














Cheating Death, Stealing Life
the Eddie Guerrero Story


by EDDIE GUERRERO


with MICHAEL KRUGMAN


[image: Image]


In Memory


It is said the true measure of a man can be determined not by how many times he falls down, but how many times he picks himself back up. Eddie Guerrero’s life is a celebration of just that. It’s a story about inspiration, about a man who succeeded in times when countless others would have failed. His strong family roots coupled with his faith in God gave him the power to rise above adversity and help those around him when they themselves were in need. This made Eddie a World Champion both in and out of the ring. Eddie was unwavering in his determination to succeed in the business he loved with all his heart. He looked forward to the challenge of creating his own identity and taking the famed Guerrero name into the twenty-first century while paying homage to the family members who paved the way for him. He was the consummate performer and loved being in front of the fans. Every move he made had a purpose, everything he did had meaning. From the moment he walked through the curtain, he had you on the edge of your seat. Nothing was ever wasted or taken for granted. It’s rare that someone so humble has such a profound effect on the lives of the people who were privileged enough to be around him. Eddie’s influence on the professional wrestling business will be felt for generations to come as he will be immediately regarded as one of the squared circle’s greatest competitors. To quote his older brother Mando, “Eddie was born to wrestle.” God bless you, Eddie, for you’ll never know how deeply you touched us all. You’ll be in our hearts and minds forever. Watch over us. Viva La Raza!


—Vince McMahon


Eddie Guerrero


1967-2005
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Para mi papa, Salvador “Gory” Guerrero, quien me inspiró y me enseñó todo.

Te extraño día a día.

Con todo mi amor.
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PROLOGUE: NO WAY OUT



February 15, 2004


You did it, I thought as the crowd at San Francisco’s Cow Palace roared their approval. You really did it. Now you can breathe again.


Though I’d worked my entire life for this moment, nothing could’ve prepared me for the reality. I was the WWE Champion! I’d reached the top of the wrestling mountain! There is no greater honor in this business.


I had beaten Brock Lesnar, a great champion almost twice my size, in an arena overflowing its capacity with fans, most of whom were Chicanos there to see me, Latino Heat, try to win the biggest match of my career. 


It was truly an amazing night, made even more incredible by the fact that just two and a half years earlier I wasn’t even working for WWE. I’d been let go after my lifetime of drug and alcohol addiction had finally sent me hurtling to the lowest point of my entire life. 


If someone had told me then that I was going to be the standard bearer for World Wrestling Entertainment, the biggest and best wrestling company on the planet, I would never have believed it. In fact, I didn’t even believe it when WWE CEO Vince McMahon first told me that he was planning on awarding me the belt. 


Nobody—not even myself—had ever seen me as a main eventer, as a guy who could be trusted to represent the best a wrestling promotion had to offer. It was Vince, God bless him, who really believed in me. And his faith in me gave me the confidence to go out and give Brock Lesnar the match of my life. 


For me, winning the most prestigious title in our sport was the fulfillment of a dream. I’m not talking about a dream that I had when I first started in the business—this was a dream from ever since I can remember, when I was a little boy watching my father, the legendary Gory Guerrero, wrestle, or seeing how proud my brothers Chavo, Mando, and Hector were when they wore championship belts. 


Lord knows, it hadn’t been easy. The wrestling business is like nothing else. It takes a very strong personality to live the life of a professional wrestler. It’s not so much what goes on inside the ring—it’s everything that goes on outside of it as well. The twenty minutes or more we spend inside the ring, that’s the fun part. It’s the rest of our lives that’s the real battle—the ruthless backstage politics, the constant traveling, the endless mental and physical aches and pains. 


My friend Dean Malenko says it all the time: “This business isn’t for everybody.”


For example, look at the brief career of Nathan Jones, the seven-foot-tall Australian wrestler who had a run in WWE back in 2003. Here’s a guy that was a legitimate badass, that did almost ten years in a maximum-security prison for committing armed robberies. But a year in the wrestling business broke him. 


“Fuck this,” Nathan Jones said. “I can’t take it anymore.”


He packed his bags, walked out of the dressing room, and never came back. From what I understand, he told people that being a wrestler was tougher than being in the joint. 


For those of us who don’t run away, every day brings with it a new challenge. Don’t get me wrong—there is an upside. For me, there’s nothing quite as thrilling and joyous as being in the ring wrestling. Wrestling is like the greatest high in the world. Being able to control the crowd, making them laugh, making them cry, making them mad, making them love me, or making them want to kill me. It’s like a drug to me. 


But like any drug, it can take its toll on you.


My whole life, from the moment I left my mother’s womb, has been about wrestling. I’ve been wrestling professionally for more than twenty years. I’ve traveled the world, working for every major promotion there is to work for, wrestling the best athletes and biggest stars in the business. I had so many blessings in my life, none more than the love of my amazing wife, Vickie, and my incredible, beautiful daughters, Shaul, Sherilyn, and Kaylie. 


Then, like a fool, I threw it all away, destroying everything that was good about my life by poisoning it with drinking and drug abuse. 


My addiction cost me everything—my wife and kids, every penny I’d ever made, the career that I’d worked at since I was an eight-year-old boy playing in my dad’s wrestling ring. I should’ve died at least three times. I thought I’d hit bottom over and over again, never realizing just how far down the bottom truly was until I landed there. 


But there is one good thing about reaching the bottom. When you get there, there’s nothing left to do but fight your way back up or die. 


Christ teaches us that in order to gain your life, first you have to lose it. I’ve been blessed by the Lord with the opportunity to be redeemed for my past sins. It took more strength and hard work than I would’ve believed myself capable of, but with God’s grace and strength, I managed to lift myself up and become a better person than I’d ever imagined—I believe I have become a loving husband, a compassionate father, and a stronger wrestler. 


