
Guys I finally got the Bret Hart book. I have read one chapter. 
 
Revelations: 
 
-- Bret Hart's early childhood was spent brushing his teeth with his finger and being "too poor for 
real pants." 
 
-- The rumours are true: other Harts peed in his mouth. But there's more: "I always looked 
forward to Sundays. That's when my parents cooked the biggest dinner of the week. After dinner 
my dad would take us boys down to the basement and let us wrestle one another, teaching us the 
basics. Then he would get us to run around in a circle on the mat, and, in a strange version 
of dodge ball, try to knock our feet out from under us using one of his heavy leather 
medicine balls. I used to love this game and was often the last one standing. Then it was time to 
hit the shower. Dean and I usually ended up crying because Smith and Bruce would pee in our 
mouths or blast us right in the eyes, which burned. The best we could manage was pee on their 
legs." 
 
-- As a prank, Waldo Von Erich stole the Hart family's dairy cow Daphne, sold it to a 
slaughterhouse, and gave Stu a rack of beef. 
 
-- Terrible Ted the wrestling bear would be kept under the Hart's porch for a few weeks every 
summer and the kids would melt Fudgesicles on their feet and poke their toes through the cage 
for the bear to lick. That is awesome.  
 
-- Sweet Daddy Siki is the world's greatest entertainer (I already knew this part). 
 
 
Final Chapter 1 fact: 
 
-- Stu's dad Edward (Stu had grown up so poor there were stretches where his family lived in a 
tent -- IN ALBERTA) eventually moved into a little room adjacent to the dungeon and was 
constantly at odds with Helen and then he sued Stu over a piece of land Edward had never owned 
and when he died he left "a small fortune to the Oral Roberts Ministries." 
 



Chapters 2 and 3 
 
-- The young Bret Hart got his first inkling that wrestling wasn't completely on the up and up 
when Archie Gouldie showed up at his house and did not piledrive Helevn, as threatened.  
 
-- In 1970 Idi Amin wrote Ed Whalen a letter "inviting him, Abdullah and the entire cast and 
crew to perform in Uganda." Abdullah had been working as a school janitor in Windsor, Ontario 
before he started in Stampede AS I'M SURE YOU ALL KNOW. 
 
-- "About this time I had my first girlfriend, Marla, a cute blond I met at the matches. We'd sit in 
the stands together, but her catcalls were so dirty and vulgar that fans down front would look up 
at us in disgust. I had no choice but to stop seeing her." 
 
-- Dean Hart would straight up punch chicks. Also, Bret paid him $1500 for an Eldorado and 
Dean never gave him the car or the money back. "I was never close with Dean after that." No 
doubt. That is cold. 
 
-- Marla (a year younger than Bret) comes back into the story when Smith Hart gets her pregnant. 
"Smith assumed no responsibility for the child."  
 
-- "That fall, Stampede Wrestling became interesting again with the arrival of a masked British 
wrestler called Kendo Nagasaki, who bore an uncanny resemblance to The Cool Cool Killer, one 
of the imaginary wrestling characters I liked to draw."  
 
-- Furthering TOM's theory that despite the eye pissing and such, this was a rad young life for a 
guy to have: "On weekends I'd cruise down to Victoria Park in my dad's van along with several 
buddies, with Steve Miller playing on the radio, singing about the midnight toker getting some 
lovin' on the run. Three or four ring rats would climb in, and we'd head out to Clearwater Beach. 
Heads bobbed up and down in every seat." I don't know what to make of that last line exactly but 
it sounds FILTHY. 
 
-- Leo Burke is introduced as "a great French-Canadian wrestler out of the Maritimes." You hear 
that? Leo Burke was great. He was great.  
 

 
 



-- The Cuban Assassin (fuckin love that guy) is described thusly: "the quiet, easygoing, hairy-
faced Cuban Assassin who worked hard, never complained, and carried a knife tucked in his boot 
in case anybody decided to get cute with him in the ring." 
 

 
 
At this point in the story Bret has bid a fond farewell both to the world of amateur wrestling 
(Alberta provincial champion one year, a win over future national champ Bob Eklund in another) 
and a semester of film school (abandoned monster movie: "THE LIZARD"), he's been trained by 
Hito and Sakurada, and he's about to go Puerto Rico. 
 
should be lurid 
 
 
I forgot to mention that as a child Bret had a near-crippling phobia of leotards.  
 
more soon 
 



Chapters 4 and 5 
 
-- "I got talked into making my unofficial debut in Saskatoon on May 2, 1978. Stu was one 
wrestler short, and it was as simple as that. Being green here wouldn't hurt the ring rep I needed 
to build as a Hart in Calgary; I'd appear before the usual crowd of about one hundred fans, which 
consisted mostly of busloads of mentally challenged kids, a handful of diehards and a few 
drunks." 
 
-- In Puerto Rico, Bret got high and drew cartoons (I'm imaging R. Crumb style renderings of 
Archie Gouldie). Also, Bret was courted throughout by Kikay, a gay admirer who completely 
cockblocked Bret when it looked like he was headed home with a Puerto Rican stripper. Smith 
insisted Bret not turn Kikay away completely because it was awesome to have a friend with a car.  
 
-- in PR Bret worked with a 5'2" 350 lbs Argentine whose finisher was a sloppy as hell splash. 
"Afterwards, in the dressing room, King Kong shook my hand and said, 'Gracias.' He stood as 
high as my nipples. I smiled down at him thinking, Fuck you, fatso." 
 
-- He ends a scene with Smith having negotiated a teenage Puerto Rican prostitute sucking a red 
lollipop down to ten dollars, but Bret saying he only had eight with him. 
 
-- Chicago, briefly, en route back to Calgary: "On my first Fourth of July in America, I ended up 
down by the railroad tracks behind the Y, with no shirt on, just my jeans and cowboy hat, trying 
to keep my tan and listening to hoboes playing harmonica and singing th blues."  
 
-- ALSO IN CHICAGO (way better):  
 
 

QUOTE  

On my last day, I bought a small portable TV.  I thought I'd bring it back with me to plug it 
into the cigarette lighter of Stu's van so the whole stampede crew could watch Hockey Night 
in Canada as we zoomed across the Praries.  I was on my way to my room with the TV when 
I was approached by a strange little guy who looked like Scrooge McDuck. 
 
Out of nowhere he started to tell me that I had a beautiful voice, and he kept insisting that he 
wanted to come to my room and teach me how to sing.  I didn't want Scrooge McDuck, or 
anyone else, to know what room I was in because I was worried the TV would be stolen, but 
I was still too good-natured to be rude.  I thought the only way to get rid of the guy was to 
follow him to his room, where he wanted to show me his scrapbooks. 
 
