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Foreword

[image: Image] Stone Cold’s success story is about being at the right place at the right time and having paid the right amount of dues to get there. It’s about having the right amount of audacity, work ethic and intellect to achieve levels of popularity that had never been achieved by any Superstar before.

However, Austin didn’t reach this zenith of popularity by himself He was very quick to understand the team concept, very adopt at establishing relationships—not just with other Superstars but with television production, merchandise and licensing and all-around management of the company. But Stone Cold’s most effective relationship has always been with the WWE fans.

In short, Stone Cold has “it.” He has the ability to relate to an audience and interpret its reactions, coupled with an insatiable desire to perform. These are but a few of the characteristics of the man known as Stone Cold.

This book is about a man who is like no other … as you will find in The Stone Cold Truth.

—VINCE MCMAHON
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March 29, 2003—Saturday Night, Pre-WrestleMania XIX
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[image: Image] Damn, I think I’m dying, dying for sure. I’m getting off the elevator on the twenty-seventh floor of the Grand Hyatt Hotel in Seattle, the night before WrestleMania XIX, and my heart’s beating so hard it feels like it’s going to crack a rib jumping out of my chest.

I’m saying to myself, I’m thirty-eight years old and I’m fixing to freaking die, right here, right now. I’m having a damned heart attack!

And I’m wondering how the hell it could have happened.

I’m Stone Cold Steve Austin—the toughest SOB in World Wrestling Entertainment, better known as WWE. This is Saturday night and tomorrow is WrestleMania XIX, the biggest Pay-Per-View event of the year. I’m in one of the biggest matches of my career, wrestling The Rock in my first real match after being out of the business for over eight months.

I’ve been working out twice a day at the gym and doing nothing but focusing on this match. Mentally, I’m ready, despite all the challenges I’ve been through in the last couple of years—injuries, surgery and rehab, divorces and—most unexpected of all, maybe—my leaving WWE.

Physically, I look like somebody who deserves the name Stone Cold. But truthfully, I’m a walking disaster area. My back, neck and knees are a mess. I’ve got two fused discs in my back and others just barely holding together.

But tomorrow is WrestleMania, and I need to perform the best I can and put on a hell of a match. Hell, it could very well be the last one of my career. I want to go out in a blaze of glory, like anybody would.

Standing here on the twenty-seventh floor of the Grand Hyatt, my heart pounding against my ribs like a gorilla trying to bust its way out of a cage … that wasn’t in the plans at all.

I had woken up that morning feeling all right. But the more I thought about it, the problem went back before that morning …

The day before, which was Friday, I had bought a couple of those high-energy drinks from the gym. I was in the habit of drinking from three to five of those things a day, plus anywhere from one to two pots of coffee, while I was off and working out. Those drinks are loaded with Ephedra and that Ma Huang crap and lots of caffeine. I should have known with all the warnings about Ephedra, but it never bothered me until now. Famous last words.

I worked out at the gym on Friday and went back to the hotel. I was a little emotional, because I figured this was the last match of my career, so I didn’t sleep so well. When I woke up, it was one of those mornings where you need a crane to pull yourself out of bed, so I opened up one of those energy drinks and drank that thing down.

This was before I had coffee, breakfast, whatever. Then I ordered some room service and drank the other energy drink. And then breakfast came, my normal breakfast, egg white omelet and a large pot of coffee. I drank the whole pot.

Then I called Kevin Nash and went to see him before going to the gym and had a couple more cups of coffee with him. When we went to the gym, I noticed that over the last couple of days the reflexes in my leg were really jumpy. I have what is called a sustained clonuses reflex in both legs, which is an involuntary shaking of nerves, knees, whatever. I was nervous about this whole weekend, this probably being my last match. I was nervous about hurting my neck or back, plus there was all that crap I was putting in my body, and I had been doing this stuff for months on end. Looking back, I think I was wearing myself down.

