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This book, one of my dreams, is dedicated to my Ma.

Words cannot express or truly convey what you mean to me, but I’ll give it a shot. Without you and your support, my dream would not have been possible. With you and your strength, you helped me believe that any dream can come true.

You are my true hero. I love you.
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My fellow author, Mick Foley.



INTRODUCTION

A few years ago, I was asked to comment on my legacy in the wrestling business. As I thought about it, I realized that my peers opinions of my in-ring skills have relatively little to do with how I want to be remembered. Finally, I said I wanted to be remembered as a guy who made fans smile, and who was always good to the younger guys in the business. With that in mind, I believe that Adam Copeland, “Edge,” is a major part of that legacy.

By the summer of 2000, WWE had been under attack for some time from critics who felt the show was too risqué and was inappropriate for children. I largely disagreed, and made it my mission to put a happy, goofy, innocent face on professional wrestling. Adam and Jay Reso (better known as his tag team partner, Christian) were my partners in this ridiculous endeavor. Together, our skits came to be known as Credgeley (for Christian, Edge, and Foley) and set the standard for hokey comedy and downright nincompoopery that should endure for ages.

Interestingly, in the midst of all the fun, E&C found time to tear the house down on many a WWE show, including that year’s SummerSlam match, a downright brilliant contest that should endure for ages as well.

Alas, the good times had to end, as I departed the wrestling scene for a more hands-on role in fatherhood, and Adam and Jay received the crushing news (crushing for me, at least) that they needed to act more like real people. Real people, they were told, don’t play kazoos.

Ironically, as far as people go, they don’t get much more real than Adam Copeland. He is an intelligent, thoughtful young man, and an athletic, charismatic performer. He has sacrificed his body for the entertainment of WWE fans, and while paying for those sacrifices, found the time to share his story with us. The fact that he wrote it himself didn’t surprise me—I always assumed he would.

His is not the story of an aged wrestler looking back on his long years. Not that there’s anything wrong with that. I wrote one myself. Neither is it a story of a young Superstar reflecting on his rapid climb up wrestling’s ladder.

Rather it is the story of a young man at our industry’s crossroads. A story of an athlete poised at the threshold of greatness, who is counting down the seconds until a career-threatening injury is finally overcome by the formidable tag team of Mother Nature and Father Time, and then can team with a mystery partner known as Potential Not Yet Fulfilled.

As a wrestling fan, I can’t wait to watch. As a friend, I will be nervous, but confident. As a mentor of sorts, I will be a proud couch potato and will always consider being asked to write the foreword to Adam’s unique story as a major part of my own legacy.

—MICK FOLEY

ON EDGE

by ADAM “EDGE” COPELAND
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PROLOGUE

So here it is, my book. The life and ramblings of Adam Copeland. Now, if you have picked up this handsome little number, then you probably also know me as Edge. If you don’t know either name, read on. Hopefully, wrestling and nonwrestling fans alike will be fascinated.

What you are holding in your hands has been a dream of mine. I’ve had many dreams come true, and I still have many more to fulfill. That’s what this book is about: my life and working toward fulfilling those dreams.

You may be asking yourself, Why do I want to read about this? The guy is only thirty years old, how much of a story can he possibly have? Oh ye of little faith. These eyes have seen many things. This body has experienced things a body should not endure.

So now it’s time to step through the looking glass and … come out on the other side. Okay, so now you are standing beside me. Not good enough. This is a story. It’s supposed to take you, the reader, on a journey. My journey. It’s my job to paint a mental picture for you. Theater of the mind. So here it goes, and bear with me.

Right now, faithful Edgehead, you are … a worm. Don’t worry, this is the first, and last, time you will pretend to be a worm while reading this book (unless your name is Scotty 2 Hotty). You are now sliding your way into my ear (don’t get stuck in the wax). Pop! You are in. Lot a room in there, huh?

Now it is time to truly see my life, through my eyes. The eyes deeply set under my Cro-Magnon-like forehead. Comfy? Here we go!

—ADAM COPELAND

Sitting on his couch in Tampa, Florida (which has his ass crack permanently imbedded into it).
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CHAPTER 1

Are you okay, Edge?” That was the question WWE referee Brian Hebner asked me as I lay in a fetal position, pain screaming through my neck, the recipient of a Kurt Angle German suplex. I wish I could have answered yes; instead I spit out, “Give me a minute.” The words I utter anytime something feels wrong. Really wrong.

