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Introduction


Taking a steel chair to the head is sometimes the easiest part of the day for your favorite WWE Superstar. ❂ You would expect that wrestling for the fans is the most rewarding thing a Superstar can do, but the easiest? Consider that, for the few hours leading up to the time you watched them strut to the ring, each Superstar had to get to your hometown from wherever they may have been. Maybe they just flew in that morning from another time zone and spent most of the flight restraining a drunk passenger who was punching people for no reason. Or maybe they stayed at a hotel four hundred miles away that didn’t put too much of a premium on cleanliness.


These stories are all part of what happens to the WWE Superstars when you’re not watching them. When they’re busy going from town to town to do the one thing they love more than anything—entertain the fans. It’s the only job most of them ever wanted. 


It’s a job that keeps them on the road for over 240 days each year, but lets them see parts of the world many never dreamed they’d visit. It separates them from their families for incredible stretches of time, but introduces them to their “other” family. 


It’s a job unlike any other.


Their time traveling the world has given them incredible memories and lasting friendships. From the early days trying to make a name in the business to the night they first won the World Heavyweight Championship, many of your favorite WWE Superstars now share their most personal experiences from life on the road.
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The Good …



—MOLLY HOLLY “I guess what’s fun for some is just an animal sticking its head in your car for others.”


WWE Superstars are constantly traveling the world but are never on vacation. Some have flown to Ireland for one day, and when they came back could only tell their families how nice the airport and arena were. The pubs? “Didn’t have time.” Others have been on four-day tours through South Africa. When asked about the beauty of the countryside, they’ll tell you, “It looked great from inside the bus.” ❂ But all Superstars will let you know that not every trip can go like this. You have to try and steal some time in between towns to do things you enjoy, to take your mind off the monotony of the traveling. As Molly Holly points out above, each person has a unique view on what is “fun,” and that’s what makes these stories so entertaining. 


Perhaps the greatest of them all are the stories that didn’t involve any planning. Through some odd coincidence or series of events, the Superstar was taken on a journey he never expected and will never forget. One saw his WWE career blossom thanks to a bus ride in England, while another discovered the most important thing in his life during a road trip to a Pay-Per-View in Pennsylvania. 
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John Cena


If not for one specific trip in Europe, I would still be searching for my connection with the fans. My chance to develop my free-stylin’ character arose from something we were doing to pass the time during a bus ride in England. 


We were on the Rebellion Tour in the fall of 2002, and that’s one of the few times that everybody travels together. WWE chartered most of the trip for us. Our travel arrangements were covered for the two rides over the ocean, then for most of the trips in between the cities while we were over there. By the end of the week, the traveling got real long and tedious. In the span of seven days we went from Memphis, Tennessee, to Helsinki, Finland, to Belfast, Northern Ireland, to Manchester, England, to Sheffield, England, then to Grand Rapids, Michigan. 


So we took the first charter flight to Finland. We did a show in Helsinki, then boarded another charter flight over to Ireland and one more to England. Now, the England shows were in two different towns that weren’t far away from each other, so we took a bus between them. After the last show, we got back on the bus to head to the airport. It’s quite a drive and we’re all just kind of hanging out doing whatever. The tour’s over, everyone is exhausted, but we’re all wired with energy, you know that feeling, kind of punch drunk. I think it was because of the shows. Whenever we go overseas the fans are incredible, they are just awesome to us. All that energy in the building was keeping us going on the bus. 


Now, we ended up having a lot of guys in the back of the bus who all like hip-hop, guys like Rikishi, Rey Mysterio, and Chuck Palumbo. We all just started rhyming. It got to be my turn and, man, I must have freestyled for like five or ten minutes straight. It was just flowin’. Little did I know that in the front of the bus was half of the creative team who heard it and said, “We gotta do something with this.” 


I’d freestyled backstage at Raw before, but just in front a few of the guys. On this bus was the first time a lot of people could hear, and it gave me a huge opportunity and pretty much launched my career. 
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Mark Henry


I know every strip club in every city in America.


When we’re out on the road I go to strip clubs in all the cities we travel to. You name a city—BAM!—I’ll tell you the names of all the clubs there and what they’re like. Atlanta, Georgia, has the best strip clubs in America. There is no debate as far as I’m concerned. Big, tall, thick, athletic women that are just beautiful. And man, I like beautiful women. 


L.A. has some cool places, too. There’re these three clubs I go to there and they’re the only places I visit when I’m in L.A. 


