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“LOSERS,” I GRUMBLED, PULLING ON THICK SOCKS, GLOVES, SHELL AND WINDPANTS. 
IT WAS NUKING OUTSIDE. “WHY DON’T THEY GET A LIFE? CHRIST.”

Confessions of a
Serial Troller

I slammed the rickety door of my 
shack, faced the tempest and 
pedaled my bicycle through a 
maelstrom for two miles to the 
Estes Park Public Library. The 

wind made my nose run, the snot freez-
ing in my fi ve-day scruff. Though I’d 
faced worse on many an Alaskan nor-
dwand, I pressed on, forced to post on 
the website climbingboulder.com from 
public computers.

An excellent, Boulder-based climbing 
database, online since 2000, “cb.com” 
is also the ultimate forum for the great 
unwashed. All submissions go to a bun-
dled, unmoderated “Comments” area 
connected to a pertinent route or topic 
page. For beta, you can navigate directly 
to a route’s specifi c page. But for cheap 
entertainment, you need only surf the 
Comments, where a weird thing hap-
pens to otherwise normal people: Their 
unchecked ids run amok. 

Not surprisingly, many people post as 
“Anonymous Cowards” (“ACs”) or under 
pseudonyms—but this isn’t as safe as it 
might sound: Obsessive computer-dork 
climber-types often trace the Internet 
addresses on posts they don’t like. Clever, 
but not clever enough. I’d outwitted these 
cybersleuths by composing my posts at 

home, editing them for clarity and gram-
mar, emailing them to myself, bicycling 
through the snow to the library, opening 
my email, and copying and then pasting 
them into the appropriate cb.com thread. 
It was foolproof, but irritating ... and dan-
gerous. One time, I skidded on an ice 
patch and nearly crashed, saved only by 
my cat-like refl exes and slack-line-honed 
balance—I’m a very important man, and 
hadn’t the time for this nonsense.  

At the library computer, I looked at 
my watch: 2 p.m., Tuesday. Several 
new posters had chimed in. Hmmm, 
surfi ng the web while on the clock?  I 
wondered what their bosses might 
think. Perhaps I would email them. 

I
T HAD ALL STARTED WITH AN 
OBSERVATION: Amid quality in-
formation, cb.com features a glut 
of moronically earnest posts. 
(The pettiness, the bickering, the 

mundanity.) The Internet, where every-
body can be a star—like fi lming amateur 
porn or homemade bouldering vids—re-
quires nothing exceptional, just access to 
technology. Every Monday, I had to sift 
through the onslaught of “what I climbed 
this weekend” reports. 
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That’s not all. People literally argued 
over a letter grade and how many 
“stars” a route deserved: I can’t believe 
the guidebook gives the Enormodome 
three stars. No way. It’s only two. Over 
60 posts once raged for a month in a 
thread about the Bottle Belt product. 
ACs actually duked it out electronically 
over whether the old duct-tape-and-
webbing method was better for clip-
ping on a Nalgene bottle. Discussions 
quickly descended into juvenile insults 
and even threats (Any time you wanna 
go face-to-face … ), personal attacks 
(Just because you can’t find a woman 
and only climb 5.9) and manhood-mea-
suring contests (I’ll compare climbing 
résumés with you any day!). 

I loved it. Like so many others, I 
pounced on the Comments page, scan-
ning for hostility, pretentiousness and 
squabbling. It rarely took long. Pathetic, I 
know, but it was train-wreck syndrome—
you shouldn’t gawk, but you can’t help it. 
Finally, I understood the passion mouth-
breathers have for Reality TV—the per-
verse pleasure of watching human asi-
ninity on parade blended with seeing the 
self-important grow uptight over things 
patently absurd. As such, I thought it’d 
be fun to get involved; maybe I’d even 
conduct my own social experiment. 

I’d dabbled with Internet pranks be-
fore, accusing some of my sister’s fans 
(she hosts a TV show that has a web-
site) of being stalkers (including, by 
accident, her producer), and posting a 
few buddies, sans their knowledge, on 
hotornot.com. 

