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Introduction

			Me

			You May Call Me Tyrus. My name is George T. Murdoch, but I am known as Tyrus. Before we begin, let’s address the elephant in the room: I am the elephant in the room, standing at six feet, eight inches tall, and weighing in at 370 pounds. I also have notable tattoos that make me stand out even more. My tattoos are a combination of my visions of art and what I think would be cool. Within them are representations of my love for animals and all things nature. Now, my favorite animals are tough, but to specifically name a few, I like killer whales, leopard seals, and a good, large dog. I’ve incorporated some of these into my tattoos: I have a killer whale on my chest. I also have a stingray on my right hand and several others. But it’s not just animals and nature I love; at the same time, I love movies, and my favorite actor is James Earl Jones. He played the bad guy, Thulsa Doom, in my favorite movie, Conan the Barbarian. That’s why I have two interlocking snakes facing each other on my hand, symbolizing the religious cult he led. Not only do my tattoos represent things that are important to me, they also simultaneously act as a bit of a shield from people. I like that.

			Just like my tattoos, my physical dimensions never go unnoticed. I am an individual with extraordinary DNA consisting of African-American and Scottish. When it comes down to it, I’m Black…but we will talk about that later.

			I was a zoology major in college, but football took up too much of my time, so I switched to education and theatre. Despite my change in major and priorities, I never lost the lust for both education about and documentation of the animals we share this planet with. I love to watch them; I am still fascinated by them. I am inspired by natural historian David Attenborough…I mean Sir David, my real-life hero. I’ve watched and followed his work my whole life. This is a real passionate hobby of mine. I also support the dolphin project. Now, I hate liberals with an agenda who think they can just lay a claim on the same environment and nature that I love, that many love. I just don’t think they have the right to act like they “own” the issue.

			I’ve held many titles and branded many names, such as Lil Lou, Doc, George T. Clements, Migulla, Big Yella, Big Sexy Grills G, Brodus Clay, and Tyrus. In my life I have been a professional athlete, professional wrestler, entertainer, actor, a bastard child, a homeless teen, a lost cause, a thug, poor, “hood rich,” a teacher, a kitchen manager, a father, a stand-up comedian, an angry kid, and a Fox News contributor. Jack of all trades, master of some. I am a professional lifetime survivor and an alpha male. For the purposes of this book and this journey, you may call me Tyrus. ’Nuff said.

			Myself

			I, myself, am an individual formed of many parts of many things making me who I am. While some parts are moveable, others are fixed. Who I am—my attitude, mindset, and practice—is a product of my experiences; those are immovable parts. While other people and I may go through the same experiences, they will absorb what relates to them while I absorb what relates to me. I am making the choice to write this book and offer a view inside me, but no one is allowed all of me. I had the choice to cherry-pick what is seen behind the curtain in the following pages…just like selecting specific desserts from a life-experience buffet. You choose what satisfies the desire in that moment. Sweet, filling, savory, nutritious—I chose to include what I think will provide the most satisfying parts of my story.

			My existence is an unfinished book consisting of constantly changing chapter titles. My life started out with the beginnings of a children’s story: it was The Boxcar Children turning into A Raisin in the Sun peppered with shades of Sophie’s Choice, but conditions change. My life is many things mutating into a series of short stories and anecdotes that flow together, tied by common themes and interspersed with some blank pages yet to be filled.

			It is no secret that I am different physically, aesthetically, verbally, as well as in both character and mindset. The difference is made obvious by my size and stature, but if that goes unnoticed, my matching attitude makes this clear. Throughout my travels around the world, I’ve absorbed experiences. The encounters I’ve had with many types of people never fail to remind me how much my own self is a creation constructed by life experiences.

			Within these pages, people can and will choose what experiences or parts of me fit them. Think of this as a sarcastic self-help book, written with the intent to encourage common understanding of common sense, with the ultimate goal being to discover common ground in these uncommon political times we live in.

			And I

			You only get what I allow you to see…and that’s my choice. Myself is for me and I control who sees in and what parts they get to view through the looking glass. I share my special moments, happy thoughts, hobbies, relationships, dark secrets, and mistakes only with whom I chose. I lack respect at times for people who share too much—which I believe is usually for attention without any intention of changing a thing. Those people seek only pity and rewarding “aww, that’s so brave” responses to fill a need for some kind of validation. I’ve been in the room with these people. I am the guy in the room sitting back, saying to myself, “…this fucking guy….”

