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I have a story I want to tell.

I sat in my apartment, drinking from a glass of vodka and smoking a cigarette.
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It is different from the stories I have written in the past. You see, I, myself have never appeared as a character in any of the stories I have penned. Certainly, many of the characters were, indeed, direct representations of myself and my life, but they were always just that, fictionalized representations, rather than presenting real events as they actually happened. With this story it is different, for, in it, I will merely detail events of my life that recently happened and present the words and actions exactly as they occurred. It was a quite interesting adventure that would lend some credence to the old adage, truth is stranger than fiction. There are events in life that make you reassess everything you thought you knew, that change the person you are, and after these events, you see the world, life, everything differently. The events I will now detail would certainly represent that assertion. So, if you’re interested in hearing the story, continue on and, who knows, you may actually be surprised at what you read.

I sat on my bed in my room. I was smoking a cigarette and drinking from a glass of vodka. I was trying to figure out what to do with the day. I couldn’t think of anything. I was just blocked. In the past, ideas came so freely, and once they did, I would sail along with them as if in a canoe speeding down a rapid stream, and the words would flow so freely until reaching that two word phrase that sealed the process, the end. It was just that lately, I couldn’t find the words, any words that had meaning, or even any words that seemed worthy of committing to paper for any reason. My soul felt like it was in lockdown and I could come up with absolutely no reason to write a single word, alone in my cell. Nothing seemed to matter. There didn’t seem a point or purpose to anything, and commentary on life or the world seemed an utter waste of time. I felt I had already said all there was to say and saying anything more would be nothing more than peeling open old wounds to let the words bleed out. But, they would just be the same damn words, with minor tweaks or alterations, bleeding from the same damn wound of life. And the blood had all run dry, frozen and dead inside. I felt entirely lacking in any inspiration to say anything whatsoever and, to be honest, I really just wished all of the words of the world to burn and forever remain as ashes so that not a single one could ever be transcribed to paper again because I could think of not a single reason that a single word should ever grace a page again in some utter charade of absolute meaninglessness and nauseatingly insignificant pointlessness, screaming or whispering to the stale, dead air, with no one hearing a word, and it mattering not at all if they even did because committing words to paper was, without a doubt, the purest depiction of the disgusting, cruel folly that is the futile, nothingness that is life.

As I said, I was blocked. I sat there searching my mind for anything worth writing, a new project I could embark upon, and all I saw was nothing, just dead words you could set into their tomb upon the page, but not worthy of any stage to have themselves spoken upon. I needed something, some inspiration, something to light a spark, but what? I racked my brain but saw no answers. I finished the drink in my glass and filled another, and from the glass, I sipped.

The doorbell of my apartment rang.

My cigarette was at its end so I put it out in the ashtray. I set my glass down on my nightstand and I got up from the bed and gripped my cane, which had been standing next to the bed. I walked with my cane, over to the door and answered it. Standing there was a man. He wore an old time bellhop outfit and a round, brimless, bellhop cap. The outfit was red with gold trimming. He had a long, thin, black mustache.

“Um, yes, can I help you?” I asked with confusion.

The man enthusiastically responded, “Why, it is my job to help you. That is what I am here for and I am here to inform you that you have received a telegram.”

I looked at him with a perplexed look, scrunching my face. “A telegram? Is this a joke? Why the hell would someone send me a telegram?”

“Why, that I cannot say. I, of course, haven’t read it, though I assure you this isn’t a joke and it arrived at the front desk just a few minutes ago and I was instructed to come up to your room and deliver it promptly.” the man spoke with a dutiful quality.

My confusion was only greatly increased. “What are you talking about? What front desk? This is a cheap, rundown, should probably be condemned, apartment building. There is no front desk. And come up to my room. You do realize I am on the first floor?”

“Well, we aim to please and want to make sure all our guests at our lovely hotel are satisfied with the service.” the man cordially replied.

“This isn’t a damn hotel. It’s my apartment.” I snapped with somewhat anger. “And who the hell would send a telegram? I really don’t think they even still exist?”

The man spoke with an uncertain voice, “Oh, sir, I cannot tell you who sent it, for that is information it is not for me to know. The front desk merely instructed me to deliver it to you.”

“Again, this isn’t a damn hotel and there is no front desk. Who the hell are you?” I questioned.

The man smiled graciously. “I am merely an employee of the hotel, here to serve your needs, and I was tasked with delivering to you a telegram.”

I looked at the man with doubt. “Really, a telegram. Well then give me the telegram.”

“Indeed, sir, here you are.” The man pulled out an envelope and handed it to me. “If there is anything else I can do for you, just call down to the front desk. I hope you enjoy your stay here. You have a wonderful day.” The man turned and walked away, and I closed the door.

OK, that wasn’t at all weird.