When I came back from my wilderness, I knew the only thing I could control was what I could give from within myself. I wanted the opportunity to push myself like I’ve never pushed myself before. Every time I stepped into that ring, my goal was to give my best, to always give every ounce of myself to every match. 


There were times when I just didn’t have it. I’d been on the road for days, I was tired or sick, but I still went out there and produced. That’s the true definition of giving everything you’ve got. 


Winning the WWE championship was my reward for all that effort and energy. As I soaked in the cheers of the fans, my mom and my brother Mando applauding from the front row, all I could do was breathe a huge sigh of relief. It had been such a long journey that brought me there, from leaping around my dad’s backyard ring in El Paso to the chaos I was in two and a half years before. 


I know it’s a cliché, but standing in the middle of the ring, holding the WWE championship belt in my hand, I can honestly say I saw my life flashing before my eyes….
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CHAPTER 1



My father, Salvador Guerrero Quesada, was born January 11, 1921, in Ray, Arizona, a town that no longer exists. There was once a huge copper mine there, but it grew so big that all the people in the town had to move.


Like so many Mexican immigrants, my grandfather and my grandmother were migrant workers. They traveled from farm to farm, picking fruits and vegetables all over the Southwest and California. It was—and still is—a very hard life. 


My dad attended school in America until he was nine years old. When his mother passed away from pneumonia, my grandfather decided to bring the family back to Mexico. 


Because he spoke perfect English, my father was able to earn money working as an interpreter in Guadalajara. When he was sixteen, his father was killed in a hit-and-run automobile accident. As the oldest son, my father was left to basically raise his brother and four sisters. 


Dad always enjoyed sports, and he decided to join a Guadalajara gym to learn how to box. What he didn’t realize was that they didn’t teach boxing at that particular gym—they taught lucha libre.


He fell in love with wrestling right from the start. His trainers were two local luchadors, Diablo Velasco and El Indio Mejía. Dad wrestled his first match on September 14, 1937, doing the job to—that is, losing to—a guy named El Rojo at the Arena Nilo in Guadalajara. He got paid 15 centavos.


Dad capitalized on his American background by working around Mexico under the name Joe Morgan. But he hated that name and started thinking about what to call himself. He knew that he wanted to use his real name, but he didn’t think Salvador was catchy enough. Since he had developed a reputation for having very bloody matches, he began calling himself Gory Guerrero. 


People took to my dad right away. He loved bodybuilding, so he had a great physical appearance. More importantly, he had a very aggressive wrestling style that made him one of the biggest heels in the business. Because he had had such a tough life, there was a lot of anger built up inside of him. He took out all that rage in the ring, which led the fans to give him the nickname El Ave de las Tempestades—Thunder Bird. 


In 1943, my father got signed by EMLL—Empresa Mexicana de Lucha Libre—which was the Mexican equivalent of today’s World Wrestling Entertainment. Salvador Lutteroth, the man behind EMLL, essentially controlled all of Mexico’s wrestling circuit. That year, Dad ended up being honored as “Rookie of the Year,” even though he’d already been wrestling professionally for some time. 


He won his first championship two years later, winning the National Welterweight title—despite the fact that he wasn’t a welterweight! They must’ve realized that was a mistake, because he dropped the title pretty quickly. A couple of months later, Dad won the National Middleweight title, which he held for close to a year. From there he went on to win a number of world titles, including the NWA World Middleweight and World Light Heavyweight championships. 


In 1954, my dad was given a shot at the NWA World Heavyweight Champion, the legendary Lou Thesz. He didn’t win the title, but it was a very big deal. Mexican wrestlers rarely got the opportunity to wrestle for the biggest championship in the business, so just getting the match showed how well respected he was by the NWA commission. 


Dad was a star because he was such an incredible heel. Because he didn’t have an easy childhood, Dad had a lot of anger to channel into the ring. He had all this aggression inside him, and the crowds were able to pick up on it. The people just hated him, to the point that he would wind up causing riots. If a fan challenged him, he would jump out of the ring, look the guy in the eye, and then knock him on his ass. Before you knew it, he’d be going at it with the whole damn crowd. 


Dad might’ve been the toughest heel in lucha libre, but he was also a very elegant man and a sharp dresser. He was always very well groomed, in stylish suits and ties. 


He was especially adamant about clean wrestling gear. He would even wash his shoelaces after every match. If you go back and watch footage of my dad in the ring, you can see that his laces are even whiter than the canvas! 


Dad’s career skyrocketed with his feud against Cavernario Galindo. Their matches were total bloodbaths, which was revolutionary for the time. People still talk about their no-DQ, no-countout fight. It was so brutal that my dad had to be taken to the hospital afterward because of massive blood loss. The Guerrero vs. Galindo battles were so successful, other promoters began imitating them by having their wrestlers bleed like stuck pigs. 


In the late 1940s, my father teamed up with the one and only El Santo as La Pareja Atomica—the Atomic Pair. They were a perfectly matched team. My dad was a master technical wrestler while Santo was a total showman and brawler. La Pareja Atomica was enormously successful, the most popular tag team in Mexico for the length of their run together. In fact, they never lost a single match. 


Nobody had quite the same mystique as El Santo. There’s never been anyone who’s had kayfabe like him. He took great care not to let anyone ever see him without his silver mask. No one knew who he was, not even the other wrestlers. 


Santo was a true pioneer. When he first started, there were only a handful of masked wrestlers. Now, of course, almost every luchador wears a mask. The masks add to the illusion of lucha libre. People respond to them because they instantly create an air of mystery. It’s a way of turning wrestlers into something larger than life, into superheroes. It’s all about building the fantasy. 


