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This book is dedicated to the memory of my father.
The late, great, and original Pete Gas.

You’ll always be in my heart.


Foreword by

Adam “Edge” Copeland

The year was 1999. Limp Bizkit was still atop the charts. Everyone was doing it for the “Nookie.” Titanic was becoming the highest grossing film of all time (more on the film’s visionary director later). Rubber Goth choker necklaces were actually an acceptable fashion accessory. It was an era when tramp stamps were considered a good idea. Tribal tattoos were all the rage, and Rage Against the Machine were at their full, angry, groove-laden power. Alas, it was also a year when two young, lion maned, Hot Topic–wearing kids from the burbs of Toronto finally found themselves realizing their dreams of competing in the WWE. A squinty-eyed fucker named Jay Reso (a.k.a. Christian) and myself were trying to knock the tag team world—along with The Hardy Boyz and eventually the Dudley Boyz (notice the z, like I said: 1999)—on its butt.

Around the same time, and a little less remembered, was the debut of three dudes from the mean streets of Greenwich, Connecticut (although one member, Joey Abs, was from the woods of North Carolina). They were Rodney Leinhardt, the aforementioned indie veteran Abs, and Pete Gasparino (a.k.a. Pete Gas). The Mean Street Posse. Clad in sweater vests and chinos (but strangely, wrestling boots), they looked like those guys in high school you either wanted to hang out with or really DIDN’T want to hang out with. They were the Socs from The Outsiders. The Ralph Lauren–loving lacrosse players who’d eventually find themselves in Ivy League schools and sweet-paying jobs as CEOs.

Pete and Rod were actually childhood friends of Shane McMahon. They were brought in to play back-up for Shane in his big WrestleMania match with X-Pac. I don’t think they quite understood what they were in for. On paper, you say, “hey, talk about a dream gig!” There’s plenty of wrestlers out there who would give their eye teeth, their nose teeth, and their ear teeth for that opportunity. Yes I know there’s no such thing as nose and ear teeth, I’m a storyteller. Forgive my long, mostly useless analogies.

A wrestling locker room can be an unforgiving, uncompromising, unwelcoming place. Take any “un” you want, and that locker room was it. Like a stalactite-ridden cave with a hibernating Grizzly snoring in its cold, wet confines. Picture a shark tank full of sinewy 20-foot great whites, and throw in some hungry alpha wolves who are really good swimmers and that should give you an idea. That’s if you can actually wrestle and aren’t friends with the owner’s son. Well they WERE Shane’s friends, and make no mistake about it: the Posse COULDN’T wrestle. At first. Abs was added so they could have some experience to get them through matches on their end. They were thrown in the deep end. The deepest part of the ocean deep. Where the Kraken lives. Where half of James Cameron’s movies take place type deep (and there’s your callback). The match at WrestleMania was their initial, pardon the pun, test.

For me and Christian, we always liked the Posse and understood the tough position they were in. Plus we were roughly the same age, were also buddies with Shane and, most importantly, they were just good dudes. So we took every chance we could to give them advice. We even got to work each other and they knew they could be comfortable with us. We “managed” them against the Hardy’s with the proviso that if they won, we got the first title shot. We were conniving Canadians. Good times. And here’s the thing with Pete: amidst all of the beatings at the hands of the APA and assorted other grizzled long-time veterans, he never complained once. Better yet, I never saw the guy not smiling. He clearly understood what was happening but instead of developing a chip on his shoulder, he chose to develop skills.

Imagine, if you will, being thrown into the NFL having never played one down of football, lining up against Ray Lewis. That’s the equivalent of what Pete faced when he stepped in the ring with someone like Ron Simmons. At that point a 13-year veteran who just happened to be the first African American World Champion in history and can bench press a Volkswagen while wearing jeans and cowboy boots with his daily paper tucked under his arm. Yeah, that put it in perspective, right? But Pete never complained. Never griped, never bitched or moaned. He just laughed and smiled. Which was the absolute best thing he could have done. He paid his dues. He worked hard. He got better.

Sometimes in business that doesn’t matter though. In the WWE there’s generally a yearly roster thinning. In 2001, it was Pete’s turn to be cut. At the time he was in Puerto Rico, where he was sent to continue honing his skills. This was after he had been sent to Memphis, with the idea of possibly going to Japan. He wanted to get better. However, even in the midst of all of this and being released, he didn’t get bitter.