			I will explain how the times have changed in this era of politically correct culture—with an ever-evolving narrative and standard—from what they used to be. When the common thought was “Funny thing about killing a man, you take away all he has and all he’s ever going to be.” It has now mutated to “Funny thing about an accusation, you take away all he has and all he’s ever going to be.” We will also attempt to look at how political events directly affect us or how life goes on in spite of those events. Reading this book will encourage one to not take things so seriously in this crazy world and, at the same time, take issues on a case-by-case basis. Maybe changing the view from tribalism to do-what’s-best-for-me-ism. It’s okay to disagree with your tribe; tribes are not sports teams. This book will give readers insight into how my brain works and my thought processes—where common sense and life experience come into play and not what side of the fence I live on.

			Why Now?

			For a lot of years, people have watched me out in the public—in the ring—basically as a performer. That’s fine. But what I do now is a little bit different. Being on television and using my words as a career comes with a whole different set of rules. And don’t people want to understand where I’m coming from? For me, television isn’t that different than wrestling. Before the lights come on and it’s time to start the show, I’m stressed out. Nervous. Already second-guessing myself. But once it’s go time? That’s when I step up. That’s when I do what I do. Preparation, discipline, having a plan but still being spontaneous are how I approach my business. I was like that as a football player. As a bodyguard. As a wrestler. And now as a political and social commentator. Anyway, now that people are hearing my voice every day and listening to my words, I want them to know what I’m really about. I want you, the reader, to understand where I’m coming from. The stakes are different for me now. I feel like I have a lot to say and a lot to share. I’m going to do that in this book. Maybe it’s an exercise, the chance for me to figure out a little bit more about who I am. That’s okay, too. Bottom line: once you finish reading this book, you’ll know a lot more about me. And if I can get you thinking about certain things, who knows? Maybe you’ll learn a lot more about yourself, too. Never too late to learn about yourself, right? Okay, let’s get to it.





Chapter 1

			In the Beginning

			I did not have an easy beginning. My home was broken before I entered it. I’ll explain more in little bit, but when I made my first appearance in this place in February 1973, had I known what lay ahead in the immediate future, I probably would’ve turned right back around in my mother’s womb before yelling to the doctor, “Leave me the hell alone! I am not coming out!”

			My dad’s family had a farm. My grandfather, his dad, had made a lot of money in stocks, but he eventually was wiped out by the demands from his fourteen-plus kids, my father included. I did like going to that farm. I could always tell my mother was uncomfortable there, however, because despite how terrible my father treated her, his mother did nothing but praise him and talk endlessly about what a wonderful son he was. Whether she was ignorant or just plain clueless or maybe a little of both, I don’t know. But for her to not realize what her son was, I’m sorry—I mean, I could tell at four years old the damage he was doing to my mother.

			Living with my parents, it was just chaos all the time. When I was about three years old, my parents left me in the car while they went into a store. I waited and waited and waited. It started to feel like they had forgotten about me, so I climbed into the driver’s seat of the yellow Datsun we had (the proper term for the model, I believe, was “piece of shit”), and I started the thing up. The keys had been left in the ignition. I figured if they were not coming to get me then I would just drive myself home. I threw it into reverse, backed up, and hit the car behind me. Of course, that’s when they came running out. Thankfully, my mother was able to talk her way out of any responsibility with the other driver. Was that my fault? Of course not. I was just three years old. I was simply reacting to the disorganization and dysfunction that surrounded me 24/7.

