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This book is dedicated to all of you with a dream!
Don’t listen to people who say you can’t make it happen… because I’m living proof that YOU CAN.


This book is also dedicated to Lemmy.
Pirate. Rebel. Philosopher. Friend.















FOREWORD



Anything is possible if it IS truly possible.


With few exceptions, we all know our limitations and what we are capable of achieving.


What stands in the way of reaching our goals is our own self-doubt—self-doubt too often rooted in the voices and actions of the naysayers, whose own failures make them feel threatened by the possibility of you succeeding.


Chris Irvine BECAME Chris Jericho. Not overnight and not without obstacles. Though repeatedly told that he was too short to be a wrestler, he was undeterred.


Show me someone of any height who is motivated by self-determination and self-belief and I’ll show you an unstoppable giant.


While it’s too simplistic to think that someone can tell you how you, too, can become successful, it can nonetheless be a source of inspiration to find your path by knowing how others have found theirs. And in Chris’s case, he is a bright and funny guy whose “can do” spirit and appreciation for his own success makes him the kind of person you want to know.


Positivity breeds positivity.


Enjoy.


Paul Stanley


KISS















INTRODUCTION



NO
IS A
FOUR
LETTER
WORD


LET’S GET IT STARTED IN HERE!




No, no, no, don’t say you can’t when you can…


—KISS, “NO, NO, NO”





A prerequisite of being a heavy metal kid in the 1980s was watching music videos, and one of the first bands that effectively utilized this new medium to the highest degree was Twisted Sister. TS filmed mini-movie intros to their videos that set the stage for the song, and the best example of this was the prelude for their 1984 monster hit “We’re Not Gonna Take It.” The video opened with a kid playing air guitar in his room (a ritual that I was also guilty of at the time), until the kid’s militant dad (I recognized him instantly as Niedermeyer from Animal House) bursts into the room and berates him for wasting his time in hoping that his rock ’n’ roll dreams come true. Towering over his son, he gives him the bollocking of his young life, and then demands to know the answer to one simple question:




“WHAT DO YOU WANNA DO WITH YOUR LIFE??”





The kid looks sheepishly up at his parental torturer and barks back (in Dee Snider’s voice) these three magic words:




“I WANNA ROCK!”





Then he strums a majestic power chord on his axe and blows his dad out of the second-story window as the song’s iconic drum intro kicks in. While I never caused my dad great bodily harm by torpedoing him out of a second-floor window, I do remember having a similar answer when he asked me what I wanted to do with my life.


However, in my case the answer was a little more detailed. Yes, I wanted to rock… but I also wanted to wrestle.


You see, I decided when I was twelve years old that I loved both of these equally and therefore was going to succeed at both. I never thought about what the odds were in making it in even one of these vocations, never mind the two of them. But I also didn’t care. All I knew was that I wanted to rock and wrestle and wasn’t interested in much else.


Well, here we are thirty-five years later in 2017 and lo and behold, good golly Miss Molly—here I am living both my dreams at the highest of levels. Now, even though my success in wrestling is obviously bigger than my success with Fozzy, my band has done a damn good job fighting our way into the big leagues as well. We aren’t KISS or Metallica, but we’ve toured with both and held our own, so I’d say that’s pretty freakin’ good, wouldn’t you agree?


If you do, your million-dollar question might be, “How did you achieve both of your dreams?” Well, for a long time I didn’t really have a specific answer; I wanted to be a rocker and wrestler, so I did it. But when the idea of this book was pitched to me by my marvelous literary agent, Marc Gerald, I realized there was a whole lot more to the story of how I got to where I am today than I originally thought.


After much deliberation, I was able to distill the secret of my success (and I ain’t talkin’ about Michael J. Fox) into twenty simple principles, or rules if you wheeel, that can help you achieve your dreams too. Whether you’re looking to get a promotion, land a certain gig, meet the girl or guy of your dreams, or become the first-ever undisputed world champion (actually, scratch that last one, I beat you to it), I think this book will help you.


One of the first things I came up with was the title. It popped into my head early on in the process, because the lesson contained within those six words is fundamental to everything I’ve achieved. The secret is simple, because “no” really is a four-letter word. Those two runes combined form the most crippling weapon in the English language, an idiom so evil that it has the power to derail even the most dedicated of people and crush their dreams in a split second. It’s a word even more repugnant than the most abrasive of profanities, and my whole life I’ve wanted nothing to do with it.