One night, while drinking beer on my 
girlfriend’s couch and watching “Smack-
down,” it hit me. I’d create a satirical 
hero, a loudmouthed ignoramus who 
spoke, wrote and thought like the aver-
age citizen. A fl ag-waving, moral-values-
holding ‘Merican. He’d be like the drunk 
guy in a bar buying you beers one minute 
and head-locking you the next, the type 
who argues using volume, repetition and 
proximity. He’d refer to himself in the 
third person—like boxers, rappers and 
self-promotional climbers—and be a car-
icature of real-life climbers in this online 
theater of the ridiculous.

BUT I COULDN’T POST AS AC, an 
option that can earn derision for 
not being “man enough” to use 

one’s real name. And the rabid go ber-
serk seeking true identities (threatening 
an AC just isn’t the same, apparently), 
tracing IP addresses and even making ac-
cusatory phone calls and emails (I know 
that was you slagging me online!). No, 
I’d have to be like those who proudly 
signed their compulsive, misspelled, il-
logical posts. I had to come up with a 
name—something believable or nobody 
would bite. 

Boss McGillicutty burst onto cb.com in 
late-October 2003:

Bob’s the name but everybody call’s me 
Boss. Just wanted to say hi. moved hear 
from Boston (go Sox!! all the way!!!!). 
lookin for partners. Been climbin about 
a year been outside a couple times but 
the gym back home was real good so I 
got pretty good fast. Lookin for partners. 
I know its different outside so I wanna 
be slow. Don’t wanna be stupid. That 
ain’t Boss. … My counselor sez I should 
be open and start being more honest 
with people. So I will!!! Hot chix here 
but they won’t score a man like Boss till 
they drop the ’TUDE!!! I bench about 
350. Hate hippies. Love beer. Mellow 
dude except when I’ve been drinkin then 
my temper fl ares up. That’s Boss baby. 

Climbing—up for anything. Not much 
long stuff in boston so I wanna climb 
the diamond. … Partners? I hear ver-
tigo and naked edge are good. Wisdom 
sounds good (hey—real good!! I need 
some!!! Hahahah!!!) but you mite have 
to led unless Boss is feelin good. 

Free to climb except on nites that my 
anger management group meets (don’t 
worry I’m cool). … where’s the best 
place around to go drinkin’? thanks for 
everything awesome site and psiked to 
be hear!!! Bossman.

As weeks rolled by, Boss—like so many 
others—made a few (OK, a few dozen) 
mindless, vaguely relevant comments. 
There was spray (Bossy Calmed hiself 
down and got back on it two try for 
the fl ash cuz Boss aint the guy to leave 

shit unfi nished), unsolicited advice 
(Stay calm relax trust yourself and be 
won with the route and feel it all that’s 
what makes it happen … ), talk about 
drinkin’ (Threw down some brews after 
this one on the drive home baby!), call-
ing routes “bitch” (Sent that bitch strait 
to helll!!!!!) and everyone wussies ( … 
kinda death route it aint for the faint of 
hart but that’s climbin baby if ya don’t 
like it then don’t play the game you wus-
sies). He was sometimes playful (Bustin’ 
ol boss chops are ya chowderhead? Lets 
go climbin and drinkiin), but never PC 
(Why don’t ya go kick a midget since 
thats about the level of challenge you 
panty wastes seem to want?).

Nearly every Boss post elicited a barrage 
of sophisticated anti-Boss sentiment. 

Post: I think the boss has a little itty-
bitty penis! What a dumbass!

Find any climbing partners yet Boss?
Boss= dumbass
And: Boss,
Please do us all a favor and just quit 

posting. I don’t know if the boss thinks 
he is clever or funny, but believe me 
the Boss is neither. Here let me put it in 
terms the Boss might understand. Dude, 
shut your friggin cakehole!

Unbelievable—people were taking Boss 
seriously. Maybe Boss was more believ-
able than I’d intended. 

Post: Boss here Hell, you fruitcakes are 
something. Giving boss a new test with 
what they call Tolerance at my meet-
ings. You don’t have to like boss. Open 
to that. Okay.

