
worth of lunches eaten at work. Turns 
out he was spending between $60 
and $70 bucks a week on junk and 
junk food! By switching out trash for 
nutritional gold, we recovered $240 
bucks a month. He reapportioned 
dough previously spent on nasty 
foods towards pure and potent 

Parrillo supplementation. The cost 
of purchasing supplements need be 
weighed against WHAT YOU ARE 
SAVING by eliminating junk foods! 
Dump the sodas, beer, chips, frozen 
foods, pastries, bread and ice cream. 
How about the trips to Pizza Hut and 
Taco Bell? Switch-out trash food 
for Parrillo supplements and you’ll 
likely end up saving money! 

So how do you obtain 1.5-grams of 
protein per pound bodyweight per 
day and only eat one chicken breast 
per day? It easy! Start the morning 
off with a single serving of Parrillo’s 
latest product, All-Protein™: 30-
grams of protein and no carbs to 
mess up your pre-cardio, glycogen-
depleted metabolic status. After 
a torrid cardio session, time for 
breakfast; a dozen egg whites cost 
a buck and yield 40-grams of pure 
protein. Eat a dozen egg whites made 
with onions and bell peppers, sautéed 
in CapTri®. With breakfast take ten 

Parrillo Liver Amino™ tablets. Every 
beef liver tablet delivers 1.5-grams 
of high BV protein. Mid-morning 
drink an Optimized Whey™ protein 
shake and have a Parrillo Protein 
Bar™. The shake delivers 34 grams 
of protein and the bar adds another 
20. You’re up to 140 grams of protein 
by 11am! At lunch eat that chicken 
breast and gobble down another 10 
beef liver tabs. Mid-afternoon eat 
a Parrillo Energy Bar™ and down 
10 liver amino tabs. We’re at 200 
protein grams! During your weight 
workout drink a serving and a half 
of 50-50 Plus™. For dinner eat a big 
serving of turkey or fish and down 
10 more liver amino tabs. Eat a 
Parrillo Muffin™ or Parrillo Cake™ 
for dessert. Before bed, down a Hi-
Protein™ Shake. Bingo! You’ve 
just hit 300+ grams of protein! And 
we didn’t even consider Parrillo 
Pudding™ or Pancake Mix™. Load 
up on the newest generation of high-
protein Parrillo snack alternatives. 
Mix up lean protein sources to 
keep from going nuts: flank steak, 
try different fish and shellfish 
types, turkey, eggs…learn to cook 
and rotate selections to stay sane. 
Supplements are critical and you 
CAN afford them!    

Victor,
I read that a lot of bodybuilders 
go to “no carb” dieting before a 
competition in order to get as lean as 
possible – do you recommend this? 
I’m not a competitive bodybuilder 
but I am looking to get as lean as 
possible. If the bodybuilders use no-
carb dieting, shouldn’t we mortals? 
     
          Ralph, Modesto

There is more confusion over the 
issue of carbohydrates than there 
are theories about who shot Jack 
Kennedy. Yes elite bodybuilders cut 

back on starchy carbs immediately 
before a competition, however, don’t 
read too much into this as the no-carb 
phase lasts only a few weeks. The rest 
of the time they eat carbs and lots of 
them. Here at Parrillo Performance 
we break carbohydrates into three 
classifications: starchy, fibrous and 
refined. Let’s start with refined carbs 
because they’re easy: toss them out 
of your diet totally and completely! 
In-season, out-of-season or any other 
season! Bye-bye! A refined carb is a 

manmade carb; think chips, pastries, 
pies, pizza, cakes, baked goods, 
processed foods, junk food, pasta, 
frozen foods, etc. etc. Fiber carbs are 
equally easy: you need to consume 
them at all times. Salad greens, bell 
peppers, onions, cabbage, broccoli, 
spinach, etc., all act as insulin-
dampeners and it takes nearly as 
many calories to digest a gram of fiber 
as the fiber gram contains. Fiber has 
a marvelous roto-rooter effect on the 
body’s guts and internal plumbing. 
Fiber, like lean protein, should be 
consumed in ample amounts. Fruit 
is problematic because of the sugar 
content and in the Parrillo approach 
fruit is jettisoned. Starchy carbs, rice, 
potatoes, beans, corn, sweet potatoes 
and the like are natural vegetables 
that have their place in the Parrillo 

eating regimen, particularly in the 
off-season when the primary goal is 
to add additional lean muscle mass. 
Prior to a physique competition 
a bodybuilder reduces body fat 
percentiles down to the low single 
digits. While whittling down, to say 
10%, most athletes can keep starch in 
their diet. When it’s time to take the 
body fat percentile waaaaay down…
to say 5%...standard operating Parrillo 
procedure is to eliminate water-
attracting starch calories and replace 
those lost calories with CapTri®. If 
the athlete simply eliminated starch 
calories and didn’t replace them, 
hard earned muscle mass will be 
lost. CapTri® is invaluable stuff as 
it allows bodybuilders to hang onto 
muscle mass while obtaining sub-
10% body fat percentiles. First off, 
eliminate refined carbs completely. 
Eat starch but only with fiber. When 
you get down to that magical 10% 
body fat percentile level and want 
to reduce further, cut back or cut out 
the starch. Retain muscle mass by 
maintaining high, lean protein intake 
along with fiber carbs. Use CapTri® 
calories to offset deleted starch 
calories. Please don’t get sucked 
in by Atkins diet madness; don’t 
become carb-o-phobic! Understand 
the differences and different uses for 
carb types. Use them with discretion 
and discipline.   

