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​​FOREWORD

By BUBBA RAY DUDLEY
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“A Man’s Man” those are the words that have been coming to mind for almost one year now. It has been about that long since Dann who is going to be my father-in-law asked me to be one of only two people to write the foreword of his autobiography. I was ﬂattered when he asked me to do so and yes, a bit intimidated. Intimidated, there’s a word I don’t use much because I don’t get intimidated, I do the intimidating. But other than my own father, Dann Carr is the one man I have the most respect for. He might be the biggest Oxy-Moron in the history of the world. A cross between Arnold Schwarzenegger, Chuck Zito, and Ernest Hemingway. How could a man with the physical intimidation of Arnold, the street cred intimidation of Chuck, be one of the kindest men and eloquent writers I have ever met? Dann has earned the same respect that I have given my own father and Uncle Nick. He has become one of my best friends.

How many guys can say that about their father-in-law? In some ways he has taught me more about life than anyone else. He is smart, witty, funny, and tough and has never turned his back on any one of his true friends. This man would die for his friends.

Just ask Donnie or Spuddy or any of the other true buddies Dann grew up with. They’ll tell you. Other than his words of wisdom, teaching me the correct technique for successful arm-wrestling or encouraging me to do 10 sets of 10 reps of bicep a day, Dann has given me the best gift of all, his daughter Fawnfeather. She is smart, witty, funny, and tough just like her dad and I respect her just as much. A girl? A girl? Yes Dann a beautiful one at that. I have heard many of the stories in this book and some of them ﬁve or six times and they never get old. And another thing, they are all true. Some of them seemed so outlandish that I needed proof and every time we go back to Erie, PA to visit, the truth is what I get. Dann is a great man, a great friend, a great dad, a great arm wrestler, a great writer, a great advice giver, but most of all Apache Dann Carr is a great warrior. And even the greatest warriors “Gotta be Tuff to be Lucky.
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1 - INTRODUCTION
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My ﬁrst book called, TUF-LUCK, was subtitled, Autobiography/Self-Help Guide for Tuff-Guys. It was written in 2007 at the age of 59. The following is part of that introduction which will blend into the introduction of this book “Stolen Brand” that picks up the next 18 years of my Earth Walk.

The following is a list of incidents, accidents, and mishaps, that I was Lucky enough to make it through. I will give brief description of most of them; many will be discussed in the sequence of the story. I once heard it said that I was always Flirting with Danger, but after a while I think I went to the next level and got Engaged to Danger. A very Long Engagement. It would seem there is enough for a couple of Lifetimes, but Hey... who’s counting when you’re having so much fun !  

Fell in a nest of timber Rattlesnakes at 18 years old at Camp Hill.


Stung on the Tongue – Hornets – 18 yrs. old – Camp Hill

Torn Ligaments i n Knee – Near suﬀocation in Pig Manure – C amp Hill. Electrocution – Camp Hill – a live wire outside Forestry Camp

Fell down a ﬂight of stairs – with a Refrigerator strapped to my back Tire Blowout – at 105 M.P.H. – Buﬀalo, N.Y.

Fell 2 ﬂoors from a broken plank – holding 2 buckets of mortar into a b asement.

Did not spill or drop buckets. My feet were planted, ankles deep in mud. Hampy Construction – my ﬁrst job home from Camp Juvenile at 19 years old.

Dangled from broken Scaﬀolding – 5 0ft. above f reezing lake water, while scrapping side of ship for paint prep. I had to climb back up to top of scaﬀold until crew members pulled up whole unit. I cannot swim.

Lightning Strike – three friends and four others we didn’t know waited under a tree for a storm to pass in Northeast, a town outside Erie, Pa – Lightning hit tree and sent everyone to the ground – except me – two were hospitalized.

Charged and bitten in butt by 500lb Boar in the Piggery
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Camp Hill

[image: ]Ran over by Motorcycle – a challenge stunt pulled one night on Parade St. with some


overzealous biker friends. Broke an ankle there
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[image: ]. Attacked by Crows – at 80ft on a steel structure at the Grain Elevator in the Erie


Dock area. This was a night – me and a friend were challenging, he said he could “climb steel like an ironworker” – he quit on the second ﬂoor, I went to top. The crows were protecting a nest up there. Two of them put on an aerial assault, I almost lost my footing and fell, but I made it to a column and went down slowly. They nailed me several times in the head and temple area.

Bear encounters twice – once on a challenge late one night at the Erie Zoo.

My lifelong friend from the projects, Matt DeForce instigated that one. He is now the Boxing Coach of the Fighting Eagles. The other was in Tionesta, Pa. – a face to muzzle encounter 10 yards apart.

Chocked by a chimp , wrestled a large chimp at a fair in Sharon, Pa, the chimps cheat, it's like they have four hands1 he rammed me into the corner holding bars with his hands and curled his legs up and was choking me with his foot ugh!

Kicked in the groin by a buck, just some redneck games with my ironworker friends Gale Ruth the original Grizzley Adams of the mountains in Oil City,and Titusville Grand Valley

area of PA. Attacked by a rabid raccoon, a raccoon opened the screen door of my friend Jim Ruths place that i was staying at. He rumbled right at me while i was watching tv . I jumped behind the couch amd was holding him off with a picture i took from the wall. His dog came in and did battle with the coon, the coon was

shot , the dog did not fare so well!

