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To Vince McMahon.


Thanks for the bumps


in the road.







Introduction






I originally pitched an idea for a new book to Vince McMahon back in June of 2005, after reading Buzz Bissinger’s bookThree Nights in August. I had been captivated by Bissinger’s ability to allow the readers unprecedented access into the mind of St. Louis Cardinals manager Tony La Russa, and how much insight was gained from that access—a seemingly irrelevant three-game series against the Chicago Cubs (sure, it wasn’t irrelevant at the time, but would be if looked at from a historical perspective) took on such magnitude when seen through the eyes of La Russa.


I wanted to write that same type of book about WWE. I wanted to be like Buzz Bissinger, but I wanted to create a WWE equivalent toThree Nights in August —bigger, badder, undoubtedly not as well researched or well written. I wanted to writeManiac —Inside the Mind of Vince McMahon at WrestleMania.Vince seemed to like it, and tentative plans were made to publish the book in the spring of 2007.


Without the snowstorm, it’s questionableThe Hardcore Diaries would even exist. A huge blizzard blanketed much of the Northeast in the second week of February in 2006, grounding thousands of flights and casting a shadow of doubt onto the probability of my appearing as scheduled on the February 13 edition ofRaw —the designated time for me to kick-start myWrestleMania angle (or storyline, in non-wrestling-speak) with Edge. I really needed to make that show. And Vince McMahon made sure I got there—by giving me a seat on the WWE corporate jet.


While en route toRaw in Greensboro, North Carolina, Vince asked me about the book idea. I tried to let him down as gently as I could.


“I’m not sure I can really write a book aboutWrestleMania if I’m playing a major role in it.”


Vince nodded his head, empathizing with my literary lamentation. “You know, Mick,” he said, “why don’t you just forget about that idea and write another autobiography.”
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Courtesy of the Foley family.




“That’s just what the world needs, Vince,” I joked, “a third volume of my memoirs.”


But Vince was not to be swayed. With much of the WWE creative team as witnesses, Vince spent several minutes singing my literary praises, doing his best to convince me that the world did indeed need another volume of Mick Foley memoirs. Hey, if Winston Churchill could put out three, why not me? Who did Churchill ever beat? I told Vince that I would start traveling with a notebook, writing down stories of the road as I thought of them.


Still, until my phone rang a couple of days later, I really felt that Vince was just being nice to me, just trying to score a few points for the inevitable day when I’d be mad about a payoff or some questionable WWE creative decision.


The phone call was from Dean Miller, the lead liaison for WWE in their publishing deal with Pocket Books, a division of Simon & Schuster. “So, I’m told you’re going to write another book for us,” Dean said.


“Yeah, I guess so,” I replied.


I didn’t actually have a clue as to what I would write about. Perhaps, I thought, I wouldn’t have to write about anything. I’d been writing a weekly Web log for WWE for about two months. Some of it was actually pretty good. At its best, it was thought-provoking stuff. At its worst, it was entertaining filler—things I wrote down an hour or so before deadline.


“Hey, Dean, would it be all right if I included some of my Web entries?” I said, thinking in fact that the book would beall Web entries.


“I don’t think that will be a problem.”


Except there was a problem—my damn conscience. Sure, a book of previously written Web entries would have been easy enough. But I’d taken so much pride in writing my first two books,Have a Nice Day andFoley Is Good , that any reasonably astute reader would correctly surmise that I’d simply phoned in the third act of this trilogy. What a letdown it would be—kind of likePorky’s III and the way it undermined the credibility of the first twoPorky’s classics.


So over time, I came to accept that I would write about something else—I just didn’t know what.


Around the second week of April, a giant burst of inspiration seemed to crash right into me, leading me to believe that I had an incredible storyline for the upcomingOne Night Stand Pay-Per-View event.


Unfortunately my editor at Pocket Books, Margaret Clark, called at this most inopportune time. Could I have a manuscript completed by July 4? she wanted to know. July 4? Was she crazy? How would I find the time to write when I had to imagine, visualize, concentrate, travel, wrestle, and even—oh no!—get back in the gym? And what would I even write about?


A second burst of inspiration hit. That’s it, I thought. That’s the book. Imagining, visualizing, concentrating, wrestling, even getting back in the gym. The idea would be the book. The book would be the idea. I would simply chart the course of this idea from conception to completion—an intense six-week ride that would allow our fans unprecedented access into the meetings, phone calls, backstage antics, TV tapings, and ultimately the wrestling ring, where the idea would play itself out.


I would get to be like Buzz Bissinger after all. But instead of getting inside the mind of Tony La Russa, I’d have to get inside my own.


Prepare yourself—it’s going to be a bumpy ride.








The Hardcore Diaries








April 24, 2006






Dear Hardcore Diary,


Sometimes it’s all in the pitch. When it comes to presenting creative wrestling ideas, I have come to learn that the presentation of the idea is often more important than the idea itself. I have heard terrible ideas pitched magnificently, and magnificent ideas pitched terribly, so believe me when I tell you that it’s all in the pitch.


A little less than four weeks ago, I participated in our biggest showcase of the year,WrestleMania. Many people thought I had been in the best match on a very good show. Sometimes it’s hard forWrestleMania to live up to the hype, but in this case, I think fans went away from the arena or their television sets pleasantly surprised and extremely satisfied.


Our match was one of the intangibles of the night. I felt like a major question mark was hanging over me, as if many fans, wrestlers, and WWE office personnel wondered whether I still had what it took to deliver the goods on such a major show. Hell, I wondered myself. My knees are shot, my back is bad, my neck hurts pretty much all the time, and I’ve had a history of head injuries. To make things worse, I’m three bills and change, about 315 before a big meal, and on certain days, every step taken seems like a major challenge. Still, somehow, with the considerable help of a great opponent, Edge, I was able to pull it off.


But not once during the buildup toWrestleMania did I ever trulyfeel the story. I may have done a good job pretending, but deep down, I knew something was missing.


Passion. That’s what I lacked. For some reason, I just couldn’t tap into that reservoir of passion that had been one of my calling cards for so many years. A passion that allowed a not-so-good-looking guy, with a not-so-good-looking body (a bit of an understatement there), with a limited supply of athleticism, to excel in a world where good looks, athleticism, and aesthetically pleasing bodies are the rule. Or maybe there was simply nothing left to tap into. Maybe the reservoir was dry.


I currently have the dubious distinction of having the easiest contract in the WWE. I owe WWE two Pay-Per-View wrestling matches a year, and a nonwrestling appearance at one more Pay-Per-View. In addition, I am required to show up at whatever number of television tapings it takes to properly promote these appearances. So, I’m basically looking at an approximate workload of fifteen days a year. Nice, right? While I don’t feel any outward resentment from the other wrestlers, I can’t help but feel that I would be resenting a guy like me if I were in their shoes.


I mean these guys are on the road up to 300 days a year (some will dispute that figure, but including travel and promotional days, it gets pretty close), and most are in some degree of pain around the clock. Some awfully big guys travel an awfully long time in some awfully small coach-class airplane seats, and then do their best to put on an exciting show in a year-round business that spans a good portion of the globe. Then those sore, exhausted wrestlers are asked to step aside so an out-of-shape ghost of wrestling’s past can step in and take their spot on a major Pay-Per-View.