			My father would go on these five- or six-day benders and I knew whenever he got home, things were going to be ugly. His biggest fear—I mean, his absolute obsession—with my mom was her cheating on him. The irony to that is all he did was cheat on her. Even at four years old, I knew how fucked up the situation was. My mom was like a 1970s waif, almost like a hippie; a good wind would’ve taken her away. She was barely twenty years old, putting up with his bullshit every moment of her life. We had this pepper plant on the windowsill and I would crack her up when I would break off one of those little red chilies and chew it up. It was hellfire in my mouth, but it made my mom laugh and that’s all I cared about. Putting some light in her day. That’s what it was all about. That laughter of hers when I would chew those peppers up brought at least a little bit of light to an otherwise bleak existence. We were living in a little two-bedroom apartment up on the top of a tenement building in Lynn, Massachusetts. Cheap green shag carpeting and peeling linoleum tile in the kitchen and bathroom. It was a cramped, angry little world where every moment hinged on when he might come bursting through that door to wreak some more havoc. Something else you have to understand: in the 1970s, living in the Boston area, my parents were basically fugitives. That’s because there was a law against interracial couples that was not rescinded until 1986! Seriously. Look it up. I’m not making excuses for them, but imagine having that pressure over your head—that you were basically fugitives on the run simply for being married.

			Something else that always struck me weird about my father was that he cried a lot. He was very emotional. That confused me because of how violent he could be. It didn’t make sense that he was, at least to me, emotionally complicated. But it’s just how he was. He was the last of fourteen brothers and sisters so I’m sure his upbringing wasn’t that easy. He was a pretty big guy—six foot two—and they called him “Red” because his hair had a reddish tint to it. His skin was a deep mahogany color and he was a tough dude. My mom was just about five foot five and weighed maybe 130 pounds. Barely. So no real match there when he came busting in. Once he got home, it was basically for sex and food and then off on the road again; he worked on moving trucks. Once he came home to start trouble, I would usually head under the bed. That was my spot. I could see what was going on, but he couldn’t see me. My little home away from home. Shelter from the storm.

			My mom would be so afraid when the front door opened and I knew it. I felt it. I could see it in her eyes, one last glimpse of panic and confusion before I darted to my usual spot.

			All I wanted to do was help her, but I had no real idea what to do. Down there under the bed with my face buried in that ugly green shag carpet, I could sometimes hear other battered wives dealing with their own monsters in nearby apartments. Shattered cries breaking across the dank courtyards morning, noon, and night. It’s like they were all in the same boat. One big fucking horror show. But my attention was focused on my own particular nightmare.

			My brother was only two years old at this time and he remained pretty much in the background. It was a good strategy: don’t cry a lot, stay quiet, avoid attracting attention to yourself. But I mean, at two years old, he was also unaware of much of what was going on. I know it sounds weird that I knew so much at four years old, but honestly, I’ve always felt like back then, I was a man in a kid’s body. I just never felt like much of a kid.

			I don’t have very vivid memories of my brother back then. But I do know that we had a couple of cats in the apartment and those kept us entertained. We would sit there draping blankets around them, pretending they were superheroes. Subconsciously, I was probably figuring out a way to try and fly out of the place where I was trapped.

			My mom used to braid my dad’s hair. That was one of the things he used her for because she was really good at it. But her hands would tremble when she did it because if she got one braid wrong, if something was not to his liking, he would go off on her. This one night, he came back home and I was peeking out and I knew things were worse than usual. He was raging. She did something to his hair he didn’t like, and he hit her, harder than usual. I was four years old. And something snapped. Enough was enough. I crawled out from under the bed, quickly went into the kitchen, and grabbed a good-sized knife. Not a butter knife. A steak knife. A business knife. He didn’t see me coming until the last split second when I rushed him, cocked my arm back, and prepared to drive that shiny blade into whatever part of his body I hit. I wasn’t aiming specifically; I just wanted this motherfucker to stop hitting my mother and it felt like a switch had flipped in my brain.

			He turned just in time to see my arm coming down and he caught it before the knife hit him. My father looked at me like, “What the fuck do you think you are doing?” In one angry move, he grabbed the knife out of my hand and threw me over his shoulder and headed for the window of the apartment. This will all be over pretty quickly, I thought to myself. My mother blocked his way and calmly talked some sense into him. “He was protecting his mother! Put him down!” My father, even in his rage, had to know tossing his kid out of a window was not the move to make. He dropped me and walked out. My mind was racing.

