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ABOUT JAMES

James is a TRUE fanboy. Comics, toys, cards, vienes,
and everything in between. You name it, he’s ladiu it.

As you’ll soon read, he’s taken this “lifestyle” $ach a
ridiculous degree that it literally defines whoikas a
person. Oh, and his balls sweat whenever he’siggbabout
his collectibles. Even on a chilly day. Just thloiyou’'d
want to know.

ABOUT JOHNNY

Johnny is James’ disapproving younger “normal” beot
He’s into regular things like sports, girls, andmag. You
know, the usual. Johnny’s ashamed to even bedadart in
this project (as indicated by the paper bag he svearis
head to protect his identity whenever he’s arousdl),
but it's the only way he can get his emotions dBesides,
he really wants other “normal” family members afliays
out there to know that they're not alone. His ®dibn't
sweat quite as much as James.’






| understand you.

You’re not fooling me one bit.

I know who you are. | know what drives you. | knavhat
fuels your passions... what motivates your every mdve
know the nightmares that keep you up at night.

| know what makes you tick.

| know that if you're reading this book right nohat it can
mean only one thingYou're a fanboy (or fangirl).

Just like me.

You know what it’s like to be completely obsessbdw
collecting something -- to the point where it com&s your
very existence.

You understand the adrenaline rush that comesapiming
up the latest baseball card boxed set in searatrare
autograph or jersey swatch.

You look at the 20 identical Cobra Trooper actiguifes
displayed on your desk and think to yourself, “Ijaite
enough to make an army yet.”

And you know the crushing sting of defeat we’vetaited
when some worthless hack swoops in from out obthe to
outbid you on the last Mint-in-Box Megatron auction
running on eBay.
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To you, this isn't just a hobby. It isn't sometgithat simply
fills a portion of your day. To you, this is life.

This is everything.

But tell me this -- are you really a TRUE fanbolg?your
every life choice questioned by all the so-calledrimal”
people around you? Do you look at your collectiagits
and actually consider them a genuine and validtyte?
Does everyone you work and live with think you'reiwder
than a snowflake in July?

The truth is it doesn’t really matter.

You see, you might be like me. You might be thedkbf
guy who still looks forward to his regular visitsthe local
Toys “R” Us even after he’s already hit his midrtieis.

You might collect everything from toys to comicsttaseball
cards to figurines to graphic novels to anythirgeethey”
can market to us. Your brand of choice might kedtpr
much everything from G.l. Joe to Transformers tar SYars
to He-Man to Marvel to DC to Topps to Nintendo to
whatever else is out there.

Then again, you might be one of those people whieate
just one category or focuses on just one bran#le Lsaid, it
doesn’t matter.

When it comes right down to it, if you're obsessath
whatever it is you collect and you've got your emfamily
shaking their heads in disbelief every day, them'ng“one
of us.”

If you allow the painstaking maintenance of your
possessions to drastically affect the way you ywer life,
then you’re “one of us.”



If the things you own... end up owning you, then yeu’
“one of us.”

So as you read my story, understand that whethesge
yourself as someone who’s unequivocally “sanerh tivee,
or whether you instead see the nutty things | dbraalize
that you're guilty of the very same behavior -tjkisow that
it doesn’t really matter. You see, either way wedil in this
together. We're all out of our Vulcan minds. Shen you
read this and weep, don’'t weep for me. Weep for\Xusu're
no saner than me or anyone else.

On second thought, I'm a lot crazier... so just wispme.

Cheers,
James



You can’'t make this shit up.

Let’s get something straight right now. I'm not one of you.

I may know what drives you, but | don’t know why.

I'll never get what it's like to be completely obsessed about
collecting something and letting it consume my life. I'll never
understand why anyone in their right mind would EVER
choose a night of bagging and boarding comic books over a
night of clubbing and chasing tail. And I'll never know the
thrill of buying a toy and “posing” it after I've already hit my
thirties.

The dumb blondes | like to hang out with aren’t named
Barbie and they aren't plastic. They have a box, they don't
come in one. | know that’'s a weird concept for a lot of you,
but just trust me on this.

Anyway, like | said, | don't know why people like you —
people like my brother - do the things they do. | don’t know
why anyone would ever actually choose the kind of life you
guys live.