It’s hard to describe the level of fame Santo had in Mexico. He was the man. I don’t think there was anybody in Mexico that didn’t know who he was. Calling him a legend doesn’t even do justice to how big he was. In his heyday, Santo was bigger than Hulk Hogan and Stone Cold Steve Austin combined. 
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LA PAREJA ATOMICA—THE GREATEST TAG TEAM IN LUCHA LIBRE.


Santo was more than just a wrestler. He was a real live superhero, appearing in comic books and more than fifty movies, with titles like Santo Versus the Vampire Women and Santo Versus the Martian Invasion. The films were very low-budget, but they were unbelievably popular. My dad appeared in a few of Santo’s movies, but he didn’t really like doing them. He was all about the wrestling. 


Dad prided himself on his technical wrestling prowess. People use the word “pioneer” very freely, but my dad truly was an innovator. He originated at least two of the most famous wrestling moves—the Camel Clutch and a back-to-back backbreaker submission hold called the Gory Special. 


The Camel Clutch—la de a caballo—is a submission hold where a wrestler sits on the back of his opponent, then reaches under his opponent’s arms, applies a chinlock, and pulls back his head, arms, and torso. My dad started using the Camel Clutch back when he was tagging with Santo, who liked it so much that he asked if he could have it. Of course, my dad said yes and it became Santo’s finishing hold for the rest of his career. 


The Gory Special, he kept for himself. That’s something that all the Guerrero boys use. I still like to lock on the Gory Special, though I try to save it for special occasions. 


One of my dad’s most successful feuds was with Enrique Llanes, who used to tag with Tarzan Lopez as La Pareja Ideal. One night, Enrique invited my dad over for dinner and introduced him to his family. 


My dad and Enrique’s sister Herlinda hit it off right away. After the dinner, my dad went to Enrique and asked for his permission to take Herlinda on a date. The rest, as they say, is history. 


My mother grew up in Mexico City, but she was born in Pueblo, near the Aztec pyramids. Before my mother was born, her father worked as a telegraphist for General Emiliano Zapata, who was one of the leaders of the Mexican Revolution. He was actually a double agent, officially working for the government, but secretly passing on information to the Revolution. 


Eventually, my grandfather was caught by the government and sentenced to execution by firing squad. As they were getting ready to shoot him, my grandmother and three of their children jumped in front of him. 


“If you kill him, you kill all of us,” she said, looking right at the firing squad. “I won’t live without him.”


Incredibly, the comandante took pity on them and let my grandfather go. They beat him within an inch of his life, but they didn’t kill him. It’s a good thing for me—if they hadn’t let him go, there would be no Latino Heat! 


From there, my grandparents had even more kids, with my mom arriving second to last. After the Revolution, the new government took very good care of my grandfather and he was able to retire. 


Herlinda Llanes and Gory Guerrero were married in 1947, and started having children right away. The first was my sister Maria, who everybody calls Cuqui. A year later came Salvador Jr., better known as Chavo. Then came Armando—aka Mando—followed by Hector and Linda. Last, but definitely not least, came the baby of the family, yours truly, Eduardo Gory Guerrero Llanes. 


In 1966, my dad decided to escape the complete control of Lutteroth and EMLL. He had been the NWA World Light Heavyweight champ—the most prestigious title in lucha libre—for more than three years. Lutteroth wanted my dad to drop the title to Ray Mendoza in a way that my dad felt was bad for business. Rather than do as he was told, Dad rebelled, leaving EMLL and taking the title belt with him. 


He settled in El Paso and began working all over the United States, mainly Los Angeles, the Carolinas, and Texas. He even worked a couple of matches for Vince McMahon Sr. in the old World Wide Wrestling Federation. Of course, he continued to work in Mexico, wrestling in border cities like Juarez and Tijuana. 


As he got older, Dad began cutting back on his wrestling and concentrated on training and doing joint promotion with Dory Funk Sr. They worked together all over West Texas, in El Paso and Amarillo and other towns. 


When Dory passed, Dad continued to put on shows, mostly in Juarez, featuring wrestlers he trained, like my brothers Chavo and Hector, as well as such legendary stars as El Santo and Buddy Rogers Jr. 


Even into his senior years, Dad’s whole world was wrestling. Needless to say, it was also the world where I was born and raised.





CHAPTER 2



My mom was forty when she had me. I think I came as a bit of a surprise. Everyone always said I was my dad’s last effort.
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ME AND MY DAD.


Having older parents means you tend to get spoiled rotten. It’s funny—when I’d get sick at school and my parents had to come pick me up, the nurse would say, “Eddie, your grandparents are here.” 


“Grandparents? I don’t have grandparents. That’s my mom and dad!”


Being the youngest, I was a bit of a mama’s boy. I was really protected as I grew up, almost like I was in a bubble. I especially loved being carried around. Maybe it was the feeling of security, or maybe I was just lazy, but I was happiest when I was in my parents’ arms. 


Even as I got bigger, I loved being carried. My mom would carry me to school. When we got about a block away, I’d say, “Put me down!” I’d run to school, do my thing. When my mom picked me up after school, I’d wait until we were a block away, and then make sure nobody could see me, and say, “Okay, you can carry me now.” 


I was also very attached to my bottle. I drank out of it until I was five years old. I guess you could say that I always liked to have a bottle in my hand; I just went from milk to beer. 


I was a happy, rambunctious little kid. I was so wild, I actually thought I was Tarzan. I would put on my swimming trunks, then take one of my mom’s short face towels and tuck it in like I was wearing a loincloth. I’d swing from a rope my dad tied to a tree in our yard, yelling like Tarzan—“Ahhhh-ah-ahhhh!” Of course, you can’t be Tarzan without Cheetah, so my mom bought me this stuffed monkey. I loved that monkey—I had it with me all the time. 


