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Dedicated to my dad, whose unconditional love allowed me to be everything I am.


To my mom, who only ever wanted the best for me.


To my brother, who gave me a dream.


To wrestling, for making those dreams come true.


To my husband, Colby, and my daughter, Roux, for giving me a life and love beyond those wild dreams.
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If you bring forth what is within you, what you bring forth will complete you. If you do not bring forth what is within you, what you bring forth will destroy you.
—my dad, but also the Bible (kinda)
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AUTHOR’S NOTE
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All contents in this book are strictly from my point of view, as I remember it. Which means I may have misremembered a whole bunch of stuff, or at least skewed it towards my own personal bias. I like to think I’m pretty self-aware and, as much as possible, do know when I’m the jerk. But maybe not; I suppose we’ll see. Sometimes I might change a name here and there in an effort to protect the innocent.


In any case, don’t take any of it too seriously: “It’s life, and life only.” I think Bob Dylan said that.









PRESHOW
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When I was five years old, my dad said to me, “Make sure you keep a journal. I wish I had. Back in my day, a quarter pound of sweets cost five p; now it costs fifty p. It would be interesting to keep track of that.”


I’m sure there are more interesting things I could have kept track of than the price of sweets, but that’s where my lifelong love affair with writing began. I’ve journaled my whole life, in the hopes that when I began writing my memoir I could draw from a well of information and memories. It didn’t quite work out that way, however. In researching this book, I discovered that my journals were more like the repetitive ramblings of a madwoman. Maybe not a madwoman, but certainly a lost girl trying to find her way in this crazy world—tormented by bad relationships, teen angst, and repeating the same problems over and over again.


Despite my diligence in recording how I was feeling at all times (and the price of sweets, of course), I wrote down very few actual stories or memories. One thing that my journals make abundantly clear, though, is how much wrestling changed my life forever. It got into my bloodstream early on—and I don’t believe it could be eradicated even if I were to get a complete transfusion.


You probably know me as Becky Lynch. If not, maybe I served you in a bar in New York City or handed you peanuts high above the Atlantic. Maybe you saw me kill a man with a shield on The Vikings, or watched me reach octaves reserved only for Cyndi Lauper as I played her on NBC’s Young Rock. My professional life has been turbulent either way, and I hope to be able to recap the most interesting parts here for you. At times, I wish Rebecca Quin were more like the character I play on TV. Instead, she’s vulnerable, often foolish, and a whole lot more complex. But I like that about her.
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EPISODE 1


THE ENTRANCE
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It was April 2020. I was the longest-reigning Raw women’s champion. And I was pregnant.


With the world shut down for covid and nothing to do, the least I could do was create human life. If ever there was a time to sneak a kid into the wrestling family, I decided this was it.


My fiancé, Colby, and I had just gathered our snacks, taking a break from our Game of Thrones marathon to watch the biggest wrestling event of the year, WrestleMania 36. The showcase of the immortals. The Super Bowl of sports entertainment. An event so big, it sells thousands upon thousands of tickets before even a single match is announced. Only this year’s attendance, precisely zero. And I was wrestling on it. Again, pregnant.


We had pretaped the event two weeks earlier, covid protocols calling for us to travel as little as possible, meaning we taped several shows at a time, weeks in advance.


Vince McMahon, our almighty overlord and the chairman of WWE, would rather die than cancel a show. That man believes in what he does and what WWE means more than anything. At a time when people were scared and confused, not knowing what the future held for them or their loved ones, people needed a distraction more than ever.


Vince, the almost mythical billionaire, could be a terrifying figure. He was never one to shy away from controversy or tough decisions. He even remains one of the few people to take on the United States government and win. WWE was his baby. But how the hell was he going to feel about my baby?


As I chomped down on my cheese puffs, I watched my opponent Shayna Baszler throw my expecting ass around like I was a kite on a windy day. I had recommended that she take the title from me at WrestleMania. Not because I was with child, but because I had been a babyface champion for so long and could feel the audience beginning to turn on me. I had gone from underdog to top dog, and such a situation can’t overstay its welcome. Plus, we needed to make more female contenders, and what better way to do that than having them win the title on the grandest stage of them all? Everyone wins.


Except me, whose request was denied. I wanted to lose, but I would actually win, so it was a loss. . . . Sigh. Wrestling is confusing.
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“How am I gonna tell Vince?” I turned to Colby, realizing that beyond our immediate family, the most powerful man in wrestling needed to be the first recipient of our news.


“You’re just gonna have to tell him,” he responded.


“You think he’s gonna yell at me? Fire me?”


“I don’t think so. But he’ll probably be upset.”


“Ugh.”


I waited till the hullaballoo of WrestleMania weekend was over. All things considered, it was a success. Or as much of a success as a wrestling event can be when taped in front of absolutely no one, with only the grunts of our pain and effort to interrupt the awkwardness.


“You’re just going to have to call him,” Colby advised, looking at my anguished face while I was in the midst of something resembling a workout. “Just rip the Band-Aid off.”


“Okay. Okay, yeah. I can do that.”


“You sure?”


“Yeah. Yeah. I’ll tell him how I can still keep working. You know, maybe I can . . . I could make a documentary about all this. Or I could maybe be a consultant on the creative team or something?!” I said as I scrambled for ways to save my job.


“I think you’re going to be fine,” Colby comforted me.


“Yeah, I’m The Man,” I said facetiously. “I’m gonna call him now.” Then I stepped outside to make the biggest phone call of my life.


Brrring, brrring. Brrring, brrring.


There was a light drizzle as I stood outside Colby’s Iowa gym, waiting for Vince to answer.


Brrring, brrring. Brrring, brrring.