That was my memory of Pete. Over the years we’d see each other, but pretty rarely. In one of the instances that social media isn’t annoying, Pete and I got back in contact through Twitter. When Christian and I started filming our show, The Edge and Christian Show that Totally Reeks of Awesomeness for the WWE Network, Pete was one of the first people we asked to be on. He plays the mailman. As Pete Gas. To deliver Paul Heyman’s cut-off pony tail. While also mimicking Kevin Spacey from 7even. No, it doesn’t make sense, but nothing on our show does. So deal with it. Best part is that all these years later, Pete was the same guy. Smiling, laughing, and happy to be on the show. Oh yeah, and he killed it too.

Pete didn’t let a sometimes bloodthirsty industry change him. He moved on.

So while you read this and reminisce about your lost 90s weekends and look regretfully in the mirror at your lower back where your tribal butterfly tattoo lives, now looking like a melting moth, while listening to Fred Durst, just know that Pete Gas is in a good place. There, feel better? I kid, I kid. Really what this is, is a feel good story about a good time, a good guy, who hasn’t changed. And sometimes that’s enough, isn’t it?

—Adam “Edge” Copeland


Foreword by

John Bradshaw Layfield

You never know in wrestling what will work—we wish it was so easy. If someone had told us that you could take three guys off the street and put them in the ring and they would be successful, we would have laughed … but that is exactly what happened with Pete Gas and his Mean Street Posse.

Most people who had made it into the WWE had been many places and spent many years learning the business. In my case, which is typical, I had wrestled all over the world: I had lived in Europe for a couple of years wrestling every night after starting in Texas and Japan. Nearly everyone who was in the WWE had been a champion somewhere in a smaller territory/regional promotion. It is similar to professional sports that you get your players by choosing the best out of college or in rare instances high school; however, no one goes straight to the pros without at least playing the game.

The fact that Pete Gas and his Mean Street Posse went straight to the top and actually made it as stars is mind blowing to say the least.

Being a villain in professional wrestling is the best. Who doesn’t want to punch the big bully who does nothing but brag, or who doesn’t want to shut up a bunch of rich kids from Greenwich who think they are tough? Without a good villain, the white knight never gets to ride in and save the day.

The idea of Mean Street Posse is absurd—thugs from the mean streets of Greenwich—where the toughest thing you had to worry about was whether your chauffeur picked you up from your preppy boarding school. At least that’s the characters these guys played, and I loved it. In fact, I thought it was genius.

I remember, during one of our matches, hitting Pete so hard with a metal chair that it just folded around his head. After the match we got to the back and he just laughed. That’s just how we played it back then. We took pride in making things look real. When I say that pro wrestling is like the circus I don’t do it justice, we were much crazier than the circus.

We used to wreck into each other like crash-up derby in rental cars going down the road, we were constantly playing jokes on each other (we called ribs), and we loved the night life. We were overgrown kids having the time of our lives … the business has since changed now just like the NFL has, but when Pete was in the WWE he was a part of the “good old days.”

The boss’s son brought Pete into the WWE, something that in most instances would have been a political nightmare. But not with Pete. We all loved Shane McMahon and when he brought his friends in with him, they fit in just like guys who had been in the business for years.

We have an incredibly respectful business and Pete never had any issues, and that really says something about him as a person. I share something with Pete that everyone in the history of the business would be jealous of: the highest rated regular quarter hour in wrestling history. Pete and his boys were fighting the “Stooges” of Pat Patterson and Gerald Brisco and in the same quarter hour I was fighting my tag team partner Ron Simmons. We did an astounding 8.6 rating. Imagine taking a guy off the street and drawing a rating like that?

The problem that Pete had was he was too entertaining. People like to be entertained and, when a character entertains people, even if that character is the bad guy, eventually the crowd turns them into a fan favorite. This happened to Pete—he was just too entertaining, which is a good thing.

Pete has a great story. He came to WWE to do a simple storyline and because of his ability he not only stayed, he became a star.

—John Bradshaw Layfield


Introduction

You never forget the first time you get whacked in the head by a steel chair.

Then again, that’s just the life of a professional wrestler, especially during the era I performed, the only era people seem to want to talk about these days, as it’s an era packed with more shocks, more laughs, and more characters than arguably any other era in the business. I was a product of that era, WWE’s “Attitude Era,” performing as a wrestler who I hope you loved to hate. It was my job to get you so mad that you’d want to spit on me, cuss at me, and cheer when I got my bell rung by legends like the Rock, Stone Cold Steve Austin, and JBL.