Playing chicken on the train tracks.

Forced into being the bearer of bad news, breaking up a party of Hells Angels at Cailfornia east,a biker bar owned  by me and partner Don Plonski / We had to tell them that their bikes parked outside were now lying on the ground in a tangled mess. This reserved area was knocked over by a drunk patron. I was personally in charge of guarding said Angel property . This domino of damage was about to unleash some unimaginable mayhem .Those are not motorcycles, they are cherished and loved as any family member , now abused members.Street court is now open,justice will be served immediately.

Coconuts in the sky, 2 near misses with coconuts in Miami, my apartment complex had a small area where we would sit and get some sun. Nobody warned us about it. The trees were tall and curved. One of those little bowling balls will crack your head. I did not tan in the yard after that.
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Samurai attack, an Indian , who i had recently got into a fight with, came back into my friend Rasty's bar in Jamestown ny,with a sword. he took 2 vicious swipes at me .




I ducked the first one, the blade whizzed across the top of my head, i could feel the steel go through my hair. I grabbed a metal bar stool to block a swing. The sword flew out of his hand when the blade hit the stool. A bystander guy picked it up and threw it over the bar counter, i unleashed everything on this guy,taken away in an ambulance, totally unconscious when he left. Over the next week I ended up ﬁghting two of his brothers. The same results with the second one and the third one hit me over the head with a tire iron in the parking lot. A friend of Rasty’s pulled a gun on him and he tried to run, but they caught him a few doors down. When I got to him, they stood him up and he kicked m e in the balls and lit me. We ended up in the street and were inches from being run over by a passing car.
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the cops came when i was putting it to him; he was in the fetal position. Rasty knew the cop and they let me go but took him in for disorderly conduct. The only time I had to ﬁght an Indian.


The small falls, 22 ft, and 30 ft. i was carrying sheeting deck on a small building roof in Erie when a gust of wind blew me off i kept the sheet in my hands. landed in a snow bank that was half sand next to a concrete mixer. The big fall, 72 ft. full details in iron Dann chapter.

Walls of concrete ,a slab of concrete weighing several tons crashing down from my face, Hilton Hotel, Erie , pa. details in iron dann.

Acute renal failure, kidney shut down. total paralysis of the legs. details in story.


Chocked on food in the restaurant had to give myself the Heimlich maneuver by running into the corner of a wall partition. knocked over three tables of diners eating while thrashing around trying to get air.




Attacked by a stranger with a buck knife, at a diner in Oil City,, while having lunch with 8 ironworkers, man told friend, " i looked like someone who needed to die"!




Danns fan club, walked into a old garage fan at Spuddys house naked in the middle of the night, nearly severed penis off. ouch!

Stick of dynamite thrown into our tent. Pearl and I were sleeping in a cot at a biker party. The fuse went out , and rolled under the cot, it was in the middle of a biker war in Buffalo NY.

Oxygen blow up, in my bed at Hamot Hospital, ironworker friends sneak into the hospital after leaving bar one day, one block away after my fall, in my body cast. Federal Court, 4 counts of 10 to 20 years of indictment prosecutor Richard Thornberg who ended up being the Attorney General for the United States and the Governor of PA. Scary!

Bad blood, i was given the wrong blood type at the hospital, had a strong reaction to it, vomiting and scratching until they realized it was a mistake.

Hit by an out of control truck driver on a construction site, knocked into a ditch with teh front wheels of the truck landing right near my head, Conneaut , Ohio.




Stand up and die like a man! my cousin Irish Frankie Crawford, a boxer had just been shot, in the back with a 44 magnum and was lying on the ground dying a few feet




from me. I was crouching behind a 66 Mustang. – Story in Apache Dann

Arrested in LA , for abduction and unlawful restraint. i was picked up outside , a gym in north Hollywood, and held a jail for 3 days i was in the wrong place at the wrong time, case of mistaken identity. They got their man , i went back home to Erie, the Steeler Fans were coming off the planes in the airport, they were playing the Rams in the Superbowl in Los Angeles. i become a Steeler fan that day i hate LA!

Ambush on I 4 Orlando FL, Surived three close range shots of a rive by shooting full details in mr. Dann chapter.

"Drop the knife , take one more step and you are dead!" , there i was in Las Vegas, Nevada, standing in a pair of just boxer shorts , and cowboy boots, holding a bloody knife in my hand. the cops had a blinding light in my face and two weapons drawn directly toward me! Full details later chapters.



There have been 10 separate incidents with loaded weapons put on me. Although every time a gun is drawn on you it is a serious event. I put the two above and one more from a whacked-out chick in Jamestown on my Nine Lives List.

Five incidents with knives, 2 with straight razors, and one barbeque fork. In well over 200 street ﬁghts I have been struck or hit with – a tire iron, 2x4, riﬂe butt, frying pan, beer bottles, police black jack, police baton, cinder block, shovel handle, crotchet mallet, bass guitar, telephone receiver, brass knuckles, car antenna, chain with steel ball attached, lamp, and etc.

Well, you get the picture; I’ve contacted a lot of stuﬀ that wasn’t created to inﬂict harm on a human being.