Leading up to my match that night at the Bradley Center in Milwaukee, Wisconsin, I’d been saying those words far too much. You see, playing through pain is ingrained in a wrestler’s DNA. This pain, however, was different and it was not going away. In fact, it was getting worse. One thing we don’t have in sports entertainment is the luxury of calling a time out. The show must go on, and besides, I was wrestling Kurt Angle for the WWE Championship. I had been experiencing the pain for about a month. I continued to feel it for another month. Finally, I gave in, got an MRI, and discovered I had been doing all of this with two ruptured discs. In laymen’s terms, a broken neck. I rested, I flew to South Africa, for a WWE tour, and back. I continued wrestling until I lost all the strength in my left arm and it quickly shrunk to the size of a noodle. It eerily reminded me of Mr. Burns (of Simpson fame) in a tank top.

Don’t get me wrong; this is not a sob story. Barring the broken neck, I would not change a thing. It’s just a look into the wacky world in which I make my living. It also helps explain why I had the time to write this book (in between episodes of That 70’s Show).

My couch has a very Homer Simpson-like indentation where I was forced to sleep, sitting up, for seven weeks. It’s also where I crafted this literary masterpiece (okay, maybe masterpiece is reaching, but you get the idea). So, while repairing my weary old bones at the ripe old age of thirty, I had time to reflect. This brought on my epiphany (actually it was my ex-wife’s epiphany, but who’s counting); I would write out my life story, in long hand áIa the hard-core author Mick Foley, because, like Mick, I, too, am computer illiterate. I was undaunted though, because I was about to write my very own book, my life story.

This is when my first dilemma hit me harder than an Undertaker chair shot. How do I do this? Better yet, where do I start? Well, folks, I am still not sure if I know, but as I sit here at 2:30 A.M. in my underwear (not a pretty thought, I know), the very beginning seems like a good idea.


CHAPTER 2
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Yeah, that’s me.

When I began wrestling my mind-set was: I gotta be me. Like me, hate me, I am just being me. For many of my formative years, I was not me. At least not the man I am today. It was a long rocky, winding, and fairly steep road to get where I am today (no, not stuck to my couch). I have experienced the good, the bad, the tough, the glad, and the sad; plenty of blood, sweat, tears … and any other tired old phrase you can think of. But enough of the doom and gloom.



In Orangevīlle, you have two choīces: work in a factory īn town, or, īf you are really lucky, land a job in Toronto.



It all started in a sleepy little town named Orangeville, Ontario, in Canada. It was a nice town, a working-class town, located forty minutes northwest of Toronto. In Orangeville, you have two choices: work in a factory in town, or, if you are really lucky, land a job in Toronto. Even at a young age my goal was not to settle with picking between these choices, but to exceed them.

However, we need to go a little farther back, so let’s cue the fuzzy dream sequence music and journey to a time when everyone’s favorite Edgemeister was still kicking in his mom’s stomach like Lars Ulrich of Metallica performing “One.”

My mom, Judy Copeland, was born January 2, 1953. She left home at the age of seventeen. Eventually she got married and pregnant with yours truly. Before I was born this guy took off. Not exactly a class act. Bitter? In my teens, maybe there was a little bitterness. It’s still something I don’t bring up with my mom. Why, you ask? Partly because, at this point, I don’t care. Also because I feel it may open old wounds. I have never met the man. In fact, I’ve never even seen his picture. Why would I want to meet someone like that? If anything, it taught me what not to do when I become a father. Besides, as I am about to explain, I never felt like I was missing anything growing up.

[image: Image]

My mom.

I was born weighing in at 10 pounds 12 ounces at 7:05 A.M. on October 30, 1973, at the Orangeville Hospital. We picked up stakes after I was born and moved to nearby Cambridge, Ontario. By the time I was two we were back in Orangeville.

My mom was now twenty-three and I was three and we were back where we started, in illustrious Orangeville. It was tough but fun, at least for me. My mom worked two jobs, secretary during the day and waitress at night. (So tip well, because I know what waitresses go through.) When my mom headed to the waitressing job, I would either go to my grandparents’ or one of my uncles would come over. Almost all of my mom’s family lived in Orangeville. These were fun years. I would pretend to fall asleep on my grandparents’ couch just so I could hear my grandmother say “Bless his little heart,” and then she would kiss me on the head. I can still hear it like it was yesterday.

