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INTRODUCTION

BY MATT HARDY
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In the world of sports entertainment, it is often hard for an outsider to distinguish the difference between reality and fiction. The boundaries of genuine events and staged acts have become so intermingled and blurred over the years that you never truly know what is actually real. There is one woman that brilliantly emerges out of this hazy subculture just as true as she entered. Her name is Amy Dumas, better known to her multitude of fans as Lita, and she is the living definition of the word real.

“What you see is what you get” has never been more appropriate than when speaking about Amy. When she steps into the ring as the bad-ass, never-say-die, alluring punk girl, she’s not playing a role, she’s just called something different. The WWE named her Lita, but she’s just being Amy. I think this is the reason she is one of the most popular female wrestlers of all time—because she’s real.

Lita is the girl who’s cool enough to hang with anybody. She’s the girl who isn’t afraid to say or do what she truly believes. She’s the girl that all the guys can’t stop looking at and they don’t even know why. She doesn’t imply that she’s better than anyone. She suggests that she’s just like everyone else. Her authenticity makes her more beautiful than any model or voluptuous diva. Amy has all the qualities that most people wish they had, and that’s why they relate so well to her. That’s why every night arenas full of fans chant, “Lita! Lita! Lita!”

On a personal level, Amy is an incredible person that I am very lucky to know. When I first spent time with her, I quickly saw how unique and special and different she is. It doesn’t take long to realize that Amy has unparalleled heart, compassion, and courage. There is never a time when she is afraid to be herself or state what she feels within her soul. She is unprecedented—a role model for both young women and men, as she epitomizes what independence really means.

Amy is coming off one of the most difficult battles she has ever fought—returning to the ring after suffering a severely broken neck. No woman in sports entertainment history has ever returned from this serious an injury. She will be the first. Now, nothing can stop her from fulfilling her destiny as one of the top WWE female performers of all time, possibly even the greatest. Nothing can change Amy’s aura or presence, not even a career-threatening broken neck. She will always absorb people’s emotions and draw them to her.

As you learn about the inspiring journey of Amy Dumas, I’m sure that you will be motivated to live life to the fullest and achieve success against all odds. In order to accomplish those goals, Amy would probably want you to remember these words: Don’t try to be something you’re not. Forget about patterning yourself after someone else. Be true to yourself Stay real.



CHAPTER 1

Every year, on the morning of April 14, my mom calls at 10:36 to wish me “Happy Birthday.”

My parents—Christie and Mike Dumas—got married right out of college. My dad started out as a schoolteacher, but after a few years, he went to work for a company in Fort Lauderdale, Florida, that did wall coverings for various hotels and businesses. When I was little, he would bring home books of wallpaper samples. I really enjoyed looking at the different colors and designs—it was like reading through a book without a story. I would always go and show him which ones I liked best.
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We moved around a lot because my dad’s position in the company kept changing. Every time he moved up, we’d have to relocate. It was all in the same region, but still far enough away to where it was like starting a new life each time.

When I was two, my family moved from Fort Lauderdale to Jacksonville. One of my earliest memories is of riding to the Magic Market on the back of my mom’s bicycle. She had a brown ten-speed and I had a yellow bike seat on the back.

From Jacksonville we moved to Winter Park, right outside of Orlando. That’s where my brother Billy was born.

Billy is almost five years younger than me—he was born New Year’s Eve 1979. To be honest, we were never that close. I was a good-natured easygoing kid, but Billy was always just totally evil tempered. He was a real terror. None of my friends wanted to come to my house to hang out; Billy was that bad.

As a baby, he just cried and cried. My mom would hold him under his arms and say, “I’ll make you do a little dance if you don’t stop crying.” She’d tiptoe him with his little feet touching the table, but he wouldn’t stop screaming. His face would be totally purple, bawling at the top of his lungs.

No question about it, Billy was a handful. Even when he got older, he had an incredibly short fuse. I’d be watching TV and Billy would say, “Give me the remote control, stupid.” I would be in the middle of a show, so I’d say, “No,” then he’d start beating me up. I had to run away so I wouldn’t get in trouble—my parents always told me that I was the older sister and I should’ve known better than to provoke him. I’d go into my room and lock the door and he’d kick the door open. All the locks on every door in the house were broken because of Billy’s temper.
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I think moving around so much was what made me such a loner as an adult.

One day when I was seven, we were in the car with my mom, running errands. Billy was whining and crying because he swallowed his gum, so my mom gave him another piece.

“I want another piece of gum, too,” I said.

“You don’t need another piece,” Mom replied. “Now wait in the car, I’ll be right back.”

That was the last straw. I had had enough. So when we got back home I decided to run away. I went to my room and packed up the TWA Airlines bag my grandfather had given to me. I packed socks, underwear, and a Ziploc bag full of peanuts. Then I wrote my mother a note: “Mommy, I’m running away because it’s not fair that when Billy chews his gum and swallows it and starts crying he gets another piece but if I ask for another piece of gum you say, ‘No, you already have one.’”

My mom was in the shower getting ready for one of the little cocktail parties my parents used to throw. I took my bag and walked to the end of the first block of the cul de sac where we lived, which was as far as I was allowed to ride my bike without supervision. I got brave and walked another block, to the intersection of the main street, which was a pretty big four-lane street. When I got there I just stood on the corner for a few minutes. I don’t know where I’m going, I thought, so I probably should go back before I get in trouble.

When I got home, my mom was getting dressed and I told her that I ran away. I wasn’t even gone long enough for her to notice! My note was still sitting right there where I’d left it. Of course, my mom felt really bad. We sat and talked for a good while. My mom still has the note.

