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PREFACE

ll ne er orget the day  et Chris Kanyon   as a ne spaper ournalist, 
sent to co er ational Co ing ut ay in  at the local uni ersity  he 
day   ctober  each year   as one o  celebration or those ho anted to 
announce their se uality and celebrate their choice hile eeling co ortable 
and con dent a ong peers in a supporti e en iron ent  

Kanyon as spea ing at orthern Kentuc y ni ersity, and  as there 
to co er the speech or the local ne spaper, the Cincinnati Enquirer hy as 
Kanyon so i portant  n the late s he had been one o  the ost a ous 

restlers on the planet  e d appeared on national tele ision ultiple ti es 
a ee , ade ore than a illion dollars and e en had his o n action gure  

e as a legend in the pro essional restling orld  
hat is, until  hen he let e eryone in on his secret  e as gay
e as a gay pro essional restler

Kanyon spoke to a large group at the university that day, and his story 
as riveting   a  not a gay an, and  a  not a huge an o  restling, but 

 kno  a good story hen  hear one, and Kanyons as ull o  passion and 
rage and sadness and so ething else   hope  Kanyon anted others to avoid 
the pain he had endured  e anted those ho are gay to be honest ith 
the selves and others, to celebrate ho they are and not have to live in ear 
o  the repercussions
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 approached hi  a ter ard  e as tall, and still t even though he d 
been a ay ro  restling pro essionally or a couple o  years  e had long, 
black hair, pulled back into a shiny ponytail  ut the rst thing you noticed 

as his easy s ile  Kanyon could talk to you and ake you eel i portant  
e as so eone ho didn t see  like he d ever been a ous   he looked like 

he could be your li elong riend
 co pli ented hi  on his speech and asked hi  here his book as   

surely,  said, anyone ith a story this good had a book in the orks  e told 
e he as talking to several people about riting a book   gave hi  y card 

and said  anted to rite it  d already been involved in riting another 
sports book, and  have riends ho are editors in the publishing orld   told 
hi  e could have a deal done that eek  e parted ays, and he pro ised 
he ould keep in touch

ver the ne t e  onths e kept in touch via e ail, and it led to us 
agreeing to rite his book  or the ne t  onths, both in person and over 
the phone, Kanyon shared his li e story ith e   recorded uch o  hat he 
said and took notes on the rest  ogether e cra ted his story, hich  uickly 
realized as going to be a tragedy  ven though Kanyon gre  up to achieve 
his drea s, he as destined to all, because his success as dependent on 
being so eone he asnt  e as trapped in a orld o  alse realities  n his 
pro essional li e he played a role, and in his personal li e he played another role  

arely, i  ever, could he truly be hi sel  o ake atters orse, he began 
to realize he su ered ro  anic depression, a serious ental a iction that 
s ung hi  bet een high points o  energy and happiness and the lo est lo s 
o  severe depression  

ven a ter revealing his secret, Kanyon as still dealing ith the ne  li e 
o  being an out gay an in a society that is anything but co ortable ith such 
honesty  or decades Kanyon had kept his secret to hi sel , or ear that he 

ould lose his ob ithin the ultra acho orld o  pro restling   and thats 
e actly hat happened  e ore co ing out, he as orced to participate in skits 

ocking gays, and hen he did announce he as gay he as let go ro  his 
ob in orld restling ntertain ent  Kanyon al ays said he as shunned 

because he as nally honest about being gay  he re ection by the industry he d 
dedicated his li e to ueled his illness, leading to adness and suicidal i pulses

n pril , , Chris Kanyon co itted suicide  ust a e  onths 
prior he and  had agreed that his book as nished  e see ed in good spirits  
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he talked o  starting a restling school  adly, Kanyon beca e another o  a long 
line o  restlers to die tragically by age  hether elled by suicide, heart 
attacks, strokes or drug overdoses, an alar ing nu ber o  restlers hadnt 
reached that age

ot only did  lose so eone  no  count as a riend, but o  uch lesser 
i portance,  ondered hat e should do ith his book  t s ritten in the 

rst person, and the story s tragic conclusion threatened to shi t the ocus 
ro  one o  courage and deter ination to one o  de eat  

ut no  hat isn t Kanyons legacy  t isn t about the last lost battle, but 
about the ght itsel  he ght against depression and the ght to be honest 
about ho you are  