I’ve been pretty much everywhere and, like I said, Atlanta is the best. You’ll hear a lot of people say that the clubs in Florida and Texas are the best, but the places there are weird to me. They are more, well, you can say they are not exactly on the upscale side. I will admit that Florida and Texas do have a couple of good ones, just not better than Atlanta. 


See, it’s tough to compare them, because you can’t put every strip club in the same category. I think you can break them down into two different types: gentlemen’s clubs and go-go bars. 


At gentlemen’s clubs you have people in suits working the door and they’ll seat you at a table and the place is also a nice restaurant. You can order a steak or lobster and have your choice of fine wines. All the while this is going on, you have beautiful women dancing around for you to admire while you eat and relax. 


Then you got your go-go clubs. This is where girls dance up on the stage or on a bar and you throw dollars at them and drink alcohol. So many of these big go-go clubs that people say are real good, you won’t see me in those clubs. They are like holes in the wall, and the standard of women, I hate to say this, but it’s more low class. I’m not an overly classy person, but I can’t go into these places where they let the women grind all over you. I can’t take that. I’m a neat freak. If I see dirty chairs or dusty countertops I’m not going to sit there, forget about getting something to eat in a place like that. I’m nervous to go into those types of places because I don’t know what’s taken place on some of those seats before me.


I don’t drink alcohol so I’m not a regular bar guy. I won’t go to a bar just to stand around and drink all night. I don’t go to these gentlemen’s clubs to get drunk and disorderly, I go because after a show or a long drive, I want to eat dinner and see pretty girls. I don’t see nothing wrong with that at all. 


Someone once told me they thought it degrades women, but that’s ridiculous. I’m admiring women at these gentlemen’s clubs. A lot of time when I’m eating, I’ll invite one of the women to sit with me at the table and I’ll talk to them. Many times I’ve told them that they are beautiful and seem intelligent and should do something else with their lives. 


Maybe I’m contradicting myself … that I like to go admire beautiful women at gentlemen’s clubs but when I’m there a lot of the time I advise them to stop working there. 


I don’t know, I’m just a guy who likes to look at beautiful women when I relax after a long trip.


[image: Image]


Teddy Long


You want to talk about a crew? I was driving with APA [Ron Simmons and John “Bradshaw” Layfield] and Godfather this one time from Rochester to Albany, New York, in a snowstorm. I’m not talking little flakes here—it was really coming down. And we’re on this road in the middle of nowhere, late at night; there is absolutely nothing around us, no other cars anywhere. Just nothing. 


All of a sudden, Ron yells out from the back, “Hey, Long! Pull over, I gotta take a leak.” Now, I wouldn’t have gone out in this weather, I don’t care how bad I had to go. But if he wanted to get out there, I wasn’t going to stop him. 


When I pull the car over, everyone decided to get out and take a leak but me. I stayed in the car waiting for everyone to get back in. I took off right when I heard the doors shut. Bradshaw, who was in the passenger seat, looked over and asked, “What about Ron?” 


“What about Ron?” Now I was just playing with Ron, I’m not serious with this. I thought he was in the backseat, so I’m waiting for him to say something back at me. 


We’re about half a mile down the road and Bradshaw asked again, “Long, what about Ron?” This time I turned around to say it to Ron’s face and I see he’s really not in the car. Bradshaw wasn’t messing around. 


So I had to back up on the interstate, in a blizzard, for half a mile to pick Ron up off the side of the road. When we got to him, he looked just like a snowman. He stood in the same spot the whole time, didn’t move, just stared down the road at us because he couldn’t believe I took off without him. 


He was covered in snow from top to bottom. The Godfather opened the door for him and he just looks in and yells at me with that deep voice, “What the hell you doing, Long?” 


We’re all staring at him covered in snow, looking like Frosty, and just started laughing. For the rest of the ride into Albany, that’s all he kept saying, “What the hell, Long?” Bradshaw, Godfather, and I didn’t stop laughing about it for days.
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Shannon Moore


With this job, I’ve now seen so much of the world, whenever I go home, I’m always like, “God, this place is so boring. Nothing ever happens here. I gotta leave.” But I know I’m never leaving my hometown. I could never live in a big city. 


Like, I could never live in New York City, but I love to visit there. It’s shocking to me; going to downtown New York City, a place that’s always in the movies, you see it on TV all the time. And to be there and see it all in person is like culture shock for me. 