Because of my dad’s job, I kept getting uprooted from my schools and my friends. I think moving around so much was what made me such a loner as an adult. I was never miserable about moving, I just accepted it.

I loved hearing her stories. I always thought that was a great way to deal with life—she had a good time early in life which she enjoyed to the fullest.

This is how it is, I thought. You have to take care of yourself because you never know if your friends are going be there the next day.

I was in second grade when we moved from Winter Park to Deerfield Beach, in South Florida. Deerfield Beach is like the not-so-rich town in between all the rich towns around there, like the multimillion-dollar mansions in Boca Raton a couple miles south.

I was pretty much okay with it at first, but then reality hit. I realized that everything I was used to was not going be there anymore. I said to my mom, “Could we at least take our house with us?” I’d seen trailers on the highways, and thought we could just move the house.

We were in Deerfield for a pretty long time, all the way though sixth grade. That house is where I have my best childhood memories. It wasn’t a big house, but it was nice. My father was doing pretty well at work, so it wasn’t a real stressful time for us, financially speaking. We got a hot tub and my mom got a new convertible.

Those were good times. My parents were getting along really well in those days. My parents were both big tennis nuts, so we’d go to the swim and tennis clubs and to keep me busy I’d be at the pool while they would play tennis. That’s how I got into being on the swim team.

My favorite Grandma, my dad’s mother, had a condo in Pompano, which is just south of Deerfield Beach. We called her “Maga.” That came from one of my older cousins. When he first started learning how to talk, all his words came out kind of backwards. So instead of “Grandma,” he said “Maga.” And it stuck.

When my parents went on little weekend trips, playing in tennis tournaments, Maga would come stay with us. I just loved hanging around her.

Maga was just a really neat lady. She would tell me stories, drinking her Schaeffer beer and smoking her long brown More cigarettes. She talked about what a good guy my grandfather was. Like my dad, his role in the family was to discipline the kids and bring home the money. He came from a fairly affluent family. He was in the military and was killed in the Korean War.
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That was Maga’s heyday. She had a good husband from a well-respected family, she had good kids, she went to fancy parties. Her life was relatively perfect. But after my grandfather died, she had to become the fighting single mom. It was a hard life, raising kids on her own without much money. She pinched pennies and always did the best she could.

In a lot of ways, she lived through her memories of the good old days. I loved hearing her stories. I always thought that was a great way to deal with life—she had a good time early in life which she enjoyed to the fullest. She accepted that those days had ended. Maga rolled with the punches and made the most of her situation at the time, whatever it was. She never acted depressed, at least she never did in front of me.

She had a great attitude towards life, she was very open-minded and always supportive. She would never put me down or say that any idea I had was stupid. Parents have to question you—“Are you sure you don’t want to go to college?”—but because she was my grandmother, she didn’t have to.

I always enjoyed spending time with Maga. When my parents would go away for the weekend, Billy and I would either stay with her or she’d come stay with us. Maga had an old car and for some reason, there was no backseat. It was just carpet and the wheel wells. My brother and I would be back there and when Maga would flick her cigarettes out the window, they’d always come back in through the back window. “Quit doing that, Maga,” I’d say. “You’re burning me!”

“No, I’m not,” she’d reply. “I threw it out the window.”

But every time she flicked her cigarette, it would always come right back in.

Eventually my mom gave her our old family car. We were doing pretty well and when Mom bought a ’84 Mustang GT convertible, she gave Maga our Impala. She wanted to make sure that we had seatbelts on when Maga carted us around.

In seventh grade, my family moved to Atlanta, which really broke Maga’s heart. My parents made me tell her the news over Thanksgiving dinner. I guess they knew she wouldn’t be happy about it and they wanted me to tell her in order to soften the blow. They told me to say, “The good news is my dad got a promotion, but now we have to move to Atlanta.”

Of course I didn’t say it like they told me to. I said, “Guess what, Maga. Dad got a promotion.”

“Oh that’s great,” she said. “Congratulations, Michael, I’m real proud of you.” She was so happy, and then I said, “But we have to move to Atlanta,” and Maga started crying. It was real sad.

We moved to Marietta, Georgia, which is maybe twenty-five minutes north of Atlanta. We lived in a little development called Chimney Lakes. Our house there was pretty big. That’s when we started running into financial problems. I think my parents were a little overzealous when they bought it.

It was pretty nice. Chimney Lakes had a neighborhood pool and of course I was on the swim team. That was the one constant in my childhood—no matter where we went, I was on the swim team.

Because I started swimming at an early age, I was always pretty good. But it wasn’t until I got to Atlanta that I started swimming year-round. The team I was on was called Swim Atlanta and they were very serious people—the guys would shave their whole bodies, and some people were training for the Olympics.

I would go there after school and swim, sometimes four nights a week. Once a month, the team would participate in a swim meet. They were mostly in the same region, but sometimes we’d travel three or four hours away from Atlanta. They were big events, two or three days long, especially compared to the neighborhood meets, which would usually take all of two hours.

I played other sports in addition to swimming, like soccer and softball, but swimming was definitely what I was best at. I was never the top swimmer on any team, but I was good. My stroke was the butterfly, which a lot of swimmers hate doing, so therefore I was a valuable asset, especially on relay races which start off with the butterfly.

The coach would try to get me excited—“Amy, we really need you to get us started, you’re the lead swimmer going into the race and the team needs you!”—but those type of talks never really hyped me up. I’ll swim the butterfly as best I can, I thought. Obviously I can’t do it any better than I can do it, so why are you telling me this? I’m not going to try any harder because you gave me this pep talk.