Most of the guys on the roster genuinely like me. Some even hold me in high esteem because of what I’ve accomplished in the past and how much I was willing to sacrifice in order to accomplish it. But for those who may resent me, I don’t blame them, especially because I haven’t had the decency to show up for my ridiculously light workload with a thimbleful of the passion that’s so necessary for success in today’s wrestling game.


Where had it all gone? After all, it was only two years since myBacklash match with Randy Orton, a match that ended the eight-year reign of “Mind Games” with Shawn Michaels, as my personal career favorite. I’d been overflowing with passion for that match. I had thought about it nonstop, to the point of sleeplessness, to the point of obsession, to the point where every waking moment seemed filled with wild visions of thought-provoking, gut-wrenching interviews, images of emotional and extremely physical, maybe even brutal, ring action.


My major challenge atBacklash 2004 was merely to take those images that were so vivid in my head and make them real in front of a microphone, and later in front of the live crowd in Edmonton and a Pay-Per-View audience around the world.


I met that challenge two years ago. I succeeded. In 2006, however, I just couldn’t find the passion. I lucked out at’Mania, but doubted I’d be so lucky when my number was called again, probably in September.


What had gone wrong in those two years? Maybe I’d just simply fallen out of love with wrestling. That happens in all facets of life, doesn’t it? People simply fall out of love. But why, after all these years, had I stopped loving something that had been so good to me, something that had actually loved me back for such a long time?


Maybe it was the Ric Flair book, which had caused me to feel abandoned by WWE, due to their decision not to give me any advance warning of the literary pounding I would have to endure.


Or maybe I felt like I had taken the easy way out, by opting for the WWE contract, instead of taking a gamble with the upstart TNA promotion. My longtime buddy Raven (whose real name is Scott Levy; I actually had to ponder that for a while) had gotten in my ear and convinced me that if I were indeed to jump to TNA, it could literally make the difference between life and death for the promotion. I’ll get further into my TNA temptation later in the book, as well as explain an instance where Raven inspired a major point in my novelTietam Brown, but for now I’ll just say that for a while, I did feel a certain amount of guilt concerning the decision I ultimately made.


That guilt is now gone. The passion that had been so sorely lacking has come rushing back. A giant lightbulb seemed to go off above my head, as one simple idea seemed to flush whatever creative and emotional block I had been suffering from right out of my system.


I know of several writers who create ideas simply by asking, “What if?” What if aliens came down from outer space? What if a shy, socially repressed girl had telekinetic powers? What if a bumbling fool who’d never accomplished anything became U.S. president? All very scary scenarios, right? The idea that rekindled the fire underneath my creative ass was just as frightening, perhaps more so. What if I became the first voluntary member of the Vince McMahon “Kiss My Ass Club”?


With that one simple, repugnant thought, my long estrangement ended. I went back to the one who loved me. As it turned out, she’d never really left; she’d been waiting all along. Once reunited, the pieces all seemed to fall together, like a giant mental puzzle that I was just dying to shake up and reconstruct, only this time not just in my mind, but in front of millions around the world.


I sat on the idea for a few days, partially to let it ripen and mature in my mind, like a fine vintage wine, and partially to figure out if I was really willing to kiss another man’s ass. I mean,literally kiss another man’s ass. Sure, I’d been kissing the same guy’s ass figuratively for a decade. But this was different. Did I really have the testicular fortitude required for such a task? On international television? In front of millions? Including my wife and kids? I checked my testicles…just as I’d hoped—full of fortitude.


I made the call.









April 27, 2006






Dear Hardcore Diary,


Vince liked it! He really liked it! Everybody did. In the past, when I’d pitched ideas, it was usually to an audience of two—Vince and someone else. Over the years, that someone else had been a variety of people: from former heads of talent relations J. J. Dillon and Jim Ross, to former head of the creative team, Bruce Prichard, to current head of talent relations, John Laurinaitis, toRaw head writer Brian Gewirtz. For this occasion, however, Vince had asked if I would mind pitching the idea to the entire creative team.


Why not? The more the merrier, right? Besides, for an idea like this, that I wholeheartedly believed in, it would be in my best interest for as many people as possible to hear it directly from me, limiting the possibility of a loss somewhere in the translation process.


WWE is always good about offering me transportation, usually a town car, from my home on Long Island, New York, to their office in Stamford, Connecticut. And I’m always good about declining it. Unless, of course, I’m doing work for them in New York City, in which case I gladly accept the ride, so as not to get frustrated with the one-way streets, massive traffic, thirty-dollar parking lots, and general insanity of the city that never sleeps.


But for the most part, I’m much happier in my used Chevy minivan, playing my own tunes as loud as I want, throwing fast-food wrappers onto ever-growing piles of their brethren, and focusing my mind on whatever task is at hand. And this task should be easy. I simply have to sell the creative team an idea that, in all honesty, should sell itself. But in the unlikely event that this idea doesn’t sell itself, I’ll be ready. Because as I mentioned earlier, sometimes it’s all in the pitch. I’ve even taken great carenot to look like the casual slob I usually am. No more flannels and sweats for the hardcore legend. At least not for a few hours. No, for this meeting, I’ve got my pitcher’s uniform on: ill-fitting blue sports coat, wrinkled dress shirt, a tie I bummed off Regis Philbin atWho Wants to Be a Millionaire, black jeans, and Red Wing work boots.


I was summoned into the booking meeting and immediately seated next to Vince, who, I surmised, wanted to be the first to sample the nuggets of wisdom that were sure to spew from my mouth. Seated around the table were Dusty Rhodes, a certifiable wrestling legend and former booker in WCW; Greg Gagne, a longtime fixture in his father’s former AWA promotion, who was fairly new to the creative team; Michael Hayes, one of the great attractions in the business in the 1980s and a mainstay on the creative team for the last decade or so; Ed Koskey, the assistant writer onRaw ; Stephanie McMahon, the boss’s daughter and senior VP of creative writing; Dave Lagana, the head writer onSmackDown! ; and Brian Gewirtz,Raw head writer.


Gewirtz is about 6-4, 220, with a ripped bodybuilder’s physique. He’s well versed in several of the martial arts and could very well have been a force inside WWE rings if not for a predisposition toward…wait, I’m sorry, I must be thinking of a different guy. Actually Gewirtz is a classic nerd, albeit a very creative one. Over the years, he has somehow been hit with the unfair rap of being nothing but a pop-culture couch potato, with no background as a wrestling fan. In actuality, Gewirtz has been obsessed with this sports entertainment stuff for almost twenty years, even dressing as yours truly at a college Halloween party. Gewirtz is no simple nerd—he’s a wrestling nerd, dammit!


Vince gives me a quick introduction, and then offers me the floor, or the table in this case.


“I’d like to start out,” I say, “by letting you know that if you like this idea, you can give partial credit to Michael Hayes for doing a pretty good job of convincing me to stick around after’Mania .”


Michael is all smiles. In some ways, it’s tough to go from being one of the business’s most flamboyant men infront of the camera, to being a driving forcebehind it. I can see that Michael appreciated the acknowledgment.


“And if you don’t like this idea, you can probably blame Michael Hayes, for doing a pretty good job of convincing me to stick around after’Mania.