And let me clarify: this isn’t about not taking no for an answer from the girl you want to invite to the sock hop or take out for dinner at the El Pollo Loco. I’ve accepted those type of no’s more times than I’d like to admit. What I’m talking about is not accepting no for an answer when it comes to what you want out of your life and career—that’s the kind of no I’ve never bowed down to. And that’s where the idea to write this tome came from.


This book started as a list of twenty lessons I’ve learned that have guided me through my life and career. Some have more importance than others depending on the moral, and others didn’t make the final cut because they just weren’t exciting enough to write about (you’ll have to wait for volume two to read The Bob Backlund Principle: Save Your Money).


Some of the axioms in this vade mecum were learned from my parents, others came from various mentors along the way, and others were taught the hardest way of all: by trying, failing, learning, and doing better the next time. My list of rules comes from different sources for sure, but all of them combined form a cohesive philosophy. I know these dictums have helped me immensely in my life, and I’m certain they can help you too.


Now, it’s not like you’re going to be reading the Dead Sea Scrolls or the Necronomicon, but if a few of these chapters influence your life in a positive way and help you become a happier person, then both of us will have gained something.


This is my motivational book. There are many motivational books like it, but this one is mine. My motivational book is my best friend. It is my life. I must master it as I master my life. Without me, my motivational book is useless and without my motivational book, I am useless, ya dig?


All right, enough of my yacking. It’s time to turn the page (and I ain’t talkin’ about Bob Seger) and get started. LET’S BOOGIE!













CHAPTER 1



THE
MIKE
DAMONE
PRINCIPLE


WHEREVER YOU ARE, THAT’S THE PLACE TO BE




The chance you got comes never twice, do your best (and) do it right…


—HELLOWEEN, “THE CHANCE”




Mike Damone is one of the coolest characters in cinematic history and if you don’t agree, well then, you don’t know Jack… or should I say Mike.


What I’m saying is if you haven’t seen Fast Times at Ridgemont High, I highly recommend that you check it out, as the story and characters are flawless. For those of you cool cats who have seen it, you might be more familiar with Sean Penn’s Jeff Spicoli (“Awesome. Totally awesome!”) or Judge Reinhold’s Brad Hamilton (“I hope you had a hell of a piss, Arnold!”), but the quote I always identified with the most was by Robert Romanus’s Mike Damone.


Damone was a Fonz-esque ne’er-do-well who would just as easily swindle you for overpriced scalped Earth, Wind & Fire tickets as he would give you sagelike life advice. He walked the face of the mall doling out nuggets of straight fire to his nerdy protégé, Mark Ratner, on a number of subjects, especially on how to pick up girls. When Rat is having problems figuring out a way to break the ice with his high school crush, Stacy (who Damone ends up banging in a pool cabana), Mike gives him a bunch of tips on how to make it happen. Having attitude and confidence, ordering for the lady in the restaurant, and making out to Led Zeppelin IV are all on this magic list, but it’s his next tip that stood out the most, because it applies to a whole lot more than just picking up Stacy Hamilton.


“Wherever you are, that’s the place to be,” Mike proclaims as he majestically surveys his surroundings, spreading out his arms regally with a giant grin on his face.


“Isn’t this GREAT?” he continues joyously.


It’s a brilliant piece of advice that can be used in all situations, because what Damone is saying is that no matter what you’re doing or where you are, you need to act like it’s the best place on earth and make the best of what you’re given.


Now, for example, if you take Damone’s words and apply them to an assignment given to you by your boss (no matter how big or small), imagine how much more fire you will have to get it done! In my lines of work, it can be frustrating to only have a few minutes on Raw or a short set at a rock festival to show the crowd what I’ve got. But much like a fourth-line player on a great hockey team, if you perform that smaller role well, your team will win and you’ll probably get a bigger role next time.


When I last saw you, Constant Reader, at the end of my third magnum opus, The Best in the World: At What I Have No Idea, I had just been announced in the 2013 Royal Rumble as a surprise entrant. It was one of my favorite WWE moments, as it was a legit surprise for the sold-out crowd in Phoenix, and they went totally ballistic when I walked onto the stage.


That Rumble appearance was going to be the beginning of a multi-month storyline that would lead to me working against Ryback at WrestleMania 29. While that might not seem like such a big deal now, in 2013 it would’ve been a big match.


At the time, Ryback’s star had risen to where I feel if he had won the world title, the WWE Universe would’ve bought into it big time. He was so over that I even imagined a scenario where he would win the WWE Championship from CM Punk in October and go on to face The Undertaker in April at WrestleMania 29. Facing Taker at the biggest show of the year was a huge honor—the Holy Grail even—and I felt with his push and current momentum that The Big Guy was explosive and powerful enough to be a formidable Mania dance partner for The Deadman.