My grandparents had nine children, five boys and four girls. All the boys played hockey and all but one played goal. Let me just state that in order to play goal you need to have a screw loose (says the man who dives off fifteen-foot ladders). Being born in Canada, you are also born into hockey.

[image: Image]

Outsīde at my grandparents’.

You see, this was the 1970s, and the Toronto Maple Leafs had some great players: Darryl Sittler (who I later played a yearly charity game with), Bjore Salming, Lanny MacDonald, and Mike Palmateer in goal. I would place my fat little butt on my grandpa’s foot for his famous horse ride, surrounded by my uncles watching hockey on television. While all of this was going on, my mom was working. She would close down the restaurant, come get me around two A.M., and get up the next morning and do it all over again. To me, this was normal, and I was never lacking in the love department. I was always surrounded by loving family members.

Sometimes I would stay home and my uncles Randy and Gary would take on the babysitting duties. I was always close to Randy and Gary. in a way they became both father and brother figures even though

Gary was only nine years older than me. They were also the brothers who were closest to my mom. To me, they were the ultimate cool, second only to my new discovery: the hottest band in the land, KISS! They were larger than life, they were characters. They had cool music but who cares, Ace Frehley was the spaceman and his guitar shot sparks! Gene Simmons spat blood and threw fiery swords! Wow! To my tiny three-year-old mind, this was it!

[image: Image]

Me and my uncle Gary.



I grew up listening to music with my mom and uncles. My mom loved the Eagles, Led Zeppelin, America, and the Beatles. To this day I still love those bands. In my uncles’ eyes, no band touched Queen, although Cheap Trick was close. I remember being enthralled by the album covers, studying them for hours while I listened to the music. Anytime I hear music from that era, it takes me back to those times.

However, for me, it was KISS. My mom understood that they were harmless, but Gary did not understand their appeal. Finally he relented, and asked to borrow my KISS Dynasty album for one of his parties. I had converted him to the KISS Army! I believe that KISS played a larger role in my childhood than even I realized. One night I scared the hell out of Randy. Let me set the scene: It was a dark and stormy night. The sky, she was angry that night, my friends, and the rain beat a tribal-like rhythm against the windows. Okay, I’m exaggerating, but you have to admit, it did sound pretty good. Anyway, this night Randy was babysitting me as I lay sound asleep on the couch (almost like a crowd watching an Al Snow match—sorry, Al, I had to throw in at least one). Meanwhile, Randy settled into a chair for a cozy night of “quality” seventies-era television. Little by little, he felt a strange presence. He turned his head to realize that the strange presence was me. I was on all fours right beside his face, on the arm of the couch. Did I forget to mention that my teeth were bared and I was growling? Now, before you start to think I’m Linda Blair from the Exorcist, hear me out. I was just dreaming that I was Peter Criss, the Cat Man, and drummer for KISS. That’s my story and I’m stickin’ to it! Suffice it to say, this threw Randy for a loop. At this point my mom walked in and saw what I was doing, and Randy took this opportunity to slowly creep out the front door.



My fīrst dream was to bacome a rock star.



I would constantly run around with my little belly poking out of the bottom of my baby blue KISS Destroyer T-shirt. I had long, curly, platinum-blond hair (I refused a haircut even then), and my trusty red-and-white plastic guitar was placed firmly in hand. Essentially, you would have to say that my first dream was to become a rock star. Everyone around me wanted to play for the Leafs and wield a hockey stick. Not me, I wanted to wield a Les Paul guitar. Now, that’s not to say that I didn’t get my fair share of hockey, trust me, I did. I usually got plucked in between the pipes for my uncles shooting practice. I still don’t understand that one, they were all goalies.

My other early childhood fixation was superheroes and comic books. Once again, my childhood obsession would rear its head in strange ways. One day, while my mom was in the kitchen, I decided in my infinite wisdom to do a back-flip off the coffee table. Hey, Spider-Man could do it, why not me? That question got answered quick, fast, and in a hurry. I landed squarely on my head, spraining my neck (this would become a recurring theme in my life). When my mom took me to the hospital, the doctor started to grill her about what happened. She told them I was in the other room playing Batman. The look of doubt was still on their faces until I spoke up to say that I was playing Spider-Man, not Batman. I mean, duh! Spider-Man was way cooler than Batman.