“Look,” I continued. “Last year you did a really good job of building up the ECW Pay-Per-View around the aura of the name and reputation of ECW.” Everyone nodded in agreement. “I don’t think we can get by on just aura and reputation this year. I think we need to create compelling rivalries that the fans will feel strongly enough about to spend money on.” More nods. “I think I’ve got an idea that will create a compelling rivalry,” I said. “But it’s an idea that really hinges on three important things.”


I’m well into the windup, about to release the pitch.


“Number one, we need to firmly believe that Terry Funk can get over as a main-event attraction in a very short time.” I turn to Dusty, who knows Terry as well as anyone in the business. “I think the Dream [Dusty’s nickname is “The American Dream”] can vouch for me when I say that even at age sixty, Terry does a real convincing job of making fans think he’s out of his mind.”


“That’s because heis out of his mind,” the Dream says with a laugh, eliciting further laughs from around the table. Vince isn’t laughing, but he is smiling, which is a good sign. His relationship with Terry has been a contentious one over the years, dating back to 1993, when Terry walked out on a major Pay-Per-View, leaving only a note that read, “My horse is sick. I think she’s going to die. I think I better go.”


“Number two, we need to firmly believe that Edge and I can form one of the most unique short-term tag teams in recent history.” There is a general feeling that item number two had distinct possibilities.


“And number three, for this angle to work, Vince, you really need to get physically involved.”


Uh-oh, I said something wrong. I sense a general uneasiness around the table. Vince breaks the tension, saying, “Actually, I was going to get physically involved with DX.”


DX is D-Generation X, Shawn Michaels and Triple H. They were a harbinger to the attitude era of the late 1990s—a boom period for WWE—and their imminent reformation had been one of WWE’s best-told stories. I can see Vince’s point, but firmly believe that he is a character large enough to place his footprints in the foundation of two simultaneous angles. Especially if I can convince him that our idea can feed into the DX angle—that an incensed Vince McMahon can be more dangerous than ever. Besides, I’ve got a secret weapon.


“Vince, I want to become the first ever voluntary member of the Vince McMahon ‘Kiss My Ass Club.’”
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My favorite billionaire, Vincent K. McMahon.


For those of you who don’t know, or simply need a brief refresher course, the “Kiss My Ass Club” is Vince McMahon’s long-running, incredibly degrading, incredibly entertaining spectacle in which a WWE Superstar or employee will be made, usually through force, to actually plant a smacker on the boss’s billionaire buttocks. And no, when I say “boss,” I’m not talking about Steinbrenner or Springsteen, I’m talking about Vince.


The secret weapon seemed to work. Vince’s attention was all mine.


I quickly laid out a four-week plan that would see the formation of the Edge/Foley team, leading to our two-week mockery/bludgeoning of ECW “legends” who were not exactly legends, leading to a Foley/Vince verbal confrontation. You see, once Vince caught on to the idea that Edge and I were deliberately trying to sink the ECW Pay-Per-View, he would become irate. Such a deliberate sinking, after all, would cost Vince a fortune—he’d be down to seven or eight hundred million in no time.


“A week after that confrontation with you, Vince,” I said, “probably at theRaw in Las Vegas [May 22], I would summon you into the ring, with the promise of an apology.


“So you’d say, ‘I guess you want to apologize for calling me a no-good son of a bitch last week, huh, Mick?’


“But I’d say, ‘No, actually, I meant that one.’


“Then you’d say, ‘So, I guess you’re going to apologize for saying I was a heartless bastard.’


“But I’d say, ‘No, actually I meant that, too.’”


I can see that Vince is intrigued. He likes walking this fine line between fact and fiction. For him, it’s every bit as comforting as a brisk autumn leaf-peeping, bird-watching stroll would be to nature lovers.


“So, Vince, you’d be kind of losing your patience with me, as I try to explain myself. I’d say, ‘No, Vince, I want to apologize for what I said about you in my book. Do you remember when I wrote that no man I’d ever met had your drive and intellect?’


“Vince, you’d kind of nod, okay, then I’d say, ‘Well, I didn’t really mean that.’


“Then I’d say, ‘You know how I told you on the phone once that I considered you to be on the level of U.S. presidents? Well, I didn’t really mean that either.’


“Vince, at this point you’d kind of snap, you’d say, ‘Dammit, what’s your point?’


“And I’d say, ‘Vince, don’t you get it? I was saying things I didn’t really mean just because you were my boss, just because you signed the checks.’


“‘So?’ you’d say. ‘What’s wrong with that?’


“I’d say, ‘Vince, don’t you get it, I was kissing your ass.’


“‘Yeah,’ you’d say, ‘but everyone does that, that’s part of doing business.’


“‘But,’ I’d say, ‘it’s not part of being Mick Foley. Being Mick Foley means saying what I mean, and meaning what I say. It’s about being a man I can be proud of. And what kind of a man would I be, Vince, if I’m willing to kiss your ass figuratively, but not literally?’


“Vince, you’d get this big smile on your face, because you’d kind of see where I was going with this. You’d say, ‘You mean?’


“And I’d say, ‘I want to join the club.’


“‘The club?’


“‘The club. Vince, I want to join the Vince McMahon ‘Kiss My Ass Club,’ right here in Las Vegas, Nevada.’”


The creative team seemed to love it. As I thought, it was an idea that was pretty much selling itself, but it didn’t hurt that I was pitching the thing pretty damn well. I continued to pitch, describing how the inaugural voluntary membership ceremony could be pushed back to the final segment. In the interim, Vince could be making phone calls, procuring a live symphony, hiring showgirls. After all, it would be Vegas.


Then on to the glorious ceremony, where after being regaled with live music and a Vegas production number, I would attempt to plant that kiss…but would see my valiant attempt interrupted by that no-good Terry Funk, who would attempt to take me out of this fateful decision by appealing to my pride, my manhood, my legacy—whatever it might take to get my lips out of the general proximity of Vince’s ass.


Then, just as Terry is really reaching me, just as he’s about to talk me out of this tasteless moment of oral anguish—BAM!—there’s Edge, laying out the Funker, snapping me back into reality, making me realize the treacherous act that Funk was about to perpetuate. Then we’d lay the boots into Terry, much to Vince’s delight.


“Then, Vince, you’d get on the mike, you’d say, “Dammit, someone’s going to kiss my ass tonight. Get Funk over here.’


“And Vince, you’d get this huge smile of satisfaction on your face as human lips meet human ass.”


Vince looks like he’s in heaven. This is going even better than I expected.


“But in a split second, that smile would turn into a look of abject horror as you realize that…Terry Funk is tearing a chunk out of your ass!”


The table erupts. A couple of the writers nearly fall out of their chairs. My summation is just a formality as everyone agrees that this idea is foolproof.


Vince can come back madder then ever. He can take out his frustration on DX. He can join forces with me and Edge in our attempt to derail the ECW Pay-Per-View. Sure, it might hurt his pocketbook, but something far more valuable has already been hurt—his ass. His pride, too. His assand his pride. And his pride in his ass. That’s been hurt as well.


From there it’s a short step to Funk and Tommy Dreamer facing me and Edge at ECW’sOne Night Stand.


Brian Gewirtz has one small concern. “Las Vegas is the night that DX is supposed to get to Vince.”