For whatever reason, things didn’t go that way. Ryback lost to Punk and didn’t win the world championship. But he was still over in a big way, and I thought a great way to build him back up again would be to work with me. When I pitched the story to the creative team for me to come back for a six-month run through Mania ending at SummerSlam, my two tent-pole ideas were a surprise return at the Rumble and a Mania match with Ryback.


After I returned, I worked the first few months against random opponents, including an Elimination Chamber match that was so uneventful I had to google it to remember who else was in it. I figured that my angle with Ryback would begin shortly after, as the road to WrestleMania always started the day after the Chamber PPV. But it didn’t and Ryback seemed to be moving toward a storyline with Mark Henry. That confused me because even though my match had already been approved by my boss, Vince McMahon, I wasn’t hearing anything about it from anybody. Finally, I called head writer Dave Kapoor to find out what was going down. It turned out my suspicion was correct.


“Ryback is going to work with Mark Henry at Mania,” Dave told me, “but don’t worry, Vince has something else planned for you, and he wants to tell you about it himself.”


I appreciated his candor and wondered what Vince had up his sleeve. Four years earlier, he had worked out a deal with Mickey Rourke (who was riding a massive career resurgence from his Oscar-nominated role in The Wrestler) to have a match with me at WrestleMania 25, and even though that match never happened, I still ended up in a pretty good spot working against three WWE Hall of Famers in Roddy Piper, Ricky Steamboat, and Jimmy Snuka… and getting knocked out by Rourke at the end. I was excited and wondered what featured role the boss had in mind for me this time around.


I waited a few weeks for him to give me the heads-up, but he never did. I prodded Kapoor to give me a clue, but he insisted that he didn’t know anything. I promised myself I wouldn’t give in and ask Vince what he had in mind (giving him the upper hand), but with all the other Mania programs already full steam ahead, I started wondering if I was even going to be on the show at all. With just over a month until the big night, all of the top names in the company had already been paired off, along with most of the mid-card guys (except a new character with these goofy vignettes on Raw, but there was no way I’d be working with him). I assumed Vince had lined up another outside celebrity, but I’d been racking my brain and had absolutely no idea who it might be.


I couldn’t take it anymore, so I shot Vince a text and said: I HEAR YOU’VE GOT A SECRET PLAN FOR ME AT MANIA. LIBERACE IN A TUXEDO MATCH? SY SPERLING IN A HAIR VS HAIR? WHEN ARE YOU PLANNING ON FILLING ME IN?


Vince texted me back a few minutes later and said something along the lines of: YOU THINK YOU’RE WORKING A MATCH AT MANIA? I THOUGHT I’D JUST HAVE YOU SET UP THE RING.


Uh-oh.


The fact that Vince was dodging my question behind the veil of a bad joke wasn’t a good sign, and I told him so.


Thirty minutes later my phone rang and I saw VKM on the screen. When I answered, Vince was being over-the-top charming, littering his speech with more bad jokes and fake laughs. It felt like he was trying to butter me up before telling me something I wouldn’t like.


Yowzah, was I right.


“Well, I know we talked about you and Ryback, but I want to go in a different direction. I have another idea for you.”


I waited in silence for him to continue. The pause was intentionally uncomfortable and Vince continued in a serious tone.


“We have this new kid called Fandango…”


WHAT??


Fandango was the character I’d thought about earlier, whose goofy Dancing with the Stars–themed gimmick had been promoted for weeks on TV with a bunch of campy vignettes.


“He’s a good worker and I really believe in this gimmick. I’d like to have him debut at WrestleMania, and I can’t think of a bigger and better opponent for him than… CHRIS JERICHO!” Vince proclaimed boisterously like a jacked-up P. T. Barnum, using his famed McJedi mind tricks to try to convince me that this was the opportunity of a lifetime.


I lost all sense of decorum and lashed out way too harshly at my billionaire boss.


“Are you kidding me?? You’re gonna put me in the ring with FANDANGO at WrestleMania? You agreed to have me work with Ryback and now you’re pairing me with a guy who hasn’t even been on TV yet?”


“This gimmick is going to be big and I need to debut him with a bang, Chris! Get in there with him, take 90 percent of the match, and go straight to the finish.”


It didn’t surprise me that Vince thought that the character was going to be big, because I knew exactly where he came up with the idea. A few years prior when I was on DWTS, Vince called to tell me how proud he was that I was doing the show. We were talking about how intense the rehearsals and training were and I mentioned how in shape the male dancers were.


