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SECTION I
ME

I WATCH WRESTLING TAPES ALL THE TIME FROM THE 1960s, 1970s, 1980s —WHATEVER I CAN GET.

Our company owns everything now, so I’m bugging the office all the time to put together tapes for me. I’ll call the office and say, “Listen, I want the AWA tapes of Ray Stevens and Nick Bockwinkel as a tag team”—or whatever it is, I’ll watch those tapes and pick things up. I don’t watch for moves; I watch for the story they’re telling, why they did things at a particular time. A lot of our guys today just don’t understand the business. We all grew up as huge wrestling fans, and we need to understand why we liked it so much. It was because back then, they told stories, as opposed to just flip, flopping and flying. The guys that make the most money in our business have never been the guys that do moonsaults and jump off the top rope and do big dropkicks. It’s the guys that tell the best stories that are in the main events, that are on top. We tell guys that all the time, and it’s almost like the more we tell them, the more they try to go the other way.
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I HAD a real hard job that summer, digging ditches for a plumbing company. It was 8, 9, 10 hours a day. My growth hormones, testosterone, all that stuff started coming through for me, plus I had this strenuous job working my muscles, and I really filled out. Big shoulders and arms, a 16-year-old kid at 300 pounds, stacked like a brick outhouse. That changed the playing field quite a bit for me. Plus, I wound up getting a girlfriend that was like 26 or 27 years old.

I was through with high school chicks after that. Everybody else went through that stage where they’re pinching butts in the hall and trying to climb up to the window and peek on girls in the shower; I had a girlfriend that drove a Camaro Iroc Z28 with a T-top. She liked me right off the bat, and she took me under her wing. It’s funny, but about the first time you get laid is when your confidence starts to come around. From then on, I had so much confidence I became arrogant. At 16 years old, it seemed like everything came together all at once for me, which was a good thing, because it made my social situation at school a lot easier.

I was scoring 45 to 50 points a game in high school. I had one game of 61 points. I was 26 for 27 from the field and 9 for 9 from the free-throw line. I missed one shot all night, and it was a dunk, believe it or not. I went to Northern Oklahoma Junior College for a year, then I signed my letter of intent to Wichita State. The coach I went there for got fired halfway through the season, so I was only there a year. I ran off chasing some girl and wound up going to school at Southern Illinois-Edwardsville, where I hurt my knee, which basically ended basketball for me.
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RAP HIT big when I was an early teen, when everybody’s a rebel, everybody wants to do something different, go against what your parents say, go against the norm. Right around when Boogie Down Productions was coming out, when NWA was coming out, when the Beasties hit pretty good, that’s when I started listening to rap. Here were these guys, these gangstas, these thugs, these guys that could do whatever they want, living the mob lifestyle—I just fell into it. Plus, it was catchy music; you could bob your head to it. I’ve been messing around with it since I was 15. I went to boarding school when I was 16—Cushing Academy in Ashburnham, Massachusetts—and one of my buddies who lived on the third floor of my dorm had two turntables and a mic. We’d go up there during study hall, which was two hours a day, put on the turntable and just rhyme. Me and three or four other kids, we’d always be up there, rhyming. It was horrible; we sucked. We tried to be like the people we idolized.

When I got to WWE, I’d rhyme sometimes with some of the guys. One day, the right people overheard it and said, “Hey, we’re gonna give that a shot on TV.” I was overjoyed. This was something I love to do, and I get to turn the volume way up and be as obnoxious as I want to be. I recently had an open hip-hop challenge to try to get a rapper to come in and battle-rap with me, rap-off with me, just to prove that this isn’t a gimmick, that what I’m doing is really me, that I’m not doing it just because they need somebody to do the urban hip-hop gimmick. I challenged a rapper, and none of them showed up. I don’t think it’s the fact that they’re scared, because they’re all very talented. I just think it’s the fact that I’m a small-town white kid who can actually rhyme a little bit.

