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Happy new year.......yeah, I see spring as the real beginning of a brand new year!

Funny how all those idiots crying "global warming", and the new one,"climate change", don't seem to notice that the seasons still come right on time. The leaves still drop when they always have, and the bluebonnets still show up in the same places at the same time.
Now the obvious question is: why then do these liberal losers insist on global warming or climate change being a "fact", and "settled science"? Answer: MONEY!
 You see, the word "tax" is just about played out on the American public, but if they can get away with spoon feeding the public this mouthful of shit, then they can tax it. Because it's something that the folks regard as "doing our part for mother earth", they'll pay it!

At any rate, if you're stupid enough to buy into that bull shit, you're smart enough to be a Democrat!

Real doctors vs. Medical doctors:

Because of my involvement in holistic medicine and the health issues that I have either personally experienced or have witnessed, I receive a lot of questions. More often than not these questions become a bit of a pissing contest. This usually occurs when the answer or advise I give is met with "well, my doctor said this", or "my doctor says that". Since most of the people asking me read this newsletter, I'm going to write it out in the hope that this will at least curtail some of the wasted time arguing about who's who and what's what.

First of all, I am not a doctor, and I don't claim to be. I did not go to med school, did not go to college, and did not even graduate high school. With that said, I will tell you that because of my lack of "formal" education, I actually have the edge on so called "professionals"! I say this because my mind has not been contaminated by the plug and play curriculum that traditional medical professionals have. Where "they" have received their education in a "cookie cutter", and "sterile" environment, I have received mine from a vast amount of resources.

Before I explain how and why I got the worldly education I now seem to have, I have to tell you this. I never had the slightest interest in medicine and didn't care about school enough to pursue any profession. School to me, was a place to meet girls!

Here's my story:

When I was 26 years old I started having lower back issues. I think it had a lot to do with lifting car engines in and out of cars using nothing but brute force. For $20.00 you could rent a "cherry picker" back in the day, but $20.00 to a 16 year old kid in the 70's was like a million dollars. Besides, if I had twenty bucks I'd rather spend it on gas and a chick! Anyway, I pretty much attributed my back issues to that.

I didn't know at the time what exactly was wrong with my back, but it was getting so bad that I started missing time from work. I finally went to a doctor and he gave me some muscle relaxers and said to stay in bed for awhile and I should be fine. It worked great, but not for long. The back problems continued, and the prescription meds continued as well until that wasn't working anymore.


That doctor sent me to a specialist, and that guy sent me to get an MRI. The MRI (which I still have) revealed two herniated discs in my lower back (8mm each). I was then given a prescription for Darvocet, Soma, and 800mg Ibuprofen, which I took for at least a year. I was also told that I had to severely limit my physical activities. This was not so hard to do because those drugs left me so screwed up, physical activity was next to impossible anyway. I was in pain twenty four hours a day, but I just got used to it and figured even though I was still young, it is what it is.


I started gaining weight and getting "dumpy" because of the lifestyle I was now leading, and it wasn't long before the pain got worse again. I went to the doctor again, and this time I was sent to a pain management specialist that decided to give me cortisone injections in my spine. I got the first one and felt better than I could remember! Zero pain!

Yeah, that lasted a couple of months and while I was feeling zero pain, I started living accordingly........only to have the pain come back with a vengeance. Now ever since I got the MRI, I was repeatedly told that I needed surgery, and that if I didn't get it, I would likely be in a wheel chair by the time I was thirty!


I went back to the guy for another cortisone shot, and this time he gave me three injections. This kept going up and the time between injections kept getting narrower until finally, I was up to eleven! I was on a myriad of prescription meds at the same time, and when I was at the doctors office getting the series of injections, I told the doctor "We're Done"! He said "that was only five, we have six more to go". That's when I told that dude "no we don't, now pull that damn needle out"!

