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Dear Beelzebub,
I never thought I’d be writing you. My mother would kill me if she knew. I want to thank you for the BB gun I found under the tree this past Christmas, even if it isn’t the Daisy lever action I wanted. It is a real nice gun and holds lots of BBs. 
Santa will get the credit since it came with all the other presents, but I know you were involved, especially considering how things turned out.  I hate to think Santa was complicit, so it must have been a bad elf in your employ who snuck it in.
I put the BB gun to good use. Well, at least a use you’d approve of.  First, I shot my best friend Greg’s sister Pammy in the butt from my bedroom window. She never saw who did it. I watched from inside as she looked around.
I then put a BB through Suzie’s window next door.  It was an easy shot since her window is right across from mine on the second story. Mr. Zuelzke will kill me if he ever finds out. But in my defense, I never figured it would go through, but just bounce off. 
I also took potshots at Robins in the backyard from the basement window, but I don’t remember hitting any of them.  And I almost got caught when I shot a can of Right Guard deodorant spray in my bedroom. I fired from the bed across the room to the dresser where it stood, hitting it right under the logo. The can fell over immediately, hissing out a mist of deodorant from a small hole into the room. I threw the evidence out the window before it smelled up the room too bad, then collected the can later and dumped it deep in the garbage can.
I also shot the plastic Jesus on the dresser, which I’m sure you found amusing. But now he is dented and one day Mom is going to notice.
(Jesus, it wasn’t personal. I don’t have anything against you and want to be on your good side, but the little statue was a good target. And anyway, it wasn’t the real you, but just a bit of plastic.)
But, Beelzebub, as much as I have enjoyed the BB gun, I have to ask you not to help again. I cannot accept any more gifts from you. In the first place, if Santa ever finds out he’ll fire your elfin spy and cut me off forever, and I can’t afford that.  Secondly, consorting with the devil is not condoned by my religion. And thirdly, I’ve found the BB gun is a gateway to further mischief. I recently got a .22 rifle from my grandfather and I’ve already shot a hole in Dad’s dictionary with it. And I did get in trouble for that, which must have been your plan in the first place.
David