[image: Image]

Now, you know what my favorīte Halloween costume was.

Thankfully, for my mom’s sake, my first day of kindergarten was quickly approaching. On that fateful, first day of school, my mom walked me right up to the sidewalk, tears in her eyes. I think she felt like she was throwing me in the deep end of the pool, hoping I wouldn’t drown. To me it was no big deal, and besides, I wanted to know if anyone else liked KISS. (No one did.) It was around this time that I fell into my shy, reclusive stage (which seemed to last until I was fifteen). Around my mom and the rest of my family, I was me: fun-loving, outgoing BamBam (one of my childhood nicknames). At school, I receded into the background. My grades were fine, but even if I knew the answer to a question, and the teacher looked my way, I would pretend to be tying my shoes. Maybe it’s because I felt so safe and secure around my family that I shut down when they were not around. Who knows, maybe some child psychologist reading this can figure it out.
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CHAPTER 3

To this day my mom doesn’t have her driver’s license. I’ve offered cars, poked, pleaded, and prodded, but she will just not take the driving plunge. What this meant when I was younger was that it was one hell of a long walk to school. No bus route ran by our apartment, so we would throw on the boots and slush through the frigid Canadian winter. These grueling walks, though, were a blessing in disguise, because I met my very first best friend, Dwayne Harkness. Dwayne and his mom walked the same route as us, and soon we became inseparable. We may not have been the coolest kids, but we had each other. We actually lived a good distance apart, but we had our meeting point on our way to Princess Elizabeth Public School (home of the Pythons, although the name has been changed to the Pandas, which must surely strike fear into every opponents’ heart). Because we lived so far apart, Dwayne and I could only hang out together at school and on weekends. Weekdays were a write-off. Although not a social butterfly, I was able to make another best friend, right across the street from me, Rob Moody. We lived on Broadway. This might make you think bright lights and big cities, but sorry to disappoint, it did not live up to that legendary name. Looking back now, I would have to say that our apartment … sucked, for lack of a better term. We were not exactly affluent, but my mom did her best, busting her hump at two jobs. It got tough, but I was still too young to understand the hardship my mom was going through. To me, walking everywhere, having a little two-coil furnace for heat, no phone, and seeing my breath in bed at night was no big deal (now, however, my big crybaby ass could not handle it).



Looking back now, I would have to say that our apartment … sucked, for lack of a better term.



Across the street, life for Rob was very similar, so we clicked. We hung out in the back alleys behind our apartment buildings, doing everything. Street hockey, skateboarding, G.I. Joe, you name it. It may not sound like all that much fun, but somehow it was. We didn’t know any better.

Thanks to Dwayne and Rob I was able to get through those first few years of school. It was nice to have someone to lean on. Occasionally, I still keep in touch with Dwayne. Sadly, I have fallen out of touch with Rob. Last I heard he was somewhere in northern Ontario. If you’re reading this, “Hi, Rob.”


CHAPTER 4

It was not until later that I noticed we had a lot less materially than other people. I had friends I would visit after school with nice, big houses. From there I would come home, navigate my way up rickety old stairs from the back alley to our apartment. This was not your typical apartment building. There were only three apartments. And for some reason our bathroom had a second door that opened onto the building’s hallway, which the building’s other occupants used to get to their apartments. Strange setup.

We also didn’t have a shower. Instead, we had an old claw-foot bathtub. Looking back, there were quite a few classic elements in that apartment, which, with the proper money, could have been nice. We, however, did not have the proper money floating around. We struggled to make the rent. Sometimes I’m sure we got behind on the rent so I could eat, but my mom always struggled on. She was too stubborn to give in (I know where I got that trait from).

When I started to pay attention to the disparities in my life—comparing my life to that of some of my friends—I started to question my mom. Somehow I always got the KISS action figure for Christmas or the Sherwood goalie stick for my birthday, but I still wondered why Santa brought the “rich kids” more. Imagine, as a single mom, busting your butt as a secretary and a waitress, trying to answer that one. I even remember saying, “I wish I lived somewhere else.” God how that must have made her feel, and to this day I still kick myself for spitting that ball of hate out.
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The happiest kīd īn all of Orangevīlle.





Somehow, īn my līttle mind, I belīeved that kīds who līved īn houses were somehow better than me.