My heart momentarily sinks. But thankfully, Gewirtz isn’t done.


“I think if we moved it up a week to the fifteenth, it would be even better. We’re in Lubbock, Texas, right outside of Terry’s hometown.”


A rush of enthusiasm goes around the table. I think everyone sees the potential of Terry Funk taking a bite out of Vince McMahon’s ass in his West Texas stronghold, where the Funk name is almost synonymous with wrestling.


I say good-bye to the creative team. Stephanie publicly thanks me for dressing up for the meeting, then asks me privately if her comment hurt my feelings. Of course not. My wardrobe, or lack thereof, is a personal choice I made a long time ago. It’s more than fair game for innocent teasing.


Vince wraps me up in a big hug. It seems that we’ve got ourselves a deal. A deal I can’t wait to commence. He likes me! He really likes me! And the truth is, I really like him. Again. But it hasn’t always been that way.









Falling into a Falling-out






It was May 7, 2001, the day theNew York Times article came out. It should have been a great day. My publicist at Regan Books, Jennifer Suitor, had told me what a big deal making theTimes was, but I really hadn’t a clue to what extent the world revolved around a single newspaper.


Peoplemagazine called that same day, after previously declining the idea of a story. TheToday show called too, even booking me for the very next day in a minor life-changing interview with Katie Couric.Today had also been previously uninterested. Judith Regan called, too. Judith was my publisher, a very important person in her industry—hence the name Regan Books—and had been very supportive of my writing. It seems that theTimes article had mentioned my interest in writing a novel. Not that I was actually writing one—just that I had an interest.


That interest was apparently enough for Judith, who offered me a two-book contract, with or without the participation of WWE. Hey, I thought, even Mick Jagger makes a solo album every now and then before returning to the Stones. Since retiring from wrestling (or so I thought) in February of 2000, I had been looking for something I could do on my own. It wasn’t that I didn’t love WWE, or appreciate everything we had achieved together. But I just felt like I needed to do something outside my safe little environment. I was like Herbie the dentist—I wanted to be independent. But just like Herbie had Rudolf, I had Judith Regan. We were going to be independent…together.


Out of courtesy, I called up Stu Snyder, then WWE president, to let him know I was planning on accepting Judith’s very kind offer. In my opinion, WWE could have been a little more understanding.


As I mentioned, it was May 7, 2001. It should have been a great day. But instead, May 7, 2001, became a day of great division concerning my relationship with WWE. Everything before May 7, 2001, was pretty good. Everything after it? Not so good.


Maybe it was the damn XFL’s fault. Or maybe it was the fault of little Mick, about four months old at the time. Yeah, I’ll blame it on him. Or maybe it was a combination of the two. You see, prior to the formation of the XFL and the birth of Mickey, I had enjoyed a fairly close working relationship with Vince. I was in the loop. I had been fired (a classic on-air Vince McMahon version) in December 2000, simply as a way to give me some time at home for the impending birth of my child. The on-air firing was the one concept theTimes writer couldn’t quite grasp. I guess in the real world (until Donald Trump blatantly stole Vince’s gimmick) such things didn’t take place.


But I always assumed I’d be back. After all, I’d moved back to Long Island, in part to be closer to the WWE site-based entertainment complex (restaurant) in New York City, which was vital to my on-air role as WWE commissioner.


Had I known that my days as commish were really over, with the exception of a short-lived return later in 2001, I’m not sure I would have moved. It’s expensive on Long Island. Cold, too. But at least the cold eventually subsides.


Had I stayed in the loop with Vince, things probably would have been much different. I had been fired with the general understanding that I would come back to battle Vince atWrestleMania, probably with my commissioner’s job hanging in the balance. Simple premise, right? Had I been in touch, I simply could have heard their idea, told them it didn’t make sense, proposed a better one, had that shot down, reached a compromise, and come back to vanquish Vince atMania.


Instead, I heard the idea about a day before its scheduled shooting, got cold feet, and called up Vince, saying something about “never wrestling again,” blaming it on fear of one final devastating head injury.


WrestleManiawas salvaged. In fact, it may have been the greatestWrestleMania of them all. I even refereed Vince’s match with Shane, and aside from considering the possibility that Vince nailing me in the back of the head with a chair (it was supposed to be the upper back) was not entirely unintentional, I thought all was again well in our relationship.


But in retrospect, I will always look at my decision to bow out ofWrestleMania (a decision that probably cost me a few bucks, too) as the reason I would come to feel like “the boy who cried wolf” in Vince’s eyes.


I had been a wrestler, I had been the commissioner, and I just felt like I was drying up, dying on the vine. There were other things I wanted to try in life, without a WWE contract hanging over my head.


It was in July of 2001 that I asked for a meeting with Vince. I showed up in Stamford with a list of grievances, but the moment I sat down, I just went for broke and asked for my release from the company. What ensued was fairly ugly, a shouting match that echoed through the halls of Titan Towers and shook the very foundation of our business and personal relationship.


No, I didn’t get the release, at least not at that time. But I did get something else—confidence. Vince McMahon was a superhero (or supervillain) of sorts, a larger-than-life billionaire I had been watching on television since childhood. Yelling at Vince had been very therapeutic. I had stood my ground, made my points, knocked away many of his contentions, and, in the process, gained a new belief in myself.


I mean, after this, life was easy. What was there to fear? I felt like I could do anything. Debate foreign policy with the president? Easy. Stand up for causes I believed in? No problem. Get in the gym and shed some of those pounds I’d piled on? Well, let’s not be ridiculous.


I specifically remember the outcome of one of those verbal volleys with Vince. He was contending that the WWE machine had made me who I was, and that it therefore wouldn’t be fair for me to just walk away from it.


I said, “Vince, if that is true, how come my most popular character was actually Commissioner Foley, which was just me dressed in my regular clothes, acting like myself?”


“That’s not true,” Vince said. Although he damn sure knew it was. For although my commissioner character didn’t sell merchandise (I didn’t even have a shirt) or drive Pay-Per-Views, in terms of recognition and response, none of the other characters I’d played came close.


“It is true, Vince,” I said.


“No, that would be…Dude Love.” I’d done it! Point Foley. By opting for such a ludicrous joke, Vince had conceded that particular round of the great July shouting match.


 


I finally did get that release in November, with the help of my friend Katie Couric. Apparently, I’d made a decent impression on Katie during our first interview in May, as I was invited back for Halloween, in conjunction with my children’s bookHalloween Hijinx. I’d actually received the invite mere days after that first Katie interview, prompting me to ask a mature question of my publicist: “Does that mean Katie likes me?” Yes, it was asked in the same tone as a sixth-grader in the throes of his very first crush.


“Well,” she said, “it meanssomebody likes you, because they just booked you five months in advance.”


Thinking about that interview was actually a great source of comforting anticipation to me. It was like the anticipation of a Disney trip or the promise of Christmas morning: it was going to be just me and Katie, and my wife, and kids, and Matt, and Al Roker, and Anne, and…well, you know what I mean.


Suffice it to say, it was going to be a big deal, and I didn’t want WWE screwing it up.