I went to the gym, but I didn’t really work out. I didn’t feel like doing a whole lot, so I had kind of a BS workout, a light back workout. I did the recumbent bicycle for my knees, just peddling on it, not really trying to raise my cardio or anything. Kevin had come over after he finished his cardio exercises and we were sitting together talking.

I said to him, “Look,” pointing down to my foot.

My foot was resting on the bike pedal, and the reflexes were just firing like crazy in my foot and leg. I said, “Look at that crap.”

He looked at my foot as it jumped uncontrollably on the bike pedal, and said, “Jesus Christ.”

It was just a lot more jumpy than usual. You could see the muscles twitching away like they had a mind of their own.

When we got through with cardio exercises, we just shot the breeze for a while. Then we crossed the street over to the Grand Hyatt, where we were all staying. There were a lot of fans out there and we signed autographs for a while, and everything was fine. I felt like my normal self. This was about three in the afternoon.

After that, I went through the lobby, got in an elevator and rode it up to my floor. As soon as I got out of that damn elevator, that’s when everything started happening.

My heartbeat might be doing 160 or 180 beats per minute. It just feels like my heart’s going to jump out of my chest. I’ve been fatigued in matches before, totally out of gas and winded, but this is scaring the hell out of me. I’m sure I’m having a heart attack.

I start walking to my room, but my feet are going crazy and my legs are shaking uncontrollably every time I lift my weight off them. I finally get to my room, which is right by the elevator, and get the door open.

I say, “Okay, you’re having an anxiety attack or something,” so I take a couple of deep breaths to settle myself down. Maybe it’ll pass, I think. But it doesn’t pass. It’s still as bad as before.

Hold it together, I tell myself. Getting over to the phone, I call the front desk to see if they have a doctor. I say, “I need someone up here. I need help.”

They put me on hold, probably transferring me to someone else. The hell with that. I hang up on them and call back down and say, “I got an emergency. This is Steve Austin and there’s something wrong with me. I need some help. I think I’m having a heart attack.”

That’s when they call Bob Clarke of the WWE Talent Relations Department in the WWE greenroom. In the meantime, Liz DiFabio, one of the WWE executives, just happens to be walking down the hall. I have my door wide open, waiting for some help, so I see her and yell, “Liz! I need help!”

I guess I’m as white as a sheet and I’ve got some weird kind of look on my face because I’m freaking out. My legs are shaking and I can’t make them stop. Liz rushes in to help and then Bob Clarke and Chris Brannan, the WWE Raw trainer, come into the room. Then Dr. Robert Quarrells, the WWE team doctor, comes in.

This is all in a matter of a few minutes, I guess. I don’t really know. They call the paramedics, but in the meantime they’re all trying to settle me down. Dr. Quarrells has got my heartbeat down to 124. Then the EMTs get there and they take my blood pressure. It’s 198 or 188 over 105, or something crazy like that. It’s normally about 135 over 80.

That “bad feeling” I got when I stepped out of the elevator feels like it’s going to come back at any moment. I just want to keep walking around the room, walking around the room. They all want me to sit down, but I don’t want to. I really feel like this is my day to die. It’s that kind of feeling.

The EMTs hook a bunch of medical stuff up to me. Then they want to get me to a hospital. Easier said than done.

There are so many fans downstairs, it’s a madhouse. We do our best to be inconspicuous, so none of them will know what’s going on. A group of us just walk out of the hotel in a pack, with me in the middle. But a bunch of fans see me being taken to a waiting ambulance. There’s a funny moment when I look in their eyes and they look in mine, and it’s crazy because no one knows what’s going on.

Not even me.

We go down to the parking garage, where hotel security has put up a barricade so the fans can’t see me being loaded up in the ambulance. I get inside and sit down. But as soon as they close the door, I lie down and they pull the blankets all the way up so no one can look into the ambulance and see who I am.

Finally, we arrive at the hospital, and they keep the blankets pulled all the way up over me so no one can see who they’re carting into the place.