Somehow, in my little mind, I believed that kids who lived in houses were somehow better than me. Maybe that’s where my shyness came from. It’s amazing the things that seem important when you’re a little kid. It got to a point where I would sprint down the back alley to the old stairs, just so no one would see where I lived (like anyone was watching, or cared). It was stupid of me, and I know it hurt my mom’s feelings (sorry, Ma). She tried hard to make ends meet and make me a good person. Thankfully, the lesson took (I think). Like I mentioned before, when it comes to love, I was never lacking. She was able to provide me with Spider-Man, KISS, and food on the table, just not the lavish house that the other kids had. In a strange way, I think it actually helped to form the man writing this, and taught me not to take anything for granted.


CHAPTER 5

[image: Image]

Me and Gary.

It was on May 19, 1982, that my family was rocked by disaster. My uncle Gary, who was only seventeen, was gravely injured in an auto accident. He was nine years older than me and he was like the brother I never had. My uncles Randy and Joe were also like father figures. It shook me to my very core. I could not fully grasp what was happening.

I remember going to my grandparents’ apartment in the middle of the night. The accident happened in Owen Sound, Ontario, at around one A.M. Gary and four of his friends were on their way home after a lacrosse game. It was late, the roads were wet, and they were young. Gary was thrown from the car and was in a coma. From that night, and for the next six days, I was at Toronto General Hospital, crying. Finally, on May 26, the decision was made to take Gary off life support.

[image: Image]

My uncle Gary at 15. I still miss him.

I was young, but I could still comprehend that this was just not right. He was like my brother, one of my best friends, my soccer coach that coming summer, on his way to the Edmonton Oilers farm team and possibly an NHL career. I just kept asking myself, Why? I still don’t have an answer, but I gotta believe that someone that good, went someplace better. At the funeral, my grandmother remembered hearing my voice reciting the Lord’s Prayer louder than anyone else. That prayer just seemed important to me. My mom remembers me clutching her hand. She thought I was trying to support her. I know she supported me, so I guess we supported each other. It’s a blow I don’t think my family will ever recover from.

Now there was a gaping hole in our lives. I could never replace Gary, but that was when something appeared on my radar screen to help fill the void. I floated around for a long time until one day my TV screen was filled by a platinum blond, yellow-and-red-clad behemoth with a definite fire burning in his eyes. He was telling me to drink my milk, say my prayers, and take my vitamins.

That behemoth was Hulk Hogan.



I floated around for a long time until one day my TV screen was filled by a platinum blond, yellow-and-red-clad behemoth with a definite fire burning in his eyes.




CHAPTER 6

Wrestling had sunk its teeth into me, and I was hooked in quicker than a Chris Benoit crossface. I have to admit, as I sat in my old rocking chair, my feet next to the coil heater, Hulk Hogan had me. He made me feel like I could accomplish anything I put my mind to. As cheesy as that sounds, like Kurt Angle would say, “It’s damn true!” I sat glued to the tube. I watched them all: Superstars, Wrestling Challenge, Wrestling Spotlight, and Maple Leaf Wrestling, which featured host Billy Red Lyons and his mantra of “Don’t cha dare miss it.” Well, Billy Red (God rest his soul), I did not miss it. I ate wrestling up quicker than Big Show at an all-you-can-eat buffet. Once a month was Saturday Night’s Main Event. My mom and I would sit down with potato chips and popcorn, and I’d quickly be swept away into my own world. I would not hear any questions that my mom would ask, I was the definition of tunnel vision. Picture a vampire sucking the TV for all of the wrestling it had, until it was bled dry. I was Count Freakin’ Dracula.

[image: Image]

Here I am lifting Jay (those are his feet dangling on the left).





Picture a vampire sucking the TV for all of the wrestling it had until it was bled dry. I was Count Freakin’ Dracula.



International Wrestling from Montreal featured Rick Martel, Tom Zenk, Sadistic Steve Disalvo,

Eddie “The Brain” Creatchman, his son, “Pretty Boy” Floyd Creatchman, “Mr. Perpetual Motion” (quite possibly the worst wrestling moniker ever), and a man who would someday help to get my wrestling career off the ground, Sweet Daddy Siki (more on him later).

BC All Star Wrestling was on after World Wrestling Federation and paled in comparison. Actually, it sucked and blew at the same time, but I still watched. They had one diamond in the rough, appropriately named “Diamond” Timothy Flowers. Flowers would always curbstomp the Frog (a name possibly worse than Mr. Perpetual Motion, and yes, the Frog looked about as fearsome as he sounded).