“Oh, there’s no doubt about that,” he said, “but they look ridiculous dancing and prancing across the floor. How can you ever take them seriously?”


At that moment, I knew it wouldn’t be long before there was a character based on a male ballroom dancer, and here he was. This reminded me of when I predicted a “heel wearing a scarf” character after Vince mocked me for consistently wearing one. (Scarves are cool, and if they’re good enough for Keith Richards, they’re good enough for me.) Sure enough, a few weeks later Alberto Del Rio was walking to the ring wearing one of his own. (I’ve since reclaimed the scarf heat for my own act.)


But despite Vince’s suggestion of squashing Fandango, I still wasn’t happy about the idea and tried to give him some other options.


“What if I challenge Wade Barrett for the Intercontinental Championship instead? We could come up with a story where I’m chasing my self-record-breaking tenth IC title by trying to beat my former protégé.”


I had been Barrett’s mentor on the inaugural season of the original NXT show, which was based around eight “rookies” being advised by their individual “pros,” and Wade was my rookie so the angle was a no-brainer. Vince didn’t agree.


“Oh come on, nobody remembers that. Besides, this Fandango character is a real heat magnet and the kid has a ton of personality. This is the way to go.”


Vince was right in the fact that Johnny Curtis, who was playing Fandango, was charismatic and a good worker. I just didn’t think debuting him at Mania against me was best for My business. But alas, I knew the battle had been lost.


“It doesn’t matter what I say at this point does it, Vince? This is the way you want it and nothing I say is going to change your mind, is it?”


“No. This what I want.”


“Whatever,” I spit out and hung up on him.


I was pissed off and felt double-crossed by Vince. When I called Kapoor and told him that my Mania opponent was going to be Fandango, even he couldn’t hide his surprise.


“Wow,” was his one-word answer that said more than a thousand words could have.


I was caught somewhere in time, mad as hell and thought about simply refusing to do the match. Vince had no right to treat me this way, and broken promises didn’t sit well with me, especially when that meant I was going to be saddled in a prelim match at the biggest show of the year. What should I do? Where should I turn? Who could give me the advice I needed to make the right decision? There was only one man wise enough for that.


The Undertaker.


I called and told him of my conundrum. He listened to my concerns and then calmly gave his analysis.


“Listen, man, I know how you are feeling right now, but let’s be honest. Either you do the match or you quit. And you’d be stupid to quit, because this really isn’t that bad. I know everybody talks about my WrestleMania winning streak [which at the time was 20–0], and over the last few years those matches have been pretty damn good, but they weren’t always that way. Vince put me in there with a lot of dudes who weren’t exactly easy to work with [he mentioned no names, but guys like Giant Gonzalez, King Kong Bundy, and a way past his prime Jimmy Snuka crossed my mind], but I did the best I could with what I was given because it was MY JOB. It was Vince’s call and I did what he wanted. So take this opportunity Vince is giving you, do your best, and make it good. If you do that, he will take care of you. Honestly, Chris, this is part of your job… so go do it.”


Everything he said was right, and deep down inside I knew it. I just needed to hear it from him and once I did, it was all systems go (and I ain’t talkin’ about the Vinnie Vincent Invasion) with no looking back. This was my mission and I was going to accept it and do everything I could to get both Fandango and the angle over as much as possible in the short amount of time I had.


My first thought was I needed to get the fans familiar with the Fandango character as quickly as I could, and the best way to do that was to mess with his name so they would recognize it. So in our first meeting, I decided to mispronounce it in as many ways as I could think of. When he made his debut appearance on Raw by interrupting me in the middle of a backstage promo, I asked him his name and he replied, “Faaan… Dahn… Go.”


I stared at him in silence until he said it again, and then I tried to repeat it.


“Faan… Dum… Bo.”


He corrected me and said his name again.


“Faaan… Dahn… Go!”


“FanDunghole.”


He had a conniption fit and repeated his moniker for a third time.


I proceeded to beat the dead dancing horse by throwing out a litany of butchered attempts to get it right.


“Fandjango, Fandangle, FanDodgeDurango, FanSweetMango, FanWangoTango, Fan-Dingo-Ate-My-Baby-O” (that was my personal favorite), and finally:


“Fan-B-I-N-G-O-Was-His-Name-O.”


Instantly, we established his name and the fact that I couldn’t (or refused to) pronounce it correctly. It gave me and the fans something to sink our teeth into right off the bat, which the angle desperately needed.