Piss me off. ol’ boss got your panties 
in a wad, big whup. Lets go climbin 
sometime, boss will make it up to ya. 
Are you just mad cuz you probly only 
climb like 5.9! Ill clim circles around 
you tuff cakes!!!!! Name the place and 
time!!!!!!!!

hey news fl ash for ya pal it’s a free 
country and boss will post wherever 
the hell he wants!!!! My pappy didn’t go 
to Nam to fi ght for our freedom to have 
wussies like you try to stop em. Why 
don’t ya make me shut my cakehole. 
Shut yours. You suck. … Boss heard this 
was a cool area but can’t fi nd no part-

theater of the ridiculous.
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ners. Boss is a good guy and is doin 
good keeping his anger cool. Big softie 
inside. Email me.

Various bits of correspondence arrived 
at bossmcgillicutty@yahoo.com, but I’d 
been reveling in anonymity—not brag-
ging and not returning emails.

One email:
Hi Boss,
I understand you’re looking for climb-

ing partners. I’m between jobs and have 
lots of time. I see from your comments 
on climbingboulder.com that you just 
did … Downpressor Man. That sounds 
like a really hard route.   

I’m a little bothered by the fact that 
you weren’t sober when you climbed it; 
I don’t think booze and climbing mix. 
Don’t get me wrong, I like to have a few 
beers at the Southern Sun after climb-
ing, but not before! Also, to be honest, 
I’m a little suspicious of someone who 
calls themself “Boss McGillicutty.” I 
have to wonder if you’re a real person 
… If you can convince me that Boss 
McGillicutty is your real name, I’d feel 
a lot better about climbing with you. 
Could you send me a photo of your 
driver’s license? That would settle the 
issue once and for all.

Another email greatly overestimated 
the demands on Boss’s time:

If you’re just a troll trying to wreak 
havoc and get people upset, then grow 
up! You have better things to do with 
your time than be a pain in the ass.

And another pair of postings revealed 
sheer Boulderite genius:

‘Boss’ is no doubt an AC who signed in 
with a psuedonym. 

Plus:
As to ‘whether it’s a troll or not’ … Who 

would embarrass themselves in a public 
forum this way? Claiming to climb Down-
pressor Man while drunk, ‘lookin’ fer pard-
ners,’ ‘anger-management classes,’ all the 
idiotic misspellings and incoherent ram-
blings ... if it’s not a troll, it’s someone with 
serious mental problems who shouldn’t 
get anywhere near rock climbing.

Finally, one person wrote, You’re not 

funny.
“Oh, but I am,” Boss blurted to nobody 

in particular, between fi ts of laughter. 
“You might not think so, but I do.” 

Like an obnoxious child hyped up 
on Sugar Daddies, or maybe an In-
ternet-addicted adult, I couldn’t let 
a comment pass without respond-
ing. I’d bundle up, mount my trusty 
steed, plow through snowdrifts to the 
library, post, stroll across the street 
to my favorite bar, swill a marg, and 
check cb.com. Like something meant 
to be, the bar had a coffee shop with  
computer access. Post again, repeat. 
Boss was on a roll—You can take the 
boss outta boston but you cant take 
the boston outta the boss!!!!—and he 
was not alone. Every time he’d post, 
within an hour someone would reply, 
attacking Boss. It was consuming me, 
becoming a full-time job. I considered 
invoicing cb.com for my time. 

Post: Boss,
Yup its free country and I’m free to tell 

you that you are a loudmouthed, dipshit 
who could do us all a favor and go fall 
off of the Diamond, which you were gon-
na solo in November ... Yeah right.  

Look forward to seeing you crying your 
way up some route at North Table next 
time I’m there with a bunch of 8-year-old 
Girl Scouts who would more then likely 
climb circles around your fat ass.

Boss’s reply: Boss hear. nice try mister 
anonymous smarty pants boss is feelin 
centered so sticks and bones can break 
my bones but BOSS is gonna SMASH 
you!!!!!! You tink your a tuff guy? I got 
a newsfl ash for YOU walter kronkite 
you aren’t!!! 

What in crists name ar you doin wit 
a bunch of 8 year old girlscouts anyway 
you freagin pervert. Time ta turn in 
you’re clownsuit Your a sicko pal.

Nine minutes later, Boss repented: 
Okay sorry. … Boss aint gonna smash 
you. i meant to say that names can nev-
er hurt boss but i gott a little pissed off. 
… I’ll make it up to ya, lets go climbin. 

im good wit kids ill help ya with the 
girlscouts … boss wants to be a good 
guy. sorry. lookin for partners.