I just went without the shots and suffered through the pain, after all, I still had my pills. I went to my regular doctor on a routine visit and he knew about the scene with the cortisone shots. He checked me out and said, " I think you have a chemical imbalance, and I would like you to try another prescription (on top of the three I was already on), it should help, it's called Zoloft". He told me to take them for two weeks and come back and he'll review my status. Like a "good robot", I did. When I went back he asked me how I felt. I said I can't seem to sleep well, so he gives me a prescription for "paxil", and said to come back in two weeks. I came back and said I'm sleeping better, but I'm jittery all day, so he gives me a different prescription for "Prozac". In two weeks when I returned the shit hit the fan! Before he could ask me how that was working I told that dude I was completely done with him and with doctors....PERIOD! He told me that my decision was stupid and irresponsible, and that people with my kind of chemical imbalance could be suicidal! I told him "look you son of a bitch, with all these damn chemicals you're making me take, it's no wonder I'm chemically imbalanced, and it seems to me that the only way to change that, is to STOP taking chemicals"! He mocked me as did the two nurses that were present, but I literally stopped taking any and all medicine right then and there. I figured I rather live in excruciating pain than live like a legal drug addict!

Shortly after that, I was at the La Mirada swap meet, in pain as usual, and happened to walk by a tent that said "do you have back pain". This tent housed a portable chiropractic thing. They didn't do anything there except give out information for a chiropractor located in Whittier California (I lived in Whittier at that time). I took the info and made an appointment at "Gillette Chiropractic". I went a few days later and a female chiropractor took ex-rays and went through a question and answer spiel with me. By this time, I was 32 years old, and had been in and out of hospitals and doctors offices for years. On prescription dope, and pain so bad it's hard for me to explain to you. That woman put me on a table with heat pads on my back for thirty minutes, then used an electric massager for another ten minutes. She then asked me to turn on my side, bend my knees, cross my arms, take a deep breath, then exhale. At that point, she adjusted me........with a "snap"......I experienced instantly ZERO PAIN!!!!!!!!
Here's the funny thing, she was into old cars and since I was too, she showed me her 1969 Z-28.........the license plate said "ZROPAIN"!

I went three times per week for about three months, then two times per week, then one, then none. All the while completely without any drugs what so ever, including aspirin!


So, all those years that I was listening to and paying medical doctors, specialists, and all the prescription medicine, and on top of that everyone of those idiots had a smart ass remark whenever I asked about a chiropractor! Commonly, they were referred to as "quacks"! I don't know where or how that word originated, but if they were using it in an effort to claim they didn't know what they were doing, they were totally full of shit.......the frickin medical doctors are the QUACKS, and now I had the proof!
Fast forward several years and I can't tell you how many times I've had conversations about back pain, and the person I'm talking to usually uses the "quack" word.....it makes me want to either hit them or just tell them "go ahead you fool and die a slow, drug induced and butchered death"! Meanwhile, I'm 58 now with absolutely no symptoms of any type of back injury, no limitations, no drugs, and never had any surgery!

I have to tell you, it was at least a year and a half before I started sleeping what I would call normal after quitting all the drugs. I believe I did have a chemical imbalance.....one that the M.D.'s created!

 In 2006 my youngest daughter developed asthma, and since her mother and I were divorced I had to have health insurance for her. The same thing started all over again with Cheyenne. Her mom would take her to a medical doctor every time she sneezed, and why not, it was at my expense! So, I got involved, and sure enough, all they did was write prescription after prescription. Cheyenne was living a miserable life, and literally sick constantly. One day, a friend of mine gave me a business card of a holistic doctor, and I thought "great, what is this guy, some kind of witch doctor"? Although I knew that medical doctors were ill educated in matters such as back issues, and that they thought the answer to every problem was some kind of dope, I really knew of no options for sickness and disease.

I reluctantly scheduled an appointment with "Health By Choice" and showed up with Cheyenne........that was to be the greatest decision of my life! What that man did for my kid was nothing shy of a miracle, and I witnessed all of it. His technique made perfect sense to me. For once, I was getting answers to questions that absolutely NO medical doctors or specialists could provide. It was her diet......plain and simple!
She is blood type A, and after a "purge" to rid her body of a shit load of toxins and parasites, she had to eat to her blood type. Sodas and gluten were also on the hit list. At that time I was a single parent to her as well as my step daughter Jessica, who was also a type A. What should have taken three weeks for Cheyenne, ended up taking nine weeks, and that's because she was "cheating" at school. Meanwhile, me and Jess were eating pizza and cheese burgers while Cheyenne was on the wagon. When I found out from  the doctor that her blood still had parasites and toxins in it, I felt guilty and decided to do it with her........Jessica forcibly in tow! I had to stock the house with all this unknown food, cook and prepare lunch, breakfast, and dinner for all of us. It was one of the hardest things I ever took on, but two weeks into it I noticed my body going through some amazing changes! I slept like a rock, dreamed and remembered them for the first time since I was a kid. My stamina was through the roof. All aches and pains were gone, and I woke up early every morning whistling and happy as a clam. I was sharp witted, and could work a sixteen hour day without batting an eye. I also lost a lot of weight in all the places where it needed to come off. I went from a size 38" waist down to a 33" waist, and I'm still that size to this day!