Vic,
What’s on your Christmas wish-list 
this year?    
             Arnold, Idaho

That’s easy! A Barrett .50-caliber, 
M-107 low-recoil sniper rifle. This 
semi-automatic .50 caliber monster 
sends a projectile the size of a beer 
bottle ripping through the atmosphere 
at 2,700-feet per second. It hits like 
a damn bazooka and can pierce the 
grill of a Mack Truck, travel through 

eliminate starch 
calories & replace 
them with CapTri®. 

While whittling down to

most athletes 
can keep starch 
in their diet.10%

body fat

When it’s time to take the  
body fat percentile  
down....to say 5%
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the 500-cubic inch cast iron diesel 
engine, emerge the other side, pass 
through the firewall, blow the driver 
in half on its way out the back of 
the truck! Sweet! Ripping through 
sandbags, brick walls or cinderblock 
is as easy as running a hot knife 
through a stick of warm butter. The 
bullet travels at three times the speed 
of sound and at 2000 yards (an easy 
shot with the 1000-power scope) the 
bullet arrives and blows the head 

clean off the perp way before the 
sound arrives. My only gripe is I 
can’t get armor piercing or explosive 
bullets. Using military .50 caliber 
explosive shells, 10 quick rounds can 
be delivered inside ten seconds and 
take out an armored personal carrier 
from a mile away. All ten shots will 
hit before the sound from the 1st bullet 
arrives. First used in Somalia then 
Afghanistan, the exploding shells 
make destroying light trucks 2,400 
yards away a breeze. Because it is 
designed with a revolutionary low-
recoil barrel, the shooter can squeeze 
off ten rounds in 10 seconds and not 
leave those gawd-awful shoulder 
bruises I always had to contend with 
using my old Stoner Rifle. I’m hoping 
the Misses parks this baby under Iron 
Vic’s Christmas tree! I deserve it!

JOHN PARRILLO’S PERFORMANCE PRESS 

Vic,
I saw in the latest issue of Arm-Buster 
Magazine that some guys were 
involved in a fracas at the recent “Cage 
King Smack-down Combat Fighting 
Championships.” The riot details 
were sketchy but in one of the pictures 
in the mag I swear it looks like you 
holding some South American guy in 
a cross-face chicken-wing submission 
hold – what happened? Was that you? 
Was anyone arrested? Aren’t you a 
little old to be getting into riotous  
dust-ups? 
   Bosco, Joliet 

So I’m sitting in the front row 
covering the title fight for Inside 
Mayhem magazine minding my 
own business. We’ve just finished 
watching the middleweight title bout. 
I’m with my two young commie pals: 
Dingo (Demetrius) and Rampage 
(Roskolnakov) Smironov, better 
known as the Chernobyl Twins. The 
twins were born in Chernobyl. Their 
mom was pregnant when the nuclear 
reactor meltdown occurred and her 
single ovarian egg split in two, the 
result of a not-so-mild dose of radiation 
poison. Anyway she has two identical 
twins: they’re healthy but they have a 
couple of mild deformities: pink eyes 
and each has an extra finger. No big 
deal. Anyway the family immigrates 
to the United States and ends up in 
the Russian expat community in 
Brighton Beach, New York. Their 
dad was a Sambo instructor, the 
Russian military combat fighting 
art. These kids are tough as nails and 
growing up get into more fights than 
Mike Tyson on account of their weird 
looks and snarly, nasty bad attitudes. 
The dad and I became good pals. We 
worked bodyguard gigs together for 
rich sickos back in the Studio 54 days. 
I introduce Anatoly’s boys to weight 
training in their early teens. 

Both won wrestling scholarships. 
Dingo captured two NCAA Division 
I titles as a middleweight. Rampage 
had a few brushes with the law, lost 
his scholarship and ended up as 
a Navy Seal. So here we are at the 
fights and this Brazilian dude with a 
wicked facial knife scar sitting next 
to us asks Dingo if he is a fighter, “Of 
course.” Dingo says. What’s your 
discipline? The guy asks. “Sambo.” 
Dingo says. The guy laughs and 
yells to his seatmates, “Not only 
does this freak have pink eyes but 
he practices a gay commie fighting 
art.” So here we go. The dudes are 
Brazilian kick-boxers. Dingo back-
fists scarface on the nose so hard the 
guy flips over backwards. One down. 
If you’ve ever been to a big-time 
mixed martial arts fight, everyone 
in the first five rows surrounding the 
cage is a fighter and fighters will fight 
at the drop of a hat. All of a sudden 
I’m in the middle of a full-fledged 
chair-swinging, teeth-busting, nose-
splattering riot that quickly spreads 
from our little seven man rumble to 
about sixty guys in less time than 
it takes to say “put up your hands - 
you’re under arrest!” The auditorium 
looks like the final fight scene of a 
Bruce Lee movie. The brothers are 
wailing away on anyone within arms 
length. Suddenly here comes Texas 
SWAT in riot gear, helmets, two foot 
batons and Tazer pistols. I grab the 
brothers and we hi-tail it out of the 
auditorium. I order the cabbie to burn 
rubber to our hotel and keep the meter 
running. We gather our stuff, pay the 
bill and drive to the airport. We flee. 
I understand there is a warrant out on 
the Smironov bros. I’m in the clear 
but I really don’t need this kind of 
aggravation at my advanced age. I’m 
trying to mellow out as I grow older 
but weird circumstances keep getting 
in the way.  

...I’m In the mIddle of a

that QuIckly spreads from our 
lIttle 7 man rumble to about 60
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