I began to kick up the dirt on the ground, making patterns with my foot. My anxiety overriding my nausea.


Brrring, brrring.


It’s just life, Rebecca. You can have it all. The family and the job. The men do. Why not you? It’s not fair for anyone to ask you to choose. And it’s none of their business, I reasoned with myself.


Brrring, brrring. Click.


I reentered the empty gym.


“He didn’t answer,” I relayed, more relieved than disappointed.


“Probably in a meeting or somethi—”


“Oop! That’s him!” I yelled as my phone rang.


The drizzle had turned to a downpour as I ran outside, seeking refuge in my fiancé’s Tesla.


I took a deep breath before pressing the illuminated green phone button.


“Hi, Vince!”


“Hello! Sorry, I was just in a meeting. How are you doing?” Vince’s signature gravelly voice sounded like the embodiment of a death sentence.


“Oh, I’m, eh, I’m good. I’m calling you because, well, we have a little bit of a problem,” I began, searching for any signs of my big-girl pants in the car so I could put them on and get through this conversation.


Just say it, Rebecca. Just fucking say it. Okay, here it goes.


“Sir, I’m five weeks pregnant, and so I was thinking maybe we could . . .” I kept talking so that maybe he’d miss the gravity of the first part of my sentence and concentrate on this award-winning documentary I was somehow going to make.


Without waiting for me to finish, and with zero hesitation in his voice, he responded with the last words I expected to come out of his mouth. . . .


“Congratulations!”


Huh? I came here ready for a verbal ass kicking.


“Oh my god, Rebecca! That’s fantastic news. Wow! I’m so happy for you!”


I sat there stunned, tears beginning to stream down my face. Relief, joy, hormones. Of all the possible outcomes, this was the most surprising.
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I had done a few things in my life. But this was about to be the biggest, and it was far from the way I was brought into this world. . . .
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I made my prompt and elegant entrance into the world on January 30, 1987, in Limerick, Ireland.


My mother, having just uprooted her life to accommodate my father’s new job, learned midlabor that he had lost said job. As she pushed me out in the grimy Limerick hospital, the radiator repairman unceremoniously interrupted to complete his final task of the day.


“I beg your pardon, ma’am. Just a little jammed here. Hope you haven’t been too cold. That’s all fixed now.”


“Get out!”


“Of course, of course. Goodbye now and congratulations, by the way. That’s a beautiful little girl you have there.”
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It wasn’t long after the radiator repair man had wished us well that Mom picked up and moved back to Dublin City.
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When I was growing up, my mother was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. I know just about everyone says that about their ma, but I had validation. External validation. Professional validation.


She was a model.


In fact, when the term “milf” was first coined, it seemed like the entirety of popular culture had been designed specifically to taunt my older brother, Richy, and me.


When modeling proved less stable, she traded in being a calendar centerfold for the equally glamorous (at the time) life of being a globe-trotting flight attendant.
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Her head-turning good looks gave me hope that I might one day achieve this esoteric superpower whenever the puberty fairies would bestow their blessings upon me. However, these fairies seemingly missed the “make her a stunner” portion of their growth dust.


Or rather, my invention of the potato waffle and cheese white bread sandwich had my taste buds in a stranglehold from the age of nine and trapped me in their starchy, creamy prison, keeping those cellulite bumps on my thighs fed and happy, living their best lives.
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It wasn’t just that I revered my mom because she was drop-dead gorgeous. She had a humility about her, almost as if she was unaware of the attention she garnered at every turn. She was also a hard worker and a staunch realist to boot.


It was all of these attributes that made her marriage to my father utterly confusing.


Don’t get me wrong: my dad was an absolute legend. He was a dreamer, a charmer, a man with his head in the clouds who valued imagination and originality above all else. He was constantly inventing the next revolutionary thing. But his ideas always seemed to exceed his execution. He never really found his footing in life, but the one thing he was most proud of was me and my brother.


My brother was an angel, but I, on the other hand, was Satan with a poorly cut bob. I could be bashing my brother over the head with a frying pan and my dad would reprimand Richy, “Just leave her be! She’s expressing herself.”


I don’t think I’ve ever met two more diametrically opposed people than my parents. My dad valued independence and autonomy. The first words I remember my mom telling me were “Be normal.” Even at five, I knew I was going to break her heart. My dad was in and out of employment for most of his life. My mom always had the steady job. The one thing, and possibly the only thing, they could agree on, however, was that they loved me and my brother more than anything and we should always come first.


To me, their contrasting personalities were a blessing. My dad gave me the courage to dream. My mom gave me the practicality to go out and work for it. My mom gave me hope I was going to grow up to be a babe. My dad diluted the gene pool enough for me to know I had to work on my personality.


By the time I was just a year old, they decided to call it quits and separate, which, in Catholic Ireland, where divorce wasn’t even legal yet, was immensely frowned upon.


It didn’t affect my life too much. (A) I was too young to know what the hell was going on, and (B) by the time I was four and old enough to realize my dad wasn’t around, my mom allowed Dad to move back into our house in an act of highly admirable parenting. A victory on all accounts.


We could have our dad, and she had help when she had to go away on longer trips.


Sure, living with your ex sounds like a downright nightmare, and they hardly talked or had much interaction at all and there was an undertone of tension in the house at all times that we were too young to understand. But they were civil enough to do everything as a family. Vacations, dinners, gatherings, you name it.


For Richy and me, everything was hunky-dory as our parents continued their separate celibate lives under one roof—which is the wistful assumption of all kids anyway.


It also meant we didn’t have to take time away from our quintessential lower-middle-class Dublin neighborhood, where every day was a kid party. There were about seventeen of us young hooligans all close in age running around together, causing havoc, with little drama ever breaking out among us.