The next step was to get him over as a serious threat. With a gimmick that campy, it would be easy to dismiss him as a joke, and I didn’t want that happening on my watch. Fandango was a good worker with a great top-rope legdrop for a finish, so I worked on getting that over. It was an impressive-looking move, and I had him nail me with it every time he attacked me for the next few weeks.


Even when the plan was for me to get one up on him, I changed it to him beating me up and hitting me with the legdrop again. Everybody knew me and my moves, but nobody had seen what this dancing fool could do, and we had to establish that he was dangerous.


Over the next few weeks, it was basically a rotating pattern of Fandango beating me down (always culminating with the top-rope legdrop) combined with me mispronouncing his name. It wasn’t much, but it was all we had, and in the end it did the trick because by the time we got to Mania, there was interest in the match. Not huge, but more than I was expecting due to a combination of my strategy, Fandango’s kitschy character, and his catchy I Dream of Jeannie–style entrance music. Some fans were even starting to dance along with his theme song, moving their arms up and down in time with the game show–themed jam while humming along with the melody.


So I took solace in the fact that some fans were looking forward to the match, and even though others thought it was a waste of time, well, it didn’t matter anyway since I was winning.


Or was I?


A few days before Mania, producer Dean Malenko called to tell me (much to my shock) that the finish was Fandango going over clean, and I went berserk. I called Vince and started screaming that I was sick of this double-crossing bullshit! It was bad enough that he had changed my Mania match to Fandango, but now he was changing the finish too?


Vince seemed genuinely surprised at that last comment.


“I never changed the finish,” he replied calmly.


“Are you kidding me? Yes you did!” I bellowed. “You told me to take 90 percent of the match and go straight to the finish!”


“That’s what I said.”


Then I realized he was right, that was EXACTLY what he said. I thought back to our initial phone conversation when he explained how he wanted the match—a verdict that I had just repeated to him verbatim.


Vince said that he wanted me to “take 90 percent of the match” (aka eat Fandango up and get most of the offense) and then “go straight to the finish.” While he never said outright that he wanted Fandango to go over, all I had to do was use the common sense I’d learned after twenty-three years in the business to figure out that if Vince was high enough on Fandango to book him in his first match with me at WrestleMania, there was no way he’d have him lose. I had stuck my patent-leather boot in my mouth by assuming I was going to go over, and we all know what happens when you ASSUME—it makes an ASS out of UME. Now, I’m not sure who in the hell this UME is, but you get the point.


I told Vince that nobody in the audience would buy Fandango beating me clean, but that was precisely what he was counting on.


“That’s what I want. I’d be thrilled if seventy-five thousand people started chanting ‘bullshit’ at the finish. The less they buy it, the better. I wanna really piss them off.”


I was still a little pissed off myself, but now that I knew the finish and understood the reason for it, I hunkered down and strategized on how to make the best of it. I had no interest in taking 90 percent of the bout, because I couldn’t think of a more boring scenario than a Chris Jericho squash match at Mania, even with a twist ending, so I put the match together with the idea that Fandango could beat me at any time. That worked great because at that point, nobody in their right mind thought I was going to lose that match, and I used that to my advantage to put together the most exciting contest possible.


The match ended up being… not bad. Not a classic by any means, but a good second match on the show. The finish would have me go for a lionsault, but Dango would put up his knees. However, I would land on my feet and try for the walls, but he would small-package me for the duke. It didn’t go as smoothly as I would’ve liked, as I overshot him on the lionsault and had to no-sell the fact I had completely missed him, but it was what it was. The most important thing was that after he went over, the audience was shocked. They didn’t chant “Bullshit” like Vince had hoped, but they certainly didn’t buy it either, and that’s the way he wanted it.


What they did buy was the entertainment value of the campy Fandango character, especially the next night.


Every year, the Raw after WrestleMania is notorious for being infested with hardcore fans from around the world who try to highjack the show by doing whatever they want, regardless of the performers’ or writers’ intentions. They seem to be more concerned with getting themselves over than sitting back and enjoying the show, and it’s become an annual tradition to see what ridiculous shit they come up with throughout the course of the night.


So at the Raw after WrestleMania 29 at the Izod Center in New Jersey, those wacky hardcore fans made Fandango the most over character in the company. All night long, the crowd sang his theme song, “ChaChaLaLa” (which even made it to number 44 on the UK singles charts), and did the annoying hands up and down dance ad nauseam. When he actually came to the ring they EXPLODED. If you gauged their reaction on the “WWE All-Time Biggest Pop Richter Scale,” I would say it landed somewhere between Hulk Hogan in 1986 and The Rock in 2002. (It still wasn’t at #RoadWarriorPop levels though.)