One of things I love most about New York is that there are just so many different people there. With all my tattoos and piercings, everyone looks at me when I’m home like I’m a weirdo. That’s me, the town weirdo. When I’m in New York City, I’m nothing but a regular country boy. I mean, you walk down any street and you see people with their faces tattooed and piercings the size of baseballs through their ears. Nothing’s unusual there. You fit in no matter where you’re from or what you look like. 


I just like to walk around when I’m in New York. There’s always something to see, something going on no matter what time it is. 


When we go to some other towns and I’m looking for something to do, I always go to a mall. I don’t know why I have this obsession with malls. I understand that all malls have basically the same stores—whether I go to a mall back home in North Carolina or one in L.A., it’s pretty much the same thing—but for some reason I have to go every chance I get. 


I’ve actually given the mall a lot of thought recently, and what I discovered is that I’m afraid there is going to be that one particular thing that’ll be in a certain a mall and nowhere else. Like the Hot Topic in a Texas mall is going to sell this one T-shirt that the Hot Topic back home, in the Crabtree Mall in Raleigh, isn’t going to have. Because of this job, I know pretty much every T-shirt that every Hot Topic sells throughout the country. 
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Matt Hardy


The night of September 17, 2003, was one of those nights when I knew I was starting to get sick. You know how those nights go. You have the chills one minute, then you’re sweating to death. Your entire body aches. You know there’s a fever coming on. 


I thought I’d just go to bed early that night, sleep it off. Through the whole night, I woke up like every hour. My stomach was upset, I was drenched with sweat, I just felt brutal. When I got out of bed the next morning I had a terrible sore throat. It hurt every time I tried to swallow. 


This was a Thursday morning and the only thing I could think about was that I had to be back out on the road Saturday, so I had two days to do what I needed to do to cure this. 


I decided I would just go to the local drugstore for a little NyQuil, maybe some cough drops or Alka-Seltzer. I didn’t know that any of these things were specifically made for what was wrong with me, but I was thinking to myself that morning, “Hey, man, I’m Matt Hardy. I’m a tough guy I’m a professional wrestler. I don’t need to go to a doctor for this.” 


Throughout the day, I took the stuff I bought, but I wasn’t feeling any better. My stomach was so upset it was to the point where I couldn’t eat anything. I started having real bad diarrhea, too. It was official, I had a full-fledge case of sickness. 


I got to bed early that night hoping one more night of rest might save me. It didn’t.


When I got up the next morning my throat felt even worse. It was like murder. My whole body cringed every time I swallowed. There was no way I could eat, even though I was starving. I couldn’t even drink water, it hurt so bad. Now this was Friday morning and I was heading back on the road the next day. You know, I hate going to doctors, but I knew I had to see one to find out what’s going on with me. 


He checked me out and said, “You should have been here two days ago. You have a severe case of strep throat. What we’ll do is load you up with antibiotics, some throat medicine, and a special mouthwash. It’ll relieve the pain in your throat.” 


As a WWE Superstar, there was only one thing on my mind. “Doc, I gotta ask you …I’m supposed to wrestle coming up this weekend. That’s what I do for a job, I’m a wrestler. Will I be good to go by tomorrow?” 


“For two days I recommend you don’t do a thing except lay in bed. I would say wrestling is at least four days, maybe five, away.”


I shook my head in agreement, thanked him, and walked out. I mean, I’m sure that was great advice he gave, but you’re talking to a wrestler. We work through injuries and little sicknesses all the time. As I left the office I knew I’d be wrestling in less than twenty-four hours. 


Saturday morning I woke up feeling miserable again, but there wasn’t anything I could do now. Shannon [Moore] and I went to the airport and jumped on our flight to New York. We were booked in MSG [Madison Square Garden] that night. 


Luckily, I was in tag matches all that weekend. I wouldn’t have gotten through if I was in singles those days. Tag matches are obviously a little less taxing on you physically, but it was still brutal. This was definitely one of the worst states I’ve ever been in, as far as being on the road and being sick. 


I couldn’t even talk that whole day, I completely lost my voice. As we walked into the Garden, the fans were already lined up outside. They’re screaming for you, all excited, and I knew I had to go in there and get through this, for their sake. 


During the match I was able to do a couple spots, all my big stuff, then tag Shannon back in. He did the bulk of the match for us. And I battled through it. I felt worse than ever after the match, though. My stomach was so upset that I couldn’t take it. I would have thrown up in the ring, but I hadn’t eaten anything in a couple of days so there was nothing to come up. I was just dry heaving backstage all night. 


