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All Possibilities

 

1

 

Albuquerque, N.M., March 2016: I’m sitting in the back of a pickup truck in the parking lot of the Westside Community Center, waiting to make my appearance on an independent wrestling show. It took me about eight hours to drive here, but with only minutes to go before showtime, I’ll be damned if anybody sees me now. To the promoter of tonight’s event, I have repeated my feelings ad nauseum: just keep this thing a secret. 

 

Don’t tell anyone who doesn’t need to know.

 

It’s hard not to smile back here. The assembled crowd – perhaps a few hundred of them in total – clearly don’t suspect a thing. As they excitedly file into the venue, it looks like some of the performers in tonight’s show have blended in with them. The very idea of a similar scene occurring elsewhere – prior to an episode of WWE’s Monday Night Raw, for example – makes my smile even wider.

 

One thing is for sure - the contrast between the two worlds is fascinating. This small venue – likely one of the more, ahem, affordable settings that the Destiny Wrestling Organization could get a hold of – doesn’t have any of the trappings of a major arena. In fact, it’s situated in an area that would never be confused with other, more affluent parts of town – and that’s being kind.

 

Still, I’m here, and not by necessity, by the way – I’m here by choice.

 

----

 

Sitting in my truck, I think back to an event produced under entirely different circumstances; specifically, my on-screen debut with WWE, the industry leader, televised to millions some 14 years earlier. On that night, the reaction to my surprise appearance – immortalized forever on WWE television – would become almost as famous as the appearance itself. Memorably, and shockingly, it was Vince McMahon himself - once my bitter business rival during the previous decade – with whom I embraced on the stage at Continental Airlines Arena. 

 

That rumbling beneath your feet, I told Vince as 17,000 fans became unglued, is a whole lot of people turning over in their graves. 

 

My agreement then to sign with Vince, the Chairman and driving force of WWE, sent shockwaves throughout the entire wrestling world. What followed, for yours truly, was an improbable - almost impossible, really – three-and-a-half-year run as Raw’s on-screen ‘General Manager’ (before wrestling’s ‘authority figure’ role became, well, such an agonizing trope). 

 

Quite naturally, back then in 2002, my decision to sign with Vince came with a simple request: just keep this thing a secret. Imagine that! I even took the liberty of flying myself in for that particular show, booking my own hotel, and doing everything possible to keep my presence under wraps. 

 

And you know what? It worked. 

 

Why did it work? It worked because the element of surprise is one of the most undervalued aspects of professional wrestling. Had I been advertised – had people known I was there – the audience still would have reacted, but the response would have been exponentially weaker. I can’t explain it - it’s just different when you walk out, unadvertised, unexpected, and all of a sudden, there you are on a live wrestling show. 

 

But here on this night – right now in Albuquerque - the final few patrons are starting to shuffle in. I could be wrong, but it looks like one guy may have spotted me in my truck. I see him slowly turn back to enter the building, and that’s enough for me - the time to wait is over. I glance left, glimpse right, and soon make an immediate beeline for the backdoor entrance. 

 

One step inside, and my grin is incandescent: I’m in.

 

----

 

As I approach backstage in this very small building, there’s not a familiar face in sight. Rather, I’m greeted by perhaps 30 or 40 guys and girls – the wrestlers on tonight’s card - most of whom are in complete disbelief at my presence. It’s clear that the promoter has kept his word. 

 

I can see now that my instincts were right. The promoter was respectful, polite and painfully honest during the initial contact - especially with respect to what his organization is trying to accomplish. Besides, if I’m to be candid, I always did have a soft spot for people just like him – young entrepreneurs, or people who are very passionate about what they’re doing. 

 

He realized that asking me here (via Twitter, no less!) was a long shot, but I thought, ‘You know what? This guy is trying. He’s hustling. He’s passionate.’ 

 

I kind of shrugged and said, ‘Here’s my phone number – feel free to give me a call.’

 

All in all, it could certainly be described as an atypical situation – in fact, things couldn’t actually be more different than what I’m used to. For the purpose of this show, I sense that some of the participants are here purely for fun, with only a few harboring greater ambitions. Of the latter category, it remains to be seen who will pan out. But taking in the entire group, one can see all kinds of potential outcomes. 