			Most kids at this age are having books read to them, they’re playing with friends, they are being nurtured. I was pulling a knife on my father because he was beating my mother—again. I think I went into a little bit of shock. I figured out later what was going through his mind when he carried me toward the window. He had decided at that moment that I was not his son. It was like all of his paranoia and suspicions came true right before his eyes. After all, no son of his would ever pull a knife on him; at least, that was how he saw it. Always the victim. Evidently, he was also convinced that my brother wasn’t his either, not that he ever pulled a knife on him, but because he was weak and small. My father was very self-important and wanted to believe things about himself that just were not true.

			The next night I was back under my bed waiting for God knows what to happen when I heard the door open. I heard strange voices. Right in front of my wide eyes, I saw a pair of work boots. It was my grandfather. My mom’s dad. Evidently, he was there to take my mom, my brother, and me away. So began the next chapter of my life. We packed up right then and there and later that night I got to experience some more drama.

			My grandparents had a house nearby that was close to a lake. Open space. Normal, I guess you could say. I had never seen their home and I automatically fell in love with it. I had never met my maternal grandparents in person before, so this was like being abducted by aliens. They took us to their house and we went from living in what felt like a closet to occupying a two-story mini mansion.

			When I finally met my maternal grandmother, I understood why they called her “the General.” Regal and powerful, she sat there at the table like a boss. I was very comfortable with it. I liked her energy. She projected power, and I found that cool. She also made grilled cheese sandwiches the likes of which are still unequaled in my mind. Along with a bowl of her homemade tomato soup, these were created, artisan, gourmet grilled cheese sandwiches. It made me realize there was a whole other world out there, away from the government cheese I was used to. Yes, I liked how she rolled. I can’t imagine what was going on in her mind. Meeting her Black grandsons for the very first time. She seemed to take it all in stride, which made me comfortable. We were there probably a month or so. There were lots of meetings in the kitchen that I could tell were important. Everybody speaking in hushed, serious tones. Even though I couldn’t make out exactly what was getting said, I knew it was a big deal. My grandfather, I could tell, was not going to let my brother and me live there. He wasn’t an emotional guy; I just don’t think he wanted the taboo attached to bringing in two Black kids to a white neighborhood where everybody knew each other. A very tight-knit place. It was confusing for everybody in the family. My mom had not seen her parents in years. There were lots of adjustments that needed to take place and it was a very unnatural situation for everyone. The family didn’t need the scandal.

			My brother and I could’ve ended up in a lot of places, separated. My grandfather, as strongly as he felt we could not live with him, was still adamant that we stay together. I give him a lot of credit for that. That’s why we ended up staying in the home where we wound up, in the town of nearby Peabody with John and Ann, who basically fostered us while also helping take care of other kids in a daycare capacity—mostly military kids whose parents had been given deployments. I heard later that some money had to change hands to make that happen and I’ll always be thankful to my grandfather for doing that. I originally wished we could’ve stayed with him, but at least he wasn’t giving us up for dead. At least he cared about keeping me and my little brother together.

			After I moved in with John and Ann, I heard that my father showed up once at my grandparents’ house, demanding to know where I was. My mom’s father met him with a rifle and told him to basically get the fuck out. So that took care of that. When my mom visited us at the house in Peabody, it was more like a friend coming to see us than a parent. I think she knew she had been replaced by people who really knew what they were doing and genuinely cared about our well-being. She would hang out, watching television or something, but there wasn’t any sort of real closeness.

			John was a funny guy. He was a “Coke man” in that he worked for Coca-Cola most of his life. I think straight out of the military that’s what he went to work as—a truck driver for Coke. And those Coke guys were real company men. In fact, one day, Ann took a taste test at a local mall and actually picked Pepsi over Coke. John’s reaction to this was worse than had she had an affair behind his back. She tried explaining that the Coke was warm and the Pepsi had been served on ice, but no dice. John was not having it. To him, even warm Coke was better than the iciest Pepsi. Company guy through and through.





Chapter 2

			Fighting = Friendship 
(Manhood Starts at Seven)

			I learned early that the first thing kids did when you went to a new school—that is, if you looked different than they did—was to pick on you. Trust me, I didn’t take any of that shit. I was good with my fists. Even in kindergarten, I knew how to fight. Some wise guy might think he was getting the best of me by getting me into a headlock, but he had no clue. When I started punching, hard left, some hard rights, word got around pretty quickly that messing with me was not a good idea. I mean, I was taking on third graders. I couldn’t figure out why they would make fun of the color of my skin, but it didn’t really matter to me.