Even crazier, when I was leaving the venue after the show, there were literally hundreds of fans in the parking lot singing his song as they were walking to their cars. It was so loud that I called Vince and held the phone out of the window so he could hear it. Say what you want about that character, but at that moment on that night Fandango became a cult hero, and I’m taking some credit for that. Granted, Johnny Curtis had done a great job playing the character and getting himself over, but I laid out the blueprint.


What’s the lesson here? It all goes back to the Mike Damone Principle. I had been given an unenviable task, and even though I was furious about it at first, I eventually set my sights on doing the best job I could with the situation I was put in. I did my damnedest to make the Jericho-versus-Fandango match the place to be.


Now, in the long run the Fandango gimmick ended up being just a fad, and a few months later the dancing inferno was put on the back burner. But I’m proud of what Johnny and I were able to accomplish together during those few short weeks, and I’m glad to see that at the time of this writing he’s got a good thing going on the WWE main roster, teaming with Tyler Breeze as Breezango.


Even though the Fandango angle has become a private joke between Vince and me (when I won the 2014 Slammy for Extreme Moment of the Year, Vince chose Fandango to accept the trophy in my absence), when I got my Mania check I was surprised to see that it was one of the biggest payoffs I’d ever received. It was more than I got for headlining WrestleMania 18 against Triple H, and the same as what I made for challenging CM Punk for the world championship the year before.


Undertaker’s advice was right. I’d made the most of the chance Vince had given me, and he had taken care of me in return… handsomely.


THE DAMONE PRINCIPLE applies to rock ’n’ roll as well, as I learned when Fozzy was on the Do You Wanna Start a War tour and we were asked to play on the widely popular KISS Kruise, sailing from Miami to Jamaica over the course of four days. All that was required from us was to do three shows, one meet and greet, and I would record a podcast episode of Talk Is Jericho with KISS mega manager, the legendary Doc McGhee.


We jumped at the chance. Hell, I would’ve done a dozen shows for free and swabbed the poop deck with poop if they wanted us to. I mean come on, we would be touring with motherfuckin’ KISS!!


We were stoked when we boarded the Norwegian Pearl in Miami like the damn rock stars we were. We checked in and were given a packet that listed our schedule for the trip, including the set times for our three shows. I’m always a stickler for details, so I checked to see when we would be playing and more importantly, if we would be “clashing” (aka playing at the same time) with any of the other bands. The first show was free and clear, as we were slated to play as the last band of the night, which was perfect, as everybody was going to be in a partying mood and would be ready to rock. I was right, as the show was jam-packed and the crowd was raucously raucous. The third show was in the middle of the day on the main deck, so I figured we would have a decent crowd, even if it was just rubberneckers having a Mai Tai and hanging out in the sun. Once again, I was right.


But it was the second show’s set time that made me shiver me timbers. The gig was the next night at the seemingly prime time of 8 p.m., which under normal circumstances would’ve made me happy. But that particular time slot scared the shit out of me for one reason: we were playing at the same time as KISS… on the KISS Kruise.


Isn’t this great?


When I asked the Kruise director (he wasn’t as cute as Julie McCoy) why on God’s (gave rock ’n’ roll to you) green earth they would book a band to play opposite KISS on the KISS Kruise, he explained that the theater they were playing only held fifteen hundred people and there were almost three thousand on the ship. So those who weren’t able to get in to see KISS would be ready, willing, and able to rock with Fozzy instead, right?


Wrong. What he didn’t tell me was that there were big screens scattered throughout the ship showing a live stream of the KISS concert as they played their classic album Alive! in its entirety. Duh! Who in the hell was going to show up to see us play? Maybe not even me, as Alive! was one of my favorite albums, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to miss that for my own Fozzy show.


But instead of caving in under the crushing disappointment (and slight embarrassment) of playing in front of the 112 people who showed up on the main deck that held about 2,500, we decided to make the best of what we’d been given and make our Fozzy gig THE place to be on that ship at that time.


I didn’t care that KISS was hosting us; we wanted all 112 of those people to have the time of their lives and go back home thinking that even though KISS were the kings of the mountain, Fozzy would be the next ones to take the oath.


We went into that show with the attitude that we wanted to give KISS a Destroyer of their own and blow them out of the water, pun intended.


