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INTRODUCTION


      
      Yes, here it is — the book you’ve been kind of sort of waiting for. Okay, I know that four volumes of memoirs may seem like
         a lot for anyone (at this point, I think I have officially surpassed Churchill), but I prefer to think of this book as an
         action-adventure story. It’s got all the elements: heroes, villains, romance, exciting combat sequences, clever dialogue,
         and a tense verbal showdown with former deputy secretary of defense Paul Wolfowitz. So maybe you could think of this book
         as less of a Churchillesque memoir and more of an Indiana Jones type of tale, kind of “Indiana Mick [I am a native Hoosier] and the Six Sides of Steel.” As is the case in the latest Indy installment, the hero of this story (me)
         may have aged a bit since we last saw him, but he’s still capable of telling a good story.
      

      
      I’ve always considered the inside of the surreal world of professional wrestling to be at least as entertaining as what our fans see on their television screens. And I know that when I was a fan, I would have loved to
         have been given this access, to see what really goes on behind the scenes. Consider this book to be like a six-week backstage pass — the best possible place to view the
         cavalcade of curious characters who make up the world of professional wrestling.
      

      
      Countdown to Lockdown is an in-depth look at the six-week period leading up to my biggest match in several years; a main event Six Sides of Steel
         (you know, a steel-cage match) showdown with one of my great all-time opponents — Sting. So, with this book as your admission ticket, I will take you on an all-access tour
         not only behind the scenes but inside my mind as well, as I try to find a way to regain the confidence, conditioning, and
         passion that will be so vital if I am going to be successful on this journey.
      

      
      I was under a tremendous amount of pressure in the weeks leading up to this match — most of it put there by myself. Knowing
         that so much of the success of this Lockdown show depended on me, I was arguably the least confident I have been in my own abilities in more than a decade.
      

      
      Many may think that this book is similar in feel to my last book, The Hardcore Diaries. It is … by design. Think of this as a companion piece to the Diaries, but I can assure you that the story is far different. It’s my first book about my new company, and I will have plenty to
         say about both my arrival in TNA and my departure from WWE, as well as my thoughts on the wrestling world in general and many
         of the individuals who make up this world. I was told during the writing of my first book, the towering New York Times number one best seller Have a Nice Day!, that a memoir is not the right place to settle scores. So even though settling scores and slinging mud seems to be the easiest
         way to get attention, I’ve tried not to take the low road too often. As with The Hardcore Diaries, I’ve tried to make the entire book a PG-13 affair. Yes, there are a few stories that may be just slightly risqué, but I
         don’t think I drop a single F-bomb in the entire book. I met a kid from Canada who was suspended from school for reading my last book.
         That act struck me as completely inexcusable, and I vowed to fight the school system on the kid’s behalf … then I lost his
         phone number. But if you’re thirteen or older and get suspended for reading this book, contact TNA via their website, or get
         hold of my publicist at Grand Central Publishing. I would love to intercede and do the right thing … and maybe even get a
         little free publicity while I’m at it.
      

      
      Let me apologize in advance if I sound a little preachy every now and then. But in certain chapters, like “An Open Letter”
         and “A Substance Problem,” I found it very difficult to make valid points and passionate arguments without just a little bit of that
         preachy quality peeking through.
      

      
      I don’t feel like I’m doing my preaching to the choir, either. Occasionally, my opinions may strike some as controversial,
         or even flawed and wrong. Which is fine. I’m not attempting to be the sole voice of authority on any subject. But I do hope
         in a few cases that I will add a new voice to issues that need one.
      

      
      As many readers of my other books may know, I have a variety of interests outside of wrestling, some of which I write about
         in this book. I think most people enjoy my observations on the outside world, and from a personal standpoint these chapters
         are fun and fulfilling to write, but I am aware that occasional fans will wish that I not veer so far off the wrestling course
         during certain chapters. I can certainly understand that, and thus I have come up with a handy Wrestlemeter to gauge the wrestling content of chapters that are not Lockdown-specific. For example, a chapter about the aforementioned tense verbal battle with Paul Wolfowitz has absolutely nothing
         to do with wrestling and would merit a zero on the Wrestlemeter, while a chapter about meeting singer Tori Amos actually has far more wrestling content than one might think and would therefore
         merit a surprising six. Many non-Lockdown chapters are very wrestling-specific (like the ones that detail my short-lived announcing career and subsequent decision
         to leave WWE) and would therefore rate a nine or ten on the meter. Armed with this valuable literary information, readers
         can now make up their own minds; read the chapters in the order they are presented (my personal favorite way), refer back
         to them at a later time, or skip them completely. Don’t worry about hurting my feelings — I’ll get over it … eventually. Occasionally,
         a reader (usually the mother of a wrestling fan) will pick up one of my books and find themselves completely engrossed by
         everything but the wrestling aspects. For these reasons, the Wrestlemeter is a valuable monitoring tool.
      

      
      Before we get started, let me address this ugly rumor that has swirled about, hinting that I may have caved in to modern technology and written this book with the aid of a computer keyboard. I
         have several witnesses who will swear to seeing a large man with a marble composition tablet, scribbling frantically on coast-to-coast
         flights. So, I am proud to say that I wrote this book the old-fashioned way — the Foley way — with a trusty pen and several
         pads of paper. (Actually I did cave in to technology on my last two chapters — finally realizing just how slow and cumbersome
         that whole stupid handwriting thing is.)
      

      
      So what are you waiting for? Start turning those pages, and we’ll find out together if the Hardcore Legend has still got the
         fortitude required to tear the house down … or at least not embarrass himself too badly.
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      COUNTDOWN TO LOCKDOWN:
34 DAYS

      
      March 16, 2009

      
      Orlando, Florida

      
      All right, all right, I’ll admit it. I’m terrified of Kurt Angle. Not worried. Not concerned. Terrified. Absolutely terrified.
         Not like a “wow, Vince is really putting Koslov in a main event” type of terrified. I’m talking about an honest-to-goodness
         “Alastair Sim as Scrooge down on his knees begging the Ghost of Christmas Yet to Come for another chance at life” type of
         terrified. Yeah, I know I went with the same Alastair Sim reference to describe my fear of my editor at Knopf, Victoria Wilson, who will no doubt love being mentioned
         in a second wrestling memoir, but I’m not sure that was real terror, more like intellectual insecurity. This, however — this
         thing I feel about Kurt Angle — is terror.
      

      
      Don’t get me wrong, I like Kurt. He’s a caring, giving person and a genuine American hero; a guy who won a gold medal in the
         Olympics while competing with a broken neck. He is also one of the most talented performers in the history of our business,
         with a résumé of classic matches that rivals anyone’s, of any era.
      