I was always really into my times. For example, 32.4 seconds was a good time for a 50-yard race. I didn’t care if I got first place, but if I did 32.6, I’d be really mad at myself. The truth is, I’ve always been more in competition with myself than anyone else. I was much more interested in my personal best than how the team did. I think that’s one of the things that led me to wrestling—it’s very much a sport for loners.
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My Most Vivid Memories of Childhood


	
Catching lightning bugs at my grandparents’ house in St. Louis. I’d put them in mayonnaise jars with holes in the lid thatI made with an ice pick.


	
Collecting little snails after it rained in Winter Park. I named them all “Shirley.”


	Walking along the railroad tracks with my dad and finding “special pink rocks” to bring back home.

	I had an imaginary friend named “Makey.” We drew together with crayons on the hardwood floor under my bed—which my mom discoveredwhen we moved from Jacksonville to Winter Park.

	My parents had a dinner party the night before my brother and I were having our portrait photographed. I got bored and wentinto my parents’ room and cut off a big chunk of hair with my mom’s sewing scissors. The next day, I had a cute little bowlcut for the pictures!

	Spending weekends with my grandmother. I loved sitting in her parrot chair, which I thought was just the coolest.

	I was ten-years-old when Pee Wee’s Big Adventure came out. I decided to imitate the bicycle scene and ended up the same wayPee Wee did—scraped hands and knees! If you don’t know what I’m talking about, put this book down and go rent the movie. It’smy all-time favorite!

	Hanging from the top of my swing set, falling, and knocking my tooth out on the swing below.

	They put up a new jungle gym in the kindergarten playground. I got pushed off and cracked my head on the concrete ring atthe base of the fireman’s pole. That was the only time I ever got stitches … until I got to WWE!

	
I was supposed to clean my room on weekend chore days, but I’d always procrastinate and play until I heard my mom coming inher “mad shoes”—she wore flip-flops while doing chores, so I could always hear her coming towards my room to bust me!






CHAPTER 2

My relationship with my father wasn’t a very close one. In a way, I never felt like I really knew my dad. He was just there.

We had a rare heart-to-heart when I was thirteen and he explained that he was being a dad in the way that his dad taught him. “The man of the family’s role,” he said, “as far as his involvement with the children, is to discipline them and to bring home the money. I’ll shoot hoops with you, and show you how to change the oil on your car, but other than that….”

[image: Image]

That one sentence told me so much about his personality. Not that it makes it right, but it showed me where his head was. His attitude was very old school, “I just worked all day and now I’m going to watch the game or mow the lawn or whatever.” Spending time with his kids was not one of his top priorities.

One time I was waiting for my mom to pick me up after swim practice. I stood there, waiting and waiting, and nobody showed up to get me. Finally I got a quarter and called home, “Mom, are you not going to come and get me?”

She said, “I’m cooking dinner, so I sent your father.”

“Well, he hasn’t shown up,” I said. “I’m the only kid here.”

As we talked, my dad walked in the door. “Michael,” my mom said. “Where’s Amy?”

“I drove by,” he said, “and she wasn’t there. I just figured she got a ride home with someone else.”

He just drove by the swim practice, and when he didn’t see me, he just kept going. He didn’t even put on the brakes. For some guys, being a dad is second nature, and for other guys, it just isn’t. I think my dad didn’t entirely have the fatherhood instinct. He just didn’t get it.

Even though I had no trouble making friends, I was always a bit of a loner. Before we moved to Georgia, I attended sixth grade at Deerfield Beach Middle School. It was the coolest school—the student body there was the most mixed of any school I went to.

I felt very comfortable there. There was a feeling that everybody got along. It didn’t feel cliquey at all and I hung out with all types of people. At lunch there would be people doing the double Dutch jump ropes, there would be one ghetto blaster playing rap and then across the yard there’d be another one playing metal. I was always a floater, hanging out with the metalheads, then walking over to the other group, asking, “Hey, what are you listening to?”
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I basically hung out with whoever I felt like hanging out with. At that point I didn’t have an established group of my own, but even later, when I mostly hung out with the punk rockers and the skaters, I was still a floater.

After we moved to Atlanta, I did seventh grade at Mayberry Middle School. That place was very different from what I was used to. Instead of homerooms, we had pods. It was the craziest thing—“Okay, Amy, you’re going to be in Pod A.”

Pods? What the hell is a pod?

Seventh grade turned out to be a very transitional year for me. I spent a lot of time trying to fit in, and not feeling like I did. It wasn’t like I was some horrible outcast, but I’d never had to try to make friends before. I was blatantly trying to be friends with the popular kids, doing things like trying out for cheerleading. It’s not that I had aspirations of being a cheerleader or even thought it was cool but it seemed to be what people were doing, so I thought, Well, I just moved here so I’ll go with it, give it a shot.

Of course, by the end of the tryouts, I was so glad that I didn’t get picked. The girl standing next to me was so super-nervous. She stood there with her arms straight and this glued-on Vaseline smile. I laughed at her, saying, “Chill out, man!” If that’s what they want, I thought, I hope they don’t pick me because that girl looks pretty miserable right there.

It wasn’t that I was looking to find the right clique. It was more like I was searching for my own identity through other people, which is never the way to go.

Then I met Kerry Burke and just like that, I found my place in the universe.

Kerry was a year ahead of me, so I didn’t interact with her much at school. She lived in my neighborhood, so we both rode the bus home together. I thought Kerry was so cool—her hair was frosted black and white, all spiky like a peacock on top.

She must’ve seen something in me, because we started chatting. One day we were on the bus and she gave me some tapes. “Here’s a bunch of music I listen to,” she said. “Listen to it.”

Before Kerry, I pretty much just listened to what was on the radio. The first concert I ever went to was Julian Lennon—his “Live In ’85” tour. I went with my mom. We had fun, but it didn’t exactly change my life.