I could tell that he lived in that tiny room; there was a shelf full of dogeared paperbacks 
mounted on the wall over his bed.  We sat down on the bed and I was looking for my first 
opening to get out of there, images of Chicago serial killer John Wayne Gacy floating in my 
head.  Scrooge plopped three big scrapbooks down on our laps and began flipping through 
pages of clippings and programs; much to my surprise he actually had been a singer, when 
he'd had a life.  He seemed harmless enough now, but when I opened up the third scrapbook 
I was stunned to see two men screwing on the cover of a gay magazine.  He gently put his 
hand on my knee and asked, "Do you like?"  In a recoil reaction, my fist smashed him right 
in the face, knocking him against the wall, bringing down the bookshelf and covering him 
with books!  He lay there twitching, pretending to be out cold, with a deep, ugly cut oozing 
under his right eye.  I felt bad that I hit him so hard, but I was never going to sing the way he 



wanted me to. 

 
 

 
"Do you like?" 
 
-- Back in Calgary, Bret starts working the Dyanamite Kid who just beats the hell out of him. "I 
finally realized that Tom was intentionally stiffing me when he intentionally soccer-kicked me in 
the face just as I was cutting myself." 
 
-- Meets Jake Roberts, and proves himself a first-rate judge of character: "I took an immediate 
shine to his sly air and his smooth-talking demeanour and soon invited him to stay at my place." 
Jake moved in the next day. 
 
-- In order to get Jim Neidhart in trouble with Ellie Hart, who Neidhart had his eye on, Smith 
stuck his finger up Ellie's cat's ass and said Jim did it.  
 
-- At this point the Dynamite Kid started getting steroids from the Boxing and Wrestling 
Commission doctor in Edmonton.  
 



The amazingness can't stop; the amazingness won't stop.  
 
Chapters 6 through 9  
 
-- Bret goes to Hawaii and meets the Maivias. He also meets Ripper Collins in the showers: 
 
 

QUOTE  

As I was lathering up, I was startled by Ripper Collins, a squat, pig-faced wrestler with 
slicked-back white hair.  I hoped he was just admiring my tan, but he asked me straight out if 
I was gay.  He shuffled off after I bluntly told him I wasn't.  I remembered a sordid incident 
when he worked in Stu's territory a few years back.  Halfway through a show in Fort 
McMurray, he left the building to get gas for Stu's van and picked up a teenaged hitchhiker 
whom Ripper allegedly sexually molested.  The boy manged to fight him off and get away.  
As Stu described it, "Ripper damn near bit the poor kid's pecker off."  Ripper was arrested 
but somehow managed to persuade his naive landlady that it was all a dreadful mistake.  She 
used her house to post his bail bond, but he skipped over the border and was gone by 
morning.  Ripper died of AIDS in 1991. 

 
 

 
 
-- From there it's to Atlanta, working for Barnett. Here Bret reveals that as a kid he had silk-
screened a t-shirt as a present for Abdullah the Butcher, which is nice. He also notes that one time 
Buzz Sawyer was supposed to give him a ride but he didn't but Bret ended up getting a blow job 
from a cheerleader named Candy as he drove her car to the next town so it was not an issue of 
lasting concern. 
 
-- Ivan Koloff was Russian even around THA BOYZ. When Bret was like, "You're Red McNulty 
from Winnepeg. I watched you have your first match, with Firpo Zybysko, in Calgary," Koloff 
was like christ you are killing me here kid.  
 
-- Ernie Ladd seems to Bret the raddest of dudes: "Okay, kid, we'll seesaw, seesaw, do the waltz 
across Texas and then you slip on a banana peel, one . . . two . . . three, ya got it?" This to Bret is 
the greatest talking. 
 
-- When Jim Neidhart proposed to Ellie, he bartered his Raiders helmet for a bottle of Dom 
Perignon.  
 
-- Bret was supposed to fill in for Dynamite against Tatsumi Fujinama in MSG and he got as far 
as the hotel before Vince Jr. convinced Vince Sr. Bret wasn't a big enough name to work MSG. 
 
-- Leo Burke is referred to as "ruggedly handsome in a Burt Reynolds kind of way," later as "a 
really great pro." All of this makes Bret Hart a sensible goddamn man imo. 
 
-- Everybody used to pick on Giant Haystacks aka the Loch Ness Monster on bus trips, flicking 
gum wrappers and bottle caps at the back of his head. Eventually he snapped: "'I'll kick the shit 
out of the whole lot of you,' he threatened, and he turned, pointing his huge fat finger at everyone 
in the back row. The Cuban, who hadn't done anything, quickly had his knife out and ordered he 



van to stop. In the nick of time, Loch Ness apologized to The Cuban, and that was the end of it." 
THE CUBAN ASSASSIN LADIES AND GENTLEMEN. 
 
-- Mentions the Bad News / Andre incident (before Bret's time), where Andre was making racist 
jokes, was told to stop, told Bad News to fuck off, and then was pretty sure Bad News was going 
to literally kill him (he didn't). Bret, as you are no doubt aware, was not a huge fan of his work 
(and the feeling was mutual): "Bad News had been trained in Japan and worked there exclusively. 
He had no sense of American-style wrestling, but there was no denying that even at forty-five 
years old, he was a lean, mean fighting machine." This is obviously the result of judo. Bret notes 
that Bad News "made it clear that he was very Black in his politics and orientation." Also: "After 
long hauls by bus and train from one end of Japan to another, we'd all clump into the dressing 
room. Bad News would read the lineup sheet taped to the wall and sum up each opponent. 'He's 
good. He's the shits.'" Notes that all of the foreigners got the shit kicked out of them all tour by 
the shoot-inclined NJPW young boys, except for Bad News. (I am totally going to dig up those 
Bad News commentaries from his website if it's still going and also I am going to get one of those 
Bad News action figures and fashion him a little judo gi just try and stop me.)  
 
-- "I never met a classier wrestler than Antonio Inoki." There are a couple of things that sentence 
makes you think about. Also, the way Bret heard the story about Ali / Inoki, btw, is that "the 
black Muslims who were backing Ali made it clear that if Inoki laid a finger on their champ, they 
would kill him. That's why Inoki lay on his back for fifteen rounds, kicking Ali in the shins so as 
not to use his hands." 
 
-- Bret goes out to a Japanese restaurant (I guess in Japan they would just call that a restaurant 
lol) where the chef kills an enormous live turtle right in front of them and they're all told to drink 
the blood out of shot glasses because it was good for "fuckie-fuckie."  
 
-- On the bus: "Some of the wrestlers were having a kind of cultural discussion across the aisle 
from me. 'I heard they have these bath houses where these gorgeous geishas soap you down and 
wash you clean with their pussies. They'll suck you and fuck you and do whatever you want.'" 
And sure enough, after his future wife Julie breaks up with him over the phone a couple weeks 
later: "Before I knew it I was lying naked on an inflated mattress, drinking cold beer, watching as 
a cute, naked Japanese girl lathered herself in soap and slid all over me, washing me with her 
pussy." Also in Japan he attends a fuck show of some kind where the lady blows a random dude 
from the audience to start things off. 
 
-- Meanwhile, back in Calgary, we learn that Stu used to wear an oversized bright orange t-shirt 
with a giant cannabis leaf on it that said "Maui Waui" every Sunday because it was comfortable 
to cook in, until somebody told him what the plant was and he never wore it again.  
 