We had to leave for Binghamton, New York, that night because we had an early-afternoon show the next day and wanted to get the travel over with. Shannon was great. He drove the whole time so I could sleep in the car, take my antibiotics, and just rest.


Our match in Binghamton was pretty much the same as the previous night. Shannon handled most of the work, I did a few spots and felt like death afterward. Then we got on our way for Bethlehem, Pennsylvania, which is where Monday night’s show was. Around five P.M. we stopped along the way so Shannon could get a bite to eat. I tried to get some soup down, but it wasn’t working. I passed the time by looking at the map to see the best way to get to Bethlehem. After I figured out our route I was just kind of looking around the Bethlehem area of the map when I noticed that Hershey was nearby. 


It was at this point I realized that our show was early because the Raw folks had their Pay-Per-View that night in Hershey, and we wanted fans in the Binghamton area to be able to attend our show, then get home in time to watch the Pay-Per-View. I usually would have been all over this, but with being so sick and totally wrapped up in getting myself better, it just never hit me. I was out of it physically and mentally for a few days. 


This information about the show times was important because I talked to Lita earlier in the day and found out that she was going to make her return at the Pay-Per-View that night. She had been out of action for fifteen months with an injury, and the whole thing sucked. It obviously sucked for her, but it was bad for us as a couple because it put us on different schedules for the first time in a long while. 


We had traveled together for two and a half years before she was hurt. We both went through a pretty intense adjustment period when she first came off the road. It was a challenging time. 


Toward the end of her injury, the two of us talked about her return match a lot. How she would feel walking out there, how fans might react, just everything. We talked about how great it would be if I could be there to watch. 


Looking at the map with all of this in mind, I figured that Bethlehem is a few hours from Binghamton and Hershey is an hour and half past that. I thought it was possible. 


I looked at Shannon. “I talked to Amy [Lita] today and I know she’s going to come out on the Pay-Per-View. I figure she’ll come out like eight-thirty Would you mind if we drove past Bethlehem and all the way to Hershey so I can show up as a surprise? I know I’m sick as hell, I feel like shit and really need to get some sleep, but I know she’d love it and it would mean the world to me.” This was the most I had spoken in three days. 


Shannon was like, “Yeah, sure man. Let’s get out of here.” So we left the restaurant right away and took off for Hershey.


About fifteen minutes later we hit some serious road construction. This was going to put us behind schedule. We moved two miles in the next twenty minutes. I went nuts, thinking how it’s killing our time. 


I will admit that I have road rage issues. Not all the time, but in traffic I just become a completely different person, so I can’t take this anymore, sitting there, helpless. I asked Shannon if he would let me drive. I was so fired up now, all I had in my mind was that I was going to be there for that match and nothing was going to stop me. Shannon knows I’m very hardheaded so he pulled over to switch. 


As soon as I took over, I started driving like a maniac. I pulled over to the side of the road and drove in the breakdown lane, whatever I needed to do to keep moving. I’m swerving around cars right and left, keeping an eye out for cops because if we get pulled over that would have really killed our time. 


I got through the traffic as fast as I could and when I hit the open highway I’m going a hundred miles an hour. I look over at Shannon and he has a face like “I’m going to die in this car.” 


We hit a few other slow spots and I flipped out at every one. I was getting annoyed thinking that if I’m going through all this trouble, especially with being so sick, and I miss her appearance because of traffic …man, I would not be happy. I knew I was going to be physically ill when I got there for sure, but if I missed her I’d also be mentally ill. 


We pulled up at Hershey Arena at 8:58 P.M. I’d done everything I could to get there by 8:30, like passing cars on double yellow lines of a two-lane highway, running up on the shoulder. I did anything I could. I wish I could actually apologize to some of the people I passed because I’m sure they were scared. 


When we got out of the car, Shannon wanted to punch me, and rightfully so. I had been driving like an idiot and would have deserved it if he hit me. I jumped out of the car, ran right to the back. I stopped at the first monitor I saw. As soon as I looked at it the camera cut to the curtain and Lita’s music started. 


An amazing feeling came over me at that moment. She came out and I got to see her whole match.


When it was over I walked over to wait for her. Everyone congratulated her when she walked through. As she’s hugging everyone, thanking them, she caught a glimpse of me and froze. She was confused to see me there. 


She ran over and gave me a big hug. We just stood there hugging for the longest time. It was a wonderful feeling; it really confirmed for me how special our relationship is. 