Who the hell had that person been? I wondered to myself. Why did he keep claiming this was a hotel? I then realized that when I woke up, I hadn’t actually taken notice of my surroundings, just sat up from the bed and lit a cigarette and poured myself a drink, so it was possible I had been out on an all night binge and had actually ended up checking into a hotel, and it was me that was mistaken. I quickly darted my gaze around and scanned the room. No, no doubt about it, this was my crappy, shithole apartment. So then, who was that person? Why was he dressed like that? And why would he give me a telegram? I looked down at the envelope I held in my hand. My name was listed as the recipient. There was no indication who the sender was. But, a telegram? To have received it really didn’t make any sense. I mean, it was the year 2051. Telegrams were such a bygone, forgotten relic that they had, I assumed, certainly been cast into the dustbin of history. By God, when was the last time anyone even heard mention of a telegram, thirty years ago or something, maybe, when I was, like, seventeen. Even back then, if someone had asked if telegrams were still in use, no one would have had any idea. I, personally, had never once heard of them still being around as a means of communication at any point. But, now, in the year 2051, I stood there in my room, holding a telegram in my hand. It was all very, very strange.

I walked with my cane over to my bed. I sat down. I took a drink from my glass and pulled out and lit a cigarette. I opened the envelope that contained the telegram. The message printed on the telegram was very peculiar. The message was, “I am writing this to inform you that Hurphuldurp Mahangahoo did not actually die in the building collapse. The body that was pulled from the rubble was a plant, a decoy. Also, a question for you. How do you know a cockroach is actually dead unless you see it dead with your own eyes. I suppose the same would be true for a Cockroachal. How do you know a Cockroachal is dead if the body was never found? Well, I suppose you could ask Hurphuldurp Mahangahoo that question if you are able to find him. Follow the clues and you will find your answers.”

I was flabbergasted at what I was reading. This was amazing.  Hurphuldurp Mahangahoo, he was a character who died at the end of the story, “The Mystery of the Missing Dead”. I thought he was just a fictional character, though. I never imagined he was actually a real person. And then the talk of a Cockroachal. Why, that could only be referring to Xavier Cockroachal Damon, without a doubt, the absolute greatest writer of all time. The most amazing, talented writer of this, or any generation. The most genius, important, mind bogglingly extraordinary writer in history. A maestro of the written word that no other writer could possibly dream of ever even thinking of holding a candle to in terms of literary excellence. He was just that good. But, Xavier Cockroachal Damon had died at the end of his autobiography when he fell over a giant waterfall in his duel with the Ignonomous and Preposterous Hapheshalesh, who turned out to actually be Moriarty in disguise. I mean, everybody knew this, absolutely everybody. I think they even teach it in school, it’s so well known. I was actually the one who wrote the introduction to “The Missing Years”, which was added to his autobiography after his death. The Missing Years was written by Xavier Cockroachal Damon, detailing years not covered in his original published autobiography. It was discovered after his death and I felt very strongly it should be added, and so I wrote the introduction because Xavier Cockroachal Damon was no longer around to do so.

But, the body was never recovered. He was just pronounced dead. Was the telegram suggesting that Xavier Cockroachal Damon was still alive? But then, how would Hurphuldurp Mahangahoo have that answer? Unless, was Hurphuldurp Mahangahoo actually Xavier Cockroachal Damon in disguise? Now that I think back to the story, that actually seems entirely plausible. That idea really was strongly suggested in a, not so subtle way. But then, who sent this telegram to me, and why? Was it Xavier Cockroachal Damon, himself? No, that wouldn’t make any sense. Why would he fake his own death, assume a new identity, to just fake his death again, to then reveal it all to me? No, the telegram had to have been sent by somebody else, but who? I felt dizzy. My head was spinning at the ramifications of what I had just read. I filled my glass and took a long gulp then pulled out and lit a cigarette, then drank from my glass again.

Yes. Certainly, the logical and wise response when you feel dizzy and your head is spinning is to down vodka and light up a cigarette. But, I digress.

What was going on here? Who sent the telegram? Was Xavier Cockroachal Damon actually still alive? I had no answers but I was determined to get to the bottom of this and uncover the truth, so that was what I set out to do. I put my cigarette out in the ashtray. I grabbed my backpack and put it on. I stood from the bed and grabbed the handle of my cane. I walked across the room to my walker, my mode of transportation when outside. I unfolded it and opened the door and stepped outside, closing the door behind me.

I sat in a chair in my room, drinking from a glass of vodka and smoking a cigarette. It turns out that I had set out on my quest for answers, armed only with the knowledge that Xavier Cockroachal Damon and Hurphuldurp Mahangahoo may actually still be alive and that they may very well be, one in the same person. What I didn’t actually have was any information whatsoever or any means to go about finding them, him, whatever, you get the point. I had nothing to go on, nowhere to start, no possible idea where to go from there. I mean, I didn’t even know what Xavier Cockroachal Damon looked like. I was quite familiar with his writing but he was very much a recluse in his life and there were actually no public photographs that existed of him, so I had never even seen a picture of him. Sure, I could go wandering the streets, hoping, by chance, I might bump into him, but I wouldn’t even know
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