And those few people who chose to spend their night with us were rewarded with a hotter than hell rock show, for sure. We worked that tiny crowd just as hard as if we were rocking them in Madison Square Garden (which was the mindset of KISS themselves in their early club days). It ended up being one of my favorite shows we’ve done, made even more memorable by the fact it was Halloween night. So there were quite a few rockers in the crowd dressed in costumes, including me wearing Paul Stanley’s 1973 Bandit makeup, and another dude dressed up as a toilet. Have you ever seen a commode moshing? It’s quite the sight. Thankfully we weren’t the shits, as we tried to wipe the floor with KISS (see what I did there?). And when the last song ended, we had gained an additional 112 lifelong Fozzy fans.


Evidently those 112 people wasted no time telling everyone how much fun they had at our show, because when I saw Doc McGhee the next day, he told me, “I heard you guys had a great show last night.”


“Really? Where did you hear that? There was hardly anybody there.”


“We’re on a cruise ship, Chris. Word gets around pretty quickly.”


Good point.


The bottom mainline was we had made the best of what we were given that night and the good news traveled fast.


“Wherever you are, that’s the place to be,” Damone had said, and on that night the place to be was at the Fozzy gig on the KISS Kruise.


Isn’t this great?













CHAPTER 2



THE
JERICHO
PRINCIPLE


BELIEVE IN YOURSELF OR NOBODY ELSE WILL




I just feel I can be anything that I might ever wish to be, and fantasize just what I want to be, make my wildest dreams come true…


—IRON MAIDEN, “WILDEST DREAMS”




Rock star or pro wrestler?


That was my quandary when I was fourteen years old. Both captured my imagination, and even though I didn’t have much of an understanding of what being a rock star or a wrestler entailed, I had a feeling… an instinct… that I could be good at both. The problem was they seemed as unattainable as the hottest girl in my high school, Roxanne Falk. I had a huge crush on her and at first she wouldn’t even give me the time of day. But after months of flirting, wooing, and charming, I’m proud to say I ended up making out with her on the dance floor at a social once. Yeah, I know I said ONCE… but it still counts!


Swapping spit with Roxanne was a great motivator for me, because it showed that with enough hard work and persistence, I could make even the most seemingly impossible dream come true. So after conquering (kind of) Falk Mountain, I set my sights on breaking into wrestling and music. But the only question was, how?


Now, keep in mind that in 1987 there was no Internet where you could learn about wrestling schools or find like-minded musicians to form a band with (thankfully, I found some in high school), so I was pretty much left to my own devices. Recently, I read Arnold Schwarzenegger’s autobiography and he told the story of how he decided as an young teenager (about the same age as I was at this time) that he was going to be the greatest bodybuilder ever and the biggest movie star in the world. I’m sure when his buddies in the small town of Thal, Austria, heard about this double fantasy, they gave him the same reaction that my buddies in the small town of Winnipeg, Canada, gave me: mocking disbelief.


I’m sure if I said I wanted to be an astronaut and a pharmacist or the premier of Manitoba and a rodeo clown, my friends probably wouldn’t have batted an eye. But to say I had dreams of playing rock ’n’ roll AND being a WWE champion made me look like Donald Trump’s hair in a windstorm… really stupid.


I remember swimming at my friend Scott Shippam’s house in the summer of 1989, and after a rousing sing-along of his mantra “Give ’er, give ’er, up Ship’s river!” a dude named Pete LeDrew gave his unsolicited opinion about my ambitions.


“You don’t really think you’re going to make it in wrestling, do you?” he said with a smirk. “I mean, you’re way too small.”


I stared him in the eye and then pushed his head under the water until he drowned. I spent ten years in jail for manslaughter and the day I got out, I enrolled in the Hart Brothers Pro Wrestling Camp.


Actually, I didn’t do a damn thing except tell him that I thought I could make it. But his doubts made me feel self-concious and even worse, hatched a worm of doubt inside my head. And I didn’t like that at all.


Pete LeDrew wasn’t being malicious, nor was he alone in his opinion about my chances for success. It’s just that my dreams seemed so far-fetched to the people that knew just plain old Chris Irvine; and I heard variations of Pete’s presumptions multiple times that summer. It seemed like everyone I knew felt I didn’t have the size to make it in wrestling, nor the talent to get into music. Everybody that is, but me. Those negative Neegans were making it sound like I should smash my head in with a barbed-wire bat for having the audacity to believe in myself, but I didn’t care. I was too busy reaching out to wrestling schools and writing songs to give a fuck.