ven no ,  haunted by a uestion   Kanyon had elt ore co ortable 
about co ing out sooner in his li e, ould he still be alive today  here s no 

ay to be sure, but  kno  it ould have given hi  ore o  a chance  his is 
the chance he ants to pass onto others struggling ith their se uality

hese are Kanyons last ords   his story, in his voice, the ay he anted 
it told on the page  inally, he got to de ne his o n reality   only ish he d 
had ore ti e to en oy it

 yan Clark, ugust 
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INTRODUCTION, by Jim Mitchell

or  years  had the privilege o  e periencing Chris Kanyons riendship  
hough e initially et through our utual love o  and involve ent in pro

essional restling, our roots ould go ar deeper than that  Kanyon as the 
one person  kne   could al ays count on, regardless o  the iles bet een us 
or ho  di cult and inconvenient the situation at hand ay have been

 told Chris early on, as any people did, that he as too nice o  a guy to 
be in the restling business e as honest, generous to ault, loyal and had 
an incredible degree o  personal integrity  e stood up or deserving under
dogs, despite hat it ay have cost hi , because he innately elt it as the 
right thing to do

Kanyon as directly responsible or aking y childhood drea  o  
being involved in restling on a national stage aterialize, in addition to y 
pro essional success outside o  restling   once told hi   elt guilty that  
couldn t possibly return the avor in kind on the sa e grand scale  e told e, 
 don t e pect you to  oure y best riend   did hat  did because that s hat 
riends are supposed to do

t s i possible to ully articulate y gratitude or the positive i pact his 
riendship and sel essness ade on y li e

t ti es e ought and argued like ild ani als, o ten to hilarious e tre es  
espite that, our bond re ained unbreakable
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any o  the secrets Kanyon revealed to the public in recent years had 
been shared ith e long ago   as honored that, out o  his any riends, he 
chose to con de in e early on  Chris dealt ith a level o  internal tor ent 

ost people ill never be able to grasp  o see so eone  cared or e perienc
ing that kind o  ongoing anguish as pain ul beyond description at ti es, yet 
insigni cant co pared to hat he endured

he last ti e  sa  Kanyon in person he told e that he planned to leave us  
t as a atter o  hen,  not i  e asnt sad  e asnt angry   nothing else, 

he see ed to be at peace ith hi sel  s  had done countless ti es be ore 
over the years,  tried to convince hi  that he had plenty to live or and listed 
all o  the people ho loved hi  and ould be devastated by his passing  e told 

e that  as being sel sh because  as ore orried about y o n pain than 
his  e said that he had no control over restling politics or his ental health, 
but the one thing he could control as his o n e istence  e elt no one had 
the right to insist that he go on living hen he ound doing so to be unbearable

 kne   as seeing Chris or the nal ti e hen he su ed up his eel
ings by uoting part o  organ ree ans closing onologue ro  one o  his 
avorite ovies, The Shawshank Redemption

o e birds aren t eant to be caged  heir eathers are ust too bright  
nd hen they y a ay, the part o  you that kno s it as a sin to lock the  

up does re oice  o  that he s gone, those ords have a pro ound and surpris
ingly co orting resonance

ll  could do as to give Kanyon a tear ul hug and thank hi  or being 
such a truly onder ul riend  Kanyon le t ree ans nal t o lines o  o  the 

uote he shared ith e that night   can think o  no better ay to describe 
the void his absence has le t in y li e than to close ith the

ut still, the place you live in is that uch ore drab and e pty that theyre 
gone   guess  ust iss y riend

 i  itchell, u er 
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PROLOGUE 

 gured  had  inutes le t to live  hat s all  hen d have y peace  
inutes be ore, d gotten out o  bed or the rst ti e in days and alked 

into the bathroo  here d grabbed a ull bottle o  sleeping pills  here ere 
 pills in the bottle  That should be enough,  thought as  headed or the 

kitchen  t the sink,  lled up a glass o  ater, and or hat see ed like 
hours  stared at that bottle o  pills, y thoughts racing

Is this real? Am I dreaming? Am I really going to do this, and if I do, what will 
happen? Where will I go? Will any part of me —  my consciousness, my mind, 
spirit or soul —  continue to exist? 