The Guerreros were a proud Mexican-American family, with equal attention paid to both sides of our heritage. With my dad, we spoke English, and with my mom, we spoke Spanish. When my mom first came to the States, she wasn’t able to speak English, which was a real problem for her. Both she and my dad wanted to be sure that all their children were fluent in both languages. 


There are huge age gaps between my brothers and sisters. Linda is seven years older than me, Hector is thirteen years older, Mando is seventeen years older, Chavo is nineteen years older, and Cuqui is twenty years older. 


Chavo got married a year or so after I was born. After that it was Mando, Hector, Linda, and myself. Cuqui lived with us on and off until she got her teacher’s license and moved to Los Angeles. 


I was very close to Cuqui. She was very protective, just like a mom. Every Saturday, the two of us would go to the movies together. We’d get the schedule from the local multiplex, then coordinate the times so we could buy one ticket and then sneak into the other movies. Sometimes we’d see four movies in one day. 


Having such older siblings was a pretty unusual situation. When I was little, Chavo was already a grown man, with a family of his own. Not only that, he was one of the top ten wrestlers in the world at that point, so he wasn’t really around all that much. He was on the road, working hard. 


Even though Chavo didn’t spend a lot of time with me, I idolized him. I just loved to watch him wrestle. I still do. But outside of the ring, he could be a real prick. 


I feel Chavo didn’t treat me like a big brother should. He made me feel totally unimportant. As I got older, I began to understand that he had a lot of anger inside him. Chavo was angry at the business, because he felt like there was so much further he could’ve gone after his career peaked. 


He was also angry at our parents, because my dad was pretty rough with him. Dad was a hard man, a strict disciplinarian, and my brothers felt the brunt of that much more than I ever did. 


I know that my father was full of love for his children. He was just doing what he believed was best for his kids—being a good father meant being extremely strict. Not that we didn’t have a lot of good times together. My dad loved playing with us, having fun with us. Unfortunately, I think the bad stuff outweighs the good in my brother’s memories of him. The same thing happens with my memories of Chavo—the dark memories stand out over the good times we had. 


Having a brother nineteen years older was almost like having two fathers. By the time I showed up, my dad had mellowed quite a bit. He was much more easygoing than he was when he was bringing up my brothers. Chavo ended up being the tough guy. 


Don’t get me wrong—I love Chavo. He’s my brother and nothing can take that love away. When it comes to wrestling, I learned more from Chavo than anybody else other than my dad. He taught me psychology, timing, all the essentials. I’m grateful for that. I wouldn’t be the wrestler I am without him. 


But personally, our relationship leaves a lot to be desired. Chavo acts like he’s my dad, but he hasn’t earned the right to talk to me like that. He hasn’t earned my respect as a man.


When I was growing up, my family gave me a couple of nicknames. My parents used to call me “Ewis,” which I guess is like baby talk for “Eddie.” Truth be told, I have no idea where it came from. My mom had short nicknames for all my brothers and sisters. Armando became Mando, Hector was called Heco. I was Ewis. It never even crossed my mind to ask why. It’s just what everybody called me. 


Later on, my parents started calling me “Chilaquil.” That comes from a Mexican dish called chilaquilas. They’re kind of like enchiladas, with tortilla chips smothered in spicy meat and sauce. I got the nickname from one of my uncles in Mexico, who said I was just like chilaquilas—a big pain in the ass. 


The El Paso neighborhood where my family lived was a very close-knit community. Everybody looked out for everybody else. My best friends were my neighbors from across the street, Johnny and Dennis Nila. I also used to play with my next-door neighbor, Norma Silva. Norma was a great girl, a fabulous friend. We used to play together in this little backyard playhouse we had. My dad had bought it for Linda, but when she outgrew it, I took it over. Norma and I would go in there and play house. 


Like most boys and girls, we were curious about each other’s bodies, so we did some exploring together—“What’s this?” “What’s that?” We never touched each other—we were way too young for that—but we did a lot of looking! 


I think I always loved looking at girls. My curiosity about a woman’s body came at a very young age. Mando had a stash of Playboy magazines under his bed, and needless to say, I loved looking at them. That’s probably where I developed my taste for women—I like them strong and sexy, with solid legs and a good ass. Every girl I’ve ever loved since then fits that description. 


When I was in first grade, my mom went down to Mexico to visit relatives. The first thing my dad said to her when she got home was, “Eddie doesn’t seem right.” 


The first clue was that I couldn’t hold my head up. Mom would lift my head, but it’d fall right back down. I simply didn’t have the strength to sit up straight. Before long, I was barely able to walk. 


Mom brought me to see our family pediatrician, Dr. Roman. He was a wonderful doctor. He took care of me throughout my entire childhood. 


Dr. Roman took one look at me and knew right away what was wrong with me. He ran a series of tests, and sure enough, his initial diagnosis was correct—I had contracted spinal meningitis. 


“Mrs. Guerrero,” he said, “you’ve got to get Eddie to the hospital right away.”


My mom didn’t have a car, so she picked me up in her arms and carried me from his office to the hospital. Just like that. She isn’t a very big woman, but that supermom adrenaline started flowing through her veins and she lifted me as if I were as light as a feather. It was only three or four blocks, but she power-walked my six-year-old ass to the emergency room. 


Mom got me to the hospital just in time. They admitted me right away. I was slipping in and out of consciousness, but I’ll never forget what happened next. The doctor had a huge needle—maybe six inches long—and explained that he was going to have to put it into my back to see what was wrong with me. He turned me onto my stomach so he could get at my spine, then slipped the needle in. It didn’t hurt going in, but I can still feel the sensation of the needle reaching my spine. It went right in, all the way to the bone. 


I must’ve blacked out, because the next thing I remember is opening my eyes and seeing my mom. “How are you feeling, Ewis?” she said. 