I’VE GOT NOTHING TO LOSE. THEY’VE GOT A LOT TO LOSE IF THEY’RE AN INNER-CITY THUG COMING IN HERE, AND I MAKE THEM LOOK BAD.
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I GREW up in Winnipeg, Canada, and as far back as I can remember I was a big fan of wrestling. I used to watch wrestling on TV all the time. Five o’clock was Roadrunner and Bugs Bunny cartoons. Six o’clock was AWA wrestling. It just started with that, and one day I got to go see a wrestling match live—I think I got tickets for Christmas—and I was into it for good. I remember guys like Nick Bockwinkel, Scott Hall, the High Flyers, Hulk Hogan before he was in the World Wrestling Federation—we’re talking the early 1980s. Baron Von Raschke, The Crusher, Sheik Adnan Al Kaissie, Jerry Blackwell—those are the guys I grew up watching.

I’d planned to go to wrestling school since I was 16. I wrote a letter to the Hart brothers pro wrestling camp because they had their address on the Stampede Wrestling show from Calgary that we used to get in Winnipeg. A friend and I had a fantasy that if we hung out around the back door of the wrestling arena, maybe Davey Boy Smith, who was the British Bulldog, and the Dynamite Kid—we were huge fans of theirs—would come out and see us and take us under their wing and make us into the new British Bulldogs. We used to wait for them all the time. And we’d sneak into the bars and go to the gyms where they went, just try to hang around them. I used to talk to Marty Jannetty and Shawn Michaels, the smaller guys, because they weren’t as intimidating as guys like the Warlord, the Barbarian, the Ultimate Warrior, who were just massive.

You had to be 18 to go to wrestling school, and I was only 17 when I graduated from high school. So I went to college, Red River Community College in Winnipeg, and I majored in journalism because it was a two-year program. Sometime in there, I met Jesse “the Body” Ventura at a celebrity hockey game. There was a party afterward, and I had about a two-hour conversation with him. He was really cool, just talking about wrestling. Two things that I remember he said were, one, if you want to be a wrestler be prepared to live each day in pain, which is true. And, number two, make sure you get something you can fall back on. He fell back on being the governor of Minnesota, and I can fall back on being a journalist.
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I NEVER DID TALK TO DAVEY OR DYNAMITE. DYNAMITE ALWAYS LOOKED AT ME VERY EVIL, LIKE HE WAS GOING TO BEAT ME UP IF I SAID ANYTHING TO HIM.
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I WAS out of the big picture for about two and a half years. When I came back, yeah, I was scared. I’m human, man, I always have fear. But I don’t believe that a majority of my fear was based on whether the fans were gonna accept me. My biggest fear was about my own inability to perform. I put so much pressure on myself and I put myself to such a high standard that if I don’t go out there and be at least semi-perfect, then I’m not happy. I came back for a lot of reasons. It had to do with not being able to watch wrestling on TV without wanting to be a part of it. It had everything to do with being barraged by fan letters and people stopping me on the street and asking me to come back, and saying that they hadn’t watched wrestling since I left—that’s the biggest honor anyone can be bestowed. Truth be told, I owe a lot to the business, and this is my way of giving back. If it takes going out there and getting my ass slammed around for a couple more years, then so be it. But I plan on being the one doing the slamming.

TRUTH BE TOLD, I OWE A LOT TO THE BUSINESS
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IN CANADA, I had wrestling on TV all weekend. You couldn’t get away from wrestling at our house. There was Stampede Wrestling from Calgary, with the British Bulldog, Bret “Hit Man” Hart, Brian Pillman, Owen Hart, Chris Benoit was just starting his career, so I watched him grow up. And we had international wrestling from Montreal, Sweet Daddy Siki wrestled there; that’s the guy who ended up training me. Now little kids will come to our front door and give me cookies. You see that smile on their face, they’re looking at me the same way I used to look at Hulk Hogan and Bret Hart, and that’s pretty cool.