It was one of those things that lets you know that you are meant for someone. I refer to it now as my moment of clarity; I was destined to be there with her. 


Think about it, someone must have been watching over me to make sure I got there in one piece and on time. So many things had to happen for that moment to turn out the way it did: the first few matches ran longer than expected; the fact that I barely had enough strength to walk the few days before but somehow I was able to drive like a lunatic for a few hours; even the traffic we hit that was eventually responsible for me walking in the moment her music started. It was amazing. 


We spent the night together in Hershey. During her match she chipped her tooth and couldn’t eat anything and I was still so sick I wasn’t able to get any real food down yet. So we hung out in her hotel room and ate ice cream all night. It was perfect. 
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The Hurricane


One of the toughest tours I had was also one of the most fun.


We did a three-day run in Australia, doing shows in Melbourne and Sydney. We went out every night we were there. And I don’t mean for a little bit, we pretty much went out all night. We flew from Sydney after the last show straight to Vancouver, whatever that flight was, like eighteen, nineteen hours. I have some friends in Vancouver and I called them when we landed. They met me at the hotel and we went out all night. I mean, this was right after the plane ride. I just dropped my bags off in my room and went out. 


I got to Raw the next day and I haven’t slept in forever. Even though I was tired, I had a match with Christian that night that turned out to be a great one. 


Monday after Raw I went out with my friends again and stayed out all night. I was able to sleep for a few hours on Tuesday because we had an off day, then I went back out on Tuesday night. 


When we got back in Wednesday morning at eight A.M. I called the airline and explained to the woman that I had missed my original flight. 


“Okay, sir, when was it?”


“Monday.”


“Monday? Today is Wednesday, sir. What happened to Tuesday?”


“I can’t remember.”


What a great couple of days that was—at least from what I remember.
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Dr. Tom Prichard


I was working through the Southern states at the time I picked up the name Dr. Tom Prichard. It wasn’t really through anything I did, but something that someone else did and then it just happened to be a case of right time, right riding partners, right pair of pants. 
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Robert Fuller and Jimmy Golden had been wrestling those Rich boys, Johnny and Tommy Rich, on this part of the tour. They’d been having some bloodbaths on TV, so Robert and Jimmy brought a cut man to the ring one night. You know, like the fight doctor for a boxer, and they put him in their corner. His name was Dr. Love. 


At the end of the match, they knocked Tommy down and the cut man took out a roll of tape and taped Tommy’s feet to the bottom rope. And they beat down Tommy and Johnny Rich. Robert and Jimmy double-teamed on Johnny while the cut man was taping Tommy down. 


After a few minutes of that, they left the ring and went up to the interview stand where Gordon Solie was broadcasting to do a promo. “Hey, from now on we’re not gonna have our pretty faces cut up anymore. From now on we’re gonna have our official cut man with us, Dr. Love.” 


Now, we taped on Monday night and the show aired the following Saturday. The day after this show aired, Robert got a call from the FBI. They had been looking for good old Dr. Love, as there was a warrant out for his arrest. So Robert proceeded to tell them that Dr. Love just kind of stopped by that night and no one knew where he’d gone after the show or heard from him since. Needless to say, we never saw Dr. Love again. 


We did a taping the day after we heard from the FBI and, of course, Robert and Jimmy had to go out there without their cut man. Once we finished up, Robert, Jimmy, and I were riding together to the next town and I’m lounged out in the back wearing these doctor pants that I got from Sherri Martel’s roommate back in Nashville. I actually broke my ankle in Louisville during a match where me and Pat Rose, as the Heavenly Bodies, took on the Fabulous Ones, Stan Lane and Steve Keirn. Sherri was with our team, too, and we all drove together at the time. When we got to Nashville after the show, Sherri’s roommate, who happened to be a nurse, gave me these doctor pants. With my ankle in as bad shape as it was, the doctor pants were the only thing I could get my leg in and out of without too much pain. 


So I’m wearing the doctor pants, riding with the guys, talking about the Dr. Love thing and how they missed a great angle with it. That first night, the boys and Dr. Love got so much heat from the fans you knew it would have developed into something great. Robert was getting real pissed off over the whole thing and wanted to stop to get something to eat at the store and take his mind off it. As we’re walking up, Robert caught a glimpse of what I was wearing, looked up at me, and said, “Damn, boy, you’ll be our new doctor! Dr. Tom Prichard.” 
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