From Calgary came Stampede Wrestling, which invaded my senses. It was like an incoming missile on my wrestling radar screen. Bret Hart, Davey Boy Smith, Dynamite Kid, and Bad News Allen all in the beginning of their careers. Eventually I watched in awe as Owen Hart, Chris Benoit, Jushin Liger, Hiroshi Hase, and Brian Pillman all started their careers under Stu Hart’s legendary Stampede banner. This was a completely different hybrid, greatly influenced by the Japanese and English wrestling styles. They had Ladder matches! What? That’s right, Bret vs. Bad News in a Ladder match before Ladder matches were famous (or infamous, depending on your point of view). For me, it was unheard of. (Little did I know the part ladders would play in my future.) The host of Stampede Wrestling was Ed Whalen. At the end of every show he would hit his tag line, “In the meantime, and in between time, that’s it, another edition of Stampede Wrestling. Bye bye now.” I would recite it in unison with him every week. He created so many great terms like “The ol’ malfunction at the junction,” which he used for any big bump.

Every week Ed would also host Pro Wrestling Plus. This program showcased wrestling from around the world. Wrestlers from the NWA, Continental, Mid-South, Puerto Rico, and Mid-Atlantic regions would be represented on this show. Guys I could only read about in the pages of Pro Wrestling Illustrated, like Ric Flair, Jerry Lawler, Dr. Tom Prichard, Austin Idol, the Von Erichs, Bruiser Brody, and Carlos Colon were highlighted on Pro Wrestling Plus. I could not get enough, but they only played thirty-second clips of the matches. We could not afford a VCR, so I was left with quick images and pictures in my mind.

Around this time TSN (Total Sports Network) picked up AWA Wrestling and broadcasted it to Canada. Rick Martel was their World Champion. Guys like Stan Hansen, Larry “The Axe” Hennig, his son Curt Hennig, Nick Bockwinkel, Larry Zbysko, and the Midnight Rockers—Shawn Michaels and Marty Jannetty—all busted heads there. Even Hulk Hogan had worked there before he jumped ship to the bright lights of New York City and World Wrestling Federation.

Through all this wrestling fanaticism, my mom would sit beside me. She would humor me and calm me down when King Kong Bundy would attack Hogan or Randy Savage would do the same to Ricky Steamboat. We would buy all the new wrestling action figures (the classic rubber ones), and when I said I wanted to be a wrestler, she would always respond with a Tony the Tiger-like “Grreeaat!” (It was actually more of a “Go for it,” but I couldn’t think of a cereal mascot with that catchphrase.) She probably didn’t want to discourage me at such a young age. My excitement with wrestling was infectious, and I think she secretly enjoyed it as much as I did.



When I said I wanted to be a wrestler, she would always respond with a Tony the Tiqer-like “Grreeaat!”



One day, my mom and my uncle Randy surprised me with tickets for the World Wrestling Federation at Maple Leaf Gardens. Better yet, the seats were in the fourth row ringside! I don’t know how they did it, but they pulled it off. It was my mom, Randy, my soon to be Aunt Sandy, and me. I will never forget the butterflies I had walking up to that classic old building. Somehow we got lucky and were able to stand at the entrance where the wrestlers entered the building. They were all passing me, George “The Animal” Steele, Tito Santana, Hillbilly Jim, and King Kong Bundy. They were massive, giants, walking towers. I was in awe.



By the Parisi hit his Cannonball, I was hooked for life.
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At Maple Leaf Gardens with Jay Look at those “Pythons.”

Maple Leaf Gardens had a famous black rampway that led down to the ring. I had watched everyone walk that ramp on Maple Leaf Wrestling, and now I was there. The first match—my first live match—was Rene Goulet vs. Tony “Cannonball” Parisi. Admittedly, neither guy really captured my imagination.

But by the time Parisi hit his Cannonball, I was hooked for life. The main event that night was Jesse “the Body” Ventura and “Macho Man” Randy Savage vs. Tito Santana and the Junkyard Dog. Of course, I cheered for all the babyfaces, although at that time they were just the good guys to me. In my eyes they stood for what was right. Wrestling was very black and white in those days. There were no shades of gray, it was cut and dry. With all of that being said, I could not help but like the Macho Man and Ventura; I just wouldn’t admit it.