The antibiotics that the doctors gave me clearly did the trick. I was still kind of weak, but I started jumping up and down on the bed. Mom was so relieved. She scolded me to lie still, but I could see that she was happy to see me moving around. 


I had to stay in the hospital for two weeks. They made me do physical therapy, just to make sure my legs worked okay. The only lasting damage was that the tetracycline treatment caused a permanent discoloration of my teeth. I still had a few baby teeth, but the adult ones all came in gray. 


I was self-conscious about my teeth for most of my life. When I first started wrestling, I would never give a full smile. Photographers would tell me, “Smile, Eddie,” and I’d say, “I am smiling.”


While I was growing up, my best friend was Chavo’s son, Chavo Jr.—or, as everyone called him, Chavito. He was my true brother. We did everything together. We played together, we joked together. We fought all the time, but always made up right after. We were just super buds. 


People are always surprised to find out that Chavito is my nephew, not my brother. But that’s because not all families have a twenty-year age gap between kids. 


Though I didn’t get along especially well with Chavo, I was extremely close to the rest of his family. My sister-in-law Nancy is great, a wonderful lady. I also love Chavito’s sister, Victoria—Tori. She’s six years younger than me. She used to tag along with me and Chavito. She was a real tomboy back then. 


In the mid-seventies Chavo decided to move his family out to Los Angeles. He was a huge star out there, wrestling all over Southern California. Chavo worked the same loop for years—Bakersfield on Thursdays, Fresno on Saturdays, San Bernardino on Sundays, Pico Rivera on Mondays, San Diego on Tuesdays, and Wednesdays and Fridays at the legendary Grand Olympic Auditorium in LA. 


Chavo was unquestionably one of the greatest wrestlers of the era. A lot of today’s wrestling fans are familiar with Chavo only as Chavo Jr.’s dad, Chavo Classic, but in the 1970s and 1980s he was the number one draw in Los Angeles, working for Mike LeBell’s World Wrestling Association. He wrestled all the top superstars of the day—Superstar Billy Graham, Terry Funk, Greg “The Hammer” Valentine. His most famous feud was with Roddy Piper, fighting over the NWA Americas Heavyweight Championship. Between 1975 and 1980, Chavo actually held that title fifteen times! 


At one time or another, Chavo challenged for the biggest championships in wrestling, including the NWA World title, the AWA World Heavyweight title and the WWWF title. And that doesn’t even include all the various tag team championships he held over the years with any number of partners, including my dad and my brothers Hector and Mando. 


Chavo was also very successful in Japan. He held the NWA World Junior Heavyweight Championship a number of times. That’s extremely rare: not many gaijin—foreigners—get to hold titles over there, only the really special ones. 


One of the reasons Chavo was so over was that he incorporated bits of the high-flying lucha style into American wrestling. My dad was much more of a mat wrestler, but being younger, Chavo was able to use a bit more flying in his matches. He was one of the first wrestlers to do a moonsault, and one of the first to do backflips off the top rope. He was definitely a pioneer. 


After Chavo and his family moved out west, I would go out there every summer to spend time with Chavito. Chavo and I actually got along better during those trips than we did when he lived in El Paso. One time, he took me and Chavito camping up in the Sequoia Mountains. The plan was to put up a tent, but it was so freaking cold, we all slept huddled together in the van. Other than that, we had a blast—hiking, swimming in the river, sitting around the campfire. It’s probably one of my dearest memories of Chavo. 


I got along much better with Hector and Mando. 


Mando was the kind of older brother that got a kick out of making his little brother—me—do crazy stuff. We were working together on the roof one time. He jumped off into the dirt—it was just one story high—then called up to me, “Hey, Eddie!” 


“What?”


“Jump off. I’ll catch you!”


“No way!”


“Come on, man!”


I knew he wasn’t going to stop hassling me, so I did it. “One, two, three, okay, here I go.” Mando totally caught me. He was an asshole as far as ribbing me, but when it came down to it, he would never let me get hurt. Never. 


After that day, I’d jump off the roof with confidence. I used to run off the edge of the roof and jump into my dad’s ring. Mando taught me fearlessness, which is definitely a requirement for my job in WWE. 


Mando’s love of jumping off buildings paid off for him down the line. He had a pretty successful run as a wrestler, working mostly out in the Southern California territory. He was a seven-time NWA Americas Tag Team Champion, three of which he held with Hector. After twenty years as a professional wrestler, Mando retired to start an easier second career—in movies like Falling Down, with Michael Douglas—as a Hollywood stuntman! 


Being the closest to me in age, Hector was the brother I got along with best. But he wasn’t around for long either—he had a great career, working in just about every wrestling promotion there was, from NWA Florida with Dusty Rhodes and Bill Watts’s Mid-South Wrestling, National Wrestling Association, to World Championship Wrestling and World Wrestling Federation. 


Even back then, the wrestling life separated me from the people I loved most.





CHAPTER 3



It wasn’t easy being the son of Gory Guerrero. 


My dad lived his gimmick—he was Gory Guerrero when he was in the ring, he was Gory Guerrero when he was at home. He was a hard man, very strict and severe. My brothers did not have it easy with him. 


But I was the baby. By the time I showed up, Dad had mellowed quite a bit. I got nothing but love from him.


Don’t get me wrong—Dad disciplined me when he had to. When I was little, I was friends with a girl in my neighborhood, Irma Soto. One day Irma didn’t want to come out and play, so I chucked a rock at her window. Then, after the window shattered, I grabbed a handful of mud and threw that in there too. 


When my dad heard what I’d done, he got hot. He threw me over his lap and gave me a serious spanking.


As strong as Dad was, he was always very loving, just a tremendous father. I really felt that I could go to him and talk to him about anything. 