-- Things with Julie are on again, and she comes over for a family dinner for the first time. When 
she passes on salad, Ellie says, "So you're too fucking precious to eat the fucking salad?" OH 
ELLIE YOU'LL NEVER CHANGE WILL YOU. 
 
-- As far as Bret knows, Bruce Hart was "the first to introduce theme music for the main 
matches." And what, you ask, did he choose to introduce himself and Keith and Bret? "Heartache 
Tonight." lolololol 
 
-- The stiffest guy Bret ever worked with was Iron Mike Sharpe in case anybody is wondering. 
 
-- A heel ref was getting more heat than Dynamite so Dynamite invited the guy over for supper 



and then spiked his hot chocolate with Ex Lax to put him out of commission for a while.  
 
-- Ladder matches, as a thing, were the idea of Dan Kroffat, as far as Bret knows, and the first one 
was Kroffat against Tor Kamata (man did Meltzer ever go to town with the cultural significance 
of the "Noooooo channceeeee Mr. Whalen" thing when Tor died). Bret thinks that maybe his best 
match ever was ladder match against Dynamite in Regina in 1981. Reflecting on it, he quotes 
Georges Braque: "Art is a wound turned to light."  
 

 
It totally is, you know. 
 
-- Dynamite shoot soccer-kicked the Antiguan Charlie Buffong in he face and broke his jaw, so 
Buffong made a Dynamite voodoo doll with bits of his wrist tape stuck to it and voodood 
Dynamite's knee with a diaper pin. Dynamite blew his knee out in Japan the next morning. 
 
 
MORE SOON  
 



Your kind words and accurate comments re: the makeup of junior hockey crowds propel me 
through CHAPTERS 10, 11, 12, AND 13. 
 
-- At the risk of stating the obvious: "The simple truth is, Tom got away with a lot because he was 
good for business."  
 
-- Bruce named a guy Mandingo The Wildman of Borneo and had him come to the ring eating 
raw beef kidneys.  
 
-- Lou Thesz claims wrestling was a shoot until 1925, when Strangler Lewis proved impossible to 
beat. OK. 
 
-- "I liked Germany, the people, the food, the open-mindedness. Jochem [the homicide detective 
that showed him around Germany -- KS] arranged for Jim and me to have the use of a cheap car, 
so every day we went to the co-ed Sport Fitness Zentrum, where we sweated out the previous 
night's alcohol. When we showered, hard-bodied Fräuleins with unshaven armpits would 
eagerly soap our backs. We'd return the favour, laughing and giggling like little kids. Every 
night after the show, Jochem took Jim and me to sex clubs, lesbian bars and brothels where he 
conducted undercover police work." 
 
-- DK would stick his thumb up his nose really hard to start a nose bleed in a match. Is this 
common? It's fucking gross. 
 
-- "In the evening, we rode to the theatre in a shiny black London cab and found Evita nothing 
short of awe-inspiring."  
 
--"In January, I set off for the land of the rising sun, where Tom and I were met by the usual 
horde of reporters and fans. It was obvious that he was over big in Japan, but I was worried about 
him. There were times when I had to shoot him up with his steroids because his butt was so 
knotted up he couldn't inject himself." 
 
-- "I became Tom's drinking buddy, often protecting him from himself. Without me around he 
grew lonely, dangerous, and occasionally cruel. One morning as we waited to leave on the bus, 
Tom opened the window, calling and waving over a poor vagrant. I thought Tom was going to 
toss a few coins out the window to him, but instead he spit right in his face and said, 'Fuck you, 
you dirty yellow bastard.'" 
 
-- "On the bus I was absorbed in the James Clavell novel Shogun." 
 
-- "[Dusty] and Wahoo swapped war stories all night long. When we all fell out of the elevator on 
the way to our rooms, two cute Japanese girls approached us nervously and asked for autographs. 
When I got to my door at the end of the hall, I could hear the thud of the other doors closing and I 
looked back. The girls didn't seem to have anywhere to go. The trains stopped running around 2 
a.m., and most fans were never out this late. I waved the girls over, and it turned out I was right: 
They were stuck. I decided to be helpful. 'You can stay in my room, okay?' We sat up for a while, 
laughing and talking in broken English. Then I stretched out across my bed, wearing only my 
jeans. They crept in beside me like kittens, in white cotton bras and panties. They took turns 
kissing me gently on the cheek, and on my puffy lip, then began to tug at my jeans. I arched my 
back, thinking none of the other wrestlers would believe this." 
 



 
 
-- Bret thought Tiger Mask was pretty much the awesomest, "the Bruce Lee of wrestling."  
 
-- Dynamite Kid and WERK RATEZ: "Before the main match, Abdullah's massage guy worked 
on him and then an ancient-looking Japanese doctor injected him with adrenalin. Tom and I 
watched, like two weary soldiers from the front line, as Abdullah and Inoki squared off. Before 
they even touched each other, Abdullah abruptly broke into a karate stance, yelling, 'Wooo!' and 
that was all it took to bring the house down. Some guys just had the look. Tom rolled his eyes, 
thinking of how he killed his body to get the same reaction."  
 
-- Meanwhile, back in Calgary, Bruce is killing the territory by booking nothing but ball-shot 
finishes. "Nothing infuriated Stu more than watching one wrestler after another spread his 
opponent's legs and drill him right in the balls. Every night he ordered that it be stopped, but it 
wasn't." 
 
-- DK very nearly got into a fight outside city hall on his wedding day (to the eventual Julie Hart's 
younger sister Michelle, AS WELL YOU KNOW): "Michelle pleaded, 'Please, Tom, not on our 
wedding day!' He smiled and laughed it off. A small victory for Michelle in a war that was 
already lost."  
 
-- As a prank, Bret swapped Dick Murdoch's underwear with a really, really shitty (in the literal 
"covered in shit" sense of "shitty") pair that had been laying around the locker room while Dirty 
Dick was in the shower: "'All I know is there mt be a shit freak running around here, because 
somebody shit in my underwear, and it dang sure wasn't me!'" 
 
-- An outstanding preemptive rationalization for infidelity on the eve of Bret's marriage to Julie: 
"If I promised to do my best to care for her, could I somehow be forgiven for knowing already 
that on the road, I would be unfaithful? I didn't know the answers, but in that moment I felt that 
God was giving me permission to do whatever was necessary to be myself." yeah that's what God 
IS like I totally get that



-- Talks about hiding a blade under your tongue. Is that common?  
 
-- "[Quick Draw] Rick [McGraw] had taken enough downers to tranquilize an elephant, and he 
stood in front of the bathroom mirror, his eyes half open, cutting his forehead with a razor blade 
as Tom laughed and egged him on." 
 
-- Smith organized a show in Antigua and Bret was amazed to see 15 000 people there and was 
thinking like "oh man Smith finally did something right that is awesome" but it turned out the 
gates all got torn down and it ended up being a free show and nobody got paid except for Bret and 
Tom who Stu promised beforehand he'd pay in the likely event Smith fucked everything up.  
 