      
      And later tonight, I’m going to be in the ring with him for the very first time. Okay, okay, all you nitpickers, I know I’ve
         actually “been in the ring” with him plenty of times — for interviews, angles, even an odd punch or really hard head butt
         or two. Granted, tonight is a tag team match, and really more of a door I must pass through to get me into the creative corridor
         leading to a different big match with a different big opponent.
      

      
      But Kurt Angle really isn’t interested in any talk about opening doors and creative corridors and big matches in the future.
         He’s interested in tonight. And that same competitive fire that vaulted him to the top of the amateur wrestling world — possibly
         the most thankless and difficult world in sports — drives him to pull off the best match he is capable of, night in and night
         out, no matter how big the show, no matter how limited the opponent, no matter the physical or emotional toll to himself.
      

      
      I respect that attitude. At one time I probably shared it. But I’m a different man now — older, weaker, slower — and a lot
         more realistic.
      

      
      If anything, Kurt is more driven on this night than usual. Last night was Destination X, a TNA Pay-Per-View that held a world of promise. Following a February offering that looked flat on paper and, if anything,
         underperformed those limited expectations, TNA looked ready to regain its form with Destination X. Led by a complex, well-told, long-term story involving Kurt and his Main Event Mafia partner/nemesis Sting, our TNA Impact show (Thursday at 9:00, Spike) was on a roll, recently eclipsing two million U.S. viewers for the first time. I liked the
         odds of Kurt and Sting pulling off a classic, and I was looking forward to my role as special guest enforcer at ringside,
         which more or less ensured me the best seat in the house (although technically I’d be standing).
      

      
      But at Destination X on that particular night, expectation gave way to disappointment, reality couldn’t compete with hope, and a good, hard-fought
         match simply wasn’t enough for our fans … or for Sting or Kurt, especially Kurt. I was not without a disappointment of my
         own in the match, having shattered my own long-standing belief that I went up “light” for big moves — a necessity if one wants
         to avoid the worst of the injuries that the business can offer. Instead I went up like a 300-pound S.O.S. — figure out the
         acronym for yourself (I’m trying to stay PG-13 in this book) — for Kurt’s Angle Slam, injuring my pride, and possibly Kurt’s
         vertebrae, in the process.
      

      
      Like I said, it was a good match, a point I kept reiterating in separate long conversations with both men after the show.
         I was trying to look at the glass as half full. But the glass-half-empty view was indeed troubling. Sting looked old. I looked
         like a 300-pound S.O.S. And Kurt Angle looked human. Apparently, a few voices on the Internet, I would guess a vocal minority,
         said that Kurt was washed up, his best days were behind him. I knew Kurt would be looking to prove himself. And guess who
         he’d want to do it with? Me. Great. Kind of reminds me of the night I wrestled Dr. Death, Steve Williams, in Saginaw, Michigan,
         in early 1990 — the same night Doc learned that WCW (World Championship Wrestling) intended to reduce his contractual guarantee.
         I remember how I felt that night. Pretty much the same way I feel tonight, over nineteen years later — terrified. Absolutely
         terrified.
      

      
      How did this moment ever arise? I asked myself. Why hadn’t I just stayed under the safety of the WWE umbrella? Sure, my situation with WWE hadn’t been perfect, but it couldn’t have been that
         bad, right? At least it was a certified Angle-Free Zone.
      

      
      Well, to truly understand my story, I’m going to have to introduce you to an old friend of mine. Readers of my earlier memoirs
         will remember him well, if not fondly. Ladies and gentlemen, say hello to Al Snow.
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	  Required reading.

      
REPACKAGING MICK


            
      I think it might have been Al Snow’s fault. For looking so darn good. No, that’s not a misprint. At a certain point in time
         — 2000, 2001 — Al looked really good. No, not his ring work, which continued to be sloppy and juvenile. Not his facial features,
         either, which strike me as “Village People cop meets generations of inbreeding.” But at a certain point, Al Snow’s physique
         showed a marked improvement; leaner, meaner, more muscularly defined. Not that it affected his push in WWE, which continued
         to be almost unchartable, or his reaction from the crowd, which was nearly inaudible. But Al Snow, for a time, as a physical
         specimen, looked pretty darn good. The progress, according to Al, was a direct result of hundred-rep training.
      

      
      Hundred-rep training seemed to fly in the face of all the conventional wisdom I’d picked up since my first gym visits in late
         1979, when my dad used to drive my brother and me to the Gyrodyne Flowerfield, an isolated business development, where he’d
         park the car and catch up on his newspapers while his two children were tortured inside. Yes, after all these years, I can
         look back objectively and make a good case for the treatment we received constituting torture.
      

      
      Neil’s Gym was divided into two distinct areas. In one half was the free-weight section, where anyone in that part of Long
         Island who knew anything about weight training congregated, pressing barbells and dumbbells on equipment that would seem downright
         antiquated these days, but were cutting-edge by the standards of the day.
      

      
      The other half, containing a full lineup of Arthur Jones’s innovative Nautilus machines, was the only part of the gym my dad
         allowed my brother and me to venture into. Free weights were supposed to make people muscle-bound, which was an absolute no-no
         for anyone looking at athletic endeavors that didn’t begin and end on the offensive or defensive line for the football team.
      

      
      The notion seems downright primitive now, given the musculature displayed by athletes ranging from LeBron James in basketball
         to Tiger Woods in golf. But the experts of the time more or less forbade experimentation with free weights. I have an old
         book, Inside Basketball, written by Dick Barnett, a member of the 1970 World Champion New York Knicks, that actually touted the idea of using kitchen
         counter isometrics as its primary form of strength training.
      

      
      These Nautilus machines, however, were supposed to be the athlete’s answer to progressive strength training. Jones’s machines
         featured the philosophy of pre-exhaustion; each one was designed for an exercise isolating a specific muscle, followed by
         a second one that incorporated a larger group of muscles. For example, pectoral flies, which isolated the chest muscles, would
         be followed by an exercise simulating decline bench presses, which allowed the body to borrow strength from the triceps and
         deltoids to aid the pre-exhausted pecs. Isolated bicep curls would be followed by lat pull downs — both performed on the same
         apparatus, so there was absolutely no time for resting. Most daunting of all was the Nautilus leg station, where leg extensions
         were followed by seated leg presses. Adding to the agony were the trainers at the gym, who would move the athletes/guinea
         pigs of this physiological dark age through the circuit at warp speed, pausing only to incorporate little goodies like the
         sixty-second wall squat into the proceedings. The legs would start to throb at twenty seconds, shake at thirty to forty, and more or less cease
         to function just about the time the minute was up.
      