Now, all of a sudden, a whole new world of music that I didn’t even know existed opened up to me. Kerry was big into the Cure—that was her favorite band, but she also knew a lot about hardcore punk rock and bands like the Circle Jerks, the Dead Kennedys, D.I., Black Flag, and 7 Seconds. Whoa! I thought. I’ve never heard anything like this before and it’s really freaking cool!

Before I met Kerry, I was just your basic normal kid. I dressed the same as all the other kids. These days, kids dress just like adults, which is so disturbing. You see eight year olds wearing little belly shirts and hip-hugger pants. It’s kind of funny—Terri Runnels comes in to work wearing all these cute outfits. The girls in the locker room ask her about her clothes and she says, “Oh I got it in the children’s department!”

Terri’s so small, and of course those clothes look a lot different with her boobs hanging out of them, but still! If I had a daughter, I wouldn’t want her dressing like that.

Anyway, it wasn’t long before my wardrobe began reflecting my interest in punk rock. I started wearing things like guys’ white V-neck T-shirts and Doc Marten boots. I didn’t do the retro thing, the stereotypical old-time punk rock with the spikes and the leather. It was more of a skater look—ripped-up baggy clothes and flannel shirts. Of course, it was still a look that would throw off your more conservative, suburban parents.
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My last year of middle school, Kerry took me to my very first punk rock show—7 Seconds and the Circle Jerks. It was one of the last shows ever held at the Metroplex in Atlanta, which was a legendary venue for punk shows.

It was the summer before eighth grade. I was still so young, and even though it was an early show and we would be home by midnight, I still had to beg for my mom’s permission, “Please, please, please, I really want to go!”

My mom was always cool. Her attitude was Make sure you get good grades and I’ll give you the freedom to explore—just as long as the cops didn’t bring me home. We always had a very open line of communication. Looking back, I don’t know how intentional it was, but she always made me feel comfortable around her. If I needed to ask her a personal question or go to her about something private, I always could.

It was an all-ages show, which was cool because I was only thirteen. The whole experience was incredible. We stood in line, waiting for the doors to open, and when we got in there, I was blown away. It was that same feeling like when I realized I wanted to be a wrestler, like, Holy shit, this is cool!

Everything about it was amazing—the people, the music, the atmosphere. The Metroplex was small and super-dark, there were no seats. It was like a congregation of all these freaks, but freaks in a good way.

It was the first time I ever encountered slam dancing and I thought that was just so cool. Back then, slam dancing was very much about community.

It was like punk rock was our secret, and no one could ever know what it was like unless you were there.

It was a place where you could feel like you were part of something, as well as let out any and all of your aggressions.

It was such a positive vibe, There I was, this little girl, in the middle of the pit and I felt completely safe. I “doubled” with this other girl, which is where you lock arms—like square dancing—and go into the pit together. Then you just run around and bump into each oilier and have fun. If you went down, somebody picked you up. You would barely hit the ground before somebody picked you back up. You might end up with a couple of bruises on your feet from people stepping on them, but other than that, the pit was totally harmless.

People you’d never met would launch you up on top of the crowd, hold you there, then let you back down, safe and sound. Ten minutes later, you’d bump into them in the pit and say, “Thanks, man.” You didn’t know their names or anything, but they had your back for that hour and a half. Everybody was family when they were in the pit and then when the show was over, we all went back into anonymity again.

The whole thing was kind of magical. There was a feeling of We’re so lucky because we know about the show and nobody else does. It was like punk rock was our secret, and no one could ever know what it was like unless you were there.

That night was an epiphany for me. For the first time in my life I knew, This is where I belong.



CHAPTER 3

The hardcore punk community was like a family. The group that I hung out with was comprised of all different types. There were skinheads, there were skaters, there were straight edge punk rockers. Basically, they all hung out together because they were different. They weren’t jocks or preps or nerds. A lot of them were real screw-ups, some of them were real mean and wanted to drop out of school and drink and do drugs. I didn’t do any of that but yet I still was drawn to them. I was drawn to the lifestyle and the look, even though I had little in common with any of those people.

I got into bands like Big Drill Car and Samiam, plus big-time Berkeley bands like Schlong. I really loved all the bands on Lookout Records, like Operation Ivy—whose members later formed Rancid. And of course, I really loved the Dead Kennedys.

All these bands had their addresses on the back of their seven inches. I’d write to them and occasionally I’d get letters back. For every three letters I’d write, I’d get one back, but I always got a kick out of that. It wouldn’t be much more than three sentences: “Dear Amy, Thanks for writing. We’ll be in Atlanta on these dates…”

Looking back, most of these bands were really just a bunch of kids in a garage, but to me, they were a legitimate big-time band because they had a record out.
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Some of my flyers did manage to escape my dad.

My mom was a little freaked out. “Why are these people writing you? Why are they calling you?” She knew I wasn’t doing drugs or drinking or anything, but at the same time, I think she thought my involvement in the punk scene had the potential to get me into trouble. To be fair, though, she was mostly pretty cool with it. My friends coming over with pierced noses and dyed hair, all my punk clothes, none of that ever threw her.

My dad, on the other hand, just didn’t get it at all. He would ask why I was wearing a specific shirt and what did it mean? He definitely would’ve preferred if I dressed in the preppy clothes that he wore.

Another example of my father not getting me—my room was completely covered, floor to ceiling, with punk rock fliers. My dad hated it, probably because it wasn’t wallpaper.