Boss had gone too far. Until then, no-
body, not even my friends, had known 
who Boss really was. He was just Boss ... 
until a friend posted a few hours later: 
Uh-oh Boss, better be careful how much 
you say or your secret identity will be 
out. I suggest staying away from the 
clownsuit comments if you want to pre-
serve your anonymity. 

I’d gotten too bold. My friends knew of 
my penchant for tasteless humor (deco-
rum prohibits elaboration, but one re-
curring theme involves a clownsuit nar-
rative) and had put it all together. People 
began doubting Boss’s authenticity. 

Suddenly revealed as a fake, Boss was 
ousted. The site owners promptly erased 
most of Boss’s posts from the database. 
Wicked pisser. I left town, went climbing 
for a week. What I saw upon my return 
was startling. Since Boss’s last, and now- 
erased, real post (a few lame posts were 
made by some unscrupulous halfwit us-
ing Boss’s name), scores of comments 
appeared, berating the Bossman. Hey, 
we need a log-in process here!//Boss, 
if that’s his real name, is ruining this 
site.//He’s polluting the resource, make 
him stop!!//What a jerk. They went on 
for fi ve pages, ad infi nitum, without the 
word “irony” used once and with Boss, 
poor Boss, unable to defend himself. 

In fact, the bitching had become so ex-
pansive that all “Boss discussions” had been 
moved to a new forum, “Boss’s Place.” 

SOON AFTER, I OPENED an email 
message at Boss’s account. Some-
thing in the sender’s words, a man 

so clearly in touch with his feminine 
side, resonated in me. He asked Boss to 
look inside himself, and continued, One 
of life’s lessons is to grow beyond the 
ego to the point where you ask yourself, 
‘How can I serve?’ I felt change blossom-
ing (and not just because people were fi -
nally ignoring Boss).

What was I looking for? I’d devoted a 
month to Boss, but now a lump formed in 

ners. Boss is a good guy and is doin 
good keeping his anger cool. Big softie funny.

im good wit kids ill help ya with the 
girlscouts … boss wants to be a good 
guy. sorry. lookin for partners.funny.
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my throat; I couldn’t even fi nish reading. 
I walked into the yard, beyond the junk 
cars surrounding my shack, and stared 
toward the heavens, wishing for peace. I 
needed to soul-climb, but my photogra-
pher was on vacation. I felt lost.

Why not face the facts? I found a shard 
of mirror, looked at myself and said, “My 
name is Boss McGillicutty, and I have an 
Internet addiction.” I took comfort in the 
fact that Boss wasn’t the only one. One 

time, I had written a horrifi cally long 
poem on cb.com that included a rhyme 
about two people who were always e-bick-
ering. Within hours, one of them emailed 
me to say that he was on vacation in Hon-
duras and was “over” cb.com.

People needed help, but where was the 
love, the softness and liberal thinking be-
fi tting the People’s Republic of Boulder? I 
thought hard for a moment, moving gen-
tly into Warrior Pose, then created the 
Bossman’s alter-ego: Floyd Honeysuckle.

I’d never liked others’ truly mean-spir-
ited posts anyway, preferring the goof-off 
angle. I now had an opportunity—nay, 
an obligation. I could make up for Boss’s 
ruckus and use my word art to empow-
er, to celebrate the inner goddess. Floyd 
would be a really great listener with nice 
Birkenstocks. A supportive climbing 
partner who spoke softly, who was into 
drum circles and meditation. He would 
be everything that Boss wasn’t. He would 
be, simply, amaaazing. 

His fi rst offi cial contribution was, fi t-
tingly, at Boss’s Place, where people were 
still ranting.

Floyd wrote: 
Wow, a lot of hostility here. What some-

one like Boss perceives as important is 
no less important than the rest of our 
perceptions, is it? With compassion, I 
feel like more is possible than what’s ac-
complished through acrimony. Perhaps 
the question we should be asking is, 
‘How can we, The Community, best help 
Boss fi nd peace and harmony within 
himself’ We are all one, are we not? 

I fi nd it interesting that Boss has not 
responded to this thread. Boss, are you 
frightened? Lonely? Hurting? Boss, if 
you need someone to speak with, some-
one to listen, I invite you to contact me.