			If they wanted to pick a fight, I was in it to win it—and I usually did. That said, once they were down, I would help them up. I could see that they learned their lesson and oftentimes, we became friends. That happened with this kid named Jerry. We got into a little scrap on the school bus one day: nothing too serious, but we became friends afterward. He was a Jewish kid who kids also picked on because of his frizzy hair. They called it a “Jew fro” as they mocked him. Well, nobody makes fun of my friends. So one day I got into it with this big third-grader on behalf of Jerry. I was doing okay, but then this kid, who was a lot bigger, started getting the best of me. I was in trouble. Jerry picked up his book bag, which was loaded with some seriously big, hardback textbooks, and he let swing. By accident, he hit me right in the face and knocked me down. The bigger kid actually stopped and said to me, “Hey kid, are you okay?” Thanks, Jerry!

			One thing about Ann: she really dressed me to the nines for school. I was pimped out. Clip-on ties, all kinds of fancy duds—but there was nothing better than the maroon corduroy day suit. Damn. That thing was crazy. Matching jacket and pants and just as smooth as could be. When I put it on to go to school that day, Ann was clear. “We need to keep these clothes clean. They’re very nice and they cost a lot of money. You need to take care of them.” Looking back, I really believe that she dressed me up nice like this because she thought it would help me stop fighting. If I knew that I would get punished for messing up my clothes, then maybe I wouldn’t get into so many scraps. She was smart. She raised us with a combination of love and consistency. We knew the rules. I knew I would get spanked if I got those clothes dirty.

			So I went to school that day and of course wound up on the jungle gym. Today there are no more jungle gyms, right? Back then kids were allowed to have serious fun. Seesaws, jungle gyms, those merry-go-round things that you push in a circle…Why can’t kids play on those anymore? Don’t get me started. That’s for another book. Anyway, I started on the jungle gym and then went out to the playing field. I was climbing, messing around, just having a good old day. I kind of forgot about the clothes until I got on the school bus going home. My brother pointed out a grass-stained tear on one of the knees. “Fuck,” I said; I cussed like an adult, even at seven years old. Jaws always dropped when I cussed, especially on the bus, because nobody did that at seven years old. I knew there was a problem, though. My brother along with a few other kids started singing this sweet harmony like Boyz II Men, “You’re in trouble…you’re gonna get it…” I didn’t want to hear it. I didn’t need songs at that point. I needed a plan and I quickly concocted one.

			When I got home, I went into my room, got out of the clothes, and buried the suit at the bottom of the hamper before putting on my play clothes. Mission accomplished, right? Wrong. You see, every day when I got home, Ann would normally have to tell me to get in my play clothes, and then I would leave my school clothes thrown all over the house. So it looked very weird when she saw me come out in my play clothes without being asked, and also when there was nothing thrown around the room. You have to remember, her nickname for me was her “Little Tornado.” So she went looking in the bedroom and then in the hamper and she figured out what had happened. I had made it worse by using my pencil eraser to try and get the stains off my knees and she noticed that as well. I had pretty much ruined this expensive and beautiful maroon corduroy day suit. I was outside playing when she called. Inside, some of the kids attending daycare there, along with my brother, were already in timeout for too much horsing around. Ann was not happy.

			“I told you to keep your clothes clean. I told you over and over. And now you have to get punished and I know that you know that.” With that, she pulled out the metal spatula. This thing didn’t just sting when it hit your ass; it cast a glint of light off the metal, kind of like a Star Wars lightsaber—but with very bad intentions. Something snapped inside me. This was the first time she ever saw my “dad” emerging in my personality. I picked up a nearby barstool. She kind of smirked at me and said, “Are you going to hit me?”

			“Yeah,” I said.

			“You do it and that it will be a big mistake.” She barely got out the last part of that sentence before I swung away, hitting her so hard the barstool shattered all over the room. I learned later that I not only cracked her orbital socket but also busted her collarbone badly. I still can’t believe this happened and that I’m writing these words. Of all the bad things I’ve done in my life, this may be the worst. It haunted me then. It haunts me now. It will always haunt me. But it did, it happened, and I knew I had to get out of there.