I’m thinking, Jesus, Stone Cold against The Rock at WrestleMania in Seattle. That’s tomorrow, for crying out loud. But I don’t think I’m going to be wrestling The Rock at WrestleMania. Right now, I’m a helluva lot more concerned about just stayin’ alive.

I curse myself for my bad habits of drinking all those high-energy drinks and so much coffee every day. I rarely drank any water. I was just such a big bundle of nerves, with my health and everything else on my mind going into this match, plus my not wanting to stink the joint out. And now it’s all just caught up to me—BANG!

They take me into the hospital and hook me up to a machine that monitors my heart rate and my blood pressure. They also get an IV going and start giving me some fluids. They end up putting five bags of fluid in me, I’m so dehydrated. An average person might get two bags, but I get five.

So here I am, lying in the hospital in Seattle with tubes and wires hooked up to me, the night before I’m supposed to face The Rock at WrestleMania XIX. It doesn’t even seem real. It’s like a dream—a bad one. J.R. (Jim Ross) and Vince McMahon arrive while I’m still in the emergency room. After it seems like I’m okay, they leave, thinking I’m coming back to the hotel that night.

[image: Image]

Then the doctors decide they want to keep me overnight for evaluation. So J.R. and Chris Brannan come back to the hospital. When J.R. gets there, he asks me what I ate today, which was practically nothing. He sends Bob Clarke back to the hotel to get me some good food from hotel room service.

When he gets to the hospital with the food, I eat pretty good. That’s a good sign. After I finish eating, we talk for a while. Then everybody eventually goes back to the hotel.

I just hang around the room, check out what’s on TV and listen to some CDs. The nurse says she’s going to give me some sleep medication. Of course, I’m still wound up and wide awake. I’ve been drinking those energy drinks for eight months, and I had two that day plus all the coffee, so I’m still pretty charged up. I lie in bed for a while just thinking, not falling asleep. It’s only now that I start to think I can still work my match with The Rock the next day. I know there are going to be a lot of damn people there, and I’ve been away from the company for a long time, and there’s been a lot of anticipation—on the fans’ part as well as my own.

After everything that I’ve done with this company, and everything this company has done for me, I want to do business with The Rock. I want to do it right. The Rock is going to beat me, and I want him to do it right in the middle of the ring. He’s done a lot of stuff for me in my career, and vice-versa, so that has to happen. I wouldn’t have it any other way.

I lie there in my hospital bed for quite a while, thinking about my life, my career … where it began, where it had taken me, my family, my daughters, my future. And what would happen tomorrow.

Finally, somewhere around three or four in the morning, I calm down enough to fall asleep.


JIM “J.R.” ROSS: I had just walked into the greenroom to see how things were going for our staff and talent on what, to that point, had been a pretty uneventful Saturday afternoon. The greenroom is the command center for our staff and talent for WrestleMania. It’s kind of like going to the only coffee shop in a small town. At some point during the day, everyone drops by the greenroom to see what’s going on and to use it as a point of departure for the appearances the talent make at ’Mania. Shane McMahon informed me that Steve had just been taken to the hospital. Steve had gone through hell the previous eight months or so. Some of it he had brought on himself, and some he had little or no control over. Stone Cold deserved a break and something kept telling me that this story was going to have a positive ending. When we walked into the emergency room, Steve was hooked up to a slew of monitors that were supposed to keep an eye on his heart rate and blood pressure. I could tell he was glad to see us because he tried to crack a few jokes. But the Texas Rattlesnake was scared, and he had every right to be.

Eventually Steve’s vital signs started to improve, but the doctors wanted him to stay overnight so they could continue to evaluate his heart function. I suggested to Bob Clarke, who along with trainer Chris Brannan did a helluva job that day and night on Steve, that on the company’s behalf, they hop back in the van and go to our hotel and get Steve some food. Steve’s appetite returned, to say the least. He ordered two steak dinners and two grilled chicken breast dinners, so I felt confident, as I left his hospital room well after midnight, that Stone Cold would be able to lace his boots up—perhaps for the last time—in just a few hours at Safeco Field in Seattle. Stone Cold had a close call, but he was going to survive, just as he has done his entire life. And what a life it has been….
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The Glass, No … The Water Breaks!
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[image: Image] When I was born, there was no sound of “breaking glass” with the Stone Cold entrance music pumping through the hospital on loudspeakers and doctors tossing beers. That would have been pretty cool, but it didn’t happen.