Until we were infiltrated by the British in the summer of 1997. One of the neighbors had their English grandson Robbie come to stay while school was out. The kid had the charisma of Dwayne “The Rock” Johnson packed into his tiny sixty-pound frame. He danced and sang to the amusement of everyone on the block. Everyone but me. I never liked this guy. I don’t know what it was about him. Maybe I was jealous of how beloved he was among my peers. Maybe I envied his rhythm and his angelic singing voice. Or maybe, just maybe, this kid was a little prick.


One day, while Robbie sat perched in a tree above me in the communal green area of the hood, likely performing a perfect rendition of “Bohemian Rhapsody,” I swung from our makeshift swing below. It was essentially a rope hanging from a branch with a small plank to sit on. Our many hours of dragging our feet in the same spot had worn a dent into the packed ground underneath.


Suddenly the rope snapped! I landed on my ass with a loud thud.


“She’s so fat she broke the swing!” Robbie yelled, and laughed uproariously.


All my friends laughed along too.


I sat there humiliated, trying not to cry.


Eventually, when the urge had left my eyes and forcing any bravery I could garner, I got up and brushed myself off. Only to reveal that I had landed right on top of the indentation on the ground.


“She put a dent in the ground! Hahahahahaha!”


Everyone laughed again.


“I did not!”


“Then how did it get there? Hahaha!”


I couldn’t stop the tears this time and ran inside crying.


The next day, as every day, the whole gang was playing outside. I decided today was a seesaw kind of day—doubly so with the swing now out of commission. In addition to the swing, we had constructed a seesaw from a large plank of wood balanced haphazardly on a brick wall.


“Who wants to go with me?” I asked as I jogged towards the wall where the seesaw awaited.


“No, Becky, stop!” one friend shouted.


“What’s your problem?” I asked as I reached my teeter-totter destination.


I looked down at the plank of wood and quickly discovered their problem. Written in bold letters were the words:


BECKY’S GOT A BELLY LIKE A SACK OF POTATOES


accompanied by a sketch of me with a sack of potatoes–shaped belly, which, in fairness to the culprit, had been rendered with some skill.


The plank was literally covered in Becky-themed insults.


“Who . . . wrote this?” I demanded, before the finger-pointing started:


“It was her.”


“It was not!”


“It was him; he made us do it!”


How could I have such a wildly different interpretation of our friendship?


I grabbed the plank and once again ran home in floods of tears. Then and there, I vowed to lose weight so I might have a chance of actually being like my mom when I grew up. But then I got hungry and sad and just wanted pizza. Beauty was my mom’s domain. Pizza was mine.









EPISODE 2


THE JUMP START
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The perks of my mother being a flight attendant meant that even though we had little spare cash, we were able to travel for pennies. She took my brother and me with her on transatlantic flights quasi-regularly, and one year we even got to spend Christmas in New York. Literally on the set of Home Alone 2, there was an undeniable magic to the city. Pizza slices as big as my belly, spending Christmas Eve wandering FAO Schwarz and ice-skating in Central Park—I fell in love with America there and then.


When my mother offered to take me to Boston a few years later, I jumped at the chance. Generally, flight attendants get an allowance for each day they’re in a particular destination and Mom would usually spend hers on my brother and me. She had saved up her per diems over several trips so I could pick out some clothes. I always felt a bit special getting my clothes from America. I might as well have been wearing Gucci for how fancy I felt sporting a new hoodie from The Gap.


I was ten years old and my, ahem, “growth spurt,” shall we say, had me bulging out of my trousers in all directions, so naturally it was time to invest in pants of the stretchy variety. Boston wasn’t quite as awe-inspiring as Manhattan at Christmas, but the shopping was great. We had walked the length and breadth of the city, it seemed, when my chunky little legs couldn’t take any more and I wanted to stop for some food.


“Can we go to McDonald’s?” I begged like most red-blooded ten-year-olds, and I was delighted to be answered in the affirmative.


Upon arrival, I waddled up to the counter and radiated anticipation.


“May I get a Quarter Pounder with Cheese meal, please?”


“Medium or large?”


“Make it a large,” I said. This was my time and I was balling.


“Would you like to supersize it?”


“What does that mean?”


“Bigger drink and more fries than a large.”


What in the world? I thought, You bet your ass I want to supersize it!


“Wow!” I gasped as the spotty teenager put my meal on a tray and pushed it towards me.


I had never seen such a triumph of delicious golden fries in all my days. I took my tray and swaggered to a seat near the window, chuffed with my gluttony.


I was so engrossed in my food and the conversation with my mom that I didn’t think it weird when a man came in without ordering anything and just sat across from us.


“Show me the jeans you got!” my mom enthused.


I bent over to look in the bag when my eyes landed upon the strange man. That guy has a weird-looking thumb, I thought, and why is he stroking it?


I resurfaced with my new jeans in hand when it dawned on me: that might not be his thumb!


“How about the top you got?”


I leaned over again and caught a second glance.


Yep, definitely not a thumb!


“I’m not hungry anymore!” I exclaimed as I jumped from the table and ran to discard my previously coveted food.


My sudden movement startled the man, making him jump up and run out the door.


Throwing out food was out of character for me, so my mom followed quickly behind asking “What’s wrong?”


“That man was stroking his . . .” I whispered, “penis.”


That event soured my view of Boston for a while. And penises even more so.


Maybe my mom’s good looks weren’t all they were cracked up to be.


Despite my negative Bean Town experience, I jumped at the opportunity when my mom suggested a trip to New York a year later, just before my eleventh birthday.