Cheyenne immediately started feeling better, and one by one, her prescriptions were eliminated. To this day, the only thing she still has is her inhaler (that is rarely ever used), and that's only because she cheats! She's a college kid and does what college kids do, but she has learned a lot about holistic medicine, and how important it is to eat the right things.

As for me, outside of the bout with skin cancer (that was treated with 100% success holistically BTW), that I know for fact occurred from a jab in the face by an oak branch, I have only had a slight cough and a runny nose for two days in the past nine years!


So, when you ask me about health related issues realize this....I consider myself to be an authority on the subject. I did what any person should do, I educated myself, didn't buy into the "quackery" bull shit, and tried it. I now feel completely equipped to debate any and all professional medical doctors on the subject, and know for fact I could expose them all for their lack of understanding regarding sickness and health of the human body, unless they happened to receive some kind of holistic education (which surprisingly, is happening more and more). Important to note: I didn't even graduate high school, so just how hard do you think it is?
Honesty is the best policy:


Recently a customer called to ask me how a paint manufacturers warranty works, specifically when the refinisher wants to put in a claim. I told him that if after factory reps have determined that there actually was product failure, which rarely ever happens, the warranty was usually limited to replacement of materials. In some instances the mfg may even apply extra product credit to cover labor. I also told him that I personally don't put a lot of stock in getting the mfg involved, and therefore try to handle my own affairs from this level. The conversation took place not because he thought he had a problem with any of our materials, but actually another jobber, and another paint brand.

About three weeks went by, and I got another call from this customer. He had checked with the other supplier and found that during the time period that this material would have been used, he hadn't purchased any from that supplier, and asked me if I could go back and check certain dates. I was out in the field when the call came in, so I called in and asked my office manager to check that account from September 2010 to December 2010. She called me back, and sure enough, The Paint Spot had sold several gallons of clear during this period to this customer! Yes, clear coat was the problem! Delaminating! Here's the real problem........we only sell Matrix!

I looked at the list and had a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach. The customer had purchased one gallon of RSC 220 (a non warranty production clear), a couple gallons of MS-42 (a high solids premium full warranty clear), and several gallons of MS-52 (a medium solids full warranty production clear).

I knew instantly that the RSC 220 could have failed after this many years, but I also knew that this customer would never have used that clear on their typical work. That left the MS- 42 and 52, both of which are outstanding clears that just don't fail!
Upon reading over the old invoices I noticed that no "MH" hardeners were listed and were substituted with "generic" ones instead. That's when I literally felt sick at my stomach!

Generic vs. original:


Several years ago I got talked into stocking and selling "replacement" hardeners for Matrix products. Not trying to shift the blame, the decision to do it was all mine.

 These products were said to be "exact replacements" for the Matrix "MH" hardeners, and they were considerably cheaper. I thought, "great, that's a no brainer, if I get them cheaper, I can sell them cheaper", so off I went. Shortly after doing so, I was visited by a couple of the Matrix reps ( you know who you are). They knew what I was doing, and told me point blank..."stop selling an inferior product with ours, and stop bastardizing our products"! There was more to the conversation, but I won't go into that, only to say......I got the message LOUD and CLEAR!

I stopped the sale of the generic hardeners, but not before I had sold them to several customers. The customer that generated the reason for this segment just so happens to be the one responsible for me even having this newsletter! He is our greatest customer, and I consider him to be a dear friend as well. It is with great regret that I sold him substandard material that ended up getting him in the situation with having to repaint vehicles.


So here's what The Paint Spot (Rick Ciotti) will do about it: Thomas, you figure out "Whatever it Takes" to make things right between you and your customer, and I "Rick Ciotti" will pay for it! I sincerely mean that, no smoke, and no mirrors!

I deserve what I get for being so stupid, and since I believe in consequences for actions, I am at your mercy. The buck stops here! I'll be waiting for your response.
Moral of the story: If something sounds too good to be true, it probably is!

In the words of a good friend "exactly the same means that price, name, and everything is unchanged, otherwise it's exactly different"!

"Whatever it Takes"

(admitting when you're wrong)

Rick Ciotti