I played hockey from early on, and soccer, baseball, and basketball. But I knew it was wrestling for me. I told my mom that when I was young, and the cool thing about her, through thick and thin, all the way, she always said, “Yeah, go for it, go for it.” When I was 17 and still saying it and everyone else was probably snickering behind my back, she was still saying, “Go for it.” My mom was married and got pregnant with me—she was 20—and before I was born, my dad took off. So from day one, it’s been her and me.
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WRESTLING DREW ME IN AS A KID WHEN I FIRST SAW HULK HOGAN ON TV. I was 8 or 9, flipping through the channels, and there he was, and I went, “Whoa, what’s this? This is so cool.” Just so much energy and charisma. I remember thinking, “Wow! The comics I’m reading are real life. I’m reading about Spider-Man and the Incredible Hulk and Thor. AND THERE’S HULK HOGAN, AND HE’S FLESH AND BLOOD, and he’s LARGER than life.”

The Toronto Star ran a wrestling column, and one week there was an item about a contest for free lessons at wrestling school. You needed to write an essay on why you wanted to be a wrestler. Then they submitted the essays to Sully’s Gymnasium, to Sweet Daddy Siki and Ron Hutchison. So I wrote my essay, and Sweet Daddy Siki called me and said it was down to me and a few other people, and they wanted me to come in and meet them. I went in, and they chose me, and that was the beginning. I was 17 years old, 6′2″ or 6′3″, about 180 pounds. I guess they saw what I could mature into, thankfully. I was tall and had shoulders; there was just no muscle on the shoulders yet.

I wish I had kept a copy of the essay. I just remember not trying to embarrass myself. I knew enough at that point not to make a complete idiot of myself, not to say, “I’m a huge Hulkamaniac, yada, yada, yada.” I knew enough to say, “I realize I’m probably not going to make money at first, if ever, but this is truly what I want to do,” When they met me, they told me, “We have eaten out of dumpsters, we have struggled to get by. Do you want to do this?” I didn’t even hesitate. I went, “Hell, yeah.”
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MY BROTHER Jeff and I both live just outside of Cameron, North Carolina, which has about 300 people. We were born and raised here on a farm in the woods. We had tobacco barns, and my dad was a rural mail carrier. Coming from such a humble background, after we got to the WWE and became established, I’m sure we both asked ourselves if we should live someplace else where there was more glamour and glitz—but neither one of us was ever serious about leaving. After going to New York City a couple of times, you’d have to pay me to live there. I see plenty ofglamour and glitz, as it is. It’s nice to be able to get away from that and come back here and walk down the streets of Cameron and talk to people you’ve known all your life, and just keep your head level. Being out here in the country and having acres of land, you can go outside naked if you want. It’s great to have that freedom, to play music as loud as you want, to scream as loud as you want. I just love it here, man. It’s my element; it’s a part of my heart.
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McMAHON MEN CLOCKWISE FROM TOP LEFT Jess McMahon Vincent James McMahon Vincent Kennedy McMahon Shane McMahon



I am very proud to carry the name McMahon and be the fourth generation in the promotions business. My great-grandfather Jess McMahon promoted boxing and wrestling for Tex Rickart at Madison Square Garden back in the early 1900’s. His son, my grandfather, Vincent J. McMahon followed in this tradition and founded and grew what was then known as the “northeast territory”, stemming from Washington D.C. to Maine. Madison Square Garden was and is considered to be home to our family’s business. This “territory” was then known as The World Wrestling Federation. During this time my grandfather discovered the talents of Andre the Giant, Bruno Sammartino, Pedro Morales, Freddie Blassie, Gorilla Monsoon and even a young unknown, who would later become Hulk Hogan.

My father, Vincent K. McMahon was first introduced to his dad’s business as a teenager and fell in love with it immediately. After working many years with his father, my dad took over and turned the wrestling business on its ear and changed its landscape forever. In 1985, Madison Square Garden, became home to the biggest event of them all; the first ever WrestleMania.

Unlike my dad, my introduction to the business happened at a much earlier age, but its impact on me was the same. I was just a little boy when I fell in love with the larger than life characters, the athleticism and the storylines. I remember standing backstage watching my dad and being so proud to be his son. I wanted to grow up and be just like him. As a man, I realize how lucky I am to be able to follow in the footsteps of three generations of extraordinary McMahon men. I hope that in my lifetime, I can make the kind of contributions they made to this business, and that they will be as proud of me, as I have been to carry on their name.
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