 

All kinds of possibilities.

 

The enthusiasm surrounding my arrival is dying down now, at least for a second, as the wrestlers start laying out their matches, preparing the show in earnest. I find myself standing back, quite a bit away from everyone, as if to survey the scene from a distance. 

 

It’s fun to watch everybody get ready. It’s fun to simply take in the moment, as I see so much of what I used to love – so much of my own early days in wrestling. 

 

And just like that, that’s how it hits me: I’m seeing the journey – maybe my journey – from the start all over again. 

 

----

 

I know, I know. There are those of you screaming at this book already: Eric! Enough of the sentimental crap! 

 

After all, this is ‘Eazy E’, mucker futhers - the man who changed professional wrestling with World Championship Wrestling, the nWo and Monday Nitro in particular. Chances are, you remember me not as the guy who surprised 250 fans in New Mexico, but rather the guy who reinvented the entire pro wrestling format! 

 

In reading my opening salvo here, you may also be reminded of my previous book, Controversy Creates Cash, which began with a recounting of my WWE debut, and covered my entire career up until 2006.

 

I was very proud of that book, which debuted at #16 on the New York Times Best Seller list. I remember ending the manuscript in a very deliberate (and provocative) manner:

 

When people ask, ‘Do you think there’ll be another competitor to the WWE?’ my answer is, ‘I don’t think so.’ When people ask, ‘Will you ever go head-to-head with Vince McMahon again?’ my answer is, ‘Probably not.’

 

But never say never.

 

----

 

In this business, you never want to fully close the door behind you. Then again, in all honesty, if you were to talk to me in 2006 or 2007, I fully believed that my days in pro wrestling were behind me. If you had asked me what the next 15 years of my life would look like, it would be nothing like what ultimately transpired. 

 

Truthfully, over these past 15 years - while I’ve had some wonderful successes - I’ve had some spectacular failures, too. I guess it’s a consequence of my nature. I’m often so, so right about things, but I’ve been pretty wrong about some things - as many fans can surely attest to.

 

But there have been some really difficult times for my family and I. In fact, far from being grateful, there were years in which I was frequently angry – and mostly angry at myself, by the way. I found myself suffering with decisions and choices that I had made – and risks that I took, quite frankly - that put me, and my family, in a rather precarious position.

 

There were times when I was positively miserable about leaving to go to a personal appearance, an autograph signing, whatever. I was cranky. I was irritable. I was just…not a fun person to be around. I soon realized, as did my wife, Loree, that the pattern was always the same: every time I had to go out of town, I would turn into a person, if given the opportunity, to be avoided at all costs.

 

And then, of course, when I came home after doing an event, my attitude would get even worse. 

 

At one point in time, if you said I would be driving eight hours to appear on an independent wrestling show, I would think you were smoking crack.

 

----

 

Nuts. They’re going freaking nuts. I just walked out, here in Albuquerque, in front of this crowd for the very first time. They’re about to see me verbally spar - something I can do very well - but not with Vince McMahon, or Hulk Hogan, or ‘Stone Cold’ Steve Austin. Rather, it is Hobo Hank who is to be my adversary on this night. He’s really getting into it, jumping into the audience and doing crazy stuff like eating people’s hot dogs. Talk about living the character. Talk about living in the moment! This is what it’s all about.

 

You know what? If I start to think about that show in Albuquerque much longer, I’ll start to well up. I’ll start to get tears in my eyes, purely because the energy – the sheer energy – is something that remains palpable to this day. I think I may have had more fun than even the talent did – just feeling that energy, and seeing the appreciation of the audience and performers alike. It elevated them, I think, in the sense that someone who didn’t have to go to their show, was, in fact, there as a participant on their show. I would like to think that my presence helped bring more attention to them.

 

To this day, about two or three times a year, I’ll get a message on social media from someone who was there that day. 

 

Now I’m welling up again. 

 

Shut up.