This time we went post-Christmas, and the cold rain and absence of fairy lights illuminating every tree made it a lot less magical than before as we spent our time wandering around in a jet-lagged haze, our feet soaked from puddles. On our final day, after breakfast, we came back to our Times Square hotel, exchanging the bright billboards that overwhelmed our senses for our darkly lit room with its mustard-yellow walls and old must, like the sheets and walls had been stained with years of cigarette smoke.


“I have something to tell you,” my mom began.


This isn’t good, I thought. No one says “I have something to tell you” before delivering good news. My mind raced with a plethora of possibilities. First to my brain was that she and my dad, in a strange turn of events, had been getting along lately, talking and even laughing. Very weird behavior for them altogether. What if she is going to tell me they are getting back together? Even at ten I knew that would have been a terrible, terrible mistake.


“I’ve started seeing someone,” she continued.


Well, shit, this isn’t what I wanted to hear either!


I stared at her blankly, trying to fight the tears that would soon roll down my face.


“His name is Chris and he’s a pilot.”


“Do Dad and Richy know?” I asked, bereft of any other questions. I didn’t want details.


“Yes, they’ve both taken it well. Your dad said he was happy for me and I deserve it.”


She did deserve it, but that didn’t stop me being upset! Our whole lives, my brother and I had been the sole beneficiaries of all her love and affection. I wasn’t ready to share it. I had never even known her to go on a date. She actually used to wear her wedding ring so people wouldn’t ask her out. Clearly, that didn’t deter this Chris fella.


“You actually answered the phone when he called around Christmas,” my mom admitted.


This asshole was calling around Christmas?! What a homewrecker, I thought as I immediately searched for any reason not to like him.


“He’s divorced; he lives in Bayside; he has two boys, Alistair and Kenneth. Alistair is two years older than Richard and Kenneth is two years older than you.”


She took a deep breath before cooing dreamily, “He’s the one.”


Well, fuck.


“But nothing’s going to change around here,” she promised.


A promise she couldn’t keep.









EPISODE 3


THE UNDERDOG
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Two years into her relationship with Chris, my mom was already burnt-out. She was working full-time, flying around the world, nurturing a blossoming romance, and parenting an absolute asshole of a teenager. (That would be me.)


She decided to look for houses located closer to Chris in Bayside, Dublin, about thirty minutes from where we lived. She may as well have wanted to move to India for how far away that seemed to my thirteen-year-old self. And, of course, this meant everything was about to change!


I’d have to leave the house I grew up in. I’d have to change schools. I’d have to leave all of my friends. My dad would have to move out.


“Why can’t Chris just move closer to where we live?” I bargained.


“Because his kids’ mother lives closer to him and he has to see his kids too.”


I didn’t like any of this! I felt like our family was getting the shaft, while his was being catered to.


In adult reality, my mom was looking for a way out of the tension-ridden house that in many ways had kept her captive in her own home—as one might expect when cohabitating with one’s ex-husband. Plus, Chris was an amazing man who had proved to be an incredible partner for my mother and it was about time they progressed this damn inconvenient thing. She also didn’t want to move in with him either, worrying that living with someone who wasn’t our dad would be difficult on my brother and me. And I’m sure sparing Chris my teenage wrath.


After my mother had searched for months on end, as if by some great miracle the house next door to Chris came up for sale, and my mom instantly made her move.


It rained on moving day, perfectly encapsulating my mood. We’ll ignore the fact that it rains most every day in Ireland.


As I left the only home I had ever known, I yelled at my mom that I hated her—with a venom I don’t think I’ve spit out since.


My dad attempted to comfort me as he guided me to the car, but I was too far gone. He hated her too. The last nearly ten years had worked well for him. He loved his kids more than anything and now he had to move away from them. He wasn’t able to afford much in terms of housing, which automatically disqualified him from majority custody.


[image: Illustration]


Mom’s new house was a fixer-upper verging on dilapidated. The previous owners clearly dabbled in pharmaceutical sales of the street variety, as they left behind their triple-beam scale and a constellation of burn marks all over the carpet.


The stress I was putting my mom under was taking its toll on her. She began wasting away to nothing, unable to eat, and gagging at the dinner table when she tried. She only ever wanted to be a good mother, raise good children, and live a good life. But somehow, no matter how many masses she attended, things weren’t working out that way for her. And unfortunately, for the next few years, I was only going to get worse.


What’s more, the new neighborhood was a maze of dodgy side alleys and nettle-filled fields, with a random ancient graveyard smack-dab in the middle of it. Perfect for delinquent teens—of which there happened to be an abundance. Which facilitated my newfound hobbies of street drinking and pot smoking that I had picked up to cope with all of these thirteen-year-old emotions.


On the plus side, me and my brother were becoming closer, bonding over our shared disdain for our current situation. Richy was four years my senior, and though I had annoyed the ever-living shit out of him for most our lives, he had the patience of a saint and, ultimately, all I wanted was to be like him. He is one of life’s good guys, an old soul with an innate wisdom about him.


Richy also excels at anything he puts his mind to. While I never had many interests beyond hanging with my friends and watching television, he was always doing something productive—karate, playing guitar, playing rugby—but ultimately his greatest love was creating art. He was gifted from a young age, drawing comic book characters or pulling tar up from the roads on hot summer days to make his own action figures. And though he was older, smarter, and more accepting than I was, he was struggling with this family deterioration too, maybe even more so as he attempted to balance his own grief with also being my shield of armor. When my parents’ fighting was at its peak, he bore the weight so I would be less impacted.
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Through all of these changes, we found solace in two things.