-- Somewhere there exists and Antiguan reggae song called "Stampede Wrestling" that we MUST 
uncover. 
 
-- Bret and Julie eloped, and when Bret finally decided to tell his dad during a long walk on the 
beach, it turned out they were on a topless beach and "Stu's eyes grew wild with disbelief." I bet 
that wasn't the only thing growing amirite. 
 
-- More on the Saskatoon crowd, and this is way better: "The usual Saskatoon crowd consisted 
mostly of mentally challenged fans who were brought to the matches by bus every week and then 
left unsupervised. They bragged to us that they often went high up into the dark seats and 
fornicated; the proof was that several babies were born, and named Bret or Bruce in what was 
intended to be a compliment." 
 
-- Bad News continues to be the realest of all time: "I was trying to find the right time to approach 
Bad News about giving me a little more in our matches. News was a decent worker and a hard 
one, but he had no psychology: He just ate up anyone in his path. He refused to cut himself, while 
I stupidly cut myself freely for him. Most nights, in the middle of my comeback he'd scoop my 
legs out from under me, grab me by the throat and tell me, 'If you touch my head again I'll kill 
you, mo'fucker.'" 
 

 
 
 
-- Still with Bad News. Allen was adamant that he should have the belt, and that Bret should 
chase, not the other way around, and Bret agreed. "As a reward for being a good sport, I guess, 
News suggested that in the match I grab the bamboo stick from his spastic Japanese manager, 
Wakamatsu, and whack News with it. 'But don't touch my head!' he warned. As instructed, during 
the match, I flattened Wakamatsu and picked up the bamboo stick. Instead of backing away as if 
he were afraid, News looked more like he was going to burst out laughing. I had bladed again, 
and blinking the blood from my eyes I looked for a place to hit him that wasn't his head, but he 
put his arms up defensively. Since he had left me no other place to hit him, I cracked him right on 
the skull. He stood there frozen and, in that split second, I felt like Bugs Bunny in that old cartoon 
where he hits a daddy gorilla in the head with a baseball bat. News took me down with a judo leg 



sweep and gripped me by the throat -- and he wasn't working! My comeback went straight out the 
window, as did our match, and as a result, all the business we were supposed to do for the rest of 
the summer."  
 
-- Bad News got suspended by the wrestling comission for six months for using "a dinner fork on 
Jim's already bloody head to get more heat." 
 
-- The in-house controversy re: ball-shot finishes leads to a fight in the yard between Bret and 
Bruce and Ross and Diana and Davey and Ellie and Jim. Stu broke it up (obviously). 
 
-- A great, vivid account of an NWA meeting in Las Vegas in I think 1983, Ole Anderson and 
others getting really steamed at Vince and Vince just not saying a word and walking out. Harley 
Race and Ric Flair and Inoki and Baba all jut hanging the fuck out. Do the Crocketts really 
descend from the Davey Crockett line? News to me.  
 
-- A prank is recounted in which Bruce tells Karl Moffat that Bad News' daughter just got 
accepted to the Julliard as a piano player, so Moffat congratulates him. "'You fucking asshole . . . 
My daughter lost both her hands in a boating accident! I ought to cut your heart out! Get the fuck 
away from me before I change my mind!'" The Cuban Assassin and Davey held him back, Moffat 
was scared out of his mind, and then LOLOLOLOL WE WERE ALL KIDDING. The thing that 
sucked about it, Bret says, is that Moffat then got drunk and wouldn't shut up with the "oh man 
you guys really god me lol no really you guys REALLY GOT ME" talk. I like this story for that 
last detail.  
 
-- OK so it's 1983 here, I think, and Davey is already roid raging out over traffic incidents. 
 
-- Bret did some work for the Crocketts (who ran Toronto at the time) but they already had 
somebody going as Bret Hart so he was Buddy "The Heartthrob" Hart. 
 
-- The Bad News / Archie Gouldie angle is up next, and Anth can tell you all you need to know 
about that, but the short version is that they did an angle where Bad News put the Stomper's fake 
son in the hospital with a piledriver and the fans rioted and Bad News marauded through the 
crowd and people got hurt and Ed Whalen quit and Stu lost his license and they had to run on 
Native reserves. Archie Gouldie's promo from all of that is one of the best you'll ever hear. 
 
MORE SOOOOOOON 
 



After a holiday break "Too Poor for Real Pants: The Bret Hart Story" returns with Chapters 14-
22: 
 
-- "Sadly, under Tom's influence, Davey was developing a bit of a mean streak. The two of them 
reminded me of a set of genetically altered, raging pit bulls. They revelled in blasting long, stinky 
farts in the crowded elevators of the luxury hotels where we stayed." 
 
-- For whatever reason, Abdullah the Butcher called everyone "Gabe." 
 
-- "Vince McMahon, whom Chief referred to as The Emperor, waved Tom and me over. Vince 
was six-foot-two, combed his hair straight back and was wearing white running shoes and a red 
suit jacket with padded shoulders; to me, The Emperor looked more like Big Boy from the 
hamburger chain." 
 
-- "Davey, who'd been charged for hip-tossing that Calgary cop, was panicking about the 
possibility that he'd be deported as a result, and rather suddenly announced that he and Di would 
be getting married in October." 
 
-- "Rotten Ron [Starr], with his red Afro and Southern drawl, was as creepy a wrestler as there 
ever was. Fans would spit on him, and he'd catch it in his own mouth, swallow and smile." 
 
-- "On the third night [in the WWF], in Cincinnati, Pat [Patterson] told me I'd be the opening bout 
with a really green kid from Brooklyn named Steve Lombardi and just to do the best I could. I 
tried hard, and, all in all, that little match wasn't bad. Pat was so thrilled with it that I soon 
realized that Steve was Pat's boy. That had nothing to do with me, though. I found Pat to be 
friendly, good-humoured and easy to deal with."  
 
-- STEROID INJECTION COME-ON: 
 
"I kept telling myself that I wasn't trying to pick her up, yet all I was doing was trying to pick her 
up. Soon she was telling me that she was involved with with a married Oklahoma state trooper 
who promised he'd leave his wife but never did. That night she'd got tired of his bullshit, got mad, 
and ended up at the bar. She had a tight, hard, athletic figure, so I asked her whether she worked 
out.  
 
"'Sure do, with my boyfriend. He's as big as a truck, all 'roided-up 'n' all. Sometimes I even load 
up his needle and give him his shot.' 
 
"'Do you, ah, think maybe you could give me a shot?" I asked shyly, immediately embarrassed by 
the absurdity of the come-on. 
 
"A little while later, she sat on the edge of my bed carefully draining the serum into a syringe, 
snapping the needle with her fingers like a pro. She asked me to drop my pants, jabbed the needle 
deep into my butt and then rubbed me with alcohol. I made a half-hearted attempt to hike up my 
pants, but she pushed me slowly down onto the bed. I thought, It's not like anybody's ever going 
to know. I half expected a big, angry Oklahoma state trooper to kick in the door with his gun 
blazing, but then the thought vanished, replaced by a much better one." 
 