      
      Indeed, if not for the encouragement/taunting/insults from the friendly staff at Neil’s, I’m not sure I could have made it
         through a single workout. If memory serves me correctly, the instructors even had plastic buckets on hand, just in case an
         athlete/guinea pig couldn’t quite make the bathroom in time to do what needed to be done.
      

      
      Meanwhile, the guys on the other side of the gym — the free-weight guys — seemed to be the only ones making visible progress.
         And they seemed to be doing it at a much more leisurely pace; a set of six to ten reps of a single exercise followed by a
         few minutes of walking around, talking, and flexing in the mirror.
      

      
      But all the walking around and talking added up, and by the time those free-weight workouts were over, it was not unusual
         for a couple hours to have passed — plenty of time to look down on the Nautilus guys crying and puking during their paltry
         twenty-minute workouts.
      

      
      Thankfully, my dad caved in to my continual assault of free-weight requests, about the time a couple friends got their driver’s
         licenses — sometime during my junior year of high school — and all those fears came to fruition; my body swelled almost instantly
         to Herculean proportions, eventually leading to my current status as muscle-bound stiff, my cartoonlike musculature proving
         useful only for impressing women and showing off on the beach.
      

      
      Okay, so maybe even at my free-weight-pushing peak, my two-hours-a-day gym physique didn’t show the slightest hint of training
         at all. But that didn’t stop me from diving into the pool of bodybuilding literature that was getting deeper every day. I
         read everything I could find — Muscle & Fitness, Muscular Development, Arnold: The Education of a Bodybuilder, Beef It! — all in the quest to set free the ripped and ruthless body I knew I had locked away deep inside of me. Funny how none of
         those magazines or books seemed to make the slightest mention of things like genetic limitations — that some bodies just weren’t meant to be buff, no matter how much protein was ingested, no matter how many hours were spent in the
         gym.
      

      
      Over the years, I grudgingly learned to accept the weak hand that Mother Nature had dealt out to me. Sadly, I was never going
         to be Lou Ferrigno in the gym or Jimmy Snuka in the ring — a realization that no doubt played a role in developing my distinct
         pro-wrestling style. Somewhere along the way, I also took note of a direct correlation between how bad I looked and how much
         money I made: 220-pound Mick slept in his car. 235-pound Mick got a job in Memphis. 270-pound Mick became a player in Dallas
         and got a job in WCW. 300-pound Mick won a WWE title and wrote a towering New York Times best seller. 330-pound Mick pushed the theory a little too far, asking way too much of a lower back and knees that would
         have been far better off and lasted a few years longer at a far lesser weight.
      

      
      Fast-forward to January 2007. I’m somewhere around 300 pounds, a weight I’d struggled to maintain for most of the previous
         five years, with the notable exception of a period in 2004 when I would get down to 272, my lowest weight since the late eighties,
         for a comeback that would yield the best match of my career — a brutal hardcore bout with a young Randy Orton.
      

      
      A new book, The Hardcore Diaries, was due out in March, and it seemed to be practically begging to have its contents exploited for the good of a big match.
         Sure, the book detailed a frustrating six weeks in WWE in 2006 — a period of time that saw my high hopes for the second One Night Stand Pay-Per-View deflate, sputter, and fall to the ground like a childhood balloon released from thumb and forefinger. Even the
         accompanying farting sound of the sputtering balloon seemed appropriate.
      

      
      Nonetheless, my name had surfaced as a possibility for a WrestleMania main event, as Donald Trump’s chosen “guy” in the highly publicized “Hair vs. Hair” match between Trump and Vince McMahon.
         Eventually, I was passed over in favor of Bobby Lashley, a world-class amateur wrestler and mixed martial arts practitioner
         with a massive chiseled physique and a world of potential — a guy who looked to be a huge part of the company’s future … at least until he
         left WWE forever four months later.
      

      
      Not to worry, I had a Plan B all lined up and approved by Mr. McMahon, and given the blessing of my publisher, Pocket Books.
         Plan B, I assured Pocket, was going to be a home run. While everyone else was vying for attention at WrestleMania, I would begin my big television push the day after the biggest show of the year, using the contents of the book to fuel
         a match with John Morrison, still known as Johnny Nitro at the time. I hoped that this match could do for John what my 2004
         match had done for Randy Orton: move him up the ladder of success — give him an exciting Pay-Per-View opportunity with an
         opponent willing to help him make that big step.
      

      
      We could even take advantage of the groundwork I’d laid down a year earlier, involving Morrison’s real-life/on-screen girlfriend,
         Melina, who I still felt had untapped big-star potential.
      

      
      But in order to have this big match with Morrison, I was going to need to be in top physical condition, or at least as close
         to it as I could realistically expect, given my knees and back … and neck … and pretty much everything else.
      

      
      Enter Al Snow’s hundred-rep training, specifically as it pertained to my legs. As I mentioned earlier, this method seemed
         to contradict everything I’d read about the subject over the last twenty-five years. Sure, specifics had changed, and I’d
         long since abandoned the training magazines and books that had once taken up so much of my time. But as far as I knew, the
         basics pertaining to repetitions remained the same — 1 to 2 for explosive power, 4 to 8 for size and strength, 8 to 15 for
         toning and endurance. I’d even heard or read that the legs were most responsive to reps in the 15-to-25 range. But a hundred
         reps?
      

      
      According to resident expert Al Snow, the philosophy was actually quite simple. The weight should be light enough to limit
         strain on ligaments and tendons. But any weight starts becoming difficult at around the 25-rep stage. Somewhere around 50,
         my legs would start to burn. This was where testicular fortitude came in — and brother, if there is any one word that accurately described my
         testicles, it is fortuitous. At 75 reps, the exercise would seem almost unbearable. Only my legendary fortitude could see me through to 100, at which
         point I’d thank God for the forty-eight hours I’d have to rest before forcing myself to endure this kind of abuse again. Luckily,
         I had those experiences at Neil’s Gym to fall back on — those extreme sessions of gratuitous suffering that even former V.P.
         Dick Cheney might have frowned on. “Dammit, man, get bin Laden off that Nautilus machine! Can’t you see he’s had enough?”
      

      
      I didn’t have a Nautilus machine handy for the task, even though my wife and I had donated a whole line of the classic Arthur
         Jones originals (which we’d bought used but in great condition) to a local church community center when we’d closed our gym
         in the Florida panhandle.
      