 

----

 

By now, you may have figured out something: this will be no ordinary pro wrestling autobiography. While granted, this is a story about what’s happened in my life over the past 15 years, it’s also about some of the broader lessons I learned along the way. Now don’t get me wrong: throughout this book, there will be more than enough rasslin’ talk to shake a stick at. TNA? It’s all here. My relationship with Hulk Hogan? Read on. My return to WWE in 2019? The Hall of Fame? AEW? Yes, yes and yes.

 

Equally, however, I hope you take away some useful insights about some of the other topics that are important to me: life, death, family, relationships, business and perhaps some things you’ve rarely heard me talk about – until now. 

 

I’m about to surprise you – again.
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Mid-life Crisis 1-Me 0
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As 2006 rolled to a close, life was pretty frickin’ good. Controversy Creates Cash continued to make waves; my television production company, Bischoff-Hervey Entertainment (BHE), persisted in doing business with almost every major cable outlet, and the launch of EricBischoff.com provided fans with an interactive forum – given social media was still in its infancy – to respond to my often incendiary(!) commentaries on wrestling, news, politics and beyond. 

 

I found it gratifying to connect with fans who had enjoyed (or perhaps hated) my turn as the evil General Manager of Raw with WWE. My on-screen exit from the program - which involved Vince McMahon tossing me into a trash compactor (my idea, by the way) – served as a perfect bookend, I thought, to a wrestling career that had been highly unlikely from the outset.

 

Although I remained under contract with WWE (my deal would eventually expire in mid-2007), my absence as a character from TV - as an on-screen performer – provided some measure of relief to an already overcrowded schedule (personal fault admission: it’s in my nature to stretch myself too thin). All of a sudden, I was now in my early fifties, with wrestling seemingly behind me - and an unknown (yet enticing) path ahead of me. 

 

I didn’t feel like I was getting older; in fact, the thought never really dawned on me – until one fateful night in Salt Lake City. 

 

It was just after New Year’s – Friday, January 5th, 2007, to be exact. Imagine leaving home for a business meeting, and then returning to tell your wife that her 52-year-old husband broke his arm in a nightclub while he was away. 

 

Yeah, yeah…I know. But the actual story is even more ridiculous.

 

I can explain – sort of. A few months prior to this, ahem, incident, BHE and Socko Energy had struck a deal to launch the Hogan Energy drink across the United States. As BHE had been responsible for putting the necessary license agreements together, the owners of Socko (Mike Jannicelli and Jordan Harwood) asked me to visit Salt Lake City, meet with their sales people, and discuss how best to sell the product at retail. 

 

Following the meeting, we all went out for dinner, at which point Mike and Jordan asked if I wanted to see their newest nightclub – The Hotel, so named because the club was previously the site of an historic hotel building. We got there around 8:00pm, taking in this beautiful, three-stories high, woodwork-laden, wide-open space that was getting busier with patrons by the minute.

 

The local radio station is here, Mike then informed me.

 

They’re doing a broadcast from our club. How about you do an interview with them, liven things up a little?

 

As you might imagine, I was more than happy to cut a couple of promos on the assembled crowd. More than simply ‘liven things up,’ it was probably more accurate to say that I stirred things up once the microphone was in my hand. 

 

It was fun. I had a couple of cocktails when the radio DJ asked if I would do another live ‘promo.’ 

 

I challenge anyone in the city of Salt Lake, I said defiantly, to come down to The Hotel and arm wrestle me!

 

The sobering reality, if you will, is that I’ve never actually been good at arm wrestling. Even when I was in my twenties, and working out all of the time, I wasn’t any good at arm wrestling. Even in my thirties, and after having hosted some events for Arm Wrestling International on ESPN, I wasn’t any good at arm wrestling. So “why in the hell,” I later asked the readers of EricBischoff.com, “did I think at age 52, I should go on live radio and challenge an entire city to come down and arm wrestle?”

 

I initially thought it was the promoter in me, knowing my challenge would bring in a crowd. It worked, by the way – and before I knew it, I was locked up with some 20-something kid who looked like he practically lived in the gym. He seemed to have no idea how to arm wrestle, but he was younger and definitely in better shape than I was. Nonetheless, I whipped him pretty easily. 

 

A few minutes later, I was locked up with another guy – late twenties, maybe early thirties. He was about my weight at the time – maybe 215, 225 – and as I recall, he had a solid, stocky frame. Anyway, I got a good jump on this sucker too, and before you know it, it looked like I was gonna go 2-0. 