Number one: wrestling. Of course we were all Hulkamaniacs in the early nineties, singing along to “Real American” as the balding, bandana-clad hero flexed his twenty-four-inch pythons to the sheer delight of all watching. But once I had passed the age of five, it was no longer hip to love wrestling. After a long period of abstention from all things WWE, my brother rekindled a love for the sport, and that meant I, inevitably, was soon to follow suit. It was the height of the Attitude Era, where wrestling was bold and brash, beating up your boss only led to making more money, the objectification of women was strangely celebrated, characters were outlandish, and it had just become cool for teenagers and folk in their twenties to re-indulge, while classrooms were filled with kids giving one another the middle finger and telling their teachers to “suck it.”


But I wasn’t just going to accept wrestling’s coolness willy-nilly. It would have to prove itself to me. Because clearly I was the authority on cool.


“That stuff is for babies,” I jeered my brother as he watched. “Don’t you know it’s all fake?” I was the worst.


“Actually, it has gotten really good,” Richy replied cool as a cucumber, completely unbothered by my insults.


And while I was doing my own thing around the house, listening to Nirvana or detailing my woes in journal entries, I kept one eye on the television—due to one captivating performer.


His name was Mick Foley and he was involved in an angle with Triple H. Mick, a large and hairy man, missing half of an ear and with the physique of a springtime bear, had a particular way of speaking that I was mesmerized by. With his slightly high-pitched and cracking voice, there was something about the way this madman told a story that would not allow me to look away. He had intensity and warmth in equal measures. He was brave but vulnerable and also had incredible comedic timing. More than anything, he was authentic. Through my TV screen I could tell he was a wonderful human.


In my teenage disarray and feeling like I didn’t belong, I could relate to Mick. Like me, he wasn’t naturally gifted. He wasn’t an athlete, but he made up for it by taking huge risks in the ring and I wanted those risks to pay off for him so badly.


I began to instruct my brother, “Just call me when Mick comes on!”


Mick would come on the telly and reel me in—and, well, after that I was there to stay. It would become one of my life goals to one day give Mick Foley a big bear hug. And while I don’t want to give away the ending of this book . . . (but tick [image: Illustration]).


Wrestling is a funny thing. Once you get into it, you can’t seem to shut up about it. Or at least I couldn’t. The spectacle, the story lines, the conflict and resolution. The athletic maneuvers, the stunts, good prevailing over evil and even if things aren’t going well for our heroes there could be a win around the corner. It had everything: drama, comedy, romance, adrenaline, excitement. Above all, it had hope.


I revered the effort, training, dedication, and toughness that it took to become a WWE superstar. Even though I myself knew nothing of discipline, I could live vicariously through my idols.


I wanted to talk to everyone about wrestling. I wanted to break down the nuance in the ring and the gossip outside of it. And I found a place I could go on endlessly, which brings me to number two: the Central Bank. I’m sure you’re thinking, That’s an odd thing for a thirteen-year-old to be into. It wasn’t actually banking I was into, but the location of the bank. It was in the middle of Dublin City and became the hangout spot for misfits of all kinds. The goths, the hippies, the rockers, and the emos would all go there on the weekends to drink away our common misery, bonding over our dysfunctional families and love of alternative music and of course wrestling.


We weren’t the bad kids, but we were the kids sneaking vodka into our Coca-Cola bottles and drinking in the bathroom of the cinema, or stealing the chocolate bars on the bottom shelf in the local corner store when no one was looking. At the same time, we thought about the state of society and the world, and wanted peace, love, and harmony. Well, mostly.


There was, amidst us, a twenty-four-year-old man named Zippy who had spent time in prison and had emerged unreformed and who would inspire fear amongst us teens whenever he entered our orbit. However, he adored one of my friends, Steven. Steven and I had connected over our mutual love of wrestling. He was a smart, dashingly handsome lad with beautiful long, flowing blond hair—and to top it all off, he was in a band. Swoon.


Steven got along with everyone. And thus, even the most feared thug in the group, Zippy, wanted to impress him.


While discussing wrestling one evening, all three of us walked through the center of the city. We had just descended a set of concrete stairs leading to a large courtyard when we came across a kid no older than sixteen.


“What’s your name?” Zippy asked as we approached him.


“Who, me? I’m—”


Suddenly, with no warning, Zippy scooped under the kid’s arm, hoisted him up into the air, and rock-bottomed him flush on the concrete, his skull hitting the ground with a most disgusting thud.


The kid, miraculously still conscious, got up and scurried away as quick as his shaky legs could carry him, blood coming from his head, as Steven and I looked on with wide-eyed horror.


As much as I loved wrestling, I didn’t want a live impromptu show. Especially when one of the participants wasn’t consenting. I abided by the “Don’t try this at home” WWE warning. I wished this full-grown dodgy man would too.


[image: Illustration]


Back in my new neighborhood, I had acquired a group of friends. We all had the same love of getting stoned and hanging around the mean streets of Bayside. Everyone was slightly older than I was, so it made purchasing alcohol even easier.


With my mom being gone on overnights on weekends, our place became the party house. Most weekends were fairly tame, but occasionally the wrong person would invite a group of wrong people. Then my brother and I had to prevent fights from breaking out and stop people from setting fire to our furniture.


My mom could smell the stench of smoke when she walked into the house, jet-lagged and exhausted from working through the night. She’d start frantically cleaning, disappointed in us and worn-out by our irresponsibility and recklessness.


We, of course, would deny everything emphatically. Innocent until proven guilty! And she had no concrete evidence that there were hordes of delinquent youths utilizing her home as if it were the local nightclub.


My aunt, noticing my wildness—and probably thinking she could extinguish the flames, considering she was a former wild woman herself—took me away to Italy with her and her family for two weeks during the summer, with the hope this would give me some grounding and life experience.