Peace to all peoples,
Floyd 
Fan mail arrived at fl oydpeace@yahoo.

com, and I felt validated, my chakras 
aligned. Floyd made several posts, none 
more important than his September 9, 
2004, intervention. Someone—I’ll call 
him Fred—suffered mightily from Inter-
net addiction (over 1,000 posts on rock-
climbing.com). An otherwise nice guy, 
this obsessively prolifi c new-router had 
been patrolling cb.com making border-
line-threatening posts (so immature); he 
seemed in need of medication—or an e-

hug from Floyd. 
Floyd’s post:
 Dear Fred,
I’ve noticed a hint of acrimony in your 

posts (not just on this route), Fred, and 
I’m here to help. I hear you saying, ‘Hey 
you, Mister Smarty Pants Anonymous 
Coward guy you, I know who you are 
and I just might sock you one!’

But Fred, violence is never an an-
swer, and we should use our ‘indoor 
voices’ when talking on this site. 
Could there be something more to 
your being manly, puffing your feath-
ers like a proud, strutting peacock? 
I’m surely not the only one who has 
some butterflies and feels frisky at 
such manliness, but, Fred, I invite 
you to explore whether this is the Fred 
you want to be.

I wish to help, Fred. For a practicum 
in one of my counseling classes, I am 
organizing a safe circle. Several of us 
will be sharing, and you can think of 
this as a safe place, a trust tree if you 
will. Just so you know, we have a few 
ground rules. There’s no yelling, no 
screaming and no breaking our chairs. 
But we’ll have fun, we’ll explore our 
feelings, we’ll hug, we’ll laugh and we’ll 
cry. I invite you. … Despite the manly 
posts, is your inner child hiding in a 
dark room full of monsters? 

While I find myself impressed by 
your Sherlock Holmes sleuthness in 
tracing IP addresses, may I suggest 
that you use your exploding efferves-
cence toward something different? 
Perhaps you could try to focus that en-
ergy toward establishing some climb-
ing routes, to do some good for the 
peoples of our community. It’s a great 
investment of energy, a channel.

Finally, I offer you this: I do under-
stand fear and anger, Fred. Sometimes 
I’m so mad I could just bite my pillow. 

But I’ve found a way to help myself. I 
think of a space, a container, in which 
to place that anger.

I invite you to stand in front of a mir-
ror and use this mantra (or adjust as 
you see fi t):

‘I’m Fred and I don’t have to yell or get 
angry or even track IP addresses, but I 
can if I want to.

‘I’m Fred, and I don’t have to pull 
on little nubbins of rock or big jutting 

knobs, but I can if I want to.
‘I just have to be the Fred-o I want to be.’
Breathe, peace, container, Fred-o. 
Peace to all peoples,
Floyd
It was Floyd’s magnum opus. I think it 

helped Fred (for a few days, anyway) and, 
surely, untold others. Floyd’s work was 
done—not because I’d suddenly found 
better things to do, but because people 
needed to learn from Floyd. Now they 
could continue themselves, like a fl ock 
of baby birds setting off from the nest on 
their own beauteous journeys. 

ON A GORGEOUS Tuesday in 
mid-September, while relish-
ing the remainder of several 

months off before my part-time, part-
year job began again, I was pedaling 
furiously to the library for one last fix 
when I spotted a friend. For some un-
known reason, I slowed and rode over 
to him, asking, “Hey, man, you off 
work today?” 

He nodded. 
“Yeah, me too, let’s go climbing.”
As we set off toward Lumpy Ridge 

to enjoy splitter cracks, something 
wondrous happened. I realized, like 
Floyd—and like Boss, kinda, too—that 
there was more to life than the Inter-
net. Looking back on it all, despite the 
trauma I endured and inflicted as Boss, 
I know that if my story helps just one 
person, then it was all worth it. But if 
not? Put it in a container, Tuff Cakes. 
And peace to all peoples.

Since coming clean, Kelly Cordes of Estes 
Park, Colorado, feels quite manly, and 
plans to prove it by benching 350 pounds. 
In fact, nobody should dare label him a 
“coward,” anonymously or otherwise. 
(But he still has a girl’s name.)

Why not face the facts? I found a shard of mirror, looked at my-
self and said, “My name is Boss McGillicutty, and I have an Internet 
addiction.” i took comfort in the fact that Boss wasn’t the only one.
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