 

I rolled my wrist over the top of his, started pulling him into my chest, and then…I heard it. It sounded like a 2x4 breaking. 

 

It was my arm! 

 

Initially, while I had definitely felt some kind of sharp pain, it didn’t really seem that bad…until I lost all of my strength completely. I stood up - trying valiantly to ‘shake it off’ - but my arm had other ideas. 

 

It didn’t shake at all. 

 

It may have been wishful thinking, but at first, I wondered if maybe I had torn a muscle. It looked serious enough, however, that Mike wanted to take me to the emergency room. Once we got there, the doctor x-rayed my arm, shook his head, put me in a splint and sent me on my way. 

 

It turned out that I had suffered a radial fracture in the upper part of my arm, with the break starting about an inch above my elbow (and going to about 2 ½ inches below my shoulder). The worst part was afterwards, when I had to walk around for three weeks in a compression cast, waiting to be operated on (in order to have a titanium plate screwed into my arm). After waiting for ten days to see if the bone could heal without surgery – as had been recommended to me – I then found out that surgery would be required after all. I then found out that the surgeon was on vacation, and I would have to wait another week-and-a-half to get the procedure done.

 

“When I got home,” I lamented on EricBischoff.com, “and had to explain to my wife what had happened…it finally started to dawn on me. It wasn’t the ‘promoter in me,’ or the fact that all of a sudden, I thought that I became a competitive arm wrestler. 

 

“I just like doing some of the same stupid stuff that I’ve always liked doing, and by continuing to do these things, I can try and fight the fact that I’m actually getting older.

 

“Current score,” I summarized, “Mid-life crisis 1-Me 0. But I want a rematch!”

 

----

 

In retrospect, it was pretty unlikely that the whole arm-wrestling escapade was going to work out for me. Then again, it was also unlikely that an average guy in Minneapolis, thirty-something years old – although a wrestling fan – ended up succeeding in professional wrestling. To be clear: I had never thought about, dreamed about, worked towards, or aspired to be involved in the actual wrestling business, but ultimately – for a period of time - I ended up as President of a division of Turner Broadcasting that produced pro wrestling at the highest level in the world.

 

It’s all pretty unlikely, but for many reasons - some of which have been documented elsewhere – my career in wrestling almost never happened at all. 

 

Here’s one reason that I have never talked about.

 

One of the most influential people in my life was Bob Racioppi, a neighbor of mine in Pittsburgh. Bob was about 26 when we met – I was about 13 (that age difference seemed like a lot back then) – and he was something like a big brother to me. Bob was a very physical guy - a Vietnam veteran and a martial artist, among many other things – who ultimately started my fascination with the Old West. You can probably draw a straight line between Bob’s influence on me and my eventual decision to live in Wyoming.

 

We met in 1968. Fast forward to 1976, and by now, I was living in Minneapolis, operating a landscape construction company and making some serious money in the process. Bob and I were still very close, and right around Thanksgiving, I went to visit him and his wife back in Pittsburgh (by this point, Bob was a very successful advertising executive for a company called Reuben H. Donnelly).

 

While I was there visiting, Bob couldn’t stop talking about Wyoming. 

 

Eric, let me tell you - I went to Wyoming on an elk hunt last year.

 

Up in the mountains. We packed up on horses, stayed in tents and man, what did we see? 

 

Grizzly bears, elk, deer…

 

Prior to my family moving to Pittsburgh, I spent my childhood in Detroit – watching Bonanza, The Virginian, Gunsmoke and all the classic Westerns – and consequently, Bob’s testimony was captivating to me.   

 

Listen, Eric, he said. Why don’t you come out to Wyoming next summer? 

 

You can come out for the 4th of July and meet me out there.

 

At the time, I was very much into photography – a passion of mine that first began in high school. I actually created my own ‘dark room’ to process 35mm black-and-white film – courtesy of tearing out the bathroom in a four-wheel truck camper – which I planned to utilize once I arrived in Wyoming. 