One of my favorite local bands at the time was called Something. They had a decent following, they’d get two or three hundred people at their shows. I was going to paint one of the walls in my room green, then a friend of mine was going to do their logo with a Sharpie. I took down all my fliers so that I could rearrange them around this big Something logo. Those fliers were so important, they meant everything in the world to me, so I stacked them in a very neat pile on my floor.
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Well, it turned out that that same day was trash day. My dad went around the house, emptying all the trash cans, and when he went in my room to get my trash, he picked up all my fliers and threw them away.

I was devastated, to say the least. Those fliers were my life! I was crushed to the point that I hated him. I wanted to kill him! I thought he was the most evil person alive! It took a lot to rile me up; that broke me. “I hate you Dad,” I said through my tears. “I’ll never forgive you!”

If he had said, “I’m your father, don’t talk to me like that,” and then apologized, it would have been one thing, but he just didn’t get it. “What’s the big deal?” he said. “It was thirty pieces of paper, who cares?”

That made me even angrier and more upset with him. I didn’t speak to him for weeks, which aggravated him to no end. He simply didn’t get me.

I can understand him being the macho dad, thinking, I’m not going to back down to my fifteen year old. But he could’ve said, “I really don’t get why you’re so angry, because to me those fliers were just crinkled-up pieces of paper. But I can see that it upset you, so I’m sorry.”

To this day, thinking about that makes me sick. I’ve never been much of a pack rat, but I really wish I still had those fliers.

Of all the punk bands I listened to, the one I was most drawn to was 7 Seconds. There was something about them that stuck out immediately. They had it all—catchy melodies, sing-along choruses, and a powerful message of positivity that instantly struck a chord in me. The average person would probally hear a 7 Seconds song and say, “This is nothing but screaming and yelling—I can’t understand one word of this!” But I studied those lyric sheets and sang along with every word.

7 Seconds just had this very positive force—that was actually the name of their label, “Positive Force.” They showed me that you could be straight and clean and a good person and still be cool. I was never a serious straight-edger—the punk philosophy that Ian Mackaye of Minor Threat and Fugazi summed up with the lyric, “Don’t drink/Don’t smoke/Don’t f***”—but I definitely felt a real connection to that attitude. Some people referred to positive force punks as “green punks,” because while we were punk rockers, we were like hippies in terms of our “Can’t we all just get along?” attitude. Instead of breaking someone’s window if you don’t like what they do, why not go up and introduce yourself and say, “Hey man, I think it’s kind of uncool what you’re doing. It’s just my opinion, it’s food for thought.” That was the whole mentality.
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The attitude was, “I don’t hate you for anything you do, just as long as you’re not harming another human being. You don’t have to be exactly like me for me to like you.” That is my philosophy to this day and I attribute that back to 7 Seconds.

I wonder how much of that was in me to start with. There’s no question that they really affected me, but as I got older, I realized I was probably drawn to them because I already felt the same way.

I have so many great memories of 7 Seconds shows. One night they played at the Masquerade in Atlanta, and Kevin Seconds was squatting down, doing one of his monologues. I was in the front row, and as he talked, Kevin reached out and held my hand. It was probably only for five seconds, but it seemed like a minute and a half. I was just so filled with love for him—not like I wanted to have sex with him, it wasn’t that kind of feeling. It was like, he is so cool and smart and honest. It’s a cliché, but Kevin spoke the things I felt inside. At the same time, it was like I didn’t know I was feeling these things until he spoke them. You know? That’s how cool he was.

Another thing that made 7 Seconds stand out was that they weren’t just for boys. Whenever I saw them, there were always girls in the pit.

Punk was a big boys club in a lot of ways. Basically, there were punk rock guys and new wave girls and they all hung out together. But I was a punk rock girl! I dressed like a punk rock guy—I wore eight-hole Doc Martens oxbloods with double-stripe knee socks, cutoff shorts, and a band shirt with a flannel over it. In the summer I’d take the flannel off and tie it around my waist. Mostly my T-shirts were 7 Seconds shirts—I must’ve had eight different 7 Seconds shirts—but I also occasionally wore other bands, like Fugazi.

That’s pretty much what I wore all through high school. I was the only person that dressed like that. My punk rock girlfriends wore little skirts with fishnets and boots, but that look wasn’t for me.

From what I gathered, 7 Seconds were also pretty cool people. There’s nothing worse than when you idolize somebody and when you meet them, they’re dicks. That’s such a crusher.

One of the great things about punk rock was that the barrier between rock star and the fans crumbled. The bands would actually speak to the people in their audience. Everyone would get together after the show and hang around the van and talk all night.

The first time I met any of the band was at the Wreck Room, maybe six months after that first show at the Metroplex. I met the drummer, Troy Mowat, after their set. I knew that it wasn’t cool to be starstruck, so I just said, “Hey, great show tonight. Drive safe, see you next time.”

My friend Eric Snoddy—we called him Noodlehead, because he had long cool-ass dreads—knew everybody on the Atlanta punk scene. He was maybe thirty years old when I was fifteen—it’s hard to tell how old people are at that age—but he was just one of those people that was always there. He bounced at every club in town, he managed a bunch of local bands and knew all the touring bands. Ask any scenester in Atlanta, “Do you know Eric Snoddy?” and they’ll say “Oh yeah!”

Eric was always really nice to me. When bands I liked would play eighteen-and-over shows, he would always get me in. One night after a 7 Seconds show, Eric came over to me and said, “C’mon, I’ll bring you back and you can meet the band.”

I was introduced to Kevin Seconds, and then I started talking to Troy. I was so psyched—I was wearing a 7 Seconds shirt, boxers with long underwear, knee socks, and my boots. When I got to the back, Troy was wearing his 7 Seconds shirt and boxers—we were basically wearing the same outfit!

Troy told me that the band had the next day off and that the Travel Lodge they were staying at was offering free coupons to the Six Flags Over Atlanta amusement park.