My story starts in Austin, Texas. That’s where I was brought into the world on December 18, 1964, as Steve Anderson, the second brother in an eventual line of four brothers and one little sister. My mom, Beverly, is a great lady and a wonderful mother who did her best to raise her boys the right way.

My dad, Ken Williams singing lead

Shortly after I was born, she got pregnant again with my brother Kevin. I guess my biological father, James, couldn’t deal with that fact. He took off and left me and my brothers Scott and Kevin with my mom.

My parents got divorced before I ever had a chance to get to know James. I have no memories of the man. Neither does Kevin, who’s ten months younger than I am. James showed up once or twice at live events when I was in World Championship Wrestling, and told me his name and told me who he was. He looked like me and talked like me, but I didn’t know him. I tried to talk to him, but it was like talking to a stranger. The only things I knew about him were what I had heard from my mom. He had abandoned us and I had no feelings for him. By the same token, I had no animosity toward him.

After Mom and my biological father divorced, she moved us from Austin to Victoria, Texas. Mom raised us right, hard as it was on her. She was a single mother with three kids—my older brother, Scott, me and my younger brother Kevin.

Then she met a wonderful man named Ken Williams, and everything kind of took off from there. It was “a marriage made in heaven,” as they say, as Ken fell in love with my mom and all of us kids too.

Ken Williams was a real Texan, a man who traveled on the road on weekends playing guitar and singing in a country-western band, was a part-time rancher with his family and sold insurance as his regular job. He had played running back at Rice University on a football scholarship. He worked hard all his life, was in his thirties, but was not married.

Ken always said he was at the point in his life where he was ready for a family, so he married my mom, adopted my brothers and me as his own and moved us to Edna, Texas, a much smaller town than Victoria. We were somewhat middle class, but we had to work for whatever money we wanted for spending. A few years later, my brother Jeff and my little sister Jennifer were born and added to the family.

Edna was just a regular little Texas town. I remember the city limit signs and how they would change the population numbers on them. For a long time the number was 5,332, and then it went to 5,650. After I left, I think it went all the way up to 6,000. Now I think its back in the five thousand range.

At the time I was growing up, I think Edna had three or four red lights and a Dairy Queen. About three years ago, they got a few other fast-food places, a Whataburger, a McDonald’s and a Sonic. But I was already long gone by then.

The high school graduating class was a little over a hundred kids. We went from Double-A to Triple-A football, depending on our enrollment that year. I think they had two or three motels in town, and only one theater. It eventually went out of business. Edna had a couple of feed stores a few tire stores, a couple of drive-in grocery stores and a Ford and a Chevy-GMC dealership.

The town finally got a Wal-Mart a couple of years ago, but there wasn’t any such thing there when I was growing up. It was just a little-ass town a hundred miles south of Houston on Highway 59, too small to attract the notice of a big retail chain.

Victoria was another town twenty-five miles farther down south. If you went shopping, you sure didn’t go to Edna! You’d go to the mall in Victoria, which had a population of about fifty thousand. Or if you really wanted to go big time, you went to Houston, which was a hundred miles away.

Anyway, Edna was where Ken decided to raise us.

I want to say something about Ken Williams. What a hell of a man he is. Ken is the only father I’ve ever known, and I love and respect him as my own. In our family, the word “step,” as in stepdad or stepson, was never used. When someone asks me who Ken is, I always say he’s my dad. He is my real father in every sense of the word.

For anybody to take on the kind of responsibility he did is really something. I don’t know if it’s something I’d be willing to do. I’ve always respected the hell out of my dad for that. He’s a great man that I really respect. He taught me my sense of humor and my values, so he is my dad one hundred percent, in my opinion.