OH SHIT IT WORKED 
 
 



-- As far as Bret knows, the only deals Vince offered to any of the old promoters were to Stu, the 
LeBelles, and the Tunneys, "because Vince liked and respected them."  
 
-- Talks about buying hella drugs from Zahorian: "When it was my turn, the doctor took my 
blood pressure and pulse. Then like everyone else in the line, I handed him some crisp hundred-
dollar bills and stocked up on twenty vials of testosterone, twenty Deca-Durabolin and four 
bottles of gonadotropin -- to keep my balls from shrinking -- along with several boxes of Halcion 
so I could sleep and a cache of needles. We all knew Zahorian was a gouger, but at least he was a 
real doctor and his drugs were legit, which was better than buying gas from pushers at local 
gyms." Says everybody left with grocery bags of drugs, Vince included.  
 
-- Dave Schultz decided he would hijack the Mr. T angle by legitimately attacking him on 
camera: "By the time it hits the papers, they'll have to stick me in the main event. I won't hurt 'im 
bad, just enough to get a story." He was arrested before he got to T.  
 
-- Carousing at the Ramada on 48th and 8th, Bret as budding pulp fiction writer: "The place was 
packed with fans. One of them was Angel, an over-the-hill stripper who, I was told, had been 
quite striking in the Sammartino days. Her witchy-black hair fell loosely over melon-sized tits 
that oozed out over clothes that once fit. Adorned with cheap costume jewellery and a star tattoo, 
she'd talk dirty, but that's all she'd do."  
 
-- Bruce Hart partnered with this guy Peter Rasmussen to get a TV spot in Calgary "opposite 
WWF, and helped him trademark the Stampede Wrestling name. What Bruce hadn't taken into 
account was that he was unpopular with the wrestlers: Shortly after Bad News was hired, News 
told Rasmussen that the only thing wrong with the new endeavour was that he needed to get rid of 
Bruce. So, on February 22, 1985, Rasmussen ran the first Stampede Wrestling show in Calgary 
with no Harts involved." 
 
-- "Of course none of us was perfect. Jim loved his beer and his recreational drugs, and he would 
party until all hours of the night. Tom and Davey loved their beer, their pills, their steroids and 
their workouts. My release, my amnesia or maybe my anaesthesia, was women. Sex seemed like 
the lesser of all the sins that lay in wait for us." Later on the same page: "I snorted two short 
lines."  
 
-- "Rosemary was a twenty-one-year-old Puerto Rican bombshell." He hit that for like ages. 
When Julie figured out what was up (phone bills!), he broke it off over the phone while the 
Challenger exploded.  
 
-- "After he peed in his own suitcase, Jim and I decided not to room together any more." 
 
-- Bret started wearing sunglasses in promos "to hide the nerves that showed in [his] eyes," but 
you knew that. 
 
-- Bret endeared himself to the locker room with blackboard drawings of orgies involving Chief 
Jay Strongbow. 
 
-- Jesse Ventura was talking union since forever. 
 
-- Smith and Maria Hart named their daughter Satanic Ecstasy. Helen called her Tanya. 
 
 



-- The real estate market went to shit in Calgary exactly when Bret started making good money, 
which explains the mansion. 
 
-- "In the lobby, Piper and Muraco were in the process of being arrested by a bunch of pissed-off 
Fresno cops after a high-speed car chase that ended in a rolled-over rental car! That's when 
Cowboy Bob decided to march out of the elevator buck-naked, hollerin' drunken epithets in his 
deep nasal whine. The cops couldn't believe their eyes. Don and Roddy stood frozen. Soon Bob 
was throwing wild punches. The cops shot him with tranquilizer darts that he looked at, pulled 
out and then laughed at, saying, 'Is that all you got?' This little scene made the newspapers." 
 
-- Bret was supposed to work with Steamboat at WMII, but then plans changed, so they had what 
would have been their WM match in Boston. If it's the one I'm thinking of, it's really good.  
 
-- "Sometimes, just before we went through the curtain, I'd reach over and gently hold Jim's hand. 
Sometimes I'd start to skip." 
 
-- "I'd swoop down, friendly and yet at the same time elusive, and often ended up surprising 
myself, waking up with some beautiful girl curled up beside me. I have never forgotten the blue-
eyed mulatto with ringlets in her hair. Or the model who could play classical piano. Or the 
beautiful French dancer who pranced around my room like a cat. It's hard for me to hate the 
memory of her panting phrases in my ear and me not understanding a word of it. I was proud and 
guilty all at once; i this dichotomy of conscience the guilt never diluted the pride. I suppose some 
may judge me harshly; if only they could walk a mile in my shoes, they might be surprised to find 
that they couldn't lace them up fast enough. When all was said and done, my fondness for women 
kept me out of trouble. It may even have saved my life, when you consider how many wrestlers 
died from their drug and alcohol addictions." 
 
-- Owen "was getting raves as a new high-flying sensation for Stampede Wrestling and had been 
named rookie of the year by wrestling magazines and the marks who wrote newsletters." ZING  
 
-- The Hart Foundation only ever got the belts because Tom insisted the Bulldogs drop to them 
and not to Sheik and Volkoff. 
 
-- "Back at the Ramada bar Tom seemed to be fine as he chatted it up with a couple of the regular 
ring rats, Grizelda and Slippers." 
 
-- Koko B. Ware can play the piano and has a marvelous singing voice. 
 
-- Billy Jack Haynes would twist his ears with pliers to cauliflower them.  
 
-- Jim Neidhart was arrested for punching a stewardess but I think he was cleared of that 
particular stewardess punching.  
 
-- After Dynamite's body really starts giving up on him: "I looked down at my new belt, realizing 
what being a champion had cost Tom. I wondered what it would cost me. In that moment I vowed 
never to forget that wrestling is a work, and I also vowed to pace myself for the long haul. I 
wanted to come out the other end in one piece." 
 
-- Somehow Bruce gets back in: "Stu wore the stoic face of a man doing his best to appear 
upbeat, but Bruce's booking -- ball shots, heel refs and fuck finishes -- was driving him crazy."  
 



-- "Tom was scaring us. He now kept three huge Bullmastiffs and had amassed an arsenal of 
shotguns and pistols. When we took the kids to visit him and Michelle, he sat on his back porch 
shooting at anything that moved, even though the kids were playing in the nearby sandbox. He 
seemed to take some sick pleasure in blowing the back legs off jackrabbits while he washed down 
pain pills with vodka and orange juice."  
 
-- Vince, after the Sheik/Duggan arrest: "The days of a six-pack and a blow job are over!" Bret: 
"All the wrestler had this say-it-isn't-so expression on their faces." 
 
-- On the One Man Gang: "George was a gentle guy who liked to read a lot." 
 
-- Bigelow used to brag about his big payoffs to the annoyance of all until Andre roughed him up 
in the ring at MSG.  
 
-- Ravishing Rick Rude: "a legit tough guy and serious pro arm wrestler." I thought that was more 
of a semi-pro line of work. 
 
-- The first guy suspended for cocaine use: Jake Roberts. 
 