 

I pulled into the state at about six o’clock in the morning – and I immediately fell in love. By the time I was eating lunch, I was having the same thought over and over again: Someday, I’m gonna live here.

 

I don’t know how – I don’t know when – but someday, it’s gonna happen.

 

(It took 20 years, but in 1997, my wife and I finally built our home in Wyoming.)

 

A lot of my fascination with Wyoming is related to its history. I was fascinated – and remain so - with Native American history. I was also fascinated with the history of the West – how it was settled and how it transformed the United States – and all the good (and bad) that came along with it. 

 

It was a wonderful trip - but my next visit to Wyoming came under different circumstances. Bob had recently built an old farmhouse in Pennsylvania – he remodeled the whole thing himself – and was raising quarter horses on quite a bit of acreage. 

 

As Bob had quite a bit of money at the time, he was planning to invest some funds into buying a business in Wyoming. 

 

I was going to be involved, too – the two of us, believe it or not, were going to buy (and operate) a mountain lodge, right outside Yellowstone National Park. 

 

I was ready to sell everything. As far as I was concerned, I was going to run this guest ranch, hunt, and spend the rest of my time taking pictures. That was my goal. 

 

We started negotiations to purchase the business, but while we were out there, the owner of the lodge died unexpectedly. It was now left to his three children to determine the fate of the property. At first, two of the children wanted to sell the business to us, but one of them didn’t. As time went on, the one who didn’t want to sell suddenly wanted to – but now the other two didn’t. 

 

It went on like this until Bob and I realized that it wasn’t going to get sorted out. The more time that went by, the more entrenched each of them became in whatever their latest position was. We tried to stay there as long as we possibly could, but once there was talk of lawyers getting involved, I packed up and went back to Minnesota. 

 

Bob stayed – he always wanted to live that cowboy lifestyle - and ultimately, he went to work on a ranch called the Two Dot Ranch, one of the biggest ranches in the state. He was doing the same things that cowboys were doing 150 years earlier – and he was never happier.

 

We stayed in touch until one day in 1982. We were talking on the phone when Bob told me about an excruciating pain he was having in his right arm. He had evidently been out throwing a football, but he couldn’t figure out why his arm was hurting him so much. It wasn’t a muscle ache, or anything like that – it was different, he said. 

 

It turns out that Bob had been exposed to Agent Orange while in the air force in Vietnam. He visited the doctor’s office to find out what was causing his pain - only to be told that he had bone cancer.

 

He died about two months later.

 

I was just thinking about that this morning: Man, how different life could have been.

 

----

 

I was just a kid back then, but I’ve never forgotten Bob. I eventually learned the same lesson everyone does: as you get older, you lose more people that are close to you – unfortunately, in my business, that’s often earlier than expected – and consequently, you start thinking about the clock. There is a clock – that’s just reality – and it continues to tick for all of us. Well, at some point in time, it stops ticking, and that feeling gets realer as you get older. 

 

Whenever my clock stops ticking, I want to do everything in my power to avoid the following scenario: being hooked up, for an extended period of time, to some kind of machine - and having friends and family feel obligated to spend time with me. I wouldn’t want them to feel that way, nor would I want them to see me in that state. 

 

I’ve been in that kind of position with my mother, who fought the bastard - cancer – on two different occasions. She kicked it the first time, but when it eventually got her the second time, there was a point in which she was communicating, so to speak, with her eyes only. I was in the position of trying to ‘hear’ what she was saying to me, and to this day, I can only imagine what it was. 

 

I may have been projecting this feeling onto myself, but honestly, I don’t think my mother wanted us to see her in that state. While I think she probably appreciated the fact that we loved her – and wanted to be around her – I don’t think she wanted us to feel that kind of sadness. I think it hurt her to see us like that, if that makes any sense.  

 

As a result of that experience, I wouldn’t want my kids to go through what myself, my brother or my sister went through (especially my sister, who took it the hardest of all of us). 

 

It was April 11th, 2007, when my Mom – Carol Ann Bischoff – died at the age of 70. 

 

Mom was the person for whom Controversy Creates Cash was dedicated to. In the book, I briefly described her second battle with the bastard – and how she was characteristically doing her best to fight it.