STUFF HAPPENS THOUGH.


It’s been interesting. Conﬂict Resolution could pop up anywhere at any time. Some of the out of the norm places such as, a cemetery, on a roller coaster ride, a haunted house, a penny pitch at a church bazaar, waiting in line for tickets to a children’s ballet, paying a parking ticket in the police dept., at a blood bank, in a parade on 4th of July, during an egg toss game at a picnic, after an award ceremony given to me at City Hall, and even while I was waiting during the delivery of my daughter Raven sitting at the Dock in Erie, Pa. I suppose anyone reading this would think I was a real A Hole and you’re entitled to that opinion, but I am not ashamed or embarrassed because every beef I was in, I felt that I was defending the honor of myself, a family member, a friend, or a stranger. It didn’t matter then and it doesn’t matter now, if you disrespect, intimidate, or provoke me or someone in my presence, then expect to be called out by myself, you can’t bluﬀ me, you must throw it down or throw it down and step away.

to this point in my life – Good or Bad. A man makes his decision and must live with the consequences.

Every man must draw his own “Line in the Sand.” What you do when it is crossed is as varied as we are as individuals. My only advice is to be consistent and honest with yourself because ultimately that’s whose opinion matters most.

––––––––
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Do I have any regrets...of course. Many negative occurrences in life are regrettable. They also can be educational or even inspirational if you want them to be. This Tuf-guy stuﬀ didn’t come to me easily; in fact, I did everything I could possibly do to avoid physical confrontations.

In the projects where I was raised, the kids on the streets fought constantly. It was part of growing up at that time. Not for me though, I ran away every chance I could. When I couldn’t, or was caught, I just took the beating. It wasn’t till I was nearly seventeen years old that I realized the “turn the other cheek thing” wasn’t going to work. I was born and raised in a place and in a time that seemed to encourage and even glorify the physical traits of a person’s character. In sports, in politics, or on the streets it didn’t matter. From bikers to businessmen if you’re considered a Tuff-guy you were respected and given a special status. During my early trek down this Tuff-guy path I became very acquainted with each District Justice of the Peace in every ward of the city. Most of them had backgrounds that came from the amateur boxing that ﬂourished in the late forties and ﬁfties era. Jimmy Hogan was a real throwback Tuf-guy who I had to face several times for altercations in the Lower Eastside ward, which was his district. He cut me several breaks but always gave me a stern warning to clean up my act.

The cop who ﬁnally got me sent to jail down state was an ex-boxer who carried his past on his face. I don’t think anyone told him it was legal to duck a punch. He became a political legend, from Chief of Police to President of City Council, where he would present me an award from the city twenty years after sending me to jail. Mario Bagnoli was as Tuff as they came. Our perennial Major can attest to that; he ran the city for over twenty years. His prominence as a football coach preceded him into the political arena and leadership of the city.

The unique geographies of the city lends itself to an underdog ﬁghter’s mentality. I have seen and have been a part of this attitude over the years. We are directly in the middle of the Industrial Triangle, which covers three major cities in three separate states. Approximately one hundred miles separates us from Pittsburgh, Pa, Buﬀalo, N.Y., and Cleveland, Ohio.

No other city in the country has three NFL franchises that are close to them. Believe me, it’s civil war from September to January every year. The problem is we are known more as a town that others come to in the summer to enjoy our scenic spot on the Peninsula of Lake Erie. Too far away from Pittsburgh to share its nationally known image as a Tuff place inhabited by a mass of Tuff-people, or Philadelphia, the east coast version of the Oakland Raider mentality. Maybe it is a reason why that team

tries harder. I’m not sure, but it works. Remember the Tough Man contests taking place across the country in the mid-eighties. Erie was “Too Tuff” for them! They had to negotiate with us before they could even compete in our city. We have been doing our own Tuff-Man competition for many years before they started up. We called them the “Black and Blue Bouts”. When we did participate in the tough man ﬁghts in Pittsburgh and the Tri-State area. We dominated them. When we turned our ﬁghters legit and participated in amateur and Golden Gloves Boxing, we went undefeated for nearly two decades. We fought against the major cities in a four-state area and gained respect from all in the ﬁghting community. When Pittsburgh conducted its 50th anniversary Golden Gloves tournament – who do you think won the Outstanding Fighter Award? Not a Pittsburgher, but Mighty Mike Maggio from Erie, Pa. You think they wanted to hand that trophy over to us? Not a chance, but he earned it. Same thing happened in Philadelphia when Joe Frazier trained a ﬁghter with the sole intention of knocking out Mighty Mike.

Joe even told this to Mike’s parents, but again the Tuff-kid from Erie prevailed. In Sweden on the Olympic boxing team against a European Champion – again Outstanding Fighter Award – Mighty Mike – Erie, Pa.


They laughed at our Fighting Eagle logo at our ﬁrst Keystone State Games appearance.


After the medal ceremony they were asking to trade the ﬁghters for those same shirts.

The original athletic reality show that became popular worldwide was the American Gladiators. The origins of that show began in my hometown of Erie, Pa. This was the staple event at the annual Hard Hat picnics conducted by the Union Ironworkers Local #348. Any Tuf-guy worth his salt in the Trades from the Tri-State area gave it a shot at this blue-collar Olympics. The games started out as a diversion from all the physical confrontations that erupted on a frequent basis. “Working’ Hard – Playing Harder” that was our motto. When the American Gladiators conducted an eighty-city tour across America, it was Erie, Pa that had the highest ratio of contenders who made it through the demanding physical criteria.