-- Adios, Smith's crazy wife Maria: "The news from home kept getting weirder. One late night in 
mid-July, when Jim and I were driving around Glen Falls looking for somewhere to eat, he told 
me an incredible tale featuring his mother and Smith's wife, Maria, who had been on the edge of a 
breakdown for years. When he was home last time, Jim's mom, Katie, and my sister Alison 
volunteered to babysit their three kids so that Jim and Ellie could have a romantic couple of days 
in the mountains at Banff. As Katie and Alison crossed the driveway to Hart house with Him and 
Ellie's kids and Alison's baby girl, they were startled to see Maria balancing on the railing of the 
second-floor balcony, just above them. She was naked but for a heavy winter parka that hung 
open in the summer heat. She seemed to be imagining herself to be an Indian scout on the 
lookout, one hand to her forehead: 'I think rain come.' Katie had a zesty, upbeat California 
attitude. She calmly waved, smiling, and said, "Yes dear, that's great!" And then went up the 
stairs to lure Maria in off the railing. Later, Maria came down to the kitchen where Katie, in an 
attempt at normalcy, offered her a Snickers bar. For no reason anyone else could understand, 
Maria grabbed it and hurled it, as hard as she could, at Allison and started dragging her around 
the kitchen by the hair, with Katie valiantly trying to intervene. In the fierce struggle Alison 
focused on a finger and, fearing for not only her own safety but that of her baby girl, bit that 
finger as hard as she could! Maria never even flinched but continued to pull on Alison's hair, so 
Alison just kept on biting that finger. Then she made eye contact with Katie, who had tears 
running down her cheeks. Katie said, 'Sweetie, that's my finger.' Stu finally heard the commotion 
and came to the rescue. Jim's poor mom ended up with six cracked ribs and a nearly severed 
finger. Alison had a bad case of whiplash. A few days later, Stu bought Maria a one-way ticket 
home to Puerto Rico."  
 
-- No more blading in the WWF: "Though I'd bladed when I thought it would increase the artistry 
of the match, the practice was clearly stupid, and stopping it was a step in the right direction to 
protecting wrestlers."  
 
-- "The taping of the first Survivor Series turned out to be Bundy's last day. He's saved up enough 
money to go home. As a parting laugh I carefully drew Bundy on the blackboard, on all fours, 
violently gagging and puking up a pile of various shapes, sizes and colours of bitten-off penises. I 
wasn't sure what I was implying, but it broke up the locker room, with Bundy laughing the 
hardest. Never to be outdone, he labelled the penises with the names of all my brothers. 



Amazingly, he got the all right. Another friend gone."  
 
-- On Herb: "I worked hard in the Survivor Series and surprised myself by being pleased that I 
got raves in the Wrestling Observer Newsletter for being the best performer. (Dave Meltzer 
wrote, 'Hart was fantastic.') This was long before the Internet, and the sheets were the way fans, 
and even promoters, got their info about the business. But I had a problem with anyone who 
wasn't in the business writing about it as if they knew what they were really talking about. I've 
always maintained that the only way to really know who is a great worker and who isn't is to have 
wrestled him. My usual attitude was that Meltzer, and others, were making a living off other's 
people's sweat and broken bones by exposing a business they really had no part of. But then I'd 
come home to find my mom reading the sheets with Stu." 
 
-- "To the best of my knowledge, no wrestler was ever paid one cent for anything having to do 
with the Slammys or the Piledriver album."  
 
-- Fortune cookie: "You'll be rich and famous in a far out profession."  
 
-- "Stu had also attracted Chris Benoit, out of Edmonton, who was like a carbon copy of 
Dynamite, but without the meanness." lolololololololololol 
 
-- Vince asked Bret if he thought Bad News would be a good pickup, and Bret's first thought was 
not at all, but then he figured the best way to get Bad News out of Stampede, where he was 
"eating up" Owen, and where they couldn't really afford him, would be to say yes. Around this 
time Bret gets in Vince's ear about bringing Owen in under a mask.  
 
-- Around the time of WMIV, Vince told Bret he (Bret) got more fan mail than Hogan. Wah?  
 
-- When Harley Race was in the hospital getting a foot and a half of intestines removed, Honky 
Tonk Man made a joke in the locker room about Harley not having any guts, and Dynamite "got 
up and backhanded Honky right off his chair. Honky wept like a baby after that, pleading for 
forgiveness." 
 



ALLAH HAS PULLED THROUGH 
 
and has blessed you, through me, with a tiny update 
 
Chapters 22, 23, and 24 
 
-- The Rougeaus and Dynamite did not get along, as well you know, and after all kinds of back 
and forth (a lot of it started innocently enough by Curt Hennig, actually), shit comes to a head: "I 
warned Tom to ease up. Then, at the TV tapings in Toledo, Tom was wrapping up a conversation 
with Pat Patterson. They were the last two in the lunchroom. As they got up and walked out the 
door, Jacques sucker-punched Tom, knocking all his front teeth out. As Tom was bent over, 
dazed and stunned, with blood pouring out of his mouth, Jacques drilled him until Bad News 
intervened to save him. Meanwhile, Pat jumped around like a hysterical woman. The Rougeaus 
had their bags waiting by the back door and bolted before Tom even realized what was going on. 
At first I was upset, and contemplated getting involved. But the more I thought about it the more I 
realized that Tom had been asking for this for years and that everyone who'd been bullied by him 
would rejoice at the news. I decided it wasn't my fight."  
 
-- Apparently the Killer Bees got canned for talking about a union with Jesse Ventura. They 
should have put those little masks on so nobody would know who was saying what.  
 
-- "The WWF devoted a special issue of their Spotlight magazine to me that spring, with a 
seductive head shot on the cover. I'll never forget Greg Valentine joking that just looking at it 
made him want to fuck me."  
 
-- "Julie's moods were up and down, and she had recently checked herself into a hospital with 
severe chest pains. The doctors told her it was all in her head and released her. I was worried 
about her, but I had my own chest pains -- of a different sort: that petite, red-haired hairdresser 
from Boston; that melt-in-your-mouth blonde corporal from the Wisconsin National Guard; the 
knockout Budweiser girl from Baltimore." lolololol that is amazing 
 
-- "Bruce was Owen's best man. Just days before the wedding, Tom had broken Bruce's jaw in an 
overreaction to some petty slight, so it was more than awkward to have them both there." 
 
-- After working with Shawn Michaels, Bret says that Shawn "displayed an agility and 
coordination I'd never seen before in pro wrestling." Also in this section Bret emphasizes that 
Curt Hennig is pretty much the greatest ever (which we knew).  
 
-- Bret wasn't making enough to cover his travel expenses plus his flights home: "Vince bluntly 
said that if I wasn't happy I should go somewhere else." So he called Ric Flair, who he'd met not 
long before, and who was, at that time, really big on him, and Flair said he could get him $200 
000 a year + expenses, but by the time that got through Jim Herd and everybody that offer came 
way down and so he figured fuck it. Oh also all Bret knew about Flair at that time was that 
Steamboat and Piper and Harley Race said he was tremendous (so he believed it) and the 
Observer raved about him, but Bret hadn't actually seen Flair wrestle.  
 