In my opinion, WWE made the whole Halloween book experience a lot harder than it should have been. It was their book, and I understood that WWE did business in a way that was not conventional. Which was fine with me. But not paying my artist, who was a friend, was not fine. Sure I knew that she’d eventually get paid, but that knowledge was of little comfort to my friend, who hadn’t received a dime for work that had been completed several months earlier.


Jennifer Suitor had worked with me on three previous books. We’d spent literally hundreds of hours together, and during that time, I don’t think she’d heard me raise my voice, let alone yell. But, oh, that came to an end the day beforeToday , when I let loose during a phone call from WWE.
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Courtesy of the Foley family.




“This is not a WWE event,” I yelled. “This ismy event. They didn’t ask for me because I was a WWE guy. They asked for me because they liked me. WWE has taken a book that should have been nothing but fun, and they’ve taken all the fun out of it! You haven’t even paid my artist! TheToday show invited my family, and it’s going to be a special day for me. And I don’t want WWE there for it!”


Jennifer was impressed. She knew I’d been feeling the strain of this failing relationship I had with WWE, and she knew how much thisToday show appearance meant to me. Hell, I even wrote a bonus chapter, “Reflections on Katie” for the paperback version ofFoley Is Good.


So, it was with some trepidation that Jennifer later told me that WWE had asked for four passes to the show. It was at that point in the proceedings that I called a producer atToday and effectively had WWE banned from the building.


The show was great. Katie was great, treating my whole family as if we were honored guests. It’s been so common in my experiences with journalists and television personalities to be on the receiving end of cheap shots or to be treated condescendingly. Katie did neither, which is probably why she’s Katie…and they’re not. She also flattered me by signing her children’s bookThe Brand New Kid to me in a nice way. And in a moment I have publicly claimed was the highlight of my career (much to the chagrin of fans who thought having a tooth sticking out of my nose in Hell in a Cell should have won the honors), Katie even held eight-month-old little Mick in her arms to end the show.


To top it all off, Katie Couric, unbeknownst to her, helped me get my release from WWE.


It was November 5, 2001—just a few days after my Halloween hobnob-bing with Katie. WWE was at the Nassau Coliseum, about thirty minutes from my house, but upon arriving at the arena, I was told I wasn’t booked on the show. I guess it would have made too much sense. I was told, however, that J.R. wanted to see me.


J.R. is Jim Ross,Raw announcer extraordinaire and, at that time, head of WWE talent relations. Basically, J.R. was the liaison between the talent (wrestlers, etc.) and Vince—possibly one of the world’s most stressful jobs. J.R. probably won’t play much of a role in this book, unlike my other two WWE books, and after this little story, his name might not even resurface. So I will take this time to point out how instrumental he has been in my career. He helped get me my job at WCW, was almost solely responsible for doing likewise at WWE, where over Vince’s consistently unenthusiastic response he waged a steady campaign of support on my behalf for many years.


It seems that every few years, J.R. gets taken for granted and is sent out to pasture. And every time, he comes back with a renewed, albeit temporary sense of respect from WWE. I sincerely hope that respect will at some time become permanent.


While I’m on the subject of J.R., let me take the time to send a personal message to Vince concerning his 2005 treatment of J.R., which I’m sure WWE employees will be hustling to have edited, and which, no doubt, Vince will read and respond to with, “If that’s the way he feels, print it.”


Vince, colon surgery is serious. Not only that, it’s a sensitive issue. It’s not funny. Exploiting it and humiliating a loyal employee because of it is not only in poor taste but downright baffling to me. As far as I know, only one person found it funny—you.


Back to November 2001. I walked into J.R.’s office at the Nassau Coliseum. He looked up at me, that ubiquitous black cowboy hat on his head, a concession on his part to a time when Vince thought plain old Jim Ross wasn’t entertaining enough.


“I heard about thatToday show deal,” J.R. said.


“I guess no one’s ever had WWE banned from an appearance before, huh.”


“No, can’t say they have.” J.R. then got serious, leaning forward in his chair. He said, “Mick, we think we’re at a pivotal point in our relationship with you here.”


I nodded in agreement.


“Vince and I feel that if we were to keep you here, it might very well prevent us from doing business together in the future.”


“I think you’re right,” I said.


“But if we were to let you go, now, we might be able to do business in the future.”


“You mean?”


“Mick, we’re going to let you out of your contract.”


Yes, free at last, free at last, thank…never mind. Sure, it was important, but not quite worthy of ripping off Dr. King’s famous speech. But for now, it was good to be free. So, with the exception of one finalRaw, where I was infamously flown out to Charlotte, North Carolina, just to be fired aboard the WWE private jet, I was free.


Free to pursue my own projects. Free to fail at them. Free to come back, of my own volition, with my tail tucked between my legs. But that was all off in the future. It would be eighteen months before I would see Vince McMahon again.









May 2, 2006






Dear Hardcore Diary,


Who knows when inspiration will hit, or why? Some of the world’s greatest songs have been written on napkins or matchbook covers when inspiration struck at unlikely moments.


I do know that I’ve just become inspired in a fairly unlikely place—a small commuter plane en route from Columbus, Ohio, to New York’s LaGuardia Airport. Luckily, I have my trusty notebook on hand, so no napkins or match-books will be required to document my extraordinary burst of brainpower.


I once heard Julie Miller, one of my favorite singers, repeat a line that she’d grown up hearing—that there was no such thing as problems, only solutions. Well, the road to wrestling immortality is littered with these types of problems, bumps, and potholes blocking the creative process—bumps and potholes requiring immediate solutions. Because without those immediate solutions, that ultimate destination, wrestling immortality, can be an impossible place to reach.


I know “wrestling immortality” sounds like a pretty pompous phrase. Wrestling fans are an extremely loyal group, but man, they can be a little fickle, too. Which I guess they should be. After all, they are constantly bombarded with spectacular images, dramatic storylines, and an ever-increasing array of physical maneuvers. During the late 1990s the stakes got incredibly high, and the Monday Night Wars between WWE and Ted Turner’s WCW upped the physical and creative ante to an unprecedented degree. Wrestling fans have seen so much, so often, that they have indeed become a little jaded.


Yet even within this overcrowded context, it remains possible to capture a special magic, to catch lightning in our own twenty-by-twenty-foot bottle, to etch an indelible sports entertainment memory into the heart of even the most jaded of our fans. It’s those types of memories that made me love this stuff as a kid. It’s the very possibility of creating those types of memories for others that keeps me loving it today.


And it was that type of indelible memory that seemed to be in jeopardy when I was given the news in Columbus that some unnamed person had taken issue with one of my ideas. Hell, it wasn’t just any idea—it was mybest idea. It was the idea that made me call up Vince in the first place to request our historic meeting. It was the idea that had people falling out of their chairs in laughter at the damn meeting. It was the idea that was going to make millions of fans sit up, take notice, and realize in the course of just a few minutes that Terry Funk was someone to take seriously enough to tune in for next week’sRaw. Seriously enough to pay to see him at the ECW Pay-Per-View on June 11.


 


Terry Funk is the greatest wrestler I’ve ever seen. I’m not saying he is the greatest wrestler ever, only the greatest that I have ever personally witnessed. No one made an impact quicker than Terry Funk, and there has never been a more believable wildman in the history of the game. Maybe Bruiser Brody was just as wild in the ring, but in my mind, when it came to a combination of ring work, promos, and antics that made even grizzled veterans suspend disbelief, no one could beat my friend and mentor Terry Funk.