All' I know is that if you're reading this book right now, it can
mean only one thing: You're a fanboy (or fangirl). Just like
my stupid brother. Or worse yet, you're a close friend or
family member of a fanboy. A clueless enabler who
tolerates their bullshit. Just like me.

Either way, you're all fucking crazy as far as I'm concerned.



You're all going down in the worst way, and you don’t even
know it. And I, for one, don’t want to be on that ship when it
finally sinks.

Because whether you're an actual fanboy yourself, or you're
just an unlikely victim whao'’s surrounded by them, it's an
unhealthy lifestyle to put it mildly.

There’s nothing more depressing than watching a human
being choose Pokemon over pussy. There’s nothing worse
than having to shut the TV because, according to the lunatic
you're living with, the low waves of radiation might be
affecting the molecular configuration of a Mint-on-Card
Darth Vader action figure he had to take out of his room to
momentarily dust.

It just doesn’t make any sense, and if | don’t get away from
my brother soon, I'm scared | might one day turn into a
fanboy myself. | hear it's contagious. Like a bad rash.

I'll say this, though. Even if you are a fanboy, you have no
idea who you're dealing with here. Nobody’s crazier than
my bro.

The things you're going to read in this book will make you
look at your habit in an entirely new light. Through my
brother’s eyes, you're going to see how bad it can really get
if you let this weird-ass lifestyle get a hold of you. And
through my eyes, you're going to see what it’s like to be on
the other side of the table. You're going to finally see how
normal people really look at all you whack jobs.

I'm happy to say that money’s finally good enough that we’ll
both soon be living in different locations, but joint projects
like this book will surely keep us in close enough contact
that I'll unfortunately never really escape the ass-backwards
world of the fanboy. Weep for me. You know what? Screw
that... I'm getting out, so I'll be just fine. Weep for HIM.

Later psychos,
Johnny
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Comic book and toy conventions (also known as “cans”
“comicons”) are an odd experience for me.

Never is there a time when I'm granted more freedoive
who | really am... and never is there a time whemerore
intolerant of other people being who they really.ar

You see, in many ways, | don't like other fanboys.any
typical fanboy, the selfish qualities that can derfd in most
ordinary civilians are drastically amplified tora$tratingly
high degree due in no small part to the tragic reatdi the
standard fanboy existence.

Since most fanboys have grown up with an unforeinat
shortage of friends, they usually don’t understtored
importance of tact.

Most of them don’t know what it means to be civien
confronted with obstacles of similar size, since dbstacles
they're used to facing are the unbeatable kinthénform of
thoughtless high school jocks who stuff them imtckers.

And, unfortunately, a good number of them don’tenstaind
the simple concept of good hygiene, since they niaaight
they'd be able to land anything that comes wittagina
between its legs anyway.

And if you’re never going to score yourself a womahy
bother, right? That's how most fanboys think,eatst.
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With that in mind, it should come as no surprisa the
smells that emanate from a con are not much diftelean
the type you’d experience if a sewage system webatk
up in your face and then mix with every type ofnfiage
known to man. Many fanboys have unfortunately hugie
and just plain don’t care how they’re perceivedliyers.

It's the perfect recipe for a day of odd unwelcosnells that
always seem to be waiting for you when you fincealdr’'s
table with stuff that you're actually interested in

| can’t tell you how many times I've found some dam
comic or toy that I'd been searching ages for, jastas |
was beginning to inspect it (since | obviously hawvenake
sure that the item is in absolute perfect condjtitd catch a
whiff of intestinally-converted Cheetos® and claause.

Or as | like to call it, a really wicked fart.

You ever sometimes smell a really bad fart in avcied
area, but don’t know where it came from or why @ni go
away? Well, that’s pretty much a situation yobd facing
all day should you choose to pay your way intoliteeding
ground of poor hygiene known in most academic eges
the comicon. And that’s nothing to say of the rdriz.O.,
funky feet, crusty crotch, and exposed ass cragkénces
that will grace your nasal passages over the cafrdee day
or weekend.