And getting your bell rung is just one of the ways you had to earn respect from the other wrestlers in that locker room.

That’s why I hate when people call professional wrestling fake. Scripted? Fine. Choreographed chaos/violence? Of course. But believe me, the cuts, the broken bones, the blood dripping on the mat, that’s all too real, and I still have the sore neck and loss of memory to prove it. You just can’t fake falling through a table or taking a bump outside the ring on concrete. I read a study a long time ago that said being in a wrestling match is the equivalent of your body going through thirty car accidents. When you land on concrete, your body stops, but everything inside moves around, and it’s that jarring which really causes the pain.

But when you’re in the ring, when you’re in that moment, the adrenaline is flowing and you’re not thinking about how much pain you’re in. You’re just trying to put on the best match, the best show you possibly can. You think about it when you get back to your hotel room, when you need to fill the ice bucket so you can take care of all the bumps and bruises, that’s when you feel it. That’s when you realize what you just put your body through. But unless you break a bone or blow out your quad like Triple H did, you keep going. You owe it to the fans, to the guys you’re in the ring with, and the guys watching from the locker room. It’s up to you to work through the pain.

It’s funny, because anyone who doesn’t believe me, anyone who thinks the chair shots don’t hurt or the bouncy ring mat saves our bodies, all you have to do is turn on the WWE Network and go watch the episode of Monday Night Raw where the Mean Street Posse took on the Acolytes. JBL hit me with a chair shot so devastating that it actually wrapped around my head like an old Flintstones cartoon. At times I wonder if the WWE actually had the video taken down off of YouTube because the hit was so violent. I actually just watched this match and, when you look at the video, the referee Teddy Long was in the corner, he actually covers his face the chair shot was so bad. And people always want to know what it feels like to get blasted in the skull by a steel chair. Let me tell you, every single time I got hit in the head, I saw a big flash of light and my ears would immediately start to ring. But I never saw a bigger flash or was more disorientated than the night of Bradshaw’s hit.

To put it bluntly, Bradshaw hit me so hard in the head that Mick Foley was worried about my health.

That’s right, Mick Foley, the guy who got thrown off the top of the Hell in a Cell cage and then was choke slammed through the roof of it so hard his tooth ended up in his nose. He thought the chair shot was too extreme.

The following day, we took a charter flight to Tallahassee, Florida. I remember Mick Foley pulling me aside and asking, “Are you OK?” He was like, “Pete, I’ve taken many chair shots to the head and that was a bad one.” He couldn’t believe that I was able to even get up after the match.

But I was like, “Yeah, I’m fine, no big deal.”

Later, Chris Jericho pulled me aside and told me he’d never seen anything like that. He told me: “Don’t lie to me, are you OK?”

I told him I was fine, but then he tells me: “Well, you’re probably facing the Acolytes again tonight. Do yourself a favor, feed him your back. You don’t want to take another one of those chair shots to the head. That was brutal.”

But when the Mean Street Posse debuted in the WWE, we were the new guys, we had no wrestling experience, no training, but there we were, on the most talked about wrestling show on the planet, and that was just one of the ways you paid your dues in the WWE. We didn’t put our hands up for chair shots. We needed to prove we were tough. We needed to prove we could take it and come back for more. We were there to show everyone that we could compete with the best of them, and if that meant taking a wicked chair shot to prove it, that’s just the price we paid for our shot at being superstars.

The Mean Street Posse might not have been the most gifted athletes in the ring, but one thing you could never take away from us was our toughness and desire to be there.


Chapter 1

Mean Street Wasn’t Actually Paved in Gold

The funniest thing about being in the Mean Street Posse is that everyone I meet assumes I’m a millionaire. Not as a kid, not now, never was. Couldn’t be further from the truth. Only thing about the Mean Street storyline that was true was the fact that Rodney and I had been close friends with Shane long before we ever wore preppy sweaters on Monday Night Raw.