      
      We’d opened the gym in late 1997 as a business to fall back on when my wrestling days were through. Fortunately, a couple
         of years later the wrestling business just exploded, and after the dust settled it became pretty obvious that unless we got
         completely stupid with our money (i.e., invested it in the stock market), we weren’t going to need that gym as much as we
         thought.
      

      
      Plus, I was a terrible businessman. In a business where a rule of thumb was to never under any circumstances offer a refund,
         my answer to every problem, big or small, was to offer people their money back. So when the State of Florida told us they
         needed our property to widen the highway, I did several Nadia Comaneci–like somersaults in my mind (despite outweighing the
         ’76 Olympics sensation by some 240 pounds), followed by an incredible mental dismount. Of course, I didn’t let the state representative
         witness my mental gymnastics. No, the state guy got a “but this was my dream, and now you want to take it away” story. All
         in all, we were paid almost enough to make up for three years of losses from running the gym, but perhaps more important, I understood that I should never ever think about running a business again.
      

      
      We donated about half of the pieces we’d bought, sold some others at a steep discount, and had about ten Cybex machines moved
         up to New York and placed in the Foley garage, where they instantly set new standards in coat hanging, spiderweb clinging,
         and mouse feces collecting. Within about a year, I would donate half the pieces to the Homeless Veterans Residence Center
         in Queens, a place that wrestling legend Fred Blassie had visited regularly in the years before his death.
      

      
      Among the pieces I hung on to, however, was a heavy-duty Cybex leg press machine — and brother, using Al Snow’s hundred-rep
         routine as my guide, I began wearing that machine out, a hundred reps at a time every other day, in preparation for my big
         run the day after WrestleMania.

      
      Heading into January, the world appeared to be my oyster. The Hardcore Diaries had received tremendous preorders, and Pocket Books was sure they had a hit on their hands. Sure, in some places the book
         was a little rough on WWE and on Vince McMahon in particular. But hey, Vince himself had given it his blessing, saying to
         his staff “Well, if that’s the way he feels, just print it” after concerns were raised about its not completely pro WWE content.
      

      
      We’d taped some cool commercials for the book, centered around an unsubstantiated rumor that I was something of a name-dropper
         — a charge I’m pretty sure CBS Evening News anchor Katie Couric, who has interviewed me twice, would refute.
      

      
      And thanks to Al Snow’s hundred-rep training, I was starting to get in serious shape. Every day I was feeling stronger, leaner,
         more determined, more punctual, sexier, more empathetic, and far humbler. I was about to have another best seller on my hands
         — and a return to WWE television that would go down in history as one of the most recent returns to WWE in history. What could possibly go wrong?
      

      
      Umm, how about everything?

      
      I was somewhere around my sixtieth rep when I felt a sharp pain in my lower back. A sharp, burning pain. But “Hell’s Bells”
         was on the boom box — the same boom box that had been given to me in 1999 (when the boom box people were our sponsor) for
         being featured in the “boom of the week” just about every week — and Angus Young, the armadillo hiding in Brian Johnson’s
         trousers (read Hardcore Diaries for more info on the armadillo), and the rest of the gang in AC/DC still had a couple of minutes of uplifting Christian folk
         rock to deliver.
      

      
      Plus, like I’d mentioned, Al’s hundred-rep training was so foolproof that one could just gut their way through the pain —
         even if that pain happened to be a rupturing of the L4/L5 disc in the lower back. So, instead of getting off the Cybex leg
         machine — as common sense would have dictated — I gutted my way through those last forty horrible reps using the image of
         some incredible moment of upcoming Pay-Per-View glory to see me through.
      

      
      As usual, I climbed out of this modern-day torture apparatus, holding on to some other piece of former “Foley’s gym” equipment
         to keep from falling over due to dizziness and complete exhaustion of the thighs. I walked the little hill from my detached
         garage, savoring the light-headedness and total muscle expenditure, but a little concerned about that burning pain in my back.
         You know, I thought as I opened the door to my house, I think I may have hurt myself.

      
      A week later, I was looking for some major relief. I’d tried ice, rest, heat, hot tubs, stretching. Thankfully, I’d fought
         off the quick-fix pain-pill urge. Pain medication has always been a last resort for me — an admission of failure in the battle
         against pain. And I wasn’t ready to raise the white flag of surrender just yet. I realized that all of my measures in this
         battle had been defensive. Ice, rest, heat, hot tubs, stretching? All weak counterpunches. I needed to go on the offensive,
         to go deep into the tissue, the spasms of the muscle, to confront the source of pain head-on. I needed a surge of sorts. A
         deep tissue massage. A massurge.
      

      
      But who to go to? Where to turn? I knew from the summer of 1993, when I had suffered a bruised shoulder after being thrown
         down a flight of stairs by Randy Orton, that I couldn’t go to a spa. Much too nice in there, much too gentle. Kind of like
         a UN peacekeeper with those intimidating sky blue helmets; it might keep the issue from getting worse, but it really wasn’t
         going to solve anything.
      

      
      So I ruled out the spa possibility, opting for Healing Hands Physical Therapy. I told them I’d just about reached the end
         of my rope, that I’d be willing to do just about anything to feel better … except, you know, let a guy touch me. Because it
         feels weird. And there’s always the remote possibility of having to deal with the psychological aftermath of “it” moving during
         the male therapist encounter. Just ask George Costanza.
      

      
      So I had no idea who would be working on me when I got to Healing Hands, and I didn’t really care, just as long as the person
         doing the work didn’t have a penis. I scanned the room wondering who my new ally in this battle against back pain might be.
         The attractive blond by the desk? That would be cool. Or the brunette with the well-defined biceps? Yeah, I bet she could
         really dig in deep.
      

      
      Then I heard a high-pitched little voice: “Hello, Mickey.” I turned to see a tiny Asian woman with dark glasses, maybe five
         feet tall, maybe a hundred pounds — not likely to be much of an ally in the battle against pain.
      

      
      “Hi, I’m Jessie,” she said. She led me down a hallway, to what I was sure would be the least helpful massage of my life, not
         to mention my most wasteful expenditure of money since picking up that Best of the Curry Man DVD. As I watched the tiny lady in front of me, I could tell she was having trouble navigating the hallway, seemingly unable
         to see where she was going, using her hands to touch walls and furniture as she went. Suddenly it made sense. The dark glasses,
         the difficult walk down the hall. Oh, great, not only was my therapist tiny, she was blind, too.
      