-- Brussels: "A while later Jim Duggan and I found ourselves alongside the train tracks in front of 
the bar toking a hash pipe with a bunch of college kids, one of whom said he was the son of the 
Australian ambassador. Duggan and I had become close friends. Sometime later, I was high and 
drunk and reeling in the arms of a comely French college girl."  
 



-- Koko B. Ware gets fired after trashing a hotel lobby in a fight with Jim Troy (former Rangers 
goon and, at that time, Vince's number two): "What was I supposed to do? He kept telling me to 
eat fried chicken, watermelon, and I couldn't let hi talk to me like that!" The Rockers trashed the 
hotel, too (in an unrelated incident) but "The Rockers were spared, I think mostly because Pat had 
a bit of a crush on both of them."  
 
-- "The show in Paris went out live on TV across France. There was heat between Hogan and 
Macho over how Hogan had carried a supposedly wounded Liz back to the dressing room at the 
conclusion of their match in Brussels. Hogan professed innocence, honestly having no idea how 
he could have done it any differently. Randy became insanely jealous if any man ever looked at 
Liz, which happened a lot because she definitely wasn't hard on the eyes. He never let Liz out of 
his sight, and she lived her life like a bird in a cage." And then she drowned in her own vomit at 
Lex Luger's house.  
 
-- oh man foreshadowing: "A troubled and bewildered look came over Bravo's face when he was 
told that he was losing to to me, and I tried not to look too happy, though I was. I hated losing to 
inferior workers, especially in Canada, and in Toronto, which was such a hot market."  
 
-- oh Dean: "He had been urinating blood for years, we found out later, but had been too afraid to 
get it checked. Instead he chose to ignore it, persuading himself that it would go away. But he 
began to have fainting spells and, by the time he was diagnosed with Bright's disease that fall, his 
kidneys had lost ninety-five per cent of their function." Also nobody was too keen on hooking the 
guy up with a spare kidney: "The truth was that for years the whole family had been keeping a 
cordial distance from Dean. He had ripped off a lot of people with various schemes, more often 
than not his own siblings, friends, and even Stu and Helen. It sounds harsh to say, but whenever I 
went to visit Hart house, where Dean still lived, I made sure to lock my car, otherwise who knows 
what Dean would be tempted to do." Also, Dean "made a point of introducing me to his new 
girlfriend, Tammy, a woman from the Morley reserve. Then Dean got Tammy pregnant." Then he 
let like a dozen of Tammy's friends stay at Hart house, which led to a brawl and the cops being 
called and assault charges pressed. Also Dean usually skipped his dialysis appointments.  
 
-- The Ultimate Warrior is Vince's new pet, and the shine has come off Hogan a little. "He was 
still the WWF's biggest draw and worked whenever he felt like it. He still flew on a Lear jet and 
had his own limo, and a man servant named Brutus Beefcake who carried his bags." Everybody 
in the locker room like Hogan, and hated Warrior, "who had blossomed into a grunting prima 
donna."  
 
-- "Sione Vailahi, billed as Barbarian, was a Samoan from the island of Tonga who reminded me 
of a muscled-up Grover from Sesame Street." shit that is kind of true.  
 
-- "Haku was from Tonga, thickly built and quick, and most of the time easygoing. When 
provoked he could get mad enough to bite your nose off, like some drunken idiot found out one 
night Baltimore. André loved Haku."  
 
-- "I'd had a four-day break at home before the big show, during which I spent many hours 
working on a special cartoon for André, a montage of every name wrestler who had worked in the 
WWF since I'd been there. In the dressing room before my Wrestlemaniz VI match, I passed 
around the framed drawing for all the wrestlers to sign. Finally I brought it over to André, who 
grasped it in his big hands and turned it over in order to sign it too. I stopped him and said, 'It's 
for you, boss. That's you there, right in the middle, carrying everyone on your back.' Suddenly I 
realized that André was fighting back tears and frantically looking for an escape. He had way too 



much pride to break down in front of the boys. I quickly pointed out to him, and everyone else 
who was staring, my caricature of Adrian Adonis with angel's wings atop a could plucking a harp. 
André gave me a big smile and said, 'Thank you, boss.'" 
 
-- "I rested on one knee trying to catch my breath, while keeping a headlock clamped tightly on 
the furry, catlike head of the new Tiger Mask. This young boy, Misawa, was nothing close to the 
original but, in all fairness to him, those were a mighty big pair of shoes to fill." 
 
-- oh shit literary stylings: "Superimposed on the flickering neon of a Tokyo night was the 
shimmering reflection of a violent kids cartoon from the TV."  
 
-- Bruce Hart was trying to support a wife and two kids with another on the way on the money he 
was making as a substitute teacher. Things start maybe looking up though when Vince tells Bret 
that "he's received a refreshing letter from Bruce in which Bruce had expressed his thoughts on 
the wrestling business. Vince said that he not only found the letter interesting, but he also asked 
me to pass on to Bruce that he might consider implementing some of of his suggestions in the 
future, and that perhaps Bruce could play an active role." well well! 
 
-- DID YOU KNOW that there is one heart embroidered down the side of Bret's tights for each of 
his kids? I didn't.  
 
-- "One night I was home, the next I was at the notorious Stay Out Club in Chicago. Jim and I 
followed the boss, known only as Mr. Bill, to his cramped office, where a bleached-blonde 
silicone princess wearing only panties amazed us with her flexibility by doing several backwards 
handstands. Her huge white breasts hid he face as she arched back -- and lost her balance, 
knocking some of Bill's prized framed photos off the wall. Lying face up on the carpet among 
cracked and broken glass was an old black-and-white publicity photo of The Hart Foundation, the 
very first one ever taken of us. I remembered that we celebrated here the night before we won the 
belts the first time. As I looked down at or young faces I realized just how far we'd come."  
 
-- GRAPPLING PARTY: "In the wee hours of the night Jim, Curt, Rude, Beefcake, Superfly 
Snuka, Mike McGuirk and I were guided to a hotel room by our old friend Jack Daniels. Mike, a 
petite blue-eyed blond, was our on-road ring announcer and the daughter of a legendary wrestler 
and promoter LeRoy McGuirk, out of Oklahoma. He's wanted a boy so badly that he always 
called his little girl Michelle Mike. Soon a joint was lit and passed around, the beds were moved 
out of the way and we all took to wrestling on the big rug. Both Curt and I were decent amateurs 
in our day, but we couldn't budge Rick from his all fours position; he was incredibly strong. I 
couldn't have spent a birthday with better friends. Even Jim good-heartedly got down on all fours, 
only to be pinned in seconds by Curt. Beefcake, who admitted to having no wrestling skill, 
wanted no part of it, even when we encouraged Mike McGuirk to take him on. Being the 
daughter of a legit shooter and an Oklahoma girl at that, there was more than a good chance that 
Beefcake would have had his hands full, and he knew it." 
 