“We’re all thinking about going there,” he said. “Do you want to come with us?”

Of course I did! But I played it cool. “Yeah,” I said. “Sure. Just call me, here’s my number.”

I didn’t think they’d really call. I went home and got into my bed and at 3:33 A.M.—I’ll never forget that—the phone rang.

Oh shit! I thought and picked up the phone. “Hello?”

“Is Amy there?”

“This is Amy …”

All of a sudden, my mom picked up the phone. “Amy, who’s calling so late?”

I just kept talking, like she wasn’t on the line. “Oh, hey Troy. What’s going on?”

My mom started getting louder, “Amy, get off the phone!”

“I’m sorry,” Troy said, “I didn’t know you still lived at home.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I said, still playing it cool. I kept talking, trying to ignore her, but my mom was getting angrier and angrier. “Amy, I am serious! Get off the phone now!”

I sat there thinking, This is not happening! Finally she hung up. “Sorry about that,” I said. “So are you going to go to Six Flags?”

As I was talking, I heard footsteps walking down the hall—boom, boom, boom! My door opened up and my mom was pissed!

“Um, can you just hold on one second?”

I put the phone to my chest. “Mom! It’s the drummer from 7 Seconds! Please!”

“I don’t care who it is! You hang up that phone right now.”

I put the phone back to my ear and Troy totally understood what was going on. “Do you want me to call you tomorrow?”

“Yeah, that’d be great,” I said. “Talk to you later.”

Oh my God, that was so embarrassing! My mom was just being protective. She didn’t want guys in bands calling her fifteen-year-old daughter, especially at three-thirty in the morning.

Troy was a good guy. He called back and asked me to drive a bunch of them to Six Flags. But I was only fifteen—I didn’t have a car yet! My one friend who was old enough to drive, she had already left for summer school. This was back before cell phones, so I couldn’t call her and say, “Forget school. We’re going to Six Flags with 7 Seconds.”

I really didn’t want to have to admit that I was fifteen, so I lied to Troy, “Sorry, man, but my car won’t start.”

That was a big disappointment. Years later, I met Troy again at the Black Cat in Washington, DC.

“I’m sure you won’t remember this,” I said, and told him the story.

He was pretty amused. “Wow, I think I do remember that!”

At the time I was sure he was just being nice and didn’t really remember, but when I became a WWE wrestler, I discovered that you do remember cute stories about your experiences with the fans.

Especially when they’re a little ridiculous or embarrassing.



CHAPTER 4

Not long after I discovered punk rock was when I first began going out with boys. I’d always hung out with boys, but not in any romantic dating kind of way.

My first official date was in eighth grade—his name was Mike Terrebeki, and he was one of the skate kids that hung out in Kerry Burke’s basement. We went to see Bill & Ted’s Excellent Adventure at the local movie theater. After the movie, his mom drove us home. We were in the back seat and Mike whispered something to his mom as we pulled into the cul de sac towards where I lived. We got to my house and Mike said, “I’ll walk you to the door.”
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“No, it’s cool,” I said. “See you later.”

“Really, I’ll walk you.”

We got to my door and he kissed me. I was so surprised! It hadn’t even occurred to me. I knew we were going on a date, but I didn’t even think in terms of doing anything like kissing.

Mike later told me that he had whispered to his mom that she should drive around the cul de sac while he made his move! All I remember was worrying that my mom would see us through the window. I was so majorly embarrassed!

My first real boyfriend was Jake Harvey. He also lived in Chimney Lakes and was part of my little clique of friends. We began dating the summer before I started at Lassiter High School.

Jake was also a skater boy. He was really cute—he had blond hair, which he wore in a total skater cut, with just a little hair over his eyes. He was kind of clean-cut. He’d wear baggy jeans with a plaid shirt instead of a ripped up punk rock T-shirt.

He was fifteen—almost two years older than me—and he had a scooter, which was very cool, because Chimney Lakes was pretty big, probably two miles from one side of the neighborhood to the other. Jake would come pick me up on his scooter, then we’d go back to his house on the other side of the neighborhood.

Amy Klug, my best friend all through high school, went out with Jake’s best friend, Mark Thompson, so the four of us double-dated all the time. We went to the movies, we went to concerts, we pretty much hung out together constantly.

Our main hangout was Mark’s basement. The main reason we didn’t spend a lot of time at my house was my crazy brother Billy. He actually had a heel catchphrase that he’d yell over and over as he hit me: “You’re stupid and you’re ugly and you have no friends!”

I’d be watching TV and he’d come into the room, yelling, “Give me the remote control!”

“After the show I’m watching.”

“You’re stupid and you’re ugly and you have no friends!”

He’d go crazy and start beating me up. I’d shove him off and run away into my room. But once he was riled up, there was no calming him down. “You’re stupid and you’re ugly and you have no friends!”

He would yell at the top of his lungs, his face would turn as red as can be.

Billy would get so mad at me for the slightest reason. On the rare occasions that my friends would be all over, he’d come jumping out from the hallway with a plastic bat or his toy metal detector and hit me over the head as hard as he could.

My friends would try to do something to stop him, but I’d say, “Leave him alone, we’ll get in trouble!”

“But he’s hitting you!”

“I know,” I’d say. “I’m older and I’m supposed to know better than to provoke him.”

That confused my friends to no end. “But he’s hitting you! That’s crazy!”

I never lifted a finger to prevent Billy from beating on me. I actually believed what my mom had said, that I was somehow inciting him. I’d shout, “Ow! Stop it, Billy!”

“Shut up!” he’d scream. “You’re stupid, you’re ugly and you have no friends!”

Billy’s mellowed out over the years—he attends Marquette University and is doing pretty well. But we weren’t close as kids and we’re not close as adults. It’s kind of sad, I guess, but what can you do?