And I'll admit it... sometimes I'm the guy making th®
farts. It's like smoking pot or jumping off the @klyn
Bridge.... if everyone else is doing it, why can’t Granted,
| keep pretty decent hygiene, but if 'm at a comic
convention and I'm faced with the choice betweammg to
the other side of the convention hall to pop orf@roprivacy
or just holding my place in line for a much covefdn Lee
autograph... I'm holding my place in that line antitey
one rip. It might not be the American way... bus ithe
fanboy way.
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Unfortunately, odd smells aren’t the only challengeu
tend to face when you go head on with the con. '"éalso
dealing with a wide discrepancy in body dimensibesveen
all the different breeds of fanboy. Some havelydat
themselves go and are fatter than the dick ofreorbeing
humped by Pamela Anderson. And then there are sdroe
have little-to-no muscle mass -- thin lanky stickslelicate
fanboy anatomy who are ready to freakishly reaetny
physical contact other than a handshake.

A con is, in many ways, literally like a jungle.nfy in a
jungle, you aren’t condensing countless incompattreeds
into a tightly packed showroom. Imagine the sowuisd
hear if every wild beast known to man were jammgahto
the same limited space, and you might understasdrnee
small degree the type of environment you're dealuit
when you're at a con.

So if you're ever minding your own business, antiaju
nowhere you hear a loud awkward “eeeehhyeeiiiiah!!”
...think nothing of it. That’'s simply the screechisgund of
a thin, weaker fanboy being accidentally (or somes
intentionally) bumped aside by a fatter less dailboy
(remember, the fat breeds have no manners or ths).
usually nothing a slap to the face or a full bodgtovon’t
solve, so it's best to act as if nothing happemedljast
continue to go about your business.

That said, you really have to watch out for som#heffatter
ones because they tend to really throw their weaghtind
whenever they can. After all, a comicon is a catitipa...
there are only so many rare and treasured itegs &yound.

Since most fanboys cash in their 401K’s beforeramea
con that's really important to them, money gengrisih’t an
issue when it comes to getting that one really ighéem
you paid the admission fee for.
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So fanboys have to use their cunning, speed, @ize,
anything else they have as an advantage to lo&k oth
competitors out of their chosen dealer table lamgugh to
purchase their desired item for themselves.

So when one of the larger and smellier fanboys eneér to
reveal the top of his ass crack and underwearstnat
“Thursday” when the convention is on a Saturdaysttyour
intuition if you're at a table with something yoe'veally
been wanting. Are those REALLY his “Thursday”
underpants, or does he just want you to think dref
Sadly, I've personally found that they're usuallg h
“Tuesday’s” instead.

That said, fanboys who aren’t plus-sized can fatitl a way
to throw their weight around if they're creativeoaigh. And
many of them do so through the use of elaboratechuade
costumes.

Think about it. If you're at a Star Wars conventiand a
competing fanboy has got his eye on the same Jaarés
Jones autographed 12 inch Darth Vader... if you'essed
up as a Stormtropper, all you need to do to getsgiii
access to the dealer before the other fanboy ddes i
“accidentally” poke him in the ass with your lifezs replica
imperial blaster.

This works even better if you're dressed as a dediyou
have a long bulky lightsaber that’s a little “touigin you to
control.” All you have to do is play dumb, prawtather
guy doesn’t actually enjoy it, and you can “acciady”
push and poke your way past fanboys at dealergable
autograph sessions, lines to the bathroom, and lzemgnelse
your imagination might take you.

Besides the positioning advantages these costuroesle,
there are many other reasons fanboys go througindnlele
of making and wearing costumes to their favoritesco
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Remember, fanboys aren’t used to being populaango
opportunity we can have to up our status in the eyeur
peers is a welcome chance to make up for theliatiSarah
Michelle Gellar never wrote back after | sent tlegter
letting her know that | thought Buffy was the hette
superhero ever and how I'd love to have a datkefgas
ever “in my neck of the woods.”

It's all about making an impact at the one placerghyou
know the people around you understand your passsan.
when you're taking a leak at a Botcon (the biggest
Transformers convention out there) and some dude
compliments you on your stick, it's a really go@etling to
know he’s referring to the gear shift on your OptgrPrime
costume.

And when you just got done taking a wicked shitj prople
are willing to deal with the smell so they can ggthoto op
with you in your flawless Cobra Commander outfifriont
of the bright bathroom tiles... it's just a damn gdedling.