The first week was filled with sightseeing and historical excursions. Getting to travel through the city of Pompeii, imagining the world two thousand years ago and the horror people experienced as their town was covered in molten lava, reminded me of the insignificance of my problems and that maybe things weren’t as bad as they could be. Especially when I was spending the evenings eating authentic Italian pizza and the world’s best gelato.


However, when we came to the relaxing, sitting by the pool part of the vacation, I was less than enthused. My rotund fourteen-year-old body and frizzed-up mop of hair had me rather self-conscious, so I would do all I could to avoid wearing a bikini in public.


One day while I sat next to my aunt, trying awkwardly to cover up my body, she did her best to comfort me. “Oh, Becky darling,” she said with sincerity, “there’s far too many blond beauties around here for anyone to be looking at you.”


Oh, gee, thanks. That makes me feel fucking great.


She quickly found out that I really was as difficult as my mom claimed. I pouted all day long, secretly smoked my cigarettes, and hoarded alcohol in my room, unwilling to socialize with anyone. But Italy really is beautiful in the summertime.


When school recommenced, I had fully retracted into myself, showing little interest in anything other than getting high in the bushes during lunch break. I even failed PE, which, by the way, I thought you passed just by showing up. And I was there, bloodshot eyes and all, refusing to do anything. I was worried I looked stupid when I ran. To be fair, high as I was, my worry was most likely valid.


By the time the parent-teacher meetings rolled around, my mom left the school in tears after being waterboarded with stories of how lazy and unmotivated I was, how I was falling behind and something needed to be done.


I knew I wasn’t doing well and I had no aversion to making my mom cry myself, but when someone else made her cry on my behalf, that was different. It felt like maybe, perhaps, there was a small chance that I was, in fact, the problem and needed to do something about it.


As I sat in my dismal bedroom, contemplating the meaning of everything and whether school mattered or if a better way to cope with this confusion was to find myself a can of beer and chill out in the graveyard by the house, I had an epiphany. I had to turn my life around once and for all right now.


But how?









EPISODE 4


THE BABYFACE
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I walked into the computer room to find Richy staring at a black-and-maroon website.


“What’s NWA Hammerlock?” I asked, reading the letters at the top of the screen. It sounded like either a rap band or an especially unfriendly shark. Maybe both.


“It’s a wrestling school in the UK.”


“Oh, cool!” I said as I wondered if he was reconsidering his art career.


Earlier that week, we’d watched a new show by WWE called Tough Enough, where contestants with no prior wrestling experience learned the craft from scratch. The training was gruesome and the bumps looked painful. But most stuck with it, because two winners—one male, one female—would be selected to join the promotion.


It was frustrating to watch, because these aspiring stars would constantly drop out of fitness tests or complain about being sore or hurt. “Stop being a little bitch!” I’d yell at the television. “This is your dream, people!!! You’re so lucky! How could you show any weakness?! It’s the WWE, for Godsake!”


Richy and I knew we could do better (my athletic shortcomings were simply a side note), so I figured that’s why he was looking up NWA Hammerlock.


“I wrote to them and told them I want to train. I said I’m not a dreamer, I know the hard work that it will take, but I feel like I would regret it if I never tried,” Richy explained as he scrolled through the website, landing on the talent roster.


“Look! There’s two Irish lads on their website,” he pointed out as he clicked on their profiles.


“Paul Tracey”—a tall, slightly smug-looking, largely pale, gingery blond lad.


“Fergal Devitt,” who was dark-haired, with piercing blue eyes and an unbelievably ripped body.


“That Fergal lad looks like a real douchebag,” I jeered.


Even though I was sure I could do better than the people on Tough Enough, the thought of actually pursuing wrestling had never crossed my mind. But now there was a pit of envy in my stomach—that Richy was most likely going to get to do this and I wouldn’t.


At nineteen, he was a full-grown adult, but there was no way my mom was going to let my fifteen-year-old-self fly over to England to train to be a wrassler.


A few days later the owner of Hammerlock, Andre Baker, wrote back to accept Richy’s application. In a delightful turn of events, he announced that Paul Tracy and that douchey-looking Fergal Devitt would be opening a wrestling school in Ireland in May.


“That’s two weeks from now! Where is it going to be?”


“In Bray”—which was a simple one-hour train ride from us.


“I want to go!” I beamed.


“You can’t. You have to be sixteen,” he said as he tried to sway me away


“I’ll lie!”


“You’re not coming. I don’t want to have to look after my little sister.”


“You won’t have to.” My lies had already begun.


My brother wasn’t going to get behind my newly found wrestling ambitions just yet, and neither would my mother. In fact, if she ever came into the room when we had wrestling on, she would shriek, avert her eyes, and run quickly out of the room as if she had caught us watching some depraved porno. It was for that reason she wouldn’t even get the chance to object—as I told her I was going to do Brazilian jiu-jitsu, which sounded much more exotic.


Luckily for me, my dad was always a supporter of whatever eccentric whim would pop into my noggin.


Training would commence at 2:00 pm on Sunday, so the Saturday night before I stayed with my dad.


“Dad, they’re opening a wrestling school in Bray. I really want to go.”


“That’s great, Becks! Sure, you’ll be only marvelous.” I could have told him I was going to be a competitive sewer diver and I’m sure he would have said the same thing.


“Would you be able to give me a lift?”


“Of course, madame,” my dad said with a certain sense of austerity.


As we drove up the next afternoon with Tough Enough fresh in my mind, I fully expected to pull up to a warehouse with a giant metal sign over the door that would read: “NWA Ireland.”


I would walk in and be dwarfed by muscle-bound men and women all ready to prove their fortitude. It would be darkly lit except for a single spotlight that would shine down upon a wrestling ring in the center of the room, fitted out with bright red ropes and a black canvas. I was giddy with anticipation.