I know he was strict as hell with my brothers, but with me, Dad was surprisingly cool. When I was about thirteen or so, he busted me with a porno tape in my room. He told me that he was in my room looking for knee pads and found this video under my bed.
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CHAVITO—MY BEST FRIEND AND TAG TEAM PARTNER.


“I thought it was a wrestling tape,” he said, “so I put it on to see what it was. Get rid of it before your mom finds it.”


“Yes, sir!”


Wrestling was always the family business. Dad ran Monday night wrestling shows at El Paso Coliseum for close to fifteen years, and at one point or another, all the Guerrero boys worked for my dad’s promotion. We did everything—we set up the ring and the seats, we passed out flyers, we sold tickets, we sold concessions during the matches, we ran all kinds of errands. As my brothers got older, they starred in the show. 


There were wrestlers around all the time, from the great to the not-so-great. On one occasion, my dad invited El Santo over for lunch. It was like a presidential visit. There was an enormous amount of intrigue just to get Santo to the house. Precautions had to be made so that no one saw him with my dad. Santo and my dad were such good friends, but they could never hang out together in public. Even if Santo wasn’t wearing his mask, there was always the chance that someone might put two and two together. 
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I ALWAYS KNEW I’D BE A CHAMPION. ME WEARING DAD’S TITLES.


Along with stars such as El Santo and Ernie Ladd, I also spent time with wrestlers that never really became famous, people like Mr. Wrestling and Ricky Romero. One of my favorites was El Dorado Hernandez, who wrestled for my dad in Juarez. He was a pretty good flyer and he had great charisma. I loved watching him work. 


There were also people who were famous for things other than wrestling. My dad actually trained two guys named Billy and Benny McGuire, who were in the Guinness Book of World Records as the world’s heaviest twins. They were huge—more than 700 pounds each. Anyone who grew up in the seventies remembers their picture, these two enormous guys riding little motorcycles. 


That picture was so famous, they got a deal with Honda to drive their minibikes across the country. When they hit El Paso, my dad approached them about maybe becoming wrestlers. They loved the idea, and he ended up training them. They didn’t actually take bumps—they were much too fat. Instead, other wrestlers would just run into them. They had a few high spots, like when they’d do a big splash. It wasn’t exactly wrestling, but it was an attraction. They ended up doing okay, working all over the South and in Japan. 


As I grew up, Dad was more involved in training than promoting. He brought the same style to his training that he did to being a father—strong and strict. 


From the earliest time I can remember, Dad was always training his boys—that’s all the wrestlers, not just his sons. Basically, he was creating his own talent, training the wrestlers that would work his shows. In the case of me and my brothers, he literally created his own talent! 


Most of his training was done over the border in Ciudad Juarez. He conducted his workouts in the ring at Arena International, though he also had a ring set up in our backyard. 


God, I loved that ring. Chavito and I would play in it all the time, pretending we were the tag team champions of the world. As we got a little older, Dad let Chavito and me have wrestling matches during intermission at his shows. Man, the crowd ate it up! 


I’d watch my dad putting the boys through drills, and as I got older, I started joining in. To me, it was just playing, like other kids ride skateboards or play baseball. I used to do those things too, but I was also able to drop-kick my friends. 


Then when I was eight or nine, I started telling my brothers, “I want to wrestle! I want to wrestle!”


“Oh, you want to wrestle, do you?”


After they were done working out, I’d get in the ring with them and they’d beat the hell out of me. Hector was especially tough. He’d stiff me—actually hit me—a while and then he would grab my head and ram it into the turn-buckle hard—boom! 


But after they were done messing with me, we would wrestle and they were totally cool. They would teach me all kinds of stuff—holds, moves—and totally put me over. 


I didn’t realize it at the time, but by kicking my ass, they were teaching me respect. They were showing me how to respect this business. They were treating me like they would treat any kid who wanted to learn how to wrestle. 


In addition to his regular shows at the Coliseum in El Paso, my dad also promoted exhibition shows, at places like the local fair. When I was nine and Chavito was six, we had our first official match, wrestling against my dad at the Tigua Indian Fair. It was great! He had the ring announcer announce, “Gory Guerrero versus Eddie and Chavo Guerrero,” and the fans went crazy. He totally put us over, too. The great Gory Guerrero did the job for two little boys! I hit him with a dropkick, then as he took a bump, Chavito came off the top rope onto him. I jumped on top of Chavo and the ref counted, “One! Two! Three!” The people went nuts! 


I’ve always had an aptitude for wrestling. I can’t explain it—it’s like a gift. To this day, I don’t always know how or why I do certain things. People ask me, “How did you do that move?” 


“I don’t know,” I reply. “I just did it.”


Vince McMahon has often come to me after matches to ask me what I was thinking when I did some move or another. He’ll see the look on my face and say, “You don’t know, do you?” 


“Nope.”


He just shakes his head and smiles. I think he understands that it’s an instinct, a feeling. It’s like a God-given gift for knowing what will make a match work in that particular moment, what will advance the story and light up the crowd. 


Wrestling just comes naturally to me. It wasn’t like there was this moment where I said, “This is what I’m going to do.” It’s just what I did. It was my life.
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CHAPTER 4



My mom felt I needed to participate in more extracurricular activities, so she made me join the Henderson Middle High School marching band. I wanted to play trumpet, but when I signed up, all the trumpet spots were taken.


The band director, Mr. Dove, talked me into playing the trombone. I was friends with the band’s other trombonist, a kid named Mike Landa. He was actually really good. But there were supposed to be two trombone players, and they couldn’t get anyone to take the other slot. 


“I don’t care if you can’t play,” Mr. Dove said. “All you’ve got to do is hold the damn thing out there and let Mike pick up the slack.” 