I still marvel at old tapes of the Funker in action, still wonder how he could just seemingly take over a wrestling show in a few short weeks. Whether it was building toward a bloody climax in the 1970s with Dusty Rhodes in the old Florida territory, or building intense heat in anticipation for the return of an injured Ric Flair in WCW in 1989, no one got over quicker, or was more authentic in their madness, than Terry Funk.


He claimed to be “middle-age crazy” during that classic Flair feud. He was forty-two then, and yet it took him only a few weeks to make that whole show his own. But now, at sixty, he’s no longer middle age, he’s just damn old, and he no longer has a few weeks to make his presence felt, he has only a few precious minutes.


So just how exactly can a sixty-year-old man, who hasn’t been seen in WWE rings in eight years, who is a virtual unknown to a large majority of our fans, be expected to become a main-event star in just a few short minutes of natural television exposure? After all, getting over with the fans isn’t easy—if it was, everyone would be doing it. There’s no scientific formula, no magic wand to wave, even if Ric Flair did once insinuate that Vince McMahon had worked some type of special magic to turn a loser like me into a WWE champion.


No, there’s no magic formula, but when it came to the WWE return of Terry Funk, I believed I had the next best thing. Terry Funk was going to bite a chunk out of Vince McMahon’s ass.


Only, if a person on the creative team had their way, there would be no ass-biting, no instantaneous star-making, no reason to tune in next week, no reason to pay for the privilege of seeing an all-time great like Terry Funk.


Why? They were worried. “How will it look if someone who isn’t even on our roster is the downfall of the ‘Kiss My Ass Club’?”


I pleaded my case to Brian Gewirtz. He and I have always gotten along, possibly because he was a huge fan of mine during his formative years, and possibly because we each considered Professor Bob Thompson to be our favorite teacher in our respective college years. I had Thompson at SUNY Cortland, where he concluded that my senior film project (which consisted in part of a deranged doctor using human testicles as deadly projectile weapons) was an expression of a hidden longing to be a woman.


Gewirtz had him several years later at Syracuse, thirty miles north and about twenty grand a year more expensive than my alma mater. To the best of my knowledge, Professor Thompson (who will actually love being in this book, as it will no doubt endear him to a whole new generation of communications nerds) made no such repressed-gender-jumping conclusion in regards to Brian Gewirtz.


Professor Thompson and I still talk about once a year, and even discussed our fond mutual recollections of our respectiveToday show appearances with Katie Couric. We both agreed that making Katie laugh was one of life’s great moments. “It’s just such an honor to give her any type of pleasure,” Bob said. I agreed with the professor, and suggested maybe one day, the three of us, me, Bob, and former presidential candidate Bob Dole, could all get together to swap warm, fuzzy stories of our good times with Katie.


Where was I? Oh yeah, Gewirtz. Yeah, I was pleading my case to him, even pointing out that the mere suggestion of the “Kiss My Ass Club” closing up due to a mere chunk out of an ass was ludicrous. “Why would it have to be the end?” I said. “Why couldn’t Vince just reinstate the club a few months later? He could do it with a whole new intensity, a sense of vengeance.”


Gewirtz knows my passion for good storytelling and knows that in my mind, leaving the bite out of the ass of Vince McMahon would be like leaving the bite out of the apple inSnow White and the Seven Dwarfs. Sure, you’d still have some funny gags and some likable characters, but no heat on the heel and a big hole in the storyline.


“I’m not saying that it won’t get done,” Gewirtz said.


“Only that it might not get done, right?”


“Right.”


Damn, I couldn’t take that chance. Not if I wanted this idea of mine to have a fighting chance at attaining immortality. From time to time, I’ve been accused of doing things only for the paycheck. And from time to time that’s true. Hey, not every idea is a great one, and sometimes a paycheck is our only solace. I even found out last night that a guy I considered a good friend had referred to me as a “whore” at a creative meeting a few years earlier—as a guy who did things only for the money. Again, I’ll admit to being guilty of that occasionally, even if “whore” is probably a little rougher term than I deserve.


I should have been more pumped up following last night’sRaw. Man, we’d really laid down a hell of a foundation on which to build our program. But that conversation with Gewirtz was gnawing at me, taking little bites out of my confidence like a tufted titmouse on the suet feeder hanging from the dead Japanese maple outside my kitchen window. (I’m trying to make this book somewhere in the PG-13 range, so I’ve got to work in words liketitmouse where I can.)


I just couldn’t take the chance. I had to come up with a new twist, a way to persuade Vince and the whole creative team that we could not only have Terry Funk take a chunk out of his ass, but create a long-term storyline that would see the eventual reformation of a “Kiss My Ass Club” that was bigger, better, and badder than ever.
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My answer? Melina. For most people reading this book, the name Melina is self-explanatory. But as I am occasionally reminded by mothers who picked up their son’s copy ofHave a Nice Day, orFoley Is Good (and to a much, much lesser extent, my novelsTietam Brown andScooter ) and couldn’t put them down, the idea of a reader not being familiar with the name Melina is not inconceivable. Unlikely, yes. Unfortunate, definitely. But not inconceivable.


So for those moms and others not familiar with her, I will simply describe Melina as a beautiful young lady that I have come to feel almost like a big brother to. Assuming, of course, that my sister would be Latina, exotic, voluptuous, and possess the single greatest ring entrance in the history of sports entertainment. Possibly in the history ofall entertainment. As I write this, I’m willing to bet that in the process of transforming my writing from handwritten notebook paper to towering best seller, someone will see fit to put a photograph in the book right about now, thereby relieving me of the responsibility of painting any real descriptive written portrait of the lovely Melina. Turn back a page; there she is. Beautiful, right? Take a good look, because that’s the girl who is going to save my idea, the girl who will clear the road to wrestling immortality.









May 4, 2006






Dear Hardcore Diary,


I may have neglected a very important point in my last journal entry. You see, none of this stuff actually happens unless Vince McMahon says it does. Like President Bush, Vince ultimately is “the decider”; what he says goes. Unlike our president, Vince is a brilliant man, and although that brilliance doesn’t always take the form of good taste and decent judgments, he is open to good ideas that may cause him not to “stay the course” if indeed he can be convinced that the current course is not the most prudent one. That’s where I come in. Vince may be “the decider,” but I’m “the persuader.” I need to persuade Vince that my way is the better way, and because I feel very strongly about my idea, and the urgent need for Terry Funk to take a chunk out of Vince’s ass, I’m willing to give up something very important to get my way. What exactly am I willing to give up to get my way?


My dignity.


I want to be really honest about the development of this whole ECW story. But my idea involves the sacrifice of my dignity at a later date, to get what I want now. I don’t want to get into details about that later date, but I can assure all of you that it will be compelling TV. I hope it will result in that rare wrestling phenomenon—the story that actually makes people think and ask hard questions of themselves. Don’t get me wrong, I love what we do, and have come to really value the importance of the escapist entertainment we provide. I also accept that for an awful lot of hardworking people, WWE television programming is a welcome oasis of big, bold, over-the-top fun amid a desert of dreariness. A lot of our fans like to check their worries at the door and enjoy the show on its own unique merits.