My dad raised us right—firm, but fair. He kicked my butt many times when it was called for. And my brothers and I did a lot of crap to deserve getting our butts whipped too. We were always doing some kind of stupid stuff.

And then there’s my mom. I absolutely love her to death. She has been my inspiration, along with my dad, for everything I have done in my life. I have relied on her for support, love, advice, taking advantage of her wisdom and experience.

I have screwed up plenty of things in my life. That’s all a part of living. Through all of my screwups, my mom has understood and helped me in any way she possibly could. It has been one of my missions in life to make her proud of me and to never embarrass her. I love and respect her more than any other person in this world. I’ll help you read between the lines. Don’t mess with Stone Cold’s mom!

I have to say I have the best parents in the world.


BEVERLY WILLIAMS (MOM): Family has always been very important to me. I had a situation that was not very good with my own parents, so I went overboard wanting to create a happy situation for my own kids. Ken’s parents were wonderful grandparents. My children have so many memories of those grandparents. And Steve still goes to the nursing home and visits his grandma and sends mail, magazines and posters to the nursing home. A few weeks ago we were up there visiting her and she had this big magazine with Steve on the cover in her hand. She told Ken, “Tear that cover off that magazine Steve sent me, and put it on my wall.” So everyone in the nursing home has to go to Edith’s room to look at that. Those things are so important to us.

KEN WILLIAMS (DAD): I’m learning now that he listened to us when he was growing up! That makes you proud, that you contributed some good things. He did a heck of a lot on his own too. He’s self-motivated.

MOM: I believe in fate. But a lot of times an opportunity may be there and is not recognized. Steve’s always had very high goals. He sets his own goals. Steve is going to do it his way. But even back in school, in athletics and everything, Steve was always tougher on himself than the coaches were. If he didn’t perform to his expectations, he’d be terribly disappointed. After the football games at Wharton, a lot of times he’d be upset because he didn’t think he played worth a darn. He’d be out there apologizing to a whole car full of people who had come from Edna to see his game.
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I gave this photo to a neighbor with the promise, written on the back, that I’d be famous someday.
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Growing Up in a Small Texas Town
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[image: Image] My dad’s family had a cattle ranch outside Edna, Texas, and We’d go out there and help with throwing the hay and herding and taking care of the cattle. It was cool, but we managed to always get in some kind of trouble. If I didn’t think of something to do to cause some trouble, my brothers did.

Kevin is just like me, only crazier, or maybe I should say “more imaginative.” (We were almost like twin brothers, being only ten months apart in age.) Were we bad? Well, yeah, sometimes. We weren’t criminal, just ornery. We never got taken to jail, but we did pull some crazy stuff that the whole family laughs about when we all get together on special occasions.

Kevin is serving in the United States Coast Guard and I’m real proud of him. He always said he’d either be a policeman or a soldier. I guess he’s sort of both now. And that’s a good thing too, ’cause that sumbitch is the real “Stone Cold” and will definitely open up a can of whoop-ass on anyone stupid enough to try on the United States Coast Guard for size!

I was always into athletics. I always played football and baseball, and participated in track. I also really liked the discus throw. A friend and I even tried out tennis one year and somehow went to the state finals. Of course, the only reason I took up tennis was to meet a girl, but we’ll get more into that later on.

In high school, I started working out with weights, and my body responded to it. I got thicker and more muscular, “jacked-up,” some would say. This paid off, as I got a football scholarship at Wharton Junior College in Texas, and from there I got a full scholarship to North Texas State University in Denton, Texas.

That was a very lucky thing for me in many ways. For one, if I had gone to school out of state, I would not have seen the ads for Chris Adams’s wrestling school that aired on World Class Championship Wrestling, the Von Erichs’ TV wrestling show out of Dallas.

Family has always been real important to me. I’d do anything for my parents, Beverly and Ken, or my brothers Scott, Kevin and Jeff, and my little sister, Jenny—or their families. I’d do pretty much anything for my family, bottom line.