I was in the middle of junior high when my family moved to California. My dad had made good money over the years, from being a wrestler to running a successful promotion. Unfortunately, like so many people in this business, he had bad advisors looking out for him and he ended up getting bilked out of more than a quarter of a million dollars. He lost all his savings, his business, everything. It was bad.


My parents struggled to make ends meet. Since all her kids were now pretty much grown—it was just me and Linda at that point—my mom was able to work. She took a job subbing at the Anderson Junior High School cafeteria. Before long, she had a permanent position there. 


When Mike LeBell called, asking my dad to come out west and help with his promotion, he didn’t have much of a choice. He needed to support his family. 


Mike LeBell ran a promotion out in Los Angeles called WWA—World Wrestling Association. He did great business running shows at the Olympic Auditorium. LeBell understood the Latino market long before the bigger promotions did. His top stars were guys like Pedro Morales, Ray Mendoza, and my brother Chavo, not to mention such icons as Freddie Blassie, Terry Funk, and “Rowdy” Roddy Piper, with whom my brother had a legendary feud. 


LeBell offered my dad the opportunity to run a few of his California markets—Oceanside, San Pedro, San Bernardino, a couple of others. My dad accepted, and so my family packed up, left El Paso, and drove out west. We settled in Westminster, which is near Long Beach. 


We spent two years in California. Just like in El Paso, my life was all about wrestling. I’d come home from school and help my dad load the ring into the truck. Then we’d travel to wherever the show was and I’d help put up the ring. Before the show, I’d pass out flyers, then help sell the tickets. We’d do the show, then bring down the ring and go home to Westminster. The next day, I’d get up, go to school, then come home and help my dad unload the ring. 


California wasn’t bad, but after a couple of years, my whole family was homesick for Texas. We loaded up my dad’s truck and headed home to El Paso. 


I was really happy about moving back to Texas. When we got home, my dad took a job outside the wrestling business for the first time in his life. He started selling insurance for AAA—American Automobile Association. 


It was really hard for him, but he had to put food on our family’s table. I don’t think he especially loved doing it, but just like everything else he did, he gave it one hundred percent. He sold insurance with all the dedication he gave to wrestling. He ended up being “Insurance Salesman of the Month” for five months in a row. 


Of course, Dad couldn’t stay completely out of the business for long. He began working with Fritz Von Erich’s World Class Championship Wrestling, promoting shows in and around El Paso. It wasn’t the same as running his own thing, but he really enjoyed it. 


We came back to El Paso just in time for me to start my freshman year at Thomas Jefferson High School. It was hard for me, moving back and forth, having to keep starting at new schools. 


I wasn’t a great student. Mostly I got Cs and Ds. I was lazy. I didn’t want to do homework, I wanted to get in the ring and wrestle. 


Once again, my mom pushed me to sign up for the marching band. Even though I was totally against it in the beginning, it turned out to be a great experience. 


Marching band was a lot of fun, though I never did get very good on my instrument. In fact, I never even learned how to read music. Mike Landa would spell things out for me, showing me what to play, then writing down—third position, fourth position—so I wouldn’t need to read the charts as we played. 


Basically, I cheated. That’s been my motto all my life—cheat to win! At one point or another, I cheated on everything. I was actually pretty good at cheating on tests. I would sit in my room and devise new ways to cheat without getting caught. You could just write the answers on your hand so many times! 


I came up with a brilliant little scam—I’d write the answers on a little piece of paper, then roll it up tight and tuck it under my watch. When I was taking the test, I’d roll it out, get the answer I needed, then let it spring back under my watch. What can I say—cheating was a special little skill of mine. 


Though with my gift for cheating, you’d think I’d have done better than Cs and Ds!


The funny thing is, you end up learning a lot by cheating. When you sit there, writing down all the answers, you wind up studying the subject without even realizing you’re doing it.


At the end of the first semester of my junior year, I came home from school and Linda grabbed me as I walked in the door. 


“You’re in trouble,” she said, shaking her head.


“What’d I do now?”


“Your report card came.”


The school would mail out our report cards, because too many students were trying to fool their parents into thinking they’d gotten better grades. 


“Wait a second,” I said. “I did pretty good this semester. I know I did Bs at least.”


“No,” Linda said, grinning. “You got straight As—you made the Honor Roll!”


“I did?”


“Yep. But you’re in big trouble now. Dad had your report card framed and hung it up in his office. Now you’re going to have to get good grades for the rest of the year!” 


“Oh shit!”


I actually ended up doing okay in the next semester. I managed to get As and Bs and a couple of Cs. Things went back to normal from there, with an average of Bs and Cs and Ds. The only things I did well in were band and major sports. 


For me, major sports meant wrestling. Looking back, I wish I’d played more baseball and football, but back then, I was all about the wrestling. 


Obviously, amateur wrestling is very different from professional wrestling, so even though I knew a lot of basic mat stuff, I had to learn like anybody else. 


At first, my dad refused to train me in amateur wrestling because he had run into a problem when he trained Chavo and Mando. He taught them the only mat wrestling style that he knew, which was shoot wrestling. His experience was with guys like Karl Gotch and Boris Malenko, wrestlers who specialized in stretching—legitimately hurting—their opponents. 


So when my brothers wrestled amateur, they used what my dad had taught them to hurt the other boys. They’d get in there with these other kids and stretch them bad. The coaches had to talk to my dad and ask him not to teach them anymore. 


When I started wrestling, I hounded my dad to teach me. Eventually he gave in, but he was careful to instill in me a respect for other wrestlers. He wanted to be sure I wasn’t going to hurt anyone. 


The first thing he explained was that shooters don’t make money. A wrestler who hurts other wrestlers just isn’t good for business. 


“What I’m teaching you is only for self-defense in there,” he said. “Don’t abuse it, because it’ll come back to haunt you.”