      
      But the moment the little lady put her hands on me, it was like, bam, Mr. Miyagi, the wizened martial arts expert/spiritual mentor/apartment complex custodian from the original Karate Kid movie, who was able to heal Daniel-san from the injuries he suffered at the hands of Sensei Martin Kove’s Cobra Kai bullies.
      

      
      As I lay on the table, appreciating Jessie’s deep-tissue-probing hands and elbows, realizing this woman might just be my greatest
         weapon in the war against pain — I had a separate, borderline-indecent thought.
      

      
      A massage recipient is almost always given the option to wear or not to wear underwear during the massage. No undies offers
         the benefit of allowing the gluteus maximus (buttocks) to be worked on — a valuable and large muscle group for a therapist
         to have access to for the most effective massage possible. The commando downside? Being completely naked, which I’m not totally
         comfortable being in front of anyone, including my wife. Even while covered by a towel, there’s too much that can go wrong
         — camera phones, secret video, the human gag reflex. So, glutes or no glutes, I’d always exercised my right to keep my undies
         on.
      

      
      I say the recipient is “almost always” given the option, because in September 1994, while suffering from some pretty acute
         sciatic pain while on a tour of Austria, I was told in no uncertain terms that I absolutely, positively had to remove my undies,
         sparking the following dynamic Deutsche dialogue between the future Hardcore Legend and a male Austrian therapist with particularly
         bad teeth. You need only know that Unterhosen = underpants.

      
      
         MICK: Ich möchte auf meinen Unterhosen halten.

         BAD TEETH: Nein, sie können seine Unterhosen nicht tragen.

         MICK: Ja, Ich möchte auf meinen Unterhosen halten.

         BAD TEETH: Nein, sie können seine Unterhosen nicht tragen.

      

      
      Oh, don’t worry, Ich hatte mein Unterhosen getragen.

      
      Good thing I had those Unterhosen on, too. Because “it” moved during the course of my time with that bad-toothed therapist. Oh, yes, it moved!
      

      
      It would take several months of semiregular massages with Jessie before I would become confident enough to discard my Unterhosen, providing unrestricted access to my long-suffering gluteals. And with that historic discard of the Unterhosen, Jessica at Healing Hands became the first woman — in my limited history of being naked around women — that I felt comfortable
         being naked around.
      

      
      And if “it” happens to move once in a while? No big deal — I mean, how’s she going to know?

      
      I would come to see Jessica as not only an incredible massage therapist but as something of a modern-day superhero. Life cannot
         have been easy for a blind orphan from Vietnam, especially when her husband took off on her — returning for good to his native
         Mexico, leaving her to raise their three small children by herself.
      

      
      Despite those troubles, she refused to stay down, putting herself through massage school, riding trains, taking buses, doing
         whatever it took to make her own living. And now … she gets to put her hands on the naked Hardcore Legend. What an inspirational
         story!
      

      
      After a few massages from Super Jessie, I was feeling good enough to start anew, even seeking the services of a personal trainer
         for the first time. I kept hearing about the advantages of training the core, those muscle groups surrounding and including
         the abdominals and lower back. No doubt about it, I was going to be in really good shape for this big return.
      

      
      I would actually be making a couple of WWE appearances before my big return a day after WrestleMania — just enough to fan the flames that were starting to surround the release of the Diaries. Pocket Books continued to be pumped about the release.
      

      
      Speaking of pumped, my first personal training session went well. Sure, that exercise ball stuff seems a little, you know,
         wimpy at first, but when done correctly, that stuff will wear a guy out, especially when it’s hitting muscles I didn’t even
         know existed. I still had a small amount of back pain to contend with, but keeping in mind for a moment that I’m the guy who single-handedly dealt the mighty Cell
         (as in Hell in a Cell) a major ass kicking, I really didn’t think that a small amount of pain was worth worrying about.
      

      
      It was March 2, 2007, when lower-back-disc disaster struck — just three days before my official return to Raw, my first WWE appearance since I was “fired” by Vince McMahon and WWE Diva Melina over six months earlier. What a great day
         for WWE fans. They were going to eat up this return. Please stow those previous two lines away with “Wait until Otis sees
         us! He loves us!” from the 1978 classic Animal House under the heading “Returns that didn’t quite live up to the returnee’s expectations.”
      

      
      I had one more personal training session to complete before heading out to Phoenix. In the backseat of my car, I had a box
         of books, each of them addressed and signed to people I had written of in The Hardcore Diaries — people like Dee Snider, the legendary Twisted Sister singer; John Irving, America’s greatest novelist; Victoria Wilson,
         editor of my novels at Knopf; and Christy Canyon, iconic eighties adult film star (with a brief mid-nineties comeback).
      

      
      I had some reservations about including John Irving and Victoria Wilson in my book. What if they didn’t want to be in a wrestling
         book? As it turned out, my concerns were unwarranted; both Mr. Irving and Ms. Wilson kind of enjoyed it. A little later in
         the book, I will include a story about meeting one of my favorite performers, and my similar concern that this performer might
         not care to be included in a Mick Foley memoir. Who was it? How did it work out? Well, you’ll just have to keep reading, won’t
         you?
      

      
      So, I drove out to the training studio, did an hour’s worth of elastic bands and rubber balls — challenging stuff, sure, but
         nothing compared to the agony I’d endured at the old gym as a teenager or on the trusty Cybex following Al Snow’s leadership.
      

      
      Somewhere during the course of that hour, however, I felt a distinct burn in my lower back. Just a little one, like, let me
         see — like if someone had some kind of access, via teapot spout maybe, to the inside of my body and poured just like a thimbleful of
         hot water into my spine. Just a thimbleful. No big deal. Besides, I thought I knew just what that slight burning was; the
         final small burst of pain needed to complete the healing process. I mean, what else could it possibly be?
      

      
      I headed to the post office to send out those books, relieved that the healing was finally complete. But as I stood in line
         at the post office — a fairly long line — I got the distinct feeling that the little thimbleful of hot water seemed to be
         growing in volume, as if that little teapot had been upended and completely poured out. I felt a steady stream of pain cascading
         down my leg … and I didn’t like it. I looked at my books, no longer caring much about what John Irving or Victoria Wilson
         might think about me. Following that happy post office visit, I still had to pick little Hughie up at preschool. Even with
         my most precious cargo in the backseat, I began to seriously weigh the merits of running red lights on the way home, in order
         to get there that much quicker.
      

      
      Let me see, risking my life and the life of my child versus getting home five minutes quicker? I’ll take that risk! No, I
         guess I’d better not. But I swear, it was a tough decision.
      