I’ve screwed up here and there, but I learned some great respect for people from my parents. I do tend to use a lot of four-letter words, but if we’re in a restaurant or at a Make-A-Wish appearance, something like that, I’m going to conduct myself accordingly. I pretty much know how to handle myself. But to my friends, the people who know me, yeah, I’m pretty foul-mouthed. Still, I’ve always respected people. Hell, I treat people how I expect to be treated myself. I learned to always say thank you, please, all the right stuff. That’s the way my mom and dad brought me up. They taught me respect and the difference between right and wrong.

I wouldn’t say I came from a superstrict background, but there were certain things that were going to happen. You were going to do your chores. You were going to take out the trash. We always rotated when it came to doing the dishes, mowing the yard or washing the sides of the house and the windows.

You’d do whatever you had to do. If you didn’t, you’d get your ass whupped. At the same time, you weren’t going to smart off to your mom or dad, and you weren’t gonna cuss. No cussin’ and no sassin’ mom or dad!

When I was five years old we went to Port O’Connor, Texas, a fishing place we had been going to forever. We rented this bay house and were fishing off the pier when we noticed that all the shrimp boats and fishing boats were coming in. We figured we’d go down there and talk to the fishermen and see what all they caught.

We were walking across this grassy field and stepped into some real-life quicksand. I don’t know how prevalent quicksand is in Texas or any other place, to be honest, but this was just like in the movies!

Me and Scott walked right in the middle of this damn quicksand and we were sinking and, damn, I was up to my chest in the stuff. I don’t remember freaking out, but Scott had evidently called for Kevin to come bring his fishing pole. So little four-year-old Kevin saved Scott’s life and mine by pulling us out.

I guarantee that if he hadn’t pulled us out, we would both have been dead. We could not have gotten out of that quicksand without that fishing pole.

I remember when we got back to the house we were renting, Mom and Dad whipped our asses because we were so dirty and muddy! When we finally told them we were stuck in quicksand and almost died, they thought we were BSing them. But it was the real deal—we would have died. Me at five, Scott at seven.

We had another real-life adventure when we were swimming at my Uncle Donnie’s house. I looked around and noticed that Kevin had been down at the bottom of the pool for what seemed like a pretty good while.

My Aunt Pam swam down there, and I jumped in and helped pull him up. An adult there thumped on him and slapped him on the back and revived him, with Kev choking and spitting out all the damn water he had swallowed. He couldn’t talk for a day because his vocal cords were all screwed up from swallowing all that water. I don’t know how the little SOB made it. I asked him if he had learned how to breathe water. ’Course it was nice to not have him talk for a day.

My folks decided that Kevin needed to see a doctor to make sure he was okay. So we all piled in my mom’s Suburban and went with Kevin and everyone to the doctor’s office. After looking down his throat and whatever other tests he did, the doctor pronounced Kevin just fine and gave him a sucker. I was POed that I didn’t get one! Equal rights! I was part of the damn rescue team and should have got a sucker too!

And it never ended. My brothers and I used to play “prisoner” on these two columns that were out front of our house. One day I was playing around with one of those bicycle security chains with a combination lock on it. I wrapped the chain around myself and one of the columns, and then locked the chain around my stomach. The chain and lock were new, and it sounded like fun at the time.

All of a sudden this big damn bumblebee starts flying around my face and I’m trying to freeze, be still and avoid it. I finally flinched too much and the damn thing stung me right on my eyeball!

Man, I’m squalling as loud as I can squall and I can’t get the damn combination lock off because I can’t remember the stupid combination. Finally Scott comes out and takes the chain off me, and of course my eye swells completely shut and gets to be the size of a golf ball.

I remember my mom had a big cookie jar on top of the refrigerator, an owl with one eye closed. One of my aunts commented after I got stung, “Look, Steve. You look just like that owl.” I don’t remember laughing.

Eventually, Jeff joined our brotherly crew. My mother said we were the “neighborhood marauders.”