Growing up, there were three different junior high schools in Greenwich, Connecticut. Rodney and Shane went to Central Middle School and I went to Eastern Middle School. When we faced them in football, I played both ways (offense and defense) and remember facing Shane head-on at the line of scrimmage plenty of times. And boy was that kid tough, even back then. I knew of him and his family, and, of course, I had been watching wrestling since I was nine; staying up late to watch Hulk Hogan, King Kong Bundy, and Andre the Giant. So I knew who the kid was, and I too stereotyped him. But since he was on the other team, we weren’t friends. I was taught in football that the only friends you have are the guys on your team. Everyone else is your enemy. But that all changed when we were in high school. By the time we got to the tenth grade, we all ended up on the same team, and now my enemy was about to become one of my best friends for life.

Shane and I were both on the offensive line together with Rodney as the fullback, and we instantly hit it off. It’s funny, because I think a lot of people’s first impression of Shane is that he comes off a little pompous because of all the money he grew up around. But in all honesty, the more you get to know him, the more you realize that he isn’t like that at all. However, the more you get to know him, the more you realize he’s absolutely crazy (and I mean that in the best kind of way). The kid is an adrenaline junkie, he seriously has no fear. I remember we used to hang out at this dam in Greenwich, and nobody knew how deep the water was, but that didn’t stop Shane one day from climbing to the top. We were all laughing like, “No way he’s going to jump.” But he just looked at us, and next thing you know he takes off without hesitation, jumping off the top and splashing into the water below. As he was falling, all I could think was, “Shane’s dead,” but damn if he didn’t swim right back to the top of the water and let out a scream of conquest. He was a risk-taker for sure. If Shane saw something high up in the air, his first comment was always about wanting to jump off of it. He wouldn’t think twice, he’d just do it and somehow always ended up smelling like a rose (sound familiar, Undertaker?).

Being around Shane is always fun, always entertaining. I like to tell him: I’ve never had a bad time hanging out with you. Whenever we went out, we always had a fun night. It wasn’t about money either. We all made our own money working various jobs and would honestly get upset if he disappeared and paid the check before we even saw it. To be honest, some of the best nights we ever spent together had nothing to do with money at all. There’s just something about Shane that brings out the madman in everyone who’s around him. Even if we were getting chased by the cops or acting reckless, it was always a blast. I remember one time when we were freshmen in college, Shane decided it would be a blast to take the McMahon’s maid’s car out for a joy ride. It was a metallic green, ugly freakin’ Lincoln Town Car. Shane wanted to take it out that night because his pickup was in the shop (again), plus the Lincoln was so huge that he could fit everyone in one car. We were all at a party and I was trying to talk to a girl, but Shane and a group of our friends were all bored and wanted to leave and go to a bar. So he gets three other guys and they each grab one of my limbs, pick me up, and carry me to the car. We all had fake IDs at the time thanks to one of the other offensive linemen on our team who would make them in his basement senior year, and these IDs always worked, so we always wanted to hop around the bar scene. I obviously had no say in the matter.

So Shane starts driving and Rodney and Willie Green (who was actually in one of the original Mean Street Posse vignettes, but never wrestled) decide that they are going to climb onto the roof of the car while Shane is doing about 80 down the highway. I’m serious: if you knew our crew, we were doing stuff from Jackass before Jackass even existed. It’s just what we did. These two guys jump out on the roof, then Rodney decides to move from the roof to sliding his way down the hood of the car, hanging on by the windshield wipers. He was wearing a button down shirt with a pocket in the front, and that’s where he always kept his can of tobacco. So Rodney decides that it’s time for a chew, and he’s going to grab the can and take a dip while riding on the hood. But the fool drops the can and it slowly starts to slide toward the end of the hood as we continue to book it down the road. This is when Rodney’s brain needed to decide: What’s more important, your life or your tobacco? Of course, Rodney went with the tobacco. He didn’t want to part with it. So he actually takes both hands off the wipers and hood, grabs the can of tobacco, then before falling to his death actually grabbed back on to the windshield wipers. He then continued to ride on the hood for a good five miles. But that’s not all. As Shane saw the boys having so much fun, he decided to not only join them but to top them. So Shane switches out from the driver’s seat and tells me to drive. He then climbs on top of the car’s roof while I floor it, and he’s up there surfing the roof of this Town Car like he’s Teen Wolf. It was one of the stupidest/funniest things I’ve ever seen. I can’t believe none of us died that night, and we hadn’t even made it to the bar yet.

After what seemed like hours of risking our lives for the thrill, we finally arrive in Port Chester. The bars there were open until 4 a.m., so that was always the go-to place-to-be for us and our fake IDs. Once we were there, the drinking was on and, in no time, Rodney meets up with a girl and she was good to go, so he gets up and immediately leaves with her. Rodney always had that ability with the ladies. So the rest of us all strike out, and now it’s down to me, Willie Green, and Shane, and we hop back in the maid’s Lincoln Town Car for the ride home.