The people in the non-traditional Tuff-guy environment, the white-collar workers, have the same mentality. Hey, our Toughest Man Champion and heavyweight ﬁghter who ruled the area was a used car salesman. With his freckled face, bright red hair, and pressed white shirt, Brent “The Bull” Doolittle made it to the ﬁnals of the World’s Toughest Man contest in Detroit, Michigan. A nasty gash from a head butt is the only thing that kept Brent from the World’s Toughest Man Title that year. They wouldn’t let him continue into the championship bout.

The Police and Fireﬁghters face oﬀ each year in a football game and no it’s not ﬂag football. We have a sitting judge, the honorable John Trucilla, who could come oﬀ the bench and dispense a little street justice with any of the bad boys who stand in front of him in court. I’ve seen him leave his oﬀce in a ﬂash one day when he was a federal District Attorney. He came into the Lower Eastside gym to confront a local Tuff-guy who had made a disparaging remark

that he thought would go unchecked, not this time. He wasn’t there to litigate; he came to the old school. The Chief of Police looks like a Marvel Comic action ﬁgure and sets the tone for those

Bill, who nailed him with a squirt gun while he was standing on a corner oﬀ duty a few years ago.

Bill Knapp wasn’t just a head labor leader locally; he was a Sergeant of Arms for the entire International Ironworkers Union. Top Tuff-guy for the Tuf-est Hard Hat union in the country at the time.

Billy Blanks, another internationally known Tuff-guy, has made it his mission, and a lot of money, to Tuf-en up our country’s general populace. His Tuff roots developed and matured on the streets of Erie, Pa. Florida gives you oranges, we give you Tai-Bo.

When the country was rocked and dazed by that sucker punch on 9/11 the ﬁrst thing we did when we got back on our feet was to put a better self-defense plan together. The Department of Homeland Security was formed and given the job of taking on this new challenge.

The President, I’m sure, had an ample amount of competent, courageous, and patriotic Americans to choose from in heading up this daunting task. He chose Erie native Tom Ridge.

Tom is a decorated Viet-Nam Veteran. He survived the jungles of NAM and jumped into the jungle of Pennsylvania politics. Erie, Pa to the Governors chair to the Director of National Security. The Countries Head Bouncer is the way I see it, Tuff-Guy for sure.

So, you see, I’m just one guy who was Lucky enough to be raised in a place full of Tuff people with a Tuff attitude. Sometimes though,

“YA GOTTA BE TUF – TO BE LUCKY”

I can now add six more dangerous Life Mishaps that I was LUCKY to make it through safe enough to open the gift of another day, presented to me from the CREATOR.

of in a road rage incident -


Survived the first of 3 strokes at 60 years old! a tree punch combo setting me up for a knockout blow.

​Beat the big one, chest cracked open like a Thanksgiving turkey for open heart surgery at age 68. I now have a nice 10 inch chest zipper scar.

i had to fight my way through a 6-man swat team, nine months after the surgery to stop the cops from shooting my son Rob 'Apache' who was the president of the Outlaws chapter of the Fl motorcycle club. Story in Senior Dann.




At 75 years old , i found myself in a road rage incident , i have played out so many times before. Cars fling open , two testosterones juiced up angry drivers , one testosterone depleted , story in Senior Dann. ..



––––––––
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Survived a sepstis attack- ,a week long painful struggle to make it through the life



threatening symptoms that can strike you quicker than a cobra. Stats say the people with my heart condition only have a 30-40% survival rate.


My book Stolen Brand is not a tale of woe but a tale of ‘WATCHOUT’. I am not Moses coming down from the mountain to preach. I am a living scarecrow with a story to teach. Some people’s lives are just that, a warning to heed. I hope as you read my story you will ﬁnd it as entertaining as it is enlightening. I have spent my last 18 years in the Professional Wrestling Entertainment Business preparing students from 52 diﬀerent countries for Hall of Fame Dudley Boys Professional Wrestling Academy. Two of the well-known Tuﬀest Wrestling Warriors ever in the Tuﬀest Business to make it through. The art of Pro Wrestling is magic and muscle telling you a story between the ropes. The formula of the story is timeless, but each match is uniquely forged by Blood, Sweat, and Tears of Pain and Preparation of the ﬁghters/performers before you.