      
      I stumbled into the house and headed right for my minor stash of hard liquor — a half-pint bottle of 100 proof Rumple Minze
         that will usually last me a good six months, given the infrequency of my imbibing and an almost childlike inability to down
         more than two shots without getting overly sentimental. I retreated to the relative comfort of the Tempur-Pedic bed, where,
         curled up in the fetal position, I let out the type of low moaning sounds usually reserved for particularly difficult childbirths.
      

      
      You know who I felt sorry for? Me? Yes, that’s a given. But mostly I felt bad for my daughter, who had previously seen her
         dad as some type of tough guy. Boy, that image disappeared in a hurry, kind of like that budget surplus we had for all of
         about ten seconds back in 2001.
      

      
      Finally, after hours of unrelenting agony, I lay down in the back of my beat-up Chevy Venture and let my wife take me to the emergency room.

      
      “Tell me how much it hurts on a scale of one to ten,” I was told.

      
      “Ten.”

      
      “No, on a scale of one to ten.”

      
      “Ten.”

      
      “Ten?” A question; a little skepticism.

      
      “Yes. Ten. Ten, as in the worst pain I’ve ever felt in my life.”

      
      “Really?” Look, I knew what they were getting at, and I’m sure the ER gets their fair share of pain med junkies faking injuries
         for the sake of prescriptions. And I realize I have long hair, I’m missing my front teeth, and I don’t dress well. But doesn’t
         a guy deserve the benefit of the doubt?
      

      
      “Look,” I said, pulling up my hair on my right side, showing them a stump where once upon a time an ear had been. “In 1994,
         my ear was ripped off my head. When I was asked at the hospital how bad the pain was, I said four. That was a four, this is
         a ten!” Technically, I said vier in that hospital, because it was in Germany, but I think you get the drift.
      

      
      I was sent home a little while later, diagnosed with a “muscle strain,” given a prescription for the weaker-level — 500 mg,
         not 750 — painkiller, by a doctor who just wasn’t interested in hearing about my history of disc herniations.
      

      
      (A week later, an MRI would show four disc herniations and two bulging discs — a hollow victory of sorts, especially given
         that my fight to avoid payment for the incorrect diagnosis was unsuccessful.)
      

      
      I was about three hours into the five-hour flight from New York to Phoenix when my double dose of pain medication wore off.
         I had weighed the pros and cons of taking the flight at all, and in truth, had it not been for my monumentally important return
         to Raw to promote my latest literary effort, I might have opted to stay home.
      

      
      Two more seemingly interminable hours in the air, followed by an agonizing taxi ride to the arena, followed by a couple of
         the most painful conversations of my life. Painful, as in I was in so much pain during the course of them, though the content may have
         been quite painful as well.
      

      
      Then a visit to the doctor, who suggested inserting a needle about a foot long into my spine. The shot, he told me, had about
         a 50 percent chance of working. Fifty percent? No thanks. Not a real big fan of any needles, let alone really big ones. Don’t
         like pricks of any size entering me, let alone twelve-inch ones. Wait! I probably could have put that a little better.
      

      
      I was back at the doctor’s in ten minutes, no longer quite so picky about things like foot-long spinal injections or 50 percent
         odds. You know, I never did ask what that other 50 percent might entail. Paralysis? Death? A lifetime of impotence? I didn’t
         really care. I wanted the shot.
      

      
      A considerable part of my left leg went numb to the touch and stayed that way for a while — like for about a year. And I didn’t
         care. The pain went away, with the aid of another double dose of pain medication.
      

      
      The doctor told me the pain might come back in ninety days, or it might not come back at all. I’m not afraid to admit that
         I lived in fear of that most unwanted return for weeks, months, even years. To this day, I don’t want to do anything that
         might hasten its return. Like work out too hard. Or train my core … at all. Seriously. I know how to interpret a sign from
         God when I get one. And God does not want me to work out too hard, not even for a Kurt Angle match.
      

      
      I made a decision back in 1988, before heading out to Tennessee for my first full-time wrestling job, that I wouldn’t mess
         with pain medicine unless I was really, really in a lot of pain. Even as a young guy in the business, I’d heard way too many
         tales of wrestlers falling prey to the allure of pain medicine. So over the years, I would see guys take more shots than Kobe
         on a hot streak, and would see pills popped like cherry Pez — all the while extending my definition of what “really really
         in a lot of pain” meant. For those of you keeping score at home, here are the only three occasions that merited the taking of more than one pain pill in a single day:
      

      
      
         	Bruised shoulder — Cactus Jack and Maxx Payne versus the Nasty Boys, May 1994

         	Veritable laundry list of injuries — Mankind versus Undertaker, June 1998

         	Multiple disc herniations — taking bad advice from Al Snow, March 2007

      

      
      Following my visit with the doctor and the needle, I had a deep talk with Joey Mercury (now wrestling as Joey Matthews), who
         was coming back to WWE after a difficult drug rehabilitation. Joey thanked me for a couple of letters I had sent him during
         his rehab, citing them as a great help during a very tough time. I nodded numbly, recognizing the irony of accepting heartfelt
         thanks for helping with a dependency problem while being more or less stoned myself.
      

      
      But hey, at least I had my big return to look forward to. That returning-star pop that would do wonders for both my ego and
         my book sales. Right?
      

      
      Let’s revisit Otis of “Wait until Otis sees us” fame. Remember the gang in Animal House who showed up at an all-black club and were under the mistaken impression that Otis Day was going to love them just because
         he’d played at their frat party? Well that was my big return in Phoenix, possibly the lukest of all the lukewarm responses
         I’d received in my career.
      

      
      It was odd being out there, almost like being in a parallel universe. I’d already done a couple book signings for The Hardcore Diaries, and they’d been big — my biggest since 2001. Recognition in public was right up there at near 2001 levels, too. Maybe not
         quite up there with my real glory days, but bigger than 2003–2005, for no easily digestible explanation. Yet, in my big return,
         the most recent of all big wrestling returns, I’d received a smaller reaction than the basketball team’s mascot — the Phoenix Gorilla. Imagine that, the Hardcore Legend playing second banana to a gorilla. Yes, at least I’ve
         still got my best-selling author’s gift for wordplay! Banana — gorilla? Good stuff, right?
      

      
      A couple of days later, I received a consolation of sorts — The Hardcore Diaries entered the New York Times Best-Seller List at number seven. It would peak a week later at number six. Sure it wasn’t number one, like the other two
         had been, but the playing field had shifted since 2001. A large number of wrestling books were being released every year,
         making it highly unlikely that any one of them would ever see number one again. Still, I was happy and relieved to be on the
         list at all. Besides, this book had a long-term marketing plan — it was going to be on that list for a long time to come.
      