Shane always preferred to drive through the back roads on our way back from Port Chester, but for some reason, playing Teen Wolf wasn’t enough for him that night, so he decides he’s going to start driving through people’s bushes and crashing through sections of picket fences. He’s just destroying everything in his path at this point, and we’re all laughing and yelling, but when I turn around to look at the chaos we were leaving behind, I see a cop come flying up on our tail. Meanwhile, Willie Green has a rock about the size of a bowling ball and wants to throw it through someone’s windshield. I yell, “Shane, there’s a cop behind us,” and he’s like, “Psht, it’s just a Jeep, don’t worry about it.”

Just a Jeep!? I know the difference between a Jeep’s headlights and a cop’s! So I yell, “There’s a cop behind us!” But he still doesn’t believe me and hits the gas even harder. That’s when we saw the lights. Believe me now?

We’d been drinking, he’d been driving like a lunatic and smashing up half the neighborhood, and now the cop pulls us over and I know for sure we’re all headed to jail. Willie throws the rock in my lap and tells me to cover it up. I put it on the floor and cover it with my feet, but I’m starting to sweat and Willie looks more like a guy trying to act cool than anything else. We were guilty as hell. But as soon as we get pulled over, Shane exits the vehicle to talk to the cop. Not a smart move. That’s how you get shot. And that’s when I hear this loud commotion and the cop starts to scream at Shane, and now I know we’re all going down. I’m thinking my next time playing football is going to be on the prison team like The Longest Yard, and I just kept waiting for the cop to yell at us to get out with our hands up. But next thing I know, Shane gets back in the car and starts to drive away.

“Shane, how the fuck did you get out of this?” Apparently the cop was going to write Shane a ticket, and Shane asked if he could pay him cash to take care of the ticket on the spot. The cop was obviously offended by this and started shouting at Shane, and was about to put him in cuffs, but then when he read Shane’s name again, he realized it was Vince McMahon’s son, so everyone calmed down and he made us a deal that if Shane paid for all the damage he had done with his lunatic driving that we wouldn’t be sent to jail. We all should’ve gotten arrested. The cop saw us taking out the fences and acting like idiots, but because Shane was a McMahon, we were all saved and I didn’t have to join the prison football team after all.

* * *

When it comes to the McMahons, though, one thing people don’t realize is this: despite all the drama you see on TV, they’re one of the closest families I’ve ever met. Vince was a great dad and always there for his family. Shane and Vince were best friends when Shane was growing up. In fact, Vince was Shane’s best man at his wedding. Vince was always there for him, whenever Shane needed him, and when Vince wasn’t there, the McMahon name was sometimes all it took to get us out of trouble. But it was more than that. When we had our football games in high school, Vince would be at almost every game. I remember when we first got to high school, we’d be on the field and you’d look into the stands and there was Vince McMahon. You were so used to seeing him on TV, but there he was watching his son’s high school football game. I still remember the first time I got to meet him, Vince shook my hand and all I could think was, “Holy shit, this guy is big!” He was into bodybuilding, even back then, and he had that wide back and big, bulky chest. The man was a beast. Still is.

It was always a blast hanging out at the McMahon house. Whether we were goofing around or even watching wrestling, it was the place to be for the guys to all get together and act like big-timers. Back then, Stephanie was still pretty young, but we all loved her like she was our little sister. When we were with Shane, Stephanie was always one of the guys. Nobody ever minded that Shane’s little sister was hanging out with us because she was so cool. I remember when she was really little, all the guys over the house were sophomores and juniors in high school, and we were all talking about wrestling and what our wrestling names would be. I couldn’t come up with a name, so I turn to Stephanie and I say, “Steph, if I was a wrestler, what would my name be?” And she looks at me, and she was so cute, and had this huge smile on her face as she says, “Flower.” I was like, “What? What do you mean ‘Flower?’ What type of wrestler would go by the name Flower?” And she goes, “You would come out in all green and you could wear petals around your head. You would just be a big flower.” It became a running joke with us, and when I see her to this day, we still call each other Flower. Out of all the tough and corny names everyone was coming up with, like Crusher and the Rhino, I became Flower.