But I firmly believe that once they arrive at our location, we can occasionally hit them with images, incidents, words, or actions that make them take notice. Occasionally we can make them feel that genuine emotion—real anger, fear, or concern. Who knows how many goose bumps are raised cumulatively around the world on those special occasions?


If this willing loss of dignity idea goes as planned, it will involve a few of those rare moments, and in the process create sympathy for one character, and considerable heat for two others.


I did have one slight concern—I wanted to make sure that Melina, on whom this whole plot revolves, liked the idea. Either that, or I was looking for a cheap excuse to call her.


I met Melina only a few months ago, and was immediately touched by her warmth and kindness, which served as a sharp contrast to the “she-witch” character I had become a big fan of on WWE television. It had never even crossed my mind that the cruel young lady on my TV screen might be someone I would like to know, let alone become so immediately protective and fond of.


But if you think that fondness involves romantic visions or thoughts that are anything but of the utmost respect, you’d be absolutely right! No, wait, I didn’t mean that. You’d be wrong, dead wrong. Honestly. I swear. For reasons that I can’t quite explain, talking to her brings about only feelings of childhood innocence. Hey, there’s a lot of things I can’t explain about myself. Why exactly am I listening to classical Christmas music as I write this, over eight months before Christmas? Why am I writing it in a year-round Christmas room, for that matter? Why do I leave drawings my kids made nine years ago up on my wall, as if the oak paneling was some sort of giant refrigerator, meant for little children’s artwork?


As some of you who sawBeyond the Mat might remember, my daughter Noelle went through a stretch of time where she had a rather unusual favorite word. Well, the drawing I’m looking at now was obviously created during that “nipple” phase, as every Foley member in this family portrait features a prominent set of them.


I can’t explain exactly why I keep them taped to the wall, or why I have the Christmas fixation, except for a very uneducated guess that all this stuff helps me reclaim the innocence of youth, and that every good thing in my life somehow leads me back to Jefferson, New Hampshire, and the trip to Santa’s Village my parents took me on when I was only three years old.


Don’t get me wrong, I get improper thoughts all the time. As a matter of fact, in about three weeks, I will be doing a radio interview with Christy Canyon, the former adult film star that I used to have improper thoughts about quite regularly. Occasionally, I even acted on them. So, yeah, I get improper thoughts, just like everyone else. But Melina is not responsible for them. As a matter of fact, with the exception of a couple of borderline Candice Michelle thoughts, and a momentary Stacy Keibler exception, I have had nothing but proper thoughts about the whole Diva crew.


But that doesn’t necessarily mean I’m dying to do storylines with all the girls, especially storylines that involve me completely sacrificing my dignity. I’m willing to do this one with Melina for three very good reasons:


	
She’s very talented and will be able to pull off this difficult role;

	
It will ensure that I do get my way in the “Terry Funk takes a chunk out of Vince’s ass” idea;

	
It does indeed give me a cheap excuse to call her.




Which is exactly what I did.


I was at a great place called Abilities, formerly known as the National Center for Disabilities, when I made the call. I was a guest for the media day, which precedes their fortieth annual “Sports Night,” a gala fund-raising event that regularly includes some of the biggest names in sports history. This year’s guests for the May 18 event include Jack Nicklaus, Jim Brown, Gayle Sayers, Mike Schmidt, Frank Gifford, and me. Jeez, what the hell am I doing in there?


Actually, my role is vital to the success of the fund-raiser. You see, while Sports Night might feature a bonanza of bona fide sports heroes, very few are actually willing to participate in the cornerstone of the gala—the annual play, in which former Olympic skater (as well as former wife of NFL Hall of Famer Terry Bradshaw) Jo Jo Starbuck choreographs an amazing spectacular in which the students at Abilities and any willing athletes sing, dance, and act their hearts out for the entertainment of a very appreciative high-dollar crowd. Oh, and one group of people is made to look like complete fools in the process. And believe me, it’s not the kids.


I grew up idolizing people like Willis Reed and Walt “Clyde” Frazier of the New York Knicks. I always hoped that I would one day get to meet them. Now I see them every year. I guess in some ways, it’s like a dream come true. But for some reason, in my dreams, I was not singing or dressing in women’s clothing while making their acquaintance.


As a result of the unique demands of this play, not to mention the six hours of rehearsal needed to perform, Jo Jo pretty much has the same list of willing participants every year. With slight year-to-year variations, it’s usually ’69 Met Buddy Harrelson, an Olympic bobsledder whose name I can’t remember, former Islander Steve Webb, U.S. karate coach Tokie Hill, Olympic gold medalist Sarah Hughes, and me. Sarah has actually been doing the show since she was a twelve-year-old unknown, and as a result of our mutual willingness to make fools out of ourselves, we have become good friends. This year we’ll see the acting and singing debut of her sister Emily, who represented the United States in the Olympic Winter Games earlier this year. I have known Emily since she was just a kid, and look forward to her inaugural appearance at the event.
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With my favorite Olympians, Emily (left) and Sarah.


Courtesy of the Foley family.




At last year’s event, I attempted something new, a brave and bold experiment in male bonding that met with mixed results. During the grand finale, a genuinely emotional number that saw the kids and athletes turn “The Impossible Dream” into “The Possible Dream,” I turned to former hockey tough guy Webb, whose face is every bit as scarred and beaten as mine, and said, “Watch this, during the chorus, I’m going to put my arm around every major-league baseball player on this stage.”


The experiment started off well enough—with a firm embrace of Harrelson, a great guy I’ve met at literally dozens of functions over the years. A Long Island radio personality once mentioned, “If you live on Long Island and you haven’t gotten Mick Foley or Bud Harrelson’s autograph, then you haven’t tried very hard.” I think there’s a compliment in there somewhere.


It was then on to Harrelson’s ’69 Met teammate, Ed Charles. Charles had been in an earlier skit with me (where I was, of course, dressed like a woman), so I felt that he’d be responsive to a hug from the hardcore legend. He was.


Now it was on to the Yankees. Jim Abbott once pitched a no-hitter for the Bronx Bombers, with the benefit of only one hand. The other one wasn’t just injured, it had been missing since birth. Abbott had seemed genuinely thrilled to serve as a role model for so many of the great kids at Abilities, so I didn’t think he’d have a problem with a friendly arm around his shoulders. He didn’t.


Only one man stood between failure and completion of this mission. Unfortunately, that one man was one of the most respected and feared pitchers to ever take to the hill—Hall of Fame fireballer Rich “Goose” Gossage. I remember Gossage beaning my idol, Yankee catcher Thurman Munson, only a year before becoming a Yankee himself. Man, he’d seemed pretty intimidating back then. Plus, he’d seemed a little hammered at the cocktail party an hour earlier.


I felt a wave of apprehension wash over me. The chorus was nearing its end. I had to make my move. I took a deep breath, gathering all the testicular fortitude I could muster. Would it be enough? Only seconds to go. Hey, I’d been through worse than this—Japanese Death matches with Terry Funk, Hell in a Cell with Undertaker, traveling with Al Snow. How bad could this be?