-- "I pulled a picture out of my wallet, which I'd torn out of a magazine, of a scruffy baby chimp 
wearing a cute double-breasted army jacket with epaulets. I handed it to Jim: 'That's going to be 
our new look, pink and black ring jackets for Summerslam.' We all laughed, but I was serious."  
 
-- The Ultimate Warrior completely blew off a "Make a Wish kid who looked to be down to his 
last few hours. There was not a hair left on his head, and not even his Warrior face paint could 
mask his sad eyes. Sickly pale and breathing through a ventilator tube, the boy wore a purple 
Warrior T-shirt and green and orange tassels tied around his biceps to honour his hero. His 



mother and father and an older brother and sister were with him, patiently waiting for the 
promised encounter with The Ultimate Warrior." Warrior left the kid and his family waiting 
outside the locker room all night. Bret came back after his match, didn't see them there anymore, 
and figured great, "the kid's wish had come true." But actually: "as we rounded a corner down a 
backstage ramp, we came upon the boy and his weary family, who had been moved there so as 
not to get in the way of Warrior's entrance."  
 
-- Dynamite has gone completely nuts at this point and is threatening not only to kill his own wife 
and children but Bret's wife and children, too. "Michelle handed him a one-way plane ticket to 
England and told him never to come back. The Dynamite Kid, one of the greatest workers of all 
time, broke and broken, a bona fide wrestling tragedy. He had been an untameable stallion, but 
now this crippled pony was on his last ride, to the glue factory."  
 
With Dynamite out of the picture I fear the quality of Too Poor for Pants will drop precipitously 
but we must be brave.  
 
 
 
Horrible scan, but this MUST be the Spotlight cover in question: 
 

 
Would you fuck me? I'd fuck me. 



 
 
"That lousy piece of shit. He'd made them wait all night, unable to summon the compassion to see 
this real little warrior. Hogan, Randy and countless others, including André, never hesitate to take 
the time to meet a sick, dying kid. My disgust for Warrior magnified a thousand times. To me he 
was a coward, a weakling and a phony hero." 
 
 
Yeah, there's tons of good stuff that I'm not mentioning, but it's not of the OMG STORIEZ 
variety, you know? Like, Bret talking about what road trips through Saskatchewan were like is 
actually pretty great, but not really as excerptable as "my wife was having health problems while 
I had sex with the following women also Dynamite killed a man." 
 
 
Cox is right -- the dizzying highs of the first half of the book really aren't equaled as you move 
along. I'm actually way more into the diary David Carradine kept during the filming of Kill Bill 
right now. I will of course keep you abreast of important Bret Hart developments but the most 
interesting things I am noting at this point are like "oh so when Davey Boy's hair was really long, 
those were extensions." 
 
 
Yeah so the David Carradine journal didn't happen. An awesome read, though, which I 
recommend. 
 
BUT I am here to tell you this amazing thing! 
 
So you all know that Bret Hart and Davey Boy had a great match at Summerslam 92 in London. 
 
You all know that this match is made all the more amazing when you consider the extent to which 
Bret had to carry it once Davey obviously gasses about seven minutes into a half-hour match. 
 
BUT DID YOU KNOW that much of the reason Davey gassed out so quick is that he had been 
up all night smoking crack with Jim Neidhart? And that Jim Neidhart, during this period, had 
been fired from the WWF and was living off of the money he won from US Airlines (I think it 
was) after having been falsely accused of assaulting a stewardess? And that he was spent all his 
money on cocaine and a Kawasaki Ninja that he bombed around Florida in, carrying the rest of 
his winnings with him at all times in a fanny pack? 
 
ALL TRUE 
 



Shamefully, I neglected to mention that Bret Hart refers to the Summerslam 92 finish as the "Leo 
Burke finish" throughout -- such is the extent of that great man's influence and legacy.  
 

 
 
 
OK, so I've just now finished.  
 
The book definitely dips in the middle -- after the amazing stories about his utterly ridiculous 
childhood and his early days in Stampede and Japan, the 1985 to I guess 1992 sections of the 
book can't really compare, especially once Dynamite is out of the picture. But when you get to 
1995 or so, you get to around WM12, to the Shawn Michaels drama, it picks back up, and while 
its pretty much all stuff you know, it's well told. Bret's pretty enormous fondness for Steve Austin 
is something that I wasn't particularly awareness. The Montreal stuff, again, there's probably very 
little there that you don't already know from Meltzer or from Wrestling with Shadows, but it's a 
good read. The post-Montreal section of the book, so the last hundred or so pages, is just 
endlessly grim, with Owen, the concussions, the stroke, the family completely falling apart. But 
really, this is great, and you should absolutely pick it up whenever it comes out in the US. I am 
far from expert in the literary productions of fake fighters, but Hitman is imo better than the first 
Mick Foley book, which I understand to be the gold standard.  
 
A couple of final anecdoes: 
 
-- Yokozuna, in the fine tradition of the morbidly obese, insisted on only ever drinking Diet Coke. 
That is a baffling and yet very real phenomenon.  
 
-- the first time Bret scores on the road after his stroke (with a Trinidadian he met in a strip club 
in Australia): "Yeah, the old Bret Hart is back." (In Bret's view, Montreal has best strippers in the 
world, for the record.) 
 
-- Of all the various and sundry celebrities and pseudo-celebrities that took part in Wrestlemania 
over the years, guess who was the happiest to be there, the most up for stuff, down for whatever? 
 



 
 
-- "After the TVs the next day, a bunch of us were up in Curt's room drinking beers. Razor had 
taken a handful of Somas and wilted in a slow-motion sit-up; soon he was floating off to 
dreamland while the rest of us sat aroun telling war stories [...]. Curt sang my praises while 
denouncing the clique to The 1-2-3 Kid. Staring at Razor, Curt rummaged through his toilet bag, 
hit the switch on an electric shaver and casually buzzed off Razor's right eyebrow. Kid took up 
for Scott as Curt menaced the other eyebrow: 'Don't do it Curt, c'mon!' At first Curt heeded Kid, 
but when we all thought he'd forgotten, he suddenly blurted out, 'Fuck you, Kid.' He hit the 
switch and shaved off Razor's left eyebrow. Razor, never budged, only managing a dreamy 
smile." That's a pretty tame story but I like it for some reason. 
 
AND FINALLY, I GIVE YOU THIS: 
 
"The night before the final show of the tour, I sat with a dog-faced 1-2-3 Kid in Sapporo. By the 
end of our one day off, we had grown tired of samurai soap operas. Restless at the hotel, we had 
ended up at a sleazy fuck show. Only a little while back I was bobbing around in the Dead Sea -- 
how did I end up here? Pretty Russian girls were lying on the stage rolling condoms over tiny 
thumblike dicks, getting fucked and giving blow jobs, while Japanese businessmen fingered them 
and laughed. It's strange where people end up in life." 
 
AND WITH THOSE SAGE WORDS, THUS ENDS "TOO POOR FOR REAL PANTS: THE 
BRET HART STORY." 
 



Honi soit qui mal y pense 
 

 