“This looks like the spot,” my dad announced as we pulled up twenty minutes early to the school, which was actually just the gymnasium of a local primary school. Needless to say, there was no giant metal “NWA Ireland” sign hanging over the door.


“Don’t come in!” I instructed my dad as I got out of the car. Nothing would have been as uncool or a dead giveaway to my youth as my dad chaperoning me on my first day.


“As you wish, missy.”


I jumped out of the car and ran across the grounds, trying to avoid getting soaking wet on this classically rainy Sunday. I kept my hoodie over my head to prevent my freshly dyed red hair from running down my shirt as I pulled up my baggy pants so that the bottoms didn’t get drenched in the grass.


I walked up nervously, pushed open the double doors, and turned left to enter the hall. Now was time for my master plan. If I say I’m sixteen, they’ll be onto me. They might even ask for ID and that would be mortifying. I’ll say I’m seventeen and they won’t suspect a thing!


“Hello,” a singsongy voice greeted me. It was Fergal Devitt, and his profile picture had not done him justice. He was stunning, engaging, confident, and one of those types you couldn’t help but be drawn to; there was a knowing that he would go on and do big things one day—which he has, as Finn Balor in WWE—and more than anything, he was not, in fact, the least bit douchey. He sat at a table with a sign-up sheet in front of him: name, age, contact number, money.


“Rebecca Quin, 17, January 30th, 1985, 0868918980,” a neatly folded ten-euro bill courtesy of my pops.


“Go ahead,” Fergal said without asking for ID as he guided me into the hall, proving my master plan a success!!


I’m a goddamn genius!


I looked around the brightly lit room. It was nothing like I had pictured. There were no behemoths leering over me. Just about twelve teenage boys, some tall and gangly, some short and skinny, some with their hair half-grown-out in that really awkward stage. Some a bit rotund, one or two who looked like they lifted a few weights but also loved a burger and a beer. I did a double take. I was also the only girl in the class. It was strangely comforting. I had gone from being the least fit girl in my PE class to suddenly being the most fit girl in my wrestling class. Absolute worst-case scenario, no matter how bad I might be at this, I would still be the best girl here.


Most shocking of all, there was no spotlit wrestling ring with bright red ropes and a black canvas. In fact, there was no wrestling ring at all! Just six blue padded mats on the floor.


A few minutes later my brother walked in the door, his hair and clothes wet from walking the twenty minutes from the train station.


Sucker, I thought, while simultaneously being comforted by his presence.


I could tell he was annoyed to see me, his annoyance growing in relation to my awkwardness as I inevitably wanted to be glued by his side.


“Get away from me,” he growled through clenched teeth, trying not to draw attention to the fact that I was following him around like a lost puppy.


When everyone had arrived, Paul and Fergal welcomed the class.


“We don’t have a wrestling ring yet; it should be here in the next few weeks. In the meantime, we’ll get you started with the basics.”


“Basics” was right. We began with a short and simple warm-up, which was a few air squats and jumping jacks, nothing like the fitness tests I had seen on Tough Enough. I came here ready to puke, for crying out loud!


Next up: bumping. I had seen people struggle with this on TV. I wasn’t going to be one of those people. I wasn’t going to be a wuss about it. Just fall backwards, tuck your chin, land on the upper part of your back, and slap the mat. Simple as that. How hard could it be?


My brother, who had now put as much space between us as he could, volunteered to go first.


His first bump was flawless, as if he had been doing it since birth. Just came out of the womb and hit a perfect flat back. Asshole.


Next in line was a short, skinny boy named Kenny who bore a shocking resemblance to Frankie Muniz and couldn’t have weighed more than one hundred pounds. He also landed perfectly.


I knew this shit would be a piece of piss, I thought, their competence giving me confidence.


They were then followed by a tall, gangly lad.


That’s a long way to fall, I thought.


He obviously thought so too.


He fell to the ground awkwardly as he tried to protect himself. I began to coach him in my head, like the armchair expert I had become: Just commit! Land on your back; what are you doing, sissy-boy?


He couldn’t hear my telepathic instructions so he kept landing on his elbows or otherwise attempting to break his fall in the most painful ways possible. How shameful, I thought.


“Who’s next?”


That was my cue to jump in. Something I have learned from failing at most things is, take your turn when it seems like the bar is at an all-time low. That way, there’s nowhere to go but up!


“I’ll go!” I volunteered enthusiastically.


I stood on the blue mat. Arms across my chest, ready to hurl myself backwards and—for the first time in my life—be a pure natural at something.


Thud, thud, thud, thud. I landed unimpressively—not smoothly on the upper part of my back, but on my lower back, followed by my elbows, then my upper back, and, finally, my head. My hands didn’t slap the mat like I expected. More like gave it a feeble high five, Napoleon Dynamite–style. Also: Ouch! That fucking hurt.


“Not quite . . . kick your legs out and try slapping the mat,” Fergal coached.


That’s what I was trying to do!!


“Yeah, yeah, of course,” I whimpered.


I tried again. This time just three thuds. My back, elbows, and the back of my head. The slap was equally waif-like.


“Give it a go again.”


Thud, thud. Ooooof. I had winded myself this time. The mats didn’t provide much cushion, considering there was concrete just an inch below.


“All right, we’ll come back to it.”


“Yeah, cool,” I uttered painfully as I hobbled to the back of the line.


Next up were front bumps, i.e., falling forward, which came a bit easier. Something about being able to see where I was going was helpful.


Then we moved on to side bumps. We were instructed to crouch down, then throw ourselves to the side and land with our whole side body flush to the mat while simultaneously slapping it.