When we moved to Edna my mom had the idea that we should go around the neighborhood, knock on everybody’s doors and see if they had any kids to play with. It worked out pretty good, as we made some good friends from that. But that really was my mom’s gimmick for getting our asses out of the house for a few hours—and maybe warning the neighborhood that the “Williams Gang” had moved to town.

[image: Image]

The “Williams Gang” Easter ′74, (top row, left-right) Kevin, Scott, me, (bottom row, left-right) Jeff, Jenny.

Well, we hadn’t been in Edna long before we got in trouble. We were going out and ringing doorbells to see where all the kids lived and we came to this one house where nobody was home. But they had a bunch of real nice clay pots with plants in them all across the front of the house. Well, we broke every one of them, every pot they had, and it was a bunch of them—forty or fifty. Damn, we were stupid!

Then I said, “Kevin, look at this.” I pointed to a built-in intercom system by the front door. That was a new deal to me, but I knew what it was. Kevin suggested we come back the next day with a hammer and break it. That must have been when Scott figured we went too far and he snitched on us to the folks.

It was Jeff’s birthday, but Kevin, Scott and I had to stay in our room and we got no cake. That was the lightest part of the sentence, as we got our butts whipped as well! Plus, with us being new in town, my poor dad had to go over when the neighbors came back, introduce himself and cut them a check to pay for all the damages. That just goes to show that my dad is a hell of a man. He made no excuses.

He was firm, but fair. One time we were out on the cattle ranch shredding the hay and I uncovered a huge hornets’ nest and thousands of hornets were chasing me and stung me all over. I went home and said, “I quit.” Yeah, right. I didn’t have no “ball to take home.” My resignation lasted only a few hours.

When I was ten or so, it had been raining a whole bunch and we noticed that our neighbors were out of town. We went over to their house and their yard had turned into a field of mud clots. We started picking them up and ended up covering the whole house with mud!

Again, it seemed like a good idea at the time. When it came to getting into trouble, if I didn’t think of it first, one of my brothers would. It was kind of neat the way the mud kept sticking, piling up and piling up. Really, we completely trashed the house. The people got home and they put two and two together with some investigation, and they called my father. We got torched on that deal pretty swift. We had to clean their whole house off, apologize and then get punished too. I mean we got our asses whipped! And we deserved it.

Growing up in Victoria, Scott and I were always up to something. One day we got the bright idea of going door to door to see if anybody wanted to buy some cold water. We’d fill up Ziploc bags and put them in the refrigerator and then take them around trying to sell them.

We also set up a stand in the driveway. I remember Scott putting a sandwich board on his back telling people to follow him for a nice cold drink of water—“10 cents.” I remember some little girl followed him all over town until she got to our yard and we went ahead and gave her some water for free. We didn’t make too much on that venture, but hell, it was my first marketing deal. Seemed like a good idea at the time.

We’d ride our bikes around town and see all these new housing developments they were building, then go back at night and throw rocks through the windows or knock holes in the Sheetrock and, I guess, just mess around and act stupid. That’s being malicious though, and I don’t endorse it. We never got caught on that one. We would have got our butts blistered.

When you were about to be punished, either you’d have to go out and pick your own switch or my dad would break out his belt. He’d grab your left arm and then he’d proceed to whip the hell out of you. I’d be running circles around him, trying to stay away from the blows, but he wasn’t letting go. He could swing that belt and he’d bust your ass, but it was never child abuse.

I endorse the practice of cutting a switch. We always deserved it, it seemed. We love our dad very much, and know it was all to teach us something. It wasn’t anything wrong and I believe in how he raised me. Spare the rod, spoil the child—and we sure as hell weren’t spoiled.

My mother is a saint for all the troubles and worries we put her through. Don’t get me wrong—she would whip our butts, but we sure made things interesting.