ust do it,   said aloud  lo ly,  brought the bottle to y outh, y 
hands shaking as uch ro  nerves as ro  the eakness and atigue o  lying 
in bed or t o onths   tilted the bottle up, but y subconscious ade e 
stop  y tongue had involuntarily blocked the pills ro  rushing out o  the 
bottle, and  put it back do n   got ad at ysel  ou puss, do it   said   
tried again, and again, but y subconscious see ed to disagree  

t didn t atter   as hell bent on ending the pain   had to ocus on the 
present   had to ocus on y reedo  

he radio in the kitchen blared one o  y avorite songs, azing,  by 
eros ith  s teven yler sang about living a lie and ishing to die,  elt 



2  W R E S T L I N G  R E A L I T Y

like eros ith as singing that song ust or e   blocked out all thought 
and ocused on s allo ing the pills  oon, d be ree o  the su ering  he 
pills tu bled out o  the bottle and do n y throat  

 as buoyed by a sudden rush o  energy and e cite ent   had done it  
ears o  su ering ere about to end  he ulti ate uestion o  hat it as like 

to die as about to be ans ered  t as e hilarating and po er ul
ddly, asn t a raid ot because  incredibly brave, but because 

although d been raised Catholic, over the years  had beco e very agnos
tic  ecause  didn t really have a belie ,  had no e pectations, good or bad, 
o  hat as ne t  ut to think  as about to kno  the ans er to the ost 
i portant o  uestions as incredible

 ent back into y bedroo , and lay back do n on the bed  t d be about 
 ore inutes until the pills began to ork and or the rst ti e in years,  

elt like d escaped   as ree ro  this serious, debilitating depression, and 
 ould have peace

 kne  it as a serious act, but hat  had done as the cul ination o  t o 
onths o  the orst depression a person can have  ou are co pletely un o

tivated, pessi istic and ithout energy  ou eel like you cant tell anyone the 
truth and youre bo ed into a corner  oure con used about ho you are and 

ho you ant to be  ou dont kno  hat else to do   thought it as the only 
escape ro  the horror  as living in  

he ost alone d ever been,  ell into a conversation ith ysel   
thought about ho  so e people say hen you try to kill yoursel  and youre 
not success ul, youre looking or attention  ell, believe e,  asn t   truly 

anted to end it all   started to think o  other ays  could ve done it  aybe 
 should ve u ped o  the roo  o  the building  hat ould ve done the trick  
ut u ping o  the roo  as no good  With your wrestling training, you’d land 

perfectly right, y inner voice said  You’d distribute your weight perfectly and 
you wouldn’t die. 

eah, too risky that  ight survive  o hat else could  have tried   
thought aybe  should ve slit y rists  hat ould be easy  oy, it s obvious 
youre not thinking straight hen youre trying to killing yoursel , right  his 
is orbid, crazy shit  y thoughts andered back  years to the su er o  

, to ong each, e  ork   as ith a bunch o  riends eating lunch 
on a beauti ul unday a ternoon at a beach ront restaurant and bar   looked 
do n at y riend  orans hands and  sa  t o bad scars on his rists  
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hat s that   asked   as innocent and na ve  
e as uick and honest ith his ans er   tried to kill ysel ,  he said  

 as stupid  nd no   have to live ith these orever  e pointed to the red
dened, agged scars that streaked both rists

 had al ays liked   as i pressed by his honesty and his con dence  
ying in bed,  s iled as  thought about hi  e probably barely re e bers 
e, i  at all, and there  as,  years later, on y deathbed, thinking about 

hi   all the thousands and thousands o  people d et, thanks predo i
nantly to y li e as a pro essional restler and being on television, it as  
ro  the old neighborhood in unnyside ho  thought about

t s odd ho  the s allest thing can change a li e  r save one  t as al ost 
unbelievable that those  seconds o  interaction ith ,  long years ago 
and ,  iles a ay, ay have ulti ately saved e  t as because o  hi   
didn t slit y rists right then and there

those two constant reminders on my wrist,  thought  Everybody’s going to know 
what I did. o instead o  cutting y rists,  took the pills  Cutting y rists 

ay have orked, i  it asn t or  t ade e think o  the song a e  by 
the oo oo olls, lyrics that lit up y o n e ories o  scars and stardo  
until they ere al ost blinding  ut the nal darkness, a s eet relie  ro  
those spotlit e ories, crept closer