I made my move, shuffling over to Gossage, preparing for this record-breaking bit of human contact. I reached out and put my arm around “the Goose”—who quite honestly didn’t seem to care for the whole male bonding thing. If looks could kill, I’d have been history. If he’d had a couple baseballs in his hand, I’d have been served a healthy dose of chin music immediately. Not since the glory days of Fire Island’s Cherry Grove would a man have taken two balls to the chin with such velocity. (Well, so much for my PG-13 book.)


Yeah, I made it back to my spot by the time the chorus ended, but it was as a beaten man. “You did it,” Webb said, but deep down, I think he knew I’d failed. Aside from the kids on stage and the great supporters in the audience, the big winner of the night was Gossage. He’d done what had once been thought impossible—he’d taught the hardcore legend the meaning of the wordfear.


I think I’ll stick to the Hughes girls this year—at least I know they like me.


Okay, back to the Melina phone call. The media day went pretty much as I’d expected—lots of attention from the kids, none from the media. That’s usually the drill at these things, a little something I’ve learned from constant repetition.


I was at the Muscular Dystrophy Association’s Muscle Team event last year, the annual fund-raising extravaganza that brings together members of the Jets, Giants, Yankees, Mets, and Nets, when a reporter tapped me on the shoulder and said, “Can I ask you a question?”


“Sure.”


“Well, I’ve been standing here watching you interact with the kids, and I was wondering why all the reporters ignore you when you seem to be the kids’ favorite?”


I said, “We all play a role here. The other athletes do a great job attracting the media and the sponsors. They bring in the money. My job is to spend time with the kids.”


Once upon a time, things like that used to bother me. It didn’t seem fair. But over time, I’ve learned to heed The Rock’s advice from long ago. I know my role, and I shut my mouth.


But wait, Katie Couric’s in the media, and she likes me, right? She even wrote it in a book. But damn, now that she’s jumping ship fromToday to theCBS Evening News, I’d say my days as a guest of Couric’s are over. Yes, it’s sad to say, but I believe Katie Couric has touched my knee for the very last time.


At one point in the media day, the guest celebrities went into designated areas to teach the kids a little more about the skills of their respective sports. Ed Charles taught baseball basics. Steve Webb demonstrated stick-handling, even if his main skill as an Islander was beating people senseless. The Hughes sisters demonstrated Olympic skating skills, albeit on roller skates.


And as for me, I…Wait, what did I do? Whatcould I do? Hit a kid with a chair? Get thrown off a tall structure? I mean, teaching physically challenged kids the basics of professional wrestling might not even be appropriate, and as a long list of WWE Superstars would be willing to verify, I don’t really know the basics all that well anyway.


So I decided to take some questions. At first I handled the usual ones. “Yes, it did hurt when Undertaker threw me off the cell. Yes, I did enjoy teaming with The Rock atWrestleMania. Yes, I do think the current administration misled the American public during the buildup to the war.” Then I heard another one, slightly different, a little more interesting. “Are you friends with the Divas?”


“As a matter of fact, I am,” I said, beaming, proud of my friendship with so many of the girls.


“No, you’re not,” one kid said.


“Am too!” I shot back.


“Are not!”


“Am too!”


“Prove it,” another kid said, prompting snickers from his buddies.


In such a situation, there’s really only one way to prove that such a friendship between really beautiful girls and a dumpy, hairy guy exists—speed dial.


Up until this year’sWrestleMania I had only a couple of names in my speed dial—after all, I barely knew how to turn one of these damn phones on, let alone enter names and numbers into it. My wife was on there, as was my son Dewey and my friend Jill Thompson, who illustrated two of my children’s books. Oh, and Test was on there, too. Which of course makes perfect sense. Stacy Keibler put his number in there, back when, frighteningly enough, they were a real couple. I’ve been trying to get the damn number out ever since. But no matter how many ways I try to delete him, Test keeps coming back. I swear, Michael Myers and Freddy Krueger have nothing on that guy.


But followingWrestleMania, I had two new names on the speed dial. Good ones, too. Trish Stratus, a great wrestler and a good friend for many years, was one. Melina was the other.




[image: image]



With Chris Giordano.


Courtesy of the Foley family.


I’d utilized the Trish Stratus button a few days earlier, while watching theBacklash Pay-Per-View at my buddy Chris Giordano’s house. I actually met Chris at my first-ever Sports Night, and have probably watched about twenty Pay-Per-Views at his house since then. I went the first time because Chris, a huge WWE fan, was a young man with cerebral palsy. I continue to go, five years later, because Chris is a great guy, my kids love going, his mom and dad treat us like part of the family, and well, I get to eat a lot of free food while I’m over there.


While watchingBacklash we noticed that Trish had fallen awkwardly from the ring and that her match had ended shortly after, in an unceremonious manner. It just kind of stopped. I looked at Chris’s wall, noticed a huge poster of Trish, and combining a desire to find out if she was okay with a desire to show off in front of Chris, gave the old speed dial a try. Trish didn’t answer, but Chris went absolutely crazy when he heard her on the voice mail.


It was now Melina’s turn to make me look good. I hit speed dial. “Hi, it’s Melina.” Again, just the voice mail, but the kids went crazy, nonetheless.


I waited for the beep. “Hi, its Mick Foley, and I’m hanging out with some really great kids, and they just wanted to say hello.” The kids all yelled their greetings. “Also, I’ve got what I think is a really good idea, and I really want to tell you about it. So, I’ll call you back in a couple of days, or you can call me back if you want. I’ll talk to you later.”


 


Keep in mind that writing a book by hand takes an enormous amount of time, especially when a completed manuscript is expected in two months. Because of the four kids running around the house, I do most of my writing at night, and subsequently spend much of the day exhausted.


I desperately need a good night’s sleep every few days, or else I just won’t have the energy to take command of the written page. In other words, the writing will start sucking. Not that it’s Pulitzer material anyway, but hey, at least it’s got energy. Right?


To ensure that good night’s sleep, I do occasionally take a sleeping pill. I may have made a tactical error in taking that pill right before checking my messages. Hey, a message from Melina. She would love to hear my idea. Cool! What a great voice, too. All right, I’ll give her a quick call, run down my idea, and be in bed in ten minutes.


I looked at the phone right before I hung up with her. Two hours and forty minutes! Damn. My longest phone call since I was in college and had a secret admirer, who used to call me at all hours of the evening and tantalize me with tales of forbidden lust that I had previously only read about. She would torture my innocent ears (I had both of them back then) for hours, while she simultaneously participated in solitary sex acts, which she described in great detail. It was a great relationship—not necessarily one that evoked childhood memories of Santa’s Village, but great nonetheless. Then, unfortunately, we met.


Jeez, how was I going to explain this near-three-hour call to my wife? “You spoke to who? For how long?” My wife knows me pretty well, and she knows I possess a couple of odd but charming quirks, but I’m not sure even she would believe that I talk to this exotic, beautiful, voluptuous woman because she makes me feel like an innocent kid.


Besides, as I try to piece the conversation together, I realize I started fading in the latter stages, somewhere around the two-hour mark. I know she loved the idea, or else did a really good idea of pretending she did. She also seemed genuinely flattered that I would put so much faith in her, and that I would willingly sacrifice my dignity on her behalf.


Which seemed like a perfect time to repeat the words Terry Funk spoke to me right before putting me over in the King of the Deathmatch tournament in Yokohama, Japan, in 1995: “You know, I wouldn’t do this for many people.”
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