Chapter 3

			Running Away

			I had to run away. I quickly packed up some snacks, basically some Capri Sun juice packs and some Devil Dog cakes, and then I was out of there. The front door was locked so I had to exit through the garage. John was in there hanging out, oblivious to anything that had happened. I couldn’t get the door open and he said, “Let me help you there,” and so then I was free. My initial plan in my head was to get back to my grandparents’ house. Now, I had no idea where my grandparents lived. My plan was to just head over the ridge and hope for the best. In reality, they were miles away. But I was only seven years old, so what the hell did I know?

			A neighbor saw me and questioned me about where I was going. He clearly was concerned so he tricked me and got me to go to his backyard, saying he would help me. Once I knew he had gotten the best of me, I did all I could do to at least get some space between me and him. I climbed a tall tree in the yard. All hell broke loose after that. The fire department showed up and after several minutes those guys started getting very pissed that I was wasting their day when there was real work to be done around the area. They called my mother and she came over. I wasn’t budging for her either. Finally, John came over. He said to me, “Get out of that tree right now.” That was it. John, I would listen to. I climbed down and he and I started walking home. Everybody was screaming around us, but not John. He was as calm as could be. As we reached the house, Ann was being wheeled out on a stretcher. She turned to us and said, “Please don’t hurt my baby.” That’s how decent she was. No matter what I had done, she still cared about me. She cut me some slack. She knew the environment I came out of. Man, just thinking about that right now gives me goose bumps. That’s what she was thinking as they took her to the hospital.

			Once we got in the house, I was still very agitated. I was pissed off. I was frustrated. I didn’t like what my life was at that moment. “I want to go live with my dad,” I said to John.

			“Go ahead and call him,” John said. He got me the phone—he even dialed the number and then handed me the receiver.

			“Dad, come take me away from here. I want to come live with you.”

			There wasn’t even a pause. “No. We can’t be together. You need to live your life and I need to live mine.”

			And with that, I heard the click. So much for that plan. John, who was standing there and, I think, was smart enough to figure out what happened, said to me firmly, “Go to your room and calm down.” So I did. I lay on my bed and my mind started to slow down. I started coming back down to earth. A couple of hours later there was a knock on my door and it was John. He told me to follow him downstairs and so I did. When we got to the living room, he set me down on the couch, looked me in the eye firmly, and said, “Listen to me, young man. You hit my wife and you caused great harm. Nobody is going to do that and not get punished, do you understand me?” I nodded silently. In that moment, I knew exactly what he was talking about. I had earned the punishment I knew I was about to receive.

			It wasn’t like when I had been living with my father and he would arbitrarily smack me upside the head. I could never make sense of his violence toward my mother or me or anybody else. A backhand slap out of the blue, for nothing. Okay, I’m sure some drugs and alcohol affected his behavior, but that’s no excuse for striking a child like that. With John, it made sense. I knew I had done something terrible and there was a price to be paid for that. He took out a belt. A thick, leather belt. Maybe he gave me ten spanks with it. It was something like that. And I deserved every one of them and more. It hurt me, but with each one, I understood more and more that what I had done was terrible and that I could not do it again. I mean, I knew I was going to keep getting in fights at school and in life. But striking a woman like that? Someone who was so kind to me, someone who cared about nurturing me? Never again.

			I went back upstairs after he was done with me and a short while later there was another knock on the door. It was John, with a couple of bowls of ice cream. That was really the day John and Ann became Mom and Dad to me. I still feel terrible for what I did to her; I genuinely do. I will always regret that day. And I was so happy when she fully recovered. But the lessons I learned that day I continue to live by today and I have passed them on to my children. Trust, respect, dignity, decency, and responsibility are standards that I hold very high because of what happened that day. After that incident, John and I became even more inseparable. He cut people’s hair on the weekends; he was such a hard worker. I would go watch him. I learned about hard work from him. There would be countless other days that he would spend with me looking for frogs in the front yard, even when he probably knew there were none. He took me under his wing. He loved me unconditionally and he became my father.
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