*
ou think so e eird shit hen you kno  you re going to die  he ne t 

thought that ittered into y brain as that d hid ,  in one o  y socks  
t as a see ingly insigni cant thing to think o  at such a o ent  nd 

that is one o  the ironies o  all o  this  n that state o  ind,  thought about 
ho  a ul it ould be i   died, and no one got that oney   sa  tragedy in 

asting , , but totally issed the tragedy o  asting y li e   thought 
about getting the ,  out o  the sock dra er and sitting it on the dresser

anted the police or para edics to nd the oney hen they ound y body  
hen aybe y brother or y parents ould get it

Oh shit. Oh God. My parents. My brother.  sa  the  crying over y co
n at y uneral   sa  y cousins and unt Pat and ncle ohnny  hen y 

best riends  an, the o s, Kid an, urricane and the rest  hey ere all 
crying, all hurting  
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nd it as all because o  e
ut a ter t o onths o  severe depression, d gotten pretty good at block

ing thoughts out   had to block out the thoughts o  y a ily and riends 
su ering i   really anted to die   had to i   anted to stop ysel  ro  put
ting y ngers do n y throat and vo iting those pills back up   had to  o 
 did  nd poo  ll thoughts o  the  ere gone

n bed,  aited or death   dont kno  ho  long it ould take or the sleep
ing pills to kick in, but  as trying to keep y ind o  y parents and y 
a ily   gotta atch so e ,   said   as lucky  t as a unday night, so  

got to atch one o  y avorite sho s, The Simpsons  o er, art, arge and 
the rest o  the gang allo ed y thoughts to stop  nd as  atched their antics, 
the colors o  the characters and the background started to eld together   elt 

ysel  ading a ay  
 peace ca e over e   as nally escaping the despair that had been 

choking e or years   slipped a ay into so ething    not sure i  it as a 
antasy, a sleep or death   have no recollection o  the ne t three hours  here 
ere no bright lights at the end o  a tunnel, no out o body e periences or 

visions   ish  could tell you stories o  eternal bliss and peace and happiness, 
or that  sa  y dog ce, ho had died years be ore   ish  could tell you 
ho   apologized to ce or all the restling oves d practiced on hi  and 
that he orgave e and said t s ,  still love you  ut  elt and sa  nothing  
 re e ber nothing

ut in the abyss so ething happened  n the iddle o  herever y con
sciousness as, a eeling ca e over e, one d elt be ore  ne  re e bered 
ro  long ago, ro  nights o  parties and drinking  ne that rises inside o  

you, arning you, telling you it s ti e  
 had to thro  up
o e here deep inside o  e,  as trying to save y o n li e  Get to the 

bathroom, y body said  Get to the commode. Now!  tried to get up ro  the 
bed, but in the three hours since d taken the pills they d begun to take e ect  

y body as partially paralyzed and  ell to the oor, ace rst, busting open 
y nose  he blood started o ing i ediately like dirty rain ater in a gut

ter  y only thought as to get to the bathroo
 started cra ling across the oor, streaks o  cri son strea ing do n y 

ace and onto the carpet  he pill induced haze as s othering e   peed and 
shit on ysel  nd the vo it as co ing too
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hat a picture  as, this big, supposedly happy, success ul pro restler  
y dark eyes ringed ith black circles and y goatee and long black hair 

covered in blood,  cra led like a baby through y o n piss, shit, blood and 
vo it  t as pathetic   as pathetic  ut  nally ade it to the bathroo  
and hat a sight it ust have been  a si our, pound athlete curling up 
as s all as he could around the toilet  n short, violent spurts, the pills ere 
co ing out o  e   thre  up all the ood and bile ro  y sto ach, and  
dry heaved or about  inutes ore   nally pulled back ro  the co

ode and  leaned back on the all, ust across ro  a irrored closet door
 sa  hat  looked like in that irror  sad and pathetic, certainly no 

cha pion  Certainly no role odel  s  literally aced ysel ,  realized  as 
not a good son, brother, uncle, riend or person   as a beaten, sel sh, sick 
loser   sa  hat d beco e, and  as not proud

 uttered the ords   the ords  ould never orget   staring do n this 
broken do n person  o  did you let yoursel  get to this point   asked  

hat the hell have you done to yoursel