 

I can assure you of one thing – she kicked the bastard’s ass until her very last day.
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Struggling to Comprehend

 

3

 

There are times in life when one can recall exactly where they were, and exactly who they were with. There have been several such moments throughout my life, and the Chris Benoit double murder-suicide was one of them.

 

On Monday, June 25th, 2007, I happened to be in Pittsburgh - with Hulk Hogan - for a business meeting involving a dozen or so other people. We were joined at a restaurant by some of the top executives from GNC, the largest health food store in the country. For some time, the GNC suits had been thinking about getting involved with Hulk for a line of nutritional products and specifically, an energy drink already in national distribution with Walmart. 

 

Just as the conversation got underway, I briefly stepped out to take a phone call, thinking nothing of it initially. It was Dallas Page on the other end of the line.

 

I don’t remember exactly what he said, only that Page was trying his best to articulate the horrifying news - that Chris Benoit, formerly one of the best wrestlers in WCW and, at that time, a prominent star with WWE, had apparently been found dead - along with his wife, Nancy, and their seven-year old son, Daniel.

 

I was stunned - so much so, in fact, that I almost had no feelings about it. I guess I didn’t quite know how to feel - it was all simply too hard to believe. My initial skepticism was fueled further by the sheer number of holes in the initial story. The information seemed a little sketchy at first - there was more that we didn’t know than what we did know. 

 

Regrettably, I’ve also seen people in this industry pull some pretty horrible gags, or ‘ribs’ as they are called in the wrestling business. I can recall a WCW event in Baltimore, for example, whereby Bret Hart received a message that his father had passed away. It wasn’t true - not in the slightest - but somebody thought it would be ‘funny’ to play that prank on Bret. Maybe that’s another reason why I was reluctant to believe the Benoit news - not only was it hard to digest, just to begin with, but part of me hoped it may have been a really sick rib or ‘joke’ that was getting passed around. 

 

From across the restaurant, I looked back at our table as Page continued, noticing that Hulk was staring right back at me. Momentarily, I saw Hulk look down to read a text from his phone, and then, as he looked up, his eyes said the rest. He knew, too - and soon would the entire country.

 

----

 

On a personal level, I was never very close to Chris (although, in retrospect, I was as close to him as a business relationship would allow). I didn’t socialize with Chris, neither did we spend any time after shows together. He was always quiet - kind of a loner, to be honest - and he kept to a very small group of friends. I never really saw Chris socializing after a show, at least in the same way as I did other people. So while I don’t want to imply that I knew him well, I felt like I knew him well enough that what I was hearing from Page was simply not fathomable. I never saw any anger issues, rage issues - or anything of the sort - despite the fact that Chris performed, at a very high level, as a participant in a very physical form of entertainment, one that often depicts violence, aggressiveness, and physicality. It was pretty much consensus opinion that Chris was one of the best at it. 

 

The way Chris carried himself outside of the ring suggested, at least to me, that he was a very soft spoken, introverted, almost gentle guy. He didn’t react much to frustrations, whether they related to creative issues or otherwise – unlike a lot of his contemporaries. When I think about Eddie Guerrero, or Dean Malenko, or especially Chris Jericho - or any number of other people in WCW at the time - they often wore their emotions on their sleeves. With Eddie, for example, I always knew exactly what he was thinking, and consequently, there were times in which he became a little difficult to manage. There were instances where he and I would get into heated discussions - the most famous of all featuring my supposed decision to ‘throw a cup of coffee’ at him backstage (to clarify, I once threw a plastic mug of coffee on the floor - in frustration - and some coffee happened to splash on Eddie. Even to this day, if you look at my social media, there will be all kinds of memes about that incident, including a depiction of me throwing a pot of coffee directly at him!). 

 

In that respect, Chris was the exact opposite of someone like Eddie. He was very business-like. He was open-minded. When he heard something that he didn’t really like, or didn’t feel comfortable with, he would tend to talk it through with me. He’d give his opinion, and if there was a compromise at the end of that talk - great. If there was no compromise, that would signal the end of the conversation, really. And that was it. So we discussed things, and at the end, Chris wouldn’t display any visible emotion, at least anything that would indicate something beyond, ‘Okay - we’ve had our discussion. I’ve shared my opinion with you, and this is what I believe. If you don’t agree with my opinion, I’ll go out and do what you want me to do.’