Over the years, I’ve had to use the things my dad taught me a few times. It’s not something I enjoy doing, but if somebody messes with me, I have no problem stretching them to teach them a lesson. 


I started getting into bodybuilding in high school. My focus was on getting into top physical condition, not getting cut or bulked up. I just wanted to be in the best shape possible for wrestling. 


All that training didn’t prevent me from being plagued by injuries throughout my high school wrestling career. I tore ligaments in my thumb and ankle, I bruised my ribs, I messed up the cartilage in my knee, I dislocated my shoulder, I broke my collar bone, all by the age of sixteen. 


One of the reasons I was injured so often was that I was always dieting. I was always trying to get my weight down, which made my body very fragile. I started out in the 105-pound weight class. From there I went to 112 and 119. Then I shot up from 119 to 138 pounds. For example, when I wrestled at 112, I had to get down from my natural body weight of 149. But my mentality was that the more weight I cut, the better wrestler I was going to be. 


Of course, I could’ve dropped down to something like 119 or more, but there weren’t any varsity spots open in those weight classes. If I’d wanted into those classes, I’d have had to wrestle for them, and in my freshman and sophomore years, I wasn’t ready to beat those guys yet. In my junior and senior years, I started dominating the room. I could wrestle anyone I wanted to.


I had a number of different personas in high school: I was the band geek, I was the jock, I was the son of Gory Guerrero. In a lot of ways, those experiences set me up for a life in wrestling, where you have to be comfortable playing multiple roles in life. 


I was—and still am—a very shy person. I spent most of my teenage years trying to come out of my shell. It always felt like I grew up with a spotlight on me, because I was Gory Guerrero’s son and Chavo Guerrero’s brother. 


I was especially bashful around girls. I was very far from the Latino Heat that people know and love.


My first “girlfriend” was Chavito’s little cousin, Stephanie. She was Chavito’s cousin on his mom’s side, obviously. When we lived in California, I had a puppy-love thing going with this cute little girl named Michelle. After we moved back to El Paso, my heart was broken. I was thirteen and I thought it was the end of the world. 


In my freshman year of high school, I don’t think I had a single date. I was really shy, really timid and quiet. I had my first real date when I was a sophomore, with a girl from church. 


The only time I would let myself out of my shell was at parties, when I was drinking beer with my homeboys. I first discovered that I had a taste for beer when I was about ten years old. 


My dad wasn’t a big drinker, so there was never beer in the house when I was growing up. I can count on one hand the number of times I saw him drink. A glass of wine at a restaurant, a can of beer at a family barbeque—that’s about it. 


When I was ten, my uncles came to visit from out of town and we had a big family party. Me and Chavito and a couple of my cousins stole a few beers from the ice chest. We went up to my room and I got drunk for the very first time. I drank two beers—the beer tasted lousy, but I liked it right away. 


Like any high school student, I did my fair share of drinking and smoking pot, but only on the weekends, and not during the wrestling season. I really wanted to succeed as a wrestler, so I put a lot of pressure on myself to stay strong and healthy throughout the season. But when it was time to party, I partied with the best of them.


There was a time there when I got really into smoking weed. I used to drive around with my little baggie and my pipe. One night I was getting loaded in my car. I was sitting there laughing and having this hysterical conversation with myself. I turned around and saw this lady standing there, looking at me like I was the weirdest person on earth. 


When I came down, I realized, Oh shit. I’m talking to myself? Maybe I better lay off the pot!


Thomas Jefferson High School was almost completely Chicano. I don’t remember ever seeing a white student there. There were middle-class kids like me, there were lower-middle-class kids, and then there were poor kids, from the barrio. 


A lot of the barrio kids were mixed up in gangs. It wasn’t as bad as the movies make it out to be, but there was definitely a fair amount of guns and drugs and violence. 


I was lucky. Not only did I have my dad keeping me on the straight and narrow, I had a few cousins that were involved in the gang life, and their stories totally scared me off the idea. One of my cousins was killed in a drive-by, another one is doing life in jail for double homicide. Believe me, that stuff really opened my eyes. I knew that I wanted nothing to do with that lifestyle. 


That doesn’t mean I wasn’t friendly with some of the gang kids. Being Gory Guerrero’s son allowed me to cross the line and party with them. I was like a novelty to them. 


I never had any trouble with the gangs. I got into a beef once with a member, but it was over a personal issue between the two of us, so the rest of the gang didn’t get involved. We fought and that was that. The rule of thumb was that if you fight like a man, then you gain respect and everything is okay. 


I got into a lot of fights during those days. It was usually at a party or at a nightclub. Honestly, I couldn’t say why. It just seemed to happen. I’d be out partying and the next thing I knew, boom, here we go. 


It was a way of showing I had balls, that Gory’s son wasn’t a pussy. I wanted to be a tough guy, I wanted to be the macho man, I wanted to be respected. It was more about respect than anything else.


I always tried to keep my fighting from my parents. There were times when I’d come home all banged up and my dad would ask me what happened. His main concern was that the trouble I was getting into wasn’t gang-related. A black eye was one thing—he wanted to be sure I wasn’t going to get shot or stabbed. 


Dad was determined to keep me in check, to not let me get to the point where I actually joined a gang. He made sure that I knew I was better than that. 


Dad was smart—he didn’t stop me from going out to parties, but made me promise that I’d leave an hour before the party ended.


“C’mon, Dad! That’s right when things start getting good!”


“I know, but that last hour is when the trouble starts. The beer runs out, nobody wants to stop partying, and next thing you know, a fight will break out.” 


That was a great lesson, because it turned out to be completely true. Trouble always went down at the tail end of the parties. I would go to a party, then the following day, I’d hear that somebody got stabbed or somebody got shot right there at the end. My dad knew. 
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