Another thing that I would never admit was the claim that wrestling was predetermined, or worse yet, the dreaded word (drum roll please) fake! Little did I know that I would later come to understand, first-hand, that wrestling was indeed predetermined, but it was definitely not fake (the metal plate in my neck attests to that).

It seemed like I was not the only one to have discovered wrestling. WrestleMania was happening, and the popularity was exploding. It just so happens that around this time another kid (one month younger, to be exact), named Jason Reso, had stumbled upon wrestling in the neighboring town (actually more like a hamlet) of Grand Valley. That kid Jason would end up being my “brother” Christian (sorry to disappoint, we’re not really brothers). We’ll get to him soon.

About this time that kid Jason Reso moved to Orangeville and started attending Princess Elizabeth. He had that mysterious new-guy quality. I was willing to look past the fact that he wore huge tennis wristbands, because he had a ninja star! Ninjas couldn’t hold a candle to wrestlers, but it would have still been a hell of a fight in my eyes. Despite the ninja star, wrestling was number one in Jay’s book, too. He had discovered wrestling a year before, when he had broken his arm and had nothing to do but watch TV. I’m sure the wrestling gods must have been smiling the day that we met. Eventually Jay and I became inseparable as well as outcasts at school. For some reason we were the only two not invited to parties. It was probably because we were (and currently are) huge geeks. That was fine with us; we had wrestling.

Even with my wrestling obsession, I found the time to experience my first real kiss. I had been “going steady” with a little redhead named Cindy Crockford. Cindy was born on the same day as me, in the same hospital. I was the only boy in the maternity ward that day. You might think this was a sign of studliness to come. You would be horribly wrong, as you are about to see. Anyway, I was in Grade 6 and dating Cindy. I had walked her home and suddenly realized that she was looking up at me, expecting a kiss. Okay, here goes. I closed my eyes and took the plunge with my mouth closed, expecting a peck on the lips. Cindy was obviously a little more experienced at the whole kissing thing, because she had her mouth opened wide. I didn’t realize in time and completely botched my first kiss worse than Jonathan Coachman trying to wrestle a match. Unlike Coach, I quickly recovered and salvaged the kiss.



Did I mention that we were really cool?



Although I had a girlfriend, Jay and I were still attached at the hip. One day, during our outcast, rebels-without-a-clue phase, we decided to pull an all-nighter. Oh yeah, we were going to prove how cool we were by staying out all night, thinking we would have a great story to tell. Jay told his parents that he was crashing at my place and I told my mom that I would be staying at Jay’s. So, at eleven that night, we found ourselves hanging out at St. Andrew’s Catholic School … by ourselves. Real cool. Of course, we had nothing to do, but we were committed by now. Maybe we should have been committed. About this time, it started lightning, quickly followed by a storm. Did I mention that we were really cool? We walked across town until we finally gave in, found a cardboard box, set it up in an alley, and slept there. Believe it or not, the rain beating down on the box put me to sleep. Around seven the next morning, we woke up and walked to Jay’s house, where we hid in the garage until his parents were up and it seemed like a believable time for us to be walking home from my house. Like I said, rebel without a clue and not exactly Fonzarelli cool.



Like I said, rebel without a clue and not exactly Fonzarelli cool.



Very occasionally, small independent wrestling shows would roll—actually more like limp—into the Orangeville Arena. Jay and I started our wrestling networking at an early age. Somehow we met the local promoter and started helping out. We put up posters, set up chairs, and the ultimate: helped to set up the ring! The promoter would even let us get in and roll around the ring for a little while (the ring I would eventually have my first match in). Jay took this opportunity to scale the ropes and pounce on his brother Josh, creaming him with the best high cross body block I have ever seen to this day. That ended our fun, especially Josh’s. He felt the effects for about a week. Once, we took a chance and jumped in the ring during intermission. Now, I would never advise doing this during a WWE show, because security, or one of us, would take your head off, but that night Jay and I caught eyes and rolled into the ring. Obviously, the local security did not care because Jay hit me with a clothesline and I had time to hit him with a Macho Man-like axe handle, without the height and grace. We then hightailed it out of the ring like the Roadrunner and Speedy Gonzales, or better yet Superman and Flash, but before we did, a magical thing happened. We actually garnered a reaction. A reaction that we, of course, turned into epic proportions rivaling that of our beloved Hulkster himself. Suffice to say, the wrestling bug bit even deeper.
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