Another fun thing we’d do at the McMahon’s house was Casino Night. Shane used to invite everyone over, and we’d gamble on anything we could think of. We’d shoot pool for money, play poker or blackjack, and if you didn’t know how to play those games, there were actually guys who’d play Go Fish for whatever amount of cash you wanted to throw down. We would have some beers and just go at it. Other times we’d be invited over and Vince would be there working on scripts for the following week’s show. I even remember watching NFL playoff games in his living room. Vince is a big Washington Redskins fan, and I remember the year the Redskins were playing the Lions in the playoffs and we were all sitting in the living room watching, and Vince was just one of the guys screaming for his team and going wild when they scored a touchdown. It was great.

But there were times when Vince got mad. And when Vince got mad, to be honest, it scared the shit out of all of us. Back when we were juniors in high school, we had a buddy named Mike Cate, and Mike had a motorcycle. Like I said before, Shane was a daredevil, but the one thing Vince told him repeatedly not to do was hop on Mike’s bike. Shane was forbidden from riding a motorcycle because Vince thought it was too dangerous a combination with Shane’s stuntman self. One day, though, Shane decides that he can’t stand it anymore, and he’s going to ride the bike. He wasn’t going to be stupid and ride it in front of his house. Instead, he goes a few blocks away where he thinks Vince won’t see and starts to ride it around at high speeds like he’s been riding motorcycles for years. I swear, the kid could pick up anything and look like an expert, and riding a motorcycle was no different.

So Shane is showing off, flying around the block like Evil Knievel, until all of a sudden we look down the driveway and here comes Vince with that big barreled chest and he’s huffing and puffing as he charges right toward us.

“Boys, where’s Shane?” None of us were going to rat out our boy, but then again, none of us had to because a couple of seconds later the knucklehead comes flying around the corner on the motorcycle. Vince just looks at us and says, “Boys, time to go home,” and we all jumped in the car. But as we started the engine, we could see Vince grab Shane and use his head like a battering ram to open the front door. We started laughing because we knew Shane was going to catch hell for what he did, but that’s just the way we all were … we all just laughed at each other’s pain, and Shane felt some serious pain for riding that motorcycle, believe me.

Like I said, it was never boring hanging out with Shane. Our lives back then always involved a lot of alcohol and a lot of action. And, usually, it was about trying to hurt each other in front of everyone else just to get a laugh. We’d shoot each other with BB guns, drive in Shane’s Corvette convertible through the snow with the top down, just whatever dumb thing we could think of doing.

And that’s where the idea of the Mean Street Posse came from. We were a crew long before we were on TV. The only difference was, in real life, Shane was the only one with any money. And that’s really the biggest misconception people have when it came to our characters. Since we were real-life friends with Shane, everyone assumed we were all rich. But that’s just not true at all. Rodney’s father owns the family upholstery business, and they’re very blue collar. By no means do they live a lavish lifestyle. My father was a police officer for a bunch of years, then ended up being a plumber for the last twenty years of his life. He was one of those guys who would drive over two hours from Greenwich to New London, Connecticut, just to make a few extra bucks and did whatever he could to make ends meet. Back in the day, he bought our house in Greenwich for $30,000. To him, his mortgage was $100 a month, and the house he really wanted was $35,000, but he was afraid the payment was too high. That house today is worth $2 million and my mom’s house is probably close to $1 million, but back then, we were living paycheck to paycheck.

In fact, I didn’t even get my first car until the day my dad died, taking over his pickup truck. So unlike what people thought of us and the “mean streets” of Greenwich, it’s not like we were all riding around in our own Beamers or Benzes. We never went on family vacations. We just didn’t have that kind of money. So that’s why when you see the characters on TV and the crazy stunts, that was us, we really lived that (sometimes) dangerous aspect of the Posse … but the money, that was all Shane.

* * *

Behind the scenes, Chris Chambers from WWE TV came up with the idea for the Mean Street Posse along with Vince Russo and Ed Ferrara, and the original idea was based from the movie The Outsiders. You had the Greasers and Socs, and the Socs were the rich kids that everyone hated. We took those characters and added our own flavor. This was back in 1999, and Shane was working toward a match at WrestleMania against X-Pac. They were looking for ways to bring real heat on Shane’s character—they really wanted the crowd to hate him—so they made him this badass from Greenwich, Connecticut, and brought us in to help, but we were only supposed to be there for a couple of weeks.
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