      
      A conversation a week later with the Texas Rattlesnake, “Stone Cold” Steve Austin, would prove to be prophetic. I just realized
         that Austin had more than one nickname, kind of like the old days on Monday Night Football, when Howard Cosell would refer to “Dandy” Don Meredith as “Danderoo,” apparently not realizing that “Dandy” was quite possibly
         enough nickname to go around.
      

      
      Anyway it was Washington, D.C., and Stone Cold/Texas Rattle-snake/Austin 3:16/World’s Toughest SOB/Stunning Steve/Hollywood
         Blond/Steve Austin came over to me, brandishing a big grin, like he had a story he’d been wanting to share, and the HCL (Hardcore
         Legend) was the only guy suitable for the task at hand.
      

      
      Warning: It’s tough to find a balance between keeping a book PG-13 and staying true to the authenticity of Stone Cold’s dialogue.
         You know what, I’ll go PG-13 here, but I will affix a little asterisk to the words I’ve altered, allowing you, the reader,
         to use your knowledge of Steve Austin and your imagination to authenticate it yourself.
      

      
      Here we go:

      
      “Hey kid, did you see that promo I did on ECW last week?”

      
      Indeed I had, and told him so.

      
      “Gosh darn*, wasn’t that the drizzling poops*?”

      
      “It wasn’t that bad.”

      
      “Not that bad? Shoot*, it was the freaking* poops*. Now listen, kid, I’m not trying to put myself over, but last week on Raw, gosh darn*, I went out there and got a heckuva* reaction. Then the next night on ECW? Shoot*, freaking* nothing.”
      

      
      I laughed and told Steve that it probably had more to do with the crowd being drained by the time ECW went on the air live
         at 10:00 p.m. Eastern. SmackDown, clearly the A show, was taped first, and would end whenever it happened to end, sometimes as early as 9:00 p.m., leaving
         an often tired crowd to wait up to an hour for the B show to begin. Kind of like watching the Yankees play a game at Yankee
         Stadium and then being asked to wait around an hour for the Scranton/Wilkes-Barre Triple-A farm affiliate to take the field.
      

      
      I had a great time for most of that night, reconnecting with some old friends — Scott Armstrong, Kane, and too many others
         to list — as well as making some new ones, like Shelly Martinez, who had heard, quite accurately, that I had found her vampire
         character Ariel to be quite entertaining.
      

      
      I was always grateful for the tremendous respect I received from the younger wrestlers, whether they’d met me or not. It’s
         a special thrill for me to talk to guys like Ray Gordy and Harry Smith, whose dads I had worked with before their untimely
         deaths. I feel a special bond with those guys sharing stories about their dads they may never have had occasion to hear or,
         in some cases, just liked hearing again.
      

      
      Yes, it was a good night, until I went out there for the ECW show, just about an hour after the A show closed up shop. I was
         looking for a way to explain the treacherous actions I had taken almost a year earlier on ECW stalwart Tommy Dreamer. I wanted
         to portray my actions as doing Tommy a favor, giving him a gift of a barbed-wire bat shot to the back as a way to focus public
         attention on him.
      

      
      ECW writer Dave Lagana asked me if I had some ideas for my upcoming promo.

      
      “How about some honesty?” I said.

      
      “What did you have in mind?”

      
      “Well, what if I just go out there and say, ‘Look, I could have made a fortune if I’d hit Batista in the back. I hit you instead!’”

      
      Lagana nearly choked. Too much honesty, apparently. I told him I’d work on something.

      
      Shoot*, I could have used a little of that freaking* honesty out there. The reaction was even luker than that lukest of lukewarm
         reactions I’d received a week earlier. Gosh darn*, it was, like, really freaking* luke. Had it not been for a cricket I heard
         faintly chirping at the three-minute mark, or a pin dropping in the upper balcony a couple minutes later, I’m not sure my
         appearance would have been accompanied by any sound at all.
      

      
      At one point in the promo, I pointed to Sabu, a true ring warrior if ever there was one, and told him he’d never gotten his
         full due; that he should have been one of the biggest stars in the business.
      

      
      Later on backstage, he hugged me and thanked me, and I noticed he was doing his best to fight back tears, and failing. Finally,
         a tear fell down his battered, scarred face.
      

      
      “Sorry,” he said, wiping the tear away quickly. “I had to do my best not to break down out there in front of the fans.”

      
      Wow, tense moment, begging for some levity from the Hardcore Legend. “I wish you would have, brother,” I said, slapping Sabu
         playfully on the collection of keloids that is his deltoid. “It would have proved that someone was listening to my promo.”
      

      
      I didn’t take the failure too personally, even laughing to myself at Steve Cold’s earlier words. I had given the wrong promo
         in the wrong place, at the wrong time. Hey, poop* happens, right?
      

      
      Besides, I’d get ’em next time, right? Well, not exactly. By my count, this would be the second-to-last, honest-to-goodness,
         microphone-in-hand, making-a-real-point promo I would give as a member of WWE. Not until sixteen months later, in my last
         appearance for the company, would Vince McMahon allow me any real promo time.
      

      
      Looking back on it, I’m pretty sure my D.C. promo was the final nail in my WWE main event coffin. Not sure that metaphor even works. Let me see: I’m lying in a coffin, trying to get out
         in order to do a main event, but nails keep being pounded into the coffin, making it harder to get out to do a main event,
         then bam, there’s one more nail, making sure I never get out again. Okay. It works well enough, even if I did get to do one more main
         event only three months later, but I never really did get that microphone back until that final day.
      

      
      But I do believe it’s safe to say that the powers that be behind the scenes who were not big fans of mine finally won out
         that night over the powers that be who still felt I had something major to offer.
      

      
      I had read off and on for months that I had heat with people behind the scenes, and that my depictions of the WWE creative
         process hadn’t won me any new friends within the company. The Wrestling Observer hinted that Triple H was not among my biggest fans, which struck many as odd since I’d been fairly influential in his career
         in 2000, when he was making the transition from popular performer to legitimate main-event bad guy.
      

      
      To which I say to Triple H … brother, … that’s okay. Honestly. First of all, I was paid for those matches with Triple H. Paid
         really well, too. It wasn’t like I helped him move into a new apartment, or lent him money when he was down.
      

      
      Second, whether I was helpful to his career or not, Triple H is a part of the McMahon family — he owes it to Vince and Linda,
         and Shane and Stephanie as well as the shareholders and fans to offer his best opinion, based on what’s best for the company,
         not based on who may have been beneficial to his career.
      

