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Staying Up Late, Turning a New Date

What follows is my account of New Years, sealed and mechanically
timestamped, to be opened and read only by my brother, Isaac.

Ever since last year's debacle, my one and only New Year's resolution has been
to stay up until midnight this year and see the ball drop with my own eyes. For
an entire year I have been biding my time; training, collecting gear, amassing
supplies. Some of my practice runs have reached as close as ten minutes to
midnight. Although I have yet to break through, this only makes tonight's
inevitable victory all the better to savor.

[12.31.23 07:57:42 pm] 95 BPM

My choice of venue is deliberate. My friend Decklan's New Year party. He's solid
and will keep me distracted the whole night. It'll be nothing from here but carbs
and NBA 2K. The hours will fly by.

[12.31.23 08:43:23 pm] 110 BPM

Journaling from the bathroom. My first five hour energy of the night has been
drunk. No tiredness. Things are picking up. The main rival to my plan is Decklan
himself, who has been plying me with alcohol since I got here. Out of politeness I
have downed the two beers he put in my hand, but depressants will slow me
down.

[12.31.23 09:45:02 pm] 109 BPM

I am rapidly losing control of the situation.
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[12.31.23 09:57:04 pm] 132 BPM

In a desperate bid to counteract the liquor, I downed the rest of my caffeine
stash. Unfortunately, it did not have time to reach my circulatory system, as the
crab nachos disagreed with my stomach and I vomited on the back of a
woman's denim jacket. She would have been none the wiser if I hadn't
attempted to pick out intact pills stuck to the fabric.

I looked like a chode in front of everyone. But what's worse, the fatigue that's
overcoming me now continues unabated.

[12.31.23 10:28:32 pm] 156 BPM

My heart rate continues to climb. With every pulse, I can feel the pressure of my
blood reflecting off of my bones. The summit has never seemed so far off. I'm
going to plant myself near the group of indie men who just arrived. Maybe they
can keep me entertained.

[12.31.23 11:17:32 pm] 167 BPM BLOOD PRESSURE: LOW

I think I have been roofied.

[01.01.24 12:03:46 am] 72 BPM
[GoPro frame capture]  We see that one of the partygoers has taken the
protagonist's datarecording gopro from his chest harness, and is posed with
him on a sofa recliner passed out. In the background a small crowd is gathered
around a TV in the living room as the ball drops. There are dicks drawn all over
our narrator's face.



6



7



8

The Como Man is an elusive creature, shrouded in mystery. For

years I have stalked him, as a predator may be drawn to its prey.

Though difficult to capture in a monogamous arrangement, the Como

Man can be encouraged to engage with the promise of a mother’s love,

or a strong IPA in a tall glass.

They are ordinarily found within the confines of 27th avenue to

the east and 12th avenue to the west past Van Cleve Park. Marcy

Holmes is for sexy theys only. The majority of their sustenance can be

found within local smoke shops– but they still must venture from their

habitations for food- offering me an opening for my research. Typically

for an encounter, they can be spotted in local basements in the cool wet

corners, or within the neon-dappled corners of Como Tap.

When I first began watching the elusive Como Man, I brought

him out back for the promise of a Marlboro Red on New Years Eve. A

dramatic night for an equally dramatic fellow. A silence hung in the air

as he scanned to the left and right for possible spectators. The Como

Man has an alertness that may appear at times offputting, but for the

species it is a form of survival. Past hookups could appear at any time.

Or his stupid crazy bitch of an ex-girlfriend Chloe.

In the nature of scientific inquiry and not at all because I am

inexplicably attracted to men that are cold like my parents, I invited

him back into my home. Though he was frightened by the appearance

of neatly washed bed sheets, I comforted him with the possibility of sex

with no strings attached. After receiving the middest sandpapery head

of my life, I showed him the exit.

I continued to view his spotify playlists and instagram stories

with an eagle eye, watching his every move. Within a few weeks

however, he had to follow his nature. “I really need to grow on my

own, and um, I just can’t really be tied down by a relationship right

now. I need to focus on my poetry. But hey, can I play you a song

before I go? I wrote you something to remember me by. I mean if you

wanna hook up again or something hit me up, but don’t get too

attached or anything.”

Yet another example of the mysticism of this strange creature.

The Como Man
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“I’ll just keep moving forward.”
– Eren Yeager
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Fresh Tips for your AnnualNew
Years Soirée

1. Pretty women should never laugh.

2. Sleep standing up so blood doesn’t pool under your skin.

3. Do not sweat. Hold it in like an adult.

4.Women don’t poop.You are going to the little girls’ room.

5. Remain unmoving for at least one third of your life.

6. Remove your uterus.

7.Travel on a forged visa to Colombia and have your blood vessels injected with
glitter for a true inner sparkle.Also a BBL.Also a tummy tuck.Also a boob job.Also
a liposuction.Also a rhinoplasty.Also you need your jaw and cheekbones shaved. In
fact why do you even have a mouth?Too many wrinkles.Too much talking.What if we
injected some fat from your cankles into your tits?
Enjoy time with family and friends!You glow girl!
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