You see, I NEVER thought I was too small or not talented enough to do what I wanted to do, and I didn’t appreciate anybody who felt differently. The way I saw it, you were either with me or against me in my quest for fire, and if you were against me, well, you were a muttonhead and I really didn’t have any use for you anyway.


I told the story in my first book (the wildly popular New York Times bestseller A Lion’s Tale) about having a whole church full of people laugh at me when my pastor told them I was moving from Winnipeg to Calgary to pursue my dream of becoming a wrestler. That incident scarred me, and I never returned to that church again. (Bitter Author’s note: I’ve been back to Winnipeg dozens of times over the last twenty-six years, but I still haven’t stepped one foot into that place. I guess it’s always going to have negative connotations for me.)


Once I got out of Winnipeg and moved to Calgary to start training, things changed. I found once I stopped talking about getting into wrestling and actually started doing it, the haters and skaters dwindled. That was another lesson learned that could almost be its own principle: stop talking about doing things and actually start doing them.


My belief in myself has never wavered, except that is for the times I’ve been stricken by The Jericho Curse. If you’re not familiar with that, well, you should go back and read my three previous New York Times bestselling books, Junior!


Long story short, throughout my wrestling career, whenever I started with a new company I always got off on the wrong foot. Whether it was in Mexico, Japan, Germany, ECW, WCW, or WWE, it always seemed that my first appearance in the company was a disaster. That’s probably why I’ve wrestled exclusively for the WWE for the last seventeen years. I’m too scared to go anywhere else!


But despite debuting in every new promotion on an all-time low, I refused to let the disheartening debuts crack the core of who I knew I was inside. It sucked to stink out the joint whenever I first appeared fresh-faced and untested in a new company, but deep down I always knew I would get over it and make it to the next level.


After my first weekend in ECW, when Paul Heyman mysteriously “lost” the tapes of my first-ever ECW TV match against Rob Van Dam, I had a sneaking suspicion that those tapes were actually fine and el dandy, but Paul didn’t want to air the match because it sucked. I never asked, but it was nearly enough to crush my ego. I mean, it had taken almost ONE YEAR to get booked in ECW, and the first TV match I had was so bad it was erased from existence? That’s not good.


But I knew that I would do better, so I held my head high and promised myself the next time would be different. And it was, as the next weekend I tore the house down with Mick Foley in Queens and again the next night against Taz in the ECW Arena. It had taken me a minute, but I regained my stuck mojo pretty damn quickly… albeit after letting myself and my peers down first. Unfortunately for me, the Curse bit me in the ass again when I started a new company a few months later.


After my first WCW match with Mr. J.L. at a TV taping in Dalton, Georgia, booker Terry Taylor walked past me and snorted with disgust. “Are you sure you have any clue what the hell you’re doing?”


Wow, nice confidence builder. I was nervous enough already, and that little quip almost killed me right there. It sucks to have a stinker (or an “abortion” as we call it in the biz) and get chewed out by the booker, but it’s even worse to have to come back to the dressing room and face your fellow performers.


When I walked back into the locker room, most of the guys suddenly found something very interesting about the toes of their boots, and kept their heads to the floor. I guess it was either that or look me in the eye and laugh, as they were so embarrassed for me. Thankfully, Eddie Guerrero pulled me aside and gave me a pep talk.


“I know that wasn’t the real you. You’re nervous, and as a result you didn’t look very good out there. I’ve seen you work, I know you can do better. Next match, just take your time and be Chris Jericho. That will be more than enough to get over with the fans and to impress everybody here.”


His words stuck with me during my next match with journeyman wrestler The Gambler, and with the help of his advice, we had a good match and the Curse was vanquished once again. Thanks, Eddie.


By not panicking and following my instincts, I proved to Terry Taylor and everyone else in WCW that I did in fact have a clue what the hell I was doing.


But that wasn’t the end of the Curse. After my mediocre first match with The Rock on Monday Night Raw, Jeff Jarrett asked me how I thought it went. That’s the telltale sign in wrestling that the person asking the question thought your match was the shits of the drizzling variety. I knew the match wasn’t good, but when Jeff asked, I replied, “It wasn’t bad, but it will be better next time.” It was the first thing that came into my mind and it was the truth. Once again I knew I could do better, although it’s up for debate how many others in the WWE locker room circa 1999 agreed with me. But it didn’t take long for them to change their minds. Once I got my wings and figured out how to adapt to the WWE way of doing things, I had great matches with almost all of them, including The Rock. He became one of my favorite opponents and we headlined multiple PPVs together, exchanged the world title a few times, and even had what he claims to be his favorite match ever at a live event in Honolulu, Hawaii.
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