      
      So let’s forget about the idea of anyone owing me anything. If, however, someone wants to start a discussion about how wrong
         WWE’s judgment was, or how they chose to ignore all the big reactions I received in favor of a couple of those cricket chirpers
         … well, I’m willing to listen.
      

      
      A day after WrestleMania, Vince pulled me aside. He had two issues to discuss. One, I was no longer exempt from the WWE dress code. After years of coming and going pretty much as I pleased — flannels, sweats, sneakers — I would be expected to wear
         a sports coat, slacks, and shoes. I heard the part about the sports coat, but not really the words slacks and shoes, choosing to pretend they’d never left his mouth at all.
      

      
      Two, I needed to be “repackaged.” Fans “no longer connected with me.” There would be no angle, no match with Morrison, no
         follow-up on the book. I did a pretaped promo for the Make-A-Wish Foundation that took me nearly twenty takes — probably because
         my confidence was shot — then drove to the airport and caught a flight home, leaving behind a long legacy of making a difference
         with the company.
      

      
      I received a phone call from my editor at Pocket Books a couple days later. What happened to my big push on TV? she asked.
         Where was the big angle?
      

      
      I told her I’d been sent home for repackaging and recited Vince’s line about not connecting with the fans anymore.

      
      “What?” my editor yelled in disbelief. “You don’t connect with the fans? You’re number six on the New York Times list!”
      

   
      
      [image: image]

      COUNTDOWN TO LOCKDOWN:
33 DAYS

      
      March 17, 2009

      
      Orlando, Florida

      
      8:55 a.m.

      
      I’ve got a bowling ball in my stomach, I’ve got a desert in my mouth. Figures that my courage would choose to sell out now. That’s what’s going through my head as I make my way down to ringside for the match I need to do that will get me where I
         want to go — Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, for my April 19 Lockdown match against Sting. Those words are from “Crucify,” a song by Tori Amos, who is now making her third appearance in a Mick Foley memoir. Why? Because
         almost literally, I feel like I have a desert in my mouth. Like an entire desert. Sure, my courage feels like it’s been selling
         out every time I’ve stepped through the curtain for a big match over the last nine years. My legs always feel like Jell-O;
         quivering, soft, no real strength upon which to move with the slightest authority. Just walking upright feels like quite an
         accomplishment come match time. I’m always worried about my wind, too, figuring I haven’t done the proper cardio for matches
         of any magnitude. Usually I’m right, too. My wind goes, and my legs go, and I’m left to rely on a few big moves, a little
         creative forethought, and a little compassion and understanding on the part of my opponent to carry me through. It worked
         like a charm at WrestleMania 2006 with Edge. It worked pretty well at One Night Stand in June of ’06, too. But that was before that “desert in my mouth” problem started acting up.
      

      
      *Look, before we move forward, there is something you need to know about my writing style. When I write about wrestling matches
         that have occurred in the past I nonetheless often refer to them in the present tense, as if they are taking place in my mind.
         Which, come to think of it, they usually are. Other times I will shift back into a past tense, sometimes without warning.
         I will leave it up to you as the reader to navigate this particular nuance.
      

      
      The match is just minutes old, four or five, when Kurt picks me up for an Angle Slam on the concrete. I can almost hear you
         guys saying, On the concrete, Mick? Are you crazy? No, I’m not crazy, but Kurt needs a big move, something drastic and obviously painful to dramatically turn the tide, put
         me in a world of hurt, and create immediate sympathy. I’m simply not in good enough shape to fight out from underneath, stage
         comebacks, and hit any kind of impressive offensive moves. I need something quick, efficient, and convincing. Angle Slam on
         the concrete.
      

      
      I’m only halfway up and I already feel redeemed. What a difference twenty-four hours can make. Hello, old “light” Mick. So
         long, you S.O.S. My back lands with a sickening thud on the concrete — the cold, hard concrete, if you want me to go into details about
         it. Growing up a wrestling fan, I know concrete just wouldn’t be concrete without the adjectives cold and hard in front of it. I hear the collective groan of the crowd in the Impact Zone, and I know I’ve got a chance to tell this story.
         If only I could swallow.
      

      
      What is it about this pace that makes it such a task? It can’t just be nerves. Often, since joining TNA back in September,
         I’ve needed only to cut a promo in the ring — and I’ve found myself barely able to talk. At our live Impact from Las Vegas, I was almost in a state of panic, looking at our smoking-hot floor director, Stevie (who is a woman, by the way, a woman
         “with flaming locks of auburn hair, with ivory skin and eyes of emerald green” — a little Dolly Parton “Jolene” lyric for
         you), to give me the five-minute cue, and feeling, absolutely feeling, that I had less than a minute of moisture in my body
         before my mouth just sealed shut, like the slamming of some forbidden tomb.
      

      
      At least then I was just talking. Now I have to face the prospect of being beaten up by the world’s most intense, driven athlete
         while worrying about my legs, my wind, and my damn saliva. I have a vivid thought, a question that I ask myself as Kurt rolls
         me into the ring. If I had a choice between a million dollars and a bottle of water, what would I choose? It’s a million-dollar question, literally. Kurt is putting the boots to me for several seconds when I answer my own question.
         I would take the million. But I had to think about it. Really, really think about it.
      

      
      There’s only one way to make this work. I need to look as helpless as possible — defenseless, incapable of any hope of offense.
         But I can’t just lie there. I’ve got to be animated in my helplessness. Show my despair to the camera, let the fans in the
         building and at home feel my pain. Kurt just needs to stay aggressive, ruthless. Not really a problem for Kurt.
      

      
      I look over at Sting, Kurt’s partner for the match. “That’s enough, Kurt,” he says. “He’s had enough.” Bingo. There it is.
         My incentive. My rationale for whatever action I might take. It all goes back to what “Freebird” Michael Hayes told me so long ago: “A heel
         has to believe he’s right.” Not that I think my potential actions will turn me heel. I don’t really want to be a bad guy.
         I just want to paint my character with a few shades of gray. For I think it’s within these shades of gray that the battle
         for TV ratings and Pay-Per-View buys will be fought, hopefully won. The ratings have been up for TNA. But these ratings have
         not been translating to Pay-Per-View buys. I don’t know if a match with Sting can be part of the solution. But I think it
         can. Maybe I’m naïve or slightly delusional. I think there’s always been a fine line between self-confidence and self-delusion
         in our business. Any guy bold enough to think he can make a difference is probably just barely on the right side of that formula.
         I’ve seen top guys toward the end of their run fall on the wrong side of that line, and it’s not pretty.
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