My job is simple and the most successful people know that ‘secret to success’. Simply work with your opponent in whatever endeavor you apply for. Muhamad Ali said if his opponent was up and running at 4 in the morning then he would get up at 3am. I must make you stronger each day you step through our door, both physically and mentally. I once entered a world arm-wrestling contest that had world record holders in 3 separate power lifting events. I knew that I wasn’t the strongest man there that day, but I believed in myself and my training intensity that I was going to be ‘THE STRONGEST THE LONGEST’. As Paul Harvey, a legendary radio personality always said before his broadcast, “AND NOW FOR THE REST OF THE STORY”.
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​​BONE BREAKER
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That's what my close friends in the family referred to me as, not to my face directly but I did hear it in a couple of private conversations. When writing my book, TUFF LUCK, this is a part of my life I was limited to discuss for several reasons. I was working at a level 6 corrections facility called FIRST STEP in Orlando, FL and I was licensed by the state. I had my license revoked after my ﬁrst 3 months when it was discovered that I had been imprisoned at a juvenile facility for a year and a half at Camp Hill, PA. At my appeal hearing my license to work was reinstated due to the eﬀorts of police detective, Richard Runtstedler, a legendary Top Cop of Erie, PA and of John Trucilla, assistant U.S. attorney Chief Erie-Division. Those two letters of recommendation are the reasons why I spent the next 8 years doing this job that I enjoyed so much. Working with and helping young men who were at such a critical point of their lives that I once found myself in. I had done this back home for 16 years on my own time, but for now in Florida, after the American Gladiators live show closed, I needed a real job to pay the bills. If my American Gladiators creation had not been abducted/stolen I would have had the resources to build a youth center just like I had back home.

Perception is reality as they say, it was obvious early on that my perception as a street Tough-Guy had to be drastically altered if I was to be taken seriously as what they now call a COMMUNITY ORGANIZER. The kind of young Bad Boys I was attempting to ORGANIZE would only have respected what I had said... BECAUSE of the fact I was THE LEGENDARY TUF GUY. As a known scab buster, it seemed more publicly acceptable, I was defending working rights at the local union workers. My energy and ﬁghting skills now had a PURPOSE, not just a public nuisance that involved Bar or Biker Brawls that was selﬁsh nonsense in the public's eye.

Breaking Bones for what is called ORGANIZED CRIME, would probably be stretching the thin line of credibility I had created. That was a bit too far for the community leaders I had cultivated as supporters.

The word, ENIGMA, might have a more personally appropriate description of who I really was. It means 'a person or thing that is mysterious, puzzling or diﬀcult to understand.' Everyone's life starts out as a puzzle, but puzzles come in diﬀerent levels of diﬀculty. My own puzzle comes in the form of a TRIANGLE. This was made aware to me by my Close Friend Tony Ciotti at a gathering of friends after the premiere of the American Gladiators Documentary. He called it a “TRIFECTA OF TROUBLE”. The conversation went on through the evening with these groups of men talking at the tables moved to form that exact shape. He says, "If this was a movie, nobody would believe it. Your life was a fucking movie!" On the Law Enforcement side there were a half-dozen retired police oﬀcers... a current Sheriﬀ Dept. Captain, a Federal U.S. Attorney General, an Erie County Judge, a local murder mystery author, and a Pennsylvania

Head of Drug Enforcement. The second side of the Triangle were Biker Friends from several clubs and associate reps of the Hells Angels and the Outlaws who were very close friends of my Son, Rob 'APACHE', who was the President of the Florida chapter until he passed away a few years ago. The third part of that Triangle was the Tony Ciotti and friends who represented my association and friendship with his Father CY CIOTTI, who I worked with for Two Decades of my life from 1974-1994. Each side of this Trifecta intermittently spoke up about personal stories of street interaction that were a part of our lives and the reason for this unusual Bonding we shared together.

Many of them were not for polite public consumption, ha! On Tony's side a few stories about my years working as the Head Bouncer at his Father’s Calabrese Club. The Calabrese Club was thrown in the pot of pieces of my personal puzzle. Tony had been taking pictures and videos all through the premiere but felt uncomfortable around this part of the Powwow of police friends of mine. I wasn't aware at the time but there were a couple of them who had direct involvement in putting Cy into a Federal Penitentiary. I should have been more conscious of that, but I had been mesmerized by the rebooting of my own stories, many of them I had forgotten about. They played out across my mind like an old grainy 8mm movie reel. I was amused at how each one was tied with a badge of aﬀection they felt being a particular part of that peculiar past of my own life’s interaction. This also leads up to the OTHER shady side of my history.

It is out of RESPECT for the people and their families intertwined in this special world of mystery that you have been allowed to enter. I won’t insult your integrity or sensibilities by saying that men in this part of the Triangle are as Honorable as the others because Honor is subjective, and the meaning has varying ‘SHADES OF GREY’ attached to it depending on who’s levels of loyalty the ADJECTIVE is being viewed and deﬁned through. The only reason that I had for even thinking about discussing these matters was a very important incident that had recently been brought to my attention by my daughter, Fawnfeather. This is going to be her Autobiography, and my life will be seen through her eyes and intimate Life Experiences. The ‘GIFT ‘ oﬀered to her will be revealed in the latter part of the documentary/movie being

presented. No part of this chapter would be written without the permission of Tony Ciotti. Fawn was the ﬁrst to Respect the FAMILY'S wishes on any talk of using this essential part of the overall story. Just as Fawn has been a ﬁrst hand observer of all parts of my life's story, the same can be said of that same family intimacy between Cy and son Tony. With that said, we feel comfortable enough to share a few inside details of this previously Hidden Chapter entitled, 'Bone Breaker Dann'. This will be placed between the other Chapters of Tuff Luck called, Dann Dann, Dancing Dann, Crazy Dann, Iron Dann, Apache Dann, President Dann, Gladiator Dann, Mr. Dann, and ﬁnally Senior Dann to be written.” Someone ﬂies in, someone ﬂies out", these are the words spoken to my daughter from Cy Ciotti.