It's all about getting favorable attention from theople
around you. Master pickup artist Erik Von Markovik
(known as “Mystery” on that VH1 shoWwhe Pickup Artigt
refers to this technique as “Peacocking.” Onlyeaad of
wearing something to draw attention to yourseH imar or
club so you can get laid, you're wearing somethndraw
the attention of your fellow nerds and move upftréoy
food chain for a day (makind-teacocking” a much more
appropriate term for it). | should include theatismer that
these costumes are extremely hot and will maketygrgal
fanboy sweat all day long, but at a comicon, tloah{pis
moot. Fanboys sweat all day anyway.

In the end, whether you’re wearing some flashyost,
farting on everyone in sight, or searching for saoel item
that you can never seem to win on eBay, a conveiio
about one thing and one thing only: Glory.
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And I, for one, will continue to fart on every sduiave to in
order to ensure mine.

So for all those out there wondering if you're aUR
fanboy, you need only ask yourself one thing: When're
at comic and toy conventions, do you disregardyexesral
fiber in your body in order to achieve but a bnedment of
fanboy immortality? Do you put extra garlic in you
spaghetti sauce to scare off competing fanboys yath
viciously bad breath?

Do you break wind with little thought to what othenight
say or think in the drastically tight confines oé@vention
hall showroom? If you don’t, then you're just motmy
league. And if you’'ve come up with any better idean
mine, please let me know. I'm desperate here...whisle
gas passing/costume wearing/glory seeking rousigeiting
really old really fast.

Weep for me.
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Every time | manage to convince myself that my brother’s

“situation” can’t get any worse, he somehow finds a way to
up the ante just a little bit higher and teach me what shame
is really all about.

Take comic and toy conventions, for example. I'll never
forget that day he actually talked me into joining him at one
of these pathetic freak shows. It was one of the most
challenging times I've ever faced as a close family member
of a fanboy. And it was far from pretty.

The day began innocently enough, outside the convention
hall on a pleasant brisk day, waiting in line for them to start
letting everyone in.

| was quietly minding my own business, wondering to myself
why half the people there were wearing Jedi robes and
Spock ears, when all of a sudden the fat guy in front of me
on line bent over to tie his shoe, revealing a crusty
disgusting ass crack that had likely gone close to a week
without being washed.

| hadn't really eaten much that day, so all | could manage
was a dry heave as | tried my best to turn my head away
from the aroma that now seemed to be enjoying a newfound
freedom it had never known before, and | started to wonder
if this was all a really bad idea.

Still though, my bro persisted and assured me that the
whole ass crack thing was just par for the course, but that it
doesn't happen too often.
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I think he was lying about that last part. | think he knew
what lay ahead of both of us on that day and had put
together a long enough list of lies to keep me in check for
the entirety of the show. See, he had just cashed in his
401K and was looking to spend some hard cash on
everything he could find.

But he needed an extra body to help him carry all the bags
he would accumulate over the course of the day. He would
also need someone else to drive him back home, since he
would end the day completely bloated and uncomfortably full
from all the nachos and Dr. Peppers he’d consume over the
rest of the show. It then dawned on me. | was his pawn for
the day. That beeotch tricked me again.

But | was already there. And despite that moment of brief
“discomfort,” dry-heaving over the sight and smell of an
exposed plumber’s butt, | was admittedly genuinely curious
over what the day had in store for me.

| think subconsciously, | was really hoping to get a better
glimpse into the mind of fanboys the world over in the hopes
that | might somehow be able to use the information to my
advantage the next time my brother was really getting out of
hand with things.

And | realized at that point that | was really willing to go
through a great deal of discomfort in order to acquire that
insight and reap the many rewards that would accompany it.
| then decided that | would endure whatever these freaks
could throw at me.

Five minutes later, I'm minding my own business taking a
whiz in the bathroom when some jackass asks me to take a
picture of him with this moron dressed as Cobra
Commander in front of the freshly-Windexed® restroom
tiles. Suffice to say, | made a quick exit and just waited the
rest of the day for my bro in the car.

Weep for me... er, | mean him.
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This concludes your preview sample of
True Confessions of a Fanhoy

To purchase a complete copy of the book, visit

www. TrueFanboy.com
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