She’s a strong, strong lady. I love my mom to death. She can do no wrong in my eyes. Oh, and later in life I learned that my mom went to high school with Virgil Runnels, who would become a professional wrestler—Dusty Rhodes, “The American Dream.” He was a few grades ahead of her, but she says he was a good football player and didn’t weigh as much as he would later on, “if you will.”

My brothers and I would cuss to one another and our friends, but never in front of our parents. In fact, I can remember the exact moment that I first cussed in front of my father.

When I was twelve or so, we were pulling stored hay bales down from the second floor of the barn to where we’d have access to them. Earlier in the day my father had spotted a rattlesnake sneaking in, so he had been on the lookout for it all day. I was up on the second level throwing bales over the side into a truck.

I was moving pretty fast and as I stuck my damn arm in there to grab the next bale I saw that my arm was just inches away from one of the biggest rattlesnakes I’d ever seen. I could see my life flashing before my eyes and had to decide what to do fast!

I yelled, “Oh, shit!” and threw myself out the open second-story bay door to the ground below. My father went inside and got his gun and went looking for the snake.

I was upset about being so damn close to a rattlesnake and almost getting bit. They always scared me and that’s one of the reasons I decided to utilize that fear of rattlesnakes and add them to the Stone Cold wrestling character.

Anyway, that was the first time that I had ever cussed in frontof my father. I was really worried about it too—but he never mentioned it.

Recently, I reminded my father of that day. He said that although he remembers the rattlesnake incident like it happened yesterday, he does not recall that I cussed. I guess the situation justified it. Either that or he was so shocked by me jumping out the second story of the barn yelling “snake!” that he was thinking the same thing himself!

My dad always expected us to learn as we go, because sometimes he’d just tell us to do things he thought we should already know how to do. One time when I was ten or eleven, my brothers and I were working out at my Uncle Norman’s cattle ranch. Our job was to round up the cattle and get them in the pen. When we got them to the gate, they spread out and went everywhere but in the pen. My dad said, “Boys, I said to round ’em up, not to scare ’em the hell off!”

Dad expected us to be these accomplished cowhands. We were on horses, but we didn’t know what the hell we were doing. To expect us to be able to round up cattle on horseback at ten or eleven years old or whatever we were … man, we were pretty green.

There were only a few things my dad didn’t have patience for, and messing up was one of them. But he was usually right when it came down to it.

In this case, he figured we would learn. The cattle were spread all over and wandering off. Dad got on a horse, ran it back and forth in front of the cattle and got ’em to turn around. Then he showed us how to wrangle them to where we wanted ’em to go.

That was so cool. He had to go get a few strays, but we were okay. And we learned.

One thing I could do real well was what they call “throwing the calves.” Basically, that meant getting them in a pen and flipping them over so we could give them their shots, mark their ears and so on.

When it was castration time, Kevin would do the smaller ones and I’d handle the bigger calves. We did all that real well, overpowering the cattle, and I think that’s where I got a lot of my upper-body strength.

Nowadays, they’ve got elevated chutes that make it easy. We did itin a small pen and had to wrestle these strong calves over and hold them down. When we were done with our chores, sometimes Dad would let us ride the calves. It was fun trying to stay on and that’s where I probably took my first bumps!

The fact that all the Williams boys are still here is pretty amazing. As a matter of fact, it’s a damn miracle!

One time I thought I heard a burglar in our house. I got Scott and we grabbed our shotguns and crept our way into the hall. My dad had given us twenty-gauge pumps for Christmas, so we were ready.

My brother was about ten or fifteen feet in front of me and we heard a noise, so we figured we’d better load up our shotguns and get ready for the showdown with “the burglar.” I’d always been extremely safe with a gun, but I was an idiot that night and tested to see if the safety was on—by pulling the stupid damned trigger! BLAM!! I had just fired my twenty-gauge shotgun in the house!

Fortunately I had the gun raised to the ceiling, because otherwise I would have shot my brother right in the back. That isn’t funny and it’s always scared the hell out of me. I was a dumb-ass, but at least I pointed the gun up when I tested to see if the safety was on.
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