More mat slapping . . . I did not have a knack for mat slapping.


Again my brother landed everything perfectly and with intensity. For me, not so much. I was more like an old lady slowly falling to the side with no way to stop herself while letting out an understated howl as her face plummeted closer to the ground.


After falling repeatedly with little cushion to break our falls, I was delighted when Paul pulled out a giant crash pad and declared, “You’re going to learn flip bumps next.”


Essentially you do a somersault, but instead of landing on your feet, you land on your back.


Shockingly, I didn’t stink up the joint this time. Sure, I barely made it over—but I made it over, and that’s the main thing.


We were only thirty minutes in and I already had a pounding headache and sore, tender ribs.


“All right, that was bumps. We’re going to drill them every week so you get them down perfectly. They’re the most important things you’ll do, so you need to be able to do them well.”


Okay, no big deal that I didn’t have them down perfectly yet. Lots of time to work on them. But also: Fuck, I’ll have to fall down lots to get the hang of this thing—and it really, really hurts.


“Now I want you all to pick a partner and we’re going to show you how to lock up,” Paul continued.


My eyes searched eagerly for Richy, who was actively avoiding my stare and had already joined up with someone close to his size.


I had to be paired with a stranger.


“You go with him,” Fergal said, pointing to Kenny, that tiny little flawless bumper.


Paul and Fergal demonstrated a perfect, aggressive-looking lock-up. Stomping their feet simultaneously as they locked arms.


“Anyone have any questions?”


“No!” several voices yelled.


Not that I was going to speak up anyway, but . . . what did they just do? Which arm went where? What foot how?


“How do we do this?” I meekly asked Kenny. Luckily, he was kind as he guided my arms where they needed to go and showed me which foot to lead with.


I was abysmal at this, but it was exhilarating. I had never broken down the mechanics of what I had seen on TV. To be able to do that here, so that one day I might be able to have an actual wrestling match, was thrilling.


Not that I had any ambition to be in WWE. Like my brother had said of himself earlier, “I’m not a dreamer,” and that would be such a faraway, lofty, exaggerated dream. I wanted to do something stable, like my mother. Maybe I could become a lawyer or something? Fight for the underdogs of life. You know, if I started studying and stopped smoking away my brain cells.


When the class was finished, we had learned how to bump, lock up, exchange a few holds, and even do a little demonstration match at the end.


Bad as I was, to my comfort—or at least I told myself—I wasn’t the worst person there. Poor, gangly fucker.


Waking up the next day, my body was aching. My neck creaked from the repetitive whiplash, but I couldn’t wait to get on the bus to school and tell my friends all about it.


I had found something that I loved. I wasn’t good at it, but I wanted to be, and that seemed more important.


But now I had to look the part. Get jacked, stacked, ripped, lean, and mean. Gainzzzzzzzzz, baby! Except I didn’t have a clue about nutrition. I only knew that jacked people drink protein shakes. So I bought my very first tub of protein powder. Bye-bye, flabville—muscletown, here I come.


I eagerly opened the white tub and gagged at the waft that followed. It smelled like a two-thousand-pound man who lived on a diet of eggs and moldy cheese had caged his farts into this powder substance I was about to consume. Pinching my nose and choking back the thick, gloopy beverage, I tried desperately not to vomit. There must be a better way.


I wanted shoulders and abs like my hero Lita, the spunky female spitfire I had watched busting out backflips on TV, but maybe not that badly yet.


I decided my best bet was to cut out my drinking and smoking and join in the fad at the time and stick with a low-fat diet, which would consist solely of bread, pasta, rice, and more bread. I was going to build a body from the gods, loaf by loaf.









EPISODE 5


STINGER
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After I trained every weekend for two months, the day had finally come. I walked into the school hall, my eyes widened with disbelief to see what was before me: a real-life wrestling ring!


I had never seen anything more beautiful. Paul and Fergal were standing at the edge, arms draped casually over the top rope.


“Congratulations, lads. Today you get to see what a ring is all about,” Fergal announced.


I was going to run the ropes in a wrestling ring. Like I had seen on TV. I couldn’t stop smiling in anticipation.


But first things first, practicing our bumps. This time: in a ring!


We all lined up. The group’s excitement was palpable. I stepped up onto the ring apron and threw my leg over the middle rope, envisioning myself as a long-legged Stacy Keibler. As I crotched myself on the second rope, I realized that probably wasn’t the entrance for me.


Making my way to the center of the ring, flabbergasted I was here, I savored every footstep. It wasn’t the crash pad I imagined it would be. While there was some amount of cushion under my feet and a spring in each step, it was by no means a soft landing. I took my first bump. The sound of my once-waiflike slaps had turned into slightly less waiflike-sounding slaps against the plywood and steel supporting my weight. This was fucking cool.


I exited the ring high on life, awaiting our next line of instructions.


Paul and Fergal demonstrated running the ropes. Being scared of looking funny when I ran was a large component in me failing PE. But this was different. This was in a wrestling ring. There was no amount of silly I wouldn’t look for this thing. Even if it meant something like, I don’t know, doing an embarrassing awkward Irish jig on my TV debut that would live on forever. I’m kidding; I would never sink that low.


“Three big steps, that’s all it should take to clear the ring, pivot, back flat against the top rope, grip it with your right arm, big step out,” Paul instructed.


Easy peasy. I got back in the ring, going over the bottom rope this time. Three big steps, I told myself.


I gripped the top rope with my right arm. Already off to a good start. Then came the footwork. I was more like a baby deer than a stealthy gazelle. I would take two to three steps to everyone else’s one step. And pivoting was much easier said than done. I stumbled, tripped up over my own feet, and damn near fell flat on my face. What a rush!
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