Anyway, Jake and Mark had a little band, called Wrong Answer Zoo Breath. The two of them were like Frick and Frack, and Mark was definitely the crazier of the two. Jake was actually a little more conservative than even I was. He was afraid to get in trouble, not that we ever really did anything all that wrong. We never did anything that was bad or dangerous, but occasionally we would lie to my mom about where we were going, things like that. Jake would always be the one to say, “We probably shouldn’t be doing this.”

When the four of us went out, Jake was always the best behaved member of the group. If we went to the movies and threw popcorn at the screen, Jake would be the one to say, “Shhhh! The attendant is going to get mad!” He was like the voice of reason, which isn’t a bad thing for a bunch of kids to have around.

Jake was my first real boyfriend, my first do-everything boyfriend. We went out for a year and a half. All things considered, that’s pretty long for a high school relationship.

One day when I was a freshman, a girlfriend and I were browsing at the pet store in the shopping center right next to my neighborhood. It was around Easter, and they were selling little baby ducks. I guess the idea was you would give them to your kid for Easter, they could play with them for the day, then throw them into the pond.

I just thought they were so cute! They were these puffs of tiny little blonde fuzzy fur! We decided to pool our money and buy a couple of the baby ducks.

The deal was, I’d name one and my friend would name the other. I immediately named mine “Kevin,” after the singer in 7 Seconds. My friend tried to name hers after some poet. It was a long, unwieldy name, so I said, “Forget that—his name is Troy,” after the drummer in 7 Seconds.

At first we kept them in a laundry basket in my house, but as they got bigger, we brought them outside. I got a baby pool and they would swim in there. They were kind of clumsy and they’d just flop around in the water.

They weren’t fully grown ducks by this time. They had just started growing their adult feathers, so they weren’t babies either—they were teenagers. They’d sleep outside my window and every morning when I woke up, I’d make duck noises and they’d respond, “Quack, quack, quack.”

Jake had turned sixteen and gotten his license, so he’d pick me up for school everyday. Before he showed up, I’d go out and feed the ducks. Then I’d turn the garden hose on them and watch them play in the water. When Jake got there, I’d walk up my driveway and Kevin and Troy would follow me, just like I was their mama. When I got in the car, they’d turn around and walk back down to the backyard.

My neighbors’ dog was always after the ducks. One time it got Kevin by the leg. I chased the dog away, but Kevin’s leg was broken, It was so sad, he had a little limp and couldn’t get in the baby pool by himself anymore.

The dog kept getting over the fence to hassle the ducks. One day I was inside my room and I could hear them outside quacking. It sounded like trouble so I ran out there—Kevin was in the dog’s mouth, and Troy was pecking at the dog’s paw, trying to stick up for his brother. Fortunately, I got out there just in time to make the dog spit Kevin out. His wing had a little puncture on it, but he was still alive.

I went next door and said, “I’ve got these ducks on my property. Can you make sure your dog stays on your side of the fence?”

“My dog never leaves our backyard,” my neighbor said. “It must be a wolf or a fox or something that’s been attacking your ducks.”

“Look,” I said, “I can see your dog in your backyard and I’m telling you I saw that same dog’s mouth attached to my duck’s leg. Please try to keep him locked up, okay?”

Well, one morning I did my usual “Quack quack” out the window, but there was no response. I was running late—as I always was—so I didn’t think too much about it, I just got in the shower. When I got to the kitchen to get my breakfast, my mom had a sad look on her face. “I’m sorry, honey,” she said, “but the dog got the ducks.”

She said it looked like the dog broke their necks. They weren’t too badly beaten up and their little bodies were right next to each other.

I was so upset! My mom was being real sweet, saying things like, “They were good ducks.”

Then she told me that my father wanted to wake me up when he found them. Not because he knew it was going to upset me—he wanted me to clean up all the feathers so the yard wasn’t a mess. That was his mentality—he just wasn’t an especially sensitive father.

My mom put Kevin and Troy in a plastic garbage bag, and I had to bury them. I was so crushed, I couldn’t lift the bag knowing they were in there. It freaked me out. I just couldn’t do it. So I dug a hole and then Jake picked up the bag and put them in. It was just awful.

Not long after that, I decided to get replacement ducks. I named them Jeff and Aaron—after Jeff Ott and Aaron Cometbus, the singer and drummer of one of my other favorite bands, Crimpshine. Unfortunately, Jeff and Aaron—the ducks, that is—weren’t nearly as cool as Kevin and Troy were. They were more like wild animals. They didn’t come to me, they didn’t like being picked up. They were just ducks.

Also, I think the novelty of the whole duck thing had worn off for me. I probably didn’t pay as much attention to them as I had to Kevin and Troy. Maybe I didn’t give Jeff and Aaron a fighting chance. I was like, “Come on, do your duck tricks,” and when they didn’t do anything, I said “Oh, screw you, then,” and put them in the pond.



CHAPTER 5

School was always easy for me. I always had good grades, mostly Bs, even though I rarely opened a book. I’d start papers the night before, and get them done five minutes before the bus came to pick me up. If I’d studied for more than half a second, I would’ve easily gotten all As.

My main extracurricular activity in high school was the swim team. I didn’t take it too seriously. The only reason I was on the swim team was because it something I’d done my whole life. It was fun, but it wasn’t as big a deal for me as it was for the rest of the kids on the team. I’d go to swim practice after school three times a week, but on the other days I’d meet up with my friends and skate in the Kroger’s parking lot until we got kicked out.

The truth is, I coasted through high school. The thing that I was most interested in was seeing bands, which I did all the time. As time went on, my musical spectrum got much wider. I started getting into bands like the Descendents and Fugazi and Dag Nasty.