They were told to her at the WAKE of my mother’s funeral. I was only made aware of this 'GIFT' many years later and of a similar oﬀer made to her again by a close friend of Cy's, John Fasselmeyer, and a business partner of mine... Family Business. He was dying of cancer and one of the last acts of Friendship was to "Make things Right" concerning my own personal problems. I don't think that she was aware at the time of Cy’s family business. I was that guy who had been doing some of that Flying in and out... Boston, Syracuse, Albany, Detroit, Cleveland, Pittsburgh, etc... You look just like your own Family’s Business, you hire a Specialist to take care of the problem at hand. For leaking pipes, you call a plumber. Wiring is going bad?

You reach out to electricians. If paint is peeling, where’s the paint crew? Door lock jammed, hit the yellow pages for a good Locksmith... you get it. We need a specialist to ﬁx Special Problems, the most experienced are the most Desirable. My specialty was, and there just isn’t any way to sugar coat it, was ‘BREAKIN BONES’! ! It’s nothing you could put on a resume, but it was a skill set needed and it has a short job description for this profession. In the underworld pages of Cy’s business directory as a General Contractor, I had a 4 Star Rating... not patting myself on the back, just pointing out that just like everything else I attempted to do... I wanted to be the Best...

ATTITUDE IS EVERYTHING!

I proved it in my world of Arm Wrestling, and expressed this to every student I’ve ever encountered, Boxing, MMA, Body Building, Arm Wrestling, Pro Wrestling or as a Life Coach... Attitude is the Key Ingredient. As I mentioned earlier, all must be done with HONOR, or it’s meaningless to me. That’s my code. I mentioned before how I justiﬁed

my role as the head of ironworkers GOON SQUAD as it was called. As the Doorman/Bouncer or Greeter which it was referred to in Miami, my job was to control Human Combustion/Fights which must be put out immediately. The police were a clean-up crew. The damage done to people and property was already beyond salvage. I was that Fire Extinguisher on the wall, to be used in an Emergency Only. Ray Ferritto once described me to Cy, Vinnie, and Tony as a Warning Shot. That was accurate, because everyone I ever had to deal with were street dudes that knew life, they were a part of. Some were real bad dudes that had been responsible

for others’ pain and misery. These were no innocent bystanders that I dealt with. Shed no tears of imaginary sympathy for anyone caught on the wrong side of the Door that Apache Dann knocked on.

Strength is the only thing that people in our world respect. Fear is the ﬂavor of the just Deserts on the House Menu the moment you stepped into the door of our Diner of Drama. Most just peak in the windows but just like the people that enter an amusement park; some line up at the rollercoaster, while some head into the House of Horrors... for the scare. Trust me, it's a real SCARY form of entertainment. One thing is the common thread that Binds All... MONEY.

The Cotton Candy, Ferris Wheel, The Magic Show, The Clowns, The Train Ride, everybody needs a TICKET... The ticket is our part of the Show/Entertainment, an all-access pass that entitles you to Ride EVERYDAY... That ticket can sometimes cost you more than a Few Dead Presidents... those Presidents can multiply faster than a Rabbit on Viagra. You should have jumped into that Roller Coaster Lane, maybe you would have gotten a slight headache... Now your Head and a few other adjoining Body Parts won’t forgive you for the price you’re going to pay. Just a few metaphors to pass on, hopefully to paint a less threatening picture of the life I’m about to describe in a few stories. The Amusement Park ‘Amuses Me’, and my close friends know I like to amuse myself and if someone else can appreciate my form of humor then that’s the ICING ON THE CAKE... wait, who wants to Eat Cake without Icing, and should it even be called, cake? Hmmm, alright, alright, I’m getting back on track with this BONE BREAKER stuﬀ, that’s what ya came for, right! My ﬁrst contact with my eventual mentors/sponsors in this business came about the same time at the age of Twenty years old.

Encounters with Both men were not very positive, but that’s entirely on me. Remember what I called that chapter?... Crazy Dann. I found many years later that I had been very LUCKY and didn’t realize it. So serious that it should have been placed in my Lucky list in front of the book it , and didn’t realize it. So serious that it should have been placed in my Lucky list in front of the book. The ﬁrst was outside the Richford Hotel on 5th Street. In a car waiting for the light to change, I see my girlfriend Pearl stepping outside of the club being escorted by ﬁve very well-dressed men heading towards waiting limousine. My car door ﬂew open as I sprinted to the sidewalk confronting this group of businessmen in suits A closer quick assessment, I realized it was Cy and those were his friends of the Italian persuasion. I spit out a slew of racial slurs like Fuckin Wop’s, Dagos, Guineas, Meatballs, you know the stuﬀ, all to provoke and insult the dudes that were absconding with my property.
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Three of them shoved her into the limo, while Cy was trying to explain to me what was going on. This one dude standing at his side with his hand in his pocket said, “Let me take care of him.” As I stepped towards him Cy jumped in between and calmly said, Danny, you don’t want to do this.” Just then, the limo pulls right next to us

and the man inside barks at the dude, "Get the Fuck in the Car!" Like a dog on his master’s command, he snapped out of the laser like eye contact he had on me and went into the limo with Cy right behind...