 

In that sense, some have used the term ‘professional’s professional’ with regard to Chris and his approach to professional wrestling. In some well documented cases, after all, professional wrestling has sometimes been a very unprofessional environment - especially when involving creative issues with talent - but I saw no indications of that with Chris. 

 

So I was just shocked; stunned; floored. I just didn’t see it; I didn’t see any indications of it. What I saw most in Chris, when Nancy was around or his kids were around, was almost the idyllic image of a loving husband and father. Then, after receiving the news, it was kind of a head-on collision between the reality of the situation and my pre-existing perception of Chris. I couldn’t understand it; I was just numb. 

 

It wasn’t until hours later, subsequent conversations, and more information coming out - that Chris had murdered Nancy and Daniel, before hanging himself - that I became overwhelmingly sad. For the kids, and for Nancy…I couldn’t even really imagine. I couldn’t comprehend what happened to Chris that made him snap that way. 

 

Beyond being sad, I remained thoroughly confused.

 

----

 

In the days and weeks thereafter, there was a significant - and at times rather disgraceful - media firestorm that followed. As more details dripped out, I was actually interested - at first - because I was still trying to understand how it could have happened, or why it could have happened. The picture slowly started becoming a little bit clearer, based on interviews with people who had recently spoken to Chris, and the corresponding timeline of events. 

 

Ultimately, however, the coverage didn’t really answer any of the important questions, as far as I was concerned. It actually created more of them – and I found myself tuning out of the coverage. 

 

While as a general rule, I try not to dwell on disasters or negative things, I was wary not to allow myself to go into this ‘rabbit hole,’ so to speak. I decided that it wasn’t going to be healthy to travel too deep into the issue; therefore, there was no contribution that I could really make - I was just on the sidelines, like everybody else, contemplating this incredibly sad event.

 

It was clear that this all was going to result in a big blow for the wrestling business, and so part of me was curious to see how WWE was going to react. Over the course of the prior few decades, when people in wrestling had been guilty of excessive behavior - there was a widely publicized issue with steroids, for example - such coverage had seriously hurt the business. But this was on another level, and therefore, I wondered about the impact that it could have on advertisers, and the reputation of the industry more broadly. I thought a lot about how WWE - and the wrestling industry as a whole - could be sent back to where it had been in the early ‘90s. 

 

At the time, there was still a very fragile relationship between WWE, its wrestling product and potential national advertisers. But in my view, WWE ended up handling the situation as well as it possibly could have been handled. They were very strategic in what they did, and ultimately, it didn’t seem to have the impact on the business that I was fearful of. I was never made aware, for example, of a lot of chatter concerning major advertisers pulling their product because of what happened. 

 

The fallout might have been different today. If something like this happened in 2022 - God forbid - I’m not so sure WWE, or any wrestling company, would be able to get past it quite so painlessly. 

 

----

 

On Thursday, June 28th, 2007, I summarized my feelings on the tragedy - as best as I could - in an update to EricBischoff.com:

 

I cannot begin to articulate my feelings about the tragedy in the Benoit family. It is something I am really struggling to comprehend.

 

I heard the news late Monday afternoon just as I was sitting down in a business meeting in Pittsburgh, I sat stunned as I listened to DDP on the other end of the phone, trying to tell me what happened. My meeting went very late into the evening and there was little new information when I went to bed.

 

My phone rang at 7am on Tues and the caller ID revealed a 404 area code. Assuming it was someone that I used to work with in the area, I answered the phone. It was a local sports/talk show in the Atlanta area and they wanted to get my comments. I hesitated, but since the radio personality was a friend of a friend, I decided to go ahead.

 

The questions started out OK…what one would normally expect in a situation like this. However they quickly turned into a “who’s to blame” line of questioning and went downhill from there.

 

It’s really impossible anymore to be honest about something as tragic and emotionally charged as this issue without sounding like I have some kind of “hidden agenda”. It’s clear that the media wants to blame steroids, professional wrestling, Vince McMahon, or anyone or anything else that further sensationalizes this family tragedy.
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