It’s the same for most kids that are really into music—you start out listening to the first bands you’re introduced to, and from there you figure out how to find more bands that are cool. Maximumrocknroll magazine was my bible. I’d scour the record reviews to see who was supposed to be any good, then I’d order their record.

Until I got into wrestling, I was a major band geek. I was the kid who’d know things like, “This guy played guitar on one song with this band and then he started a new band and they put out a split single on this obscure label …”

I loved going to gigs and seeing bands. Going to punk clubs was very different from most people’s understanding of a rock concert—the gigs were dark little spaces, with no rows of seats, no fancy lighting setups. In fact, sometimes there wasn’t even a stage! It was essentially a bunch of people hanging out with a band. Punk gigs were a very interactive experience. The bands and the audience would often talk back and forth between songs. It was really intimate and exciting.

One memorable night was when I saw Green Day at the Existentialist Church in Atlanta, just outside of the Little Five Points section of town. There were maybe forty or fifty people there—no one knew who Green Day were yet, they had released a couple of 7-inches on Lookout! and were out on their very first tour. They were good guys—they were just a year older than me, telling fart jokes and doing stupid shit. They fit right in with my whole group of friends.

One of Green Day’s roadies was a guy named Lucky, who’s since died of a heroin overdose. In addition to being a roadie, Lucky was the guy who tattooed people with the Fifteen Dot—it was one dot of ink, dotted into the skin fifteen times, representing the Lookout! band, Fifteen. Everybody in Fifteen had one, everybody in Operation Ivy and Green Day had one, along with various people around the country who were invited to be part of the circle. When Lucky asked me if I’d like a Fifteen Dot, I said “Hell, yeah!”—I definitely wanted to be included in that community. He broke out his metal lunch box, took out some needles, some rubbing alcohol, and some india ink and gave me my very first tattoo—it basically looks like a blue mole on my left forearm.

Of course I would’ve loved to have gotten a real tattoo, but you had to be eighteen to do that. The next best thing was getting pierced, so I got two in my tongue and two in my nose. It was just to be punk rock and to do something different.

He broke out his metal lunch box, took out some needles, some rubbing alcohol, and some india ink and gave me my very first tattoo—it basically looks like a blue mole on my left forearm.

My mom didn’t like them but I had friends that had piercings and she’d always been cool about it. She made me take them out when we went to see my grandma, but other than that she didn’t care.

My parents got divorced when I was seventeen. It was in my junior year of high school. My mom took me to lunch at Subway. We had just ordered our sandwiches and she said, “I brought you here so I could talk to you by yourself and tell you your father and I have decided to get a divorce.”

It was pretty upsetting. I started crying and my mom said, “Oh I’m sorry, I should’ve let you finish your sandwich before! told you.”

At the time, I didn’t really see it coming. There was never any fighting, though at the same time, they were never especially affectionate towards one another. They coexisted and that’s what I was used to seeing.

Looking back, it’s pretty obvious that they were unhappy, but at the time, it totally threw me for a loop.

My relationships with my mom and my dad were always very separate. We didn’t do a whole lot as a family. We didn’t have an Annual Dumas Family Trip to the Beach or anything like that. So when they divorced, it wasn’t as if our strong family bond was breaking and my life was going be ruined because of it. I felt bad for my brother, though. He was just starting adolescence and was already an angry kid.

At first, my mom moved into the guest room. She stayed there until we sold the house, and then we moved into a two-bedroom apartment in Norcross, Georgia. Billy had one bedroom and me and my mom shared the other one.

Norcross was in a different school district, so in order for me not to spend my senior year at a new high school, I was given a car. It was a used Chevrolet Spectrum, a little hatchback. It was real cute.

Sharing a room with my mom at that age kind of sucked. My mom’s attitude was, “Well I figured you’d be moving out after you were done with high school, so it wasn’t worth spending more money to bump up to a three-bedroom apartment.”

That pretty much was my plan, but it was still hard for the six months that I lived there. Fortunately, I had my car so at least I was mobile.

Since most of my clique of friends were two years older than me, they all graduated when I was in tenth grade. School lost a lot of its luster for me that year. Dropping out wasn’t an option, but I hated school so much at that point that I really started to drag my feet. I would show up late everyday. I barely studied. I was pretty miserable.

I realized that I had to get out of there as fast as I possibly could. In order to graduate you had to have between fifteen and eighteen credits—if you never failed a class in your entire time in high school, you’d have eighteen credits. So in my senior year, I doubled up on a couple of classes and in December of ’92, graduated with the bare minimum of fifteen credits.

The first thing I did after graduating was to start looking for an apartment.



CHAPTER 6

There were two things I wanted in an apartment: that it would allow dogs and be really cheap. The one I found was in this great little house on Myrtle Street, right by Piedmont Park. It was divided into three apartments, the owner lived on the top floor, a family lived in the front apartment, and there was another little apartment in the back which was just perfect.

There was one minor problem—literally! It was February 1993, so I was still seventeen and wasn’t able to legally rent on my own until my birthday in April. I explained my circumstances to the landlord and, fortunately, he was totally cool with waiting a couple of months to sign the lease. I moved in just before I started classes at Georgia State University.

At that time, my goal was to teach middle school, so I majored in education. I did that for three semesters, but the fact is, going to college felt like I was still in high school. The only difference was that I was able to pick my own direction.
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The Myrtle Street apartment was a tiny space, just a small bedroom, a living area and a kitchen, which became known as “the Skate Ramp,” because the floor sagged right in the middle. But it was a very cute place, with hardwood floors and high ceilings. Plus it was cheap—just $375 a month.
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