"Relax kid, she's being taken care of."

[image: ]Those were the last words I heard from him about Pearl for over a year. I came across Cy in the oﬀice of Vinnie Agustino, who owned the Hottest club in Erie at that time, FAT DADDYS on Peninsula Drive. I had been ﬁshing for felines at this watering hole even while I was under 21, but never asked me for a card. I looked very mature for my age. The problem was that I also had a half-dozen ﬁghts, scuﬀes, and confrontations that disturbed the peace at this club. This was a period when I hadn't made my Bones yet in the Adult Social World of Erie, PA. I was well known in the Teen Community of Bad Boys, but this was the Next Step Up. There was a whole new set of Grizzly Veterans of the Local Bar Wars that eagerly awaited any new young bucks like me too be culled from the herd... I knew that and was Ready to Establish myself as a Legitimate Contender.

Mythical Title of Erie’s “Baddest Dude” and any slightest perceived challenge for that was answered immediately. Muhammed Ali who was my favorite Athlete/Fighter in my teens said something very prophetic in his Golden Years, “If a man thinks the same way at 50 as he did at 20, he’s wasted 30 years of his life.”... Nailed it Brother! Me at 20 could not survive very long unless some major cities attitude adjustments were about to take place.

This is why I have a soft spot for the young Warrior’s I have had the privilege to tutor as a Life Coach.

That ‘cocoon’ period needs special attention if the inside is fortunate to ﬁnd his WINGS. Vinnie’s bouncers, which there were always three of, had gotten some heat from his boss a week earlier due to what Vinnie witnessed a week before in the men’s room....

No man that ever had an encounter, an unpleasant experience, or a straight up Fight with APACHE DANN, was Sucker Punched or Hit unaware or didn’t see my Face Directly before the Battles Began. No creeping up, stalking suddenly from behind shit. That’s just not this Warrior’s Way. I had a Beef with two dudes who followed me in. It was over with some girl who had asked me to dance, turns out she was just provoking her boyfriend who had upset her earlier. I was basically being used by that conniving broad. He was smart enough to recruit a friend to help him take me out, but neither was Tough enough to fucking get the JOB done. When the bouncer came in, he just stood there watching. The ﬁrst guy was in the corner, holding his face

lost three or four front teeth. The other one was in the fetal position getting his ribs pounded...

Two weeks before, this bouncer and I got into it at a bar downtown called the “The Pilot House”. I hit him with an open hand to the face that stunned him enough to back oﬀ and plead with me to stop... he just QUIT. From a FUCKING SLAP?!... DAMN... Anyways, he was terriﬁed of me, and it showed when I came into the club. His co-workers had no clue about this incident, and I had no reason to humiliate him in front of them. They assumed he was a bad ass, but I knew better. Vinny snapped out on him when he witnessed him watching the ﬁght going on in front of him. So, it was apparent he still had his job when he told me, “Vinny wants to see you in his oﬀce.”

As I entered the oﬀice, I saw Cy sitting in a chair next to Vinny smoking a cigar. “How’s it going kid?”, he says. I glanced up and saw Pearl. Over the next hour I will ﬁnd out where she has been and who she is with. Thanks to Cy, I'm still walking without a cane to support me. This was my ﬁrst near encounter... someone ﬂies in, someone ﬂies out situation.


The man with Pearl was wearing a tan overcoat and was a ranking member of the Magaddino Family out of Buﬀalo N.Y. The stubborn dude next to Cy was his personal bodyguard. He was FUCKING FURIOUS and didn’t want to leave town that night without popping a slug into the knee of that, “Big mouth Punk.”... That would be ME. Cy talked him down and out of that bad outcome he intended for me. It was Pearl who caught wind of another plot of vengeance. Cy tells me, it’s Vinny’s turn to pull the plug on my fun meter at FAT DADDY’S establishment. “You got to go, Dann. You’re a fuckin trouble magnet. You’re costing me business. You’re intimidating and people tell me they leave when you come in.

The damn doorman I got is scared shitless of you!” My attempt to state my case of being the victim of circumstances was shaken oﬀ like a dog scratching his ﬂeas. That is just about how he looked at me, a fuckin nuisance that needed taken care of. It wasn’t till years later while sitting in Vinny’s oﬀice trailer at his car lot that I found out what “Plan B” was in store for me if my “ATTITUDE” didn’t suit them. Three new doormen were going to be waiting for my arrival... Their jobs were for One Night Only and they all lived in the Buﬀalo, N.Y. zip code area.

Apparently, my attitude was suﬀcient enough to derail this Day-of Doom for the young Hot Head. Crazy Dann’s life likes to pull the JOKER out of its deck at times because these two men of Honor became very close friends and business associates of mine right until the end of their Earth Walk. Hoka Hey, Brothers! Warrior Spirits Never Die......



I don't know the extent of Vinny’s 'Family' involvement, only Cy would know that, but he had his hands in everything. The car lot on 26th and Browns Avenue was his obvious business, but he owned clubs, apartment buildings, body shops, and an interest in a restaurant that we always held talks in with every person of importance in Little Italy and beyond. His presence showed up in the Union Business, and he became friends with my mentor, Bill Knapp. This is when we become more comfortable.

I was now in my mid-twenties and left my Crazy Dann persona behind... well truthfully, he never left but found a comfortable place to sleep in that Cerebral Closet ﬁlled with many other items of youthful interest to be discarded. We all have that closet, right? Two or three times a week I would pull in to hangout and bullshit with whatever crew he was holding court at the time. He seemed to enjoy my presence and liked to hear of the Ironworker episodes of drama. Bill Knapp liked to express my exploits of Scab Busting that I was getting a new kind of reputation for. As I said earlier, the ﬁghts were now honorable. I was probably still a prick in his eyes but now I was a prick with a purpose, ha! Cy and Ray Feretto would also be frequent players in this close-knit group, the double-wide, the coﬀee shop, the dinner next door, and when he built a nice room at the back of the body shop it was only reserved for Special Conversations. REPO-MAN... this was going to be my ﬁrst step in to the murky waters of the Business not on the ledgers.

We always heard complaints from someone who owed money, either cars or personal loans. Vinny was the bank. I personally had to borrow from the Bank of Vinny and he ﬁnanced a couple of cars for me. One day he asked me if I would take a ride with a guy who was going to pick up a car for him, and if there was a problem for me to “Handle It”. There was no problem that day and he liked how I Handled It, and I liked the easy money! There would be many more trips but not always for cars, instead it would be for CASH. As I pulled up one day he seemed very agitated and asked me to come into the back of the shop, a place I hadn’t been invited to previously. He asked me to take a ride with him this time... “Where are we going?”, I asked. He gave me that look with his big bushy eyebrows, and I instantly knew that was a Dumb question.

“Can you see me tomorrow at 9:00 AM?” I nodded yes and the next day we were riding together down I-79 towards Pittsburgh. There was very little, small talk but he did blurt out something.

––––––––
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“20 grand! The Motherfucker thinks I’m going to let it go. “That’s it
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	Hit those rest stops, too. Breaks are important. The greatest ﬁghters in the ring use that minute on the stool to reassess and change his/her strategy, to get right back into the heat of battle.

	You’re going to lose some rounds, but they’re only true Losses if you don’t learn from them. Life looks for losers. It feeds oﬀ weakness. Its road is built with the Asphalt of lost Aspirations.

	Control the internal temperature of your anger/love/hate thermostat. Those are the essential elements, the bedrock of the psychological being we are all built upon. Minimal control allows Weakness to come over time. Emotional Erosion will take its toll, and you will have to pay this one to the toll-taker personally.

	Remember that Conformity kills. It destroys your individuality and personality and most importantly, it strangles the Spirit.

	Your Spirit Being is who you really are. We are all Spiritual beings trying to be human beings, not humans trying to be spiritual. You must feed that part of you if you expect any real growth as a person.

	Warriors ﬁnd a way. There are many, but that is your part of the ﬁnding. The pieces of your life puzzle can only be put together by you. Take your time and enjoy the process, because at the end, that pretty picture on the box cover will be marred and scarred. But it doesn’t matter, because it’s Yours. Your living Masterpiece.
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PREFACE

Netflix gave us a look behind the curtains of the iconic cultural hit show, American
Gladiators. Our super heroes in spandex were allowed to share the trials and tribulations that
occurred during the production of the show. ESPN delved into the roots of the show’s
controversial concept, concerning the reality of its original origins.

The arms-crossed businessman who was pitched and promoted as the CREATOR and
stubborn genius whose diligence was the backbone of the show’s success... was tainted. The
taint had a red hue to it when the second half exposed another source to his genius just might
be attributed to a former friend named, APACHE DANN CARR. The exposure was only the
proverbial tip of the iceberg. The cold hard facts were hidden from the inquiring producers due
to a legal gag order placed upon the brief information he was allowed to express.

A titanic of troubled information can now be told in this chapter of his book. His
autobiography that actually does take you into a lifetime of MUSCLE and MAYHEM. Follow the
journey of a different kind of dude, a half breed sky walker (iron worker) who weaved his life
story into the NON-FICTION Soap Opera Dramas of the SOPRANOS and THE SONS OF ANARCHY
but, survived and thrived through it all.
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HARD HATS TO GLADIATORS

SKYWALKER to a NUT-HUGGER on a Bolt up Crew while rehabbing and pimping in Miami
Beach for two years, | got too Big to WALK THE SKY so, | went to work with the guys on the bolt
up crews. | built up my hands and wrists by using the 20 Ib. air guns using only one arm.

It took me to several National Power Arm-wrestling Titles, and a World Title in 1975. |
turned everything work related into a competition. | started having other guys in the building
trades do the same thing at our annual picnics. There were Laborers, Carpenters, Pipefitters,
Electricians, etc. We did a DECATHLON of GAMES, which | called, HARD-HAT OLYMPICS! After
ten years of that, my boss and mentor, BILL KNAPP, who was President of lronworkers Local 348
and Sergeant of Arms of the International Ironworkers Union talked me into doing 8 of these
contests around the country starting with ERIE, PA. The finals were to be held in LAS VEGAS for
20,000 dollars.

| called them the ‘AMERICAN GLADIATOR OLYMPICS'.... That day, March 2nd, 1982 was
the beginning of the Biggest American Cultural Brand theft in television history!
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