My dearest Bernard White,

I think I owe you an apology.  I see that it is fruitless to try and continue these efforts, but not because I’m actually in any way mad at you.  The truth is, I am not Roger Q. Pendleton III Esq.  No one exists by that name, either.

On top of that, I don’t work for Bapco.intl.ltd.ass. (which I made up), I don’t live in any of the places I’ve mentioned in our correspondence, and I most certainly never fled the US to escape oil spill lawsuits.  It might interest and surprise you to know that rather than traveling from Texas to Cote d’Ivoire to France to London to Nigeria, I have never even left my house in corresponding with you.  Also, I have forged every document I’ve sent you using Microsoft Paint.  Not even Photoshop.  Microsoft Paint!  And by the way, you do an absolutely terrible job using Microsoft Paint.  Take a look at my flight arrangements and tell me those don’t look real!

In your last e-mail, you asked if I took you for a fool or something.  The truth is, “Mr. White,” I do.  And not only are you a fool, you’re a liar and a thief.  The biggest regret I have is not giving you an automatically redirected phone cell phone number and having you call me and talk to me—if I had done that, you may have even reserved the hotel room and spent well over a thousand dollars on me.  Instead, I can only boast that I got you (but not your driver; you made him up) to stand around an airport for a few hours holding a sign that said “balls” on it.  I would’ve enjoyed having reservations at the nicest hotel in Lagos (which I, incidentally, have not and probably will never visit), but maybe my pride is getting in the way there.

In many ways, my situation is like yours.  Your name is not truly Bernard White, you don’t work for any bank, you never hired a driver to pick me up, and no one has any of the money you’re talking about.  You got my e-mail address from a website guestbook which you combed for addresses, and probably left a message to the effect of “MUGU MAN STAY OUTTTTT,” as you scammers always do.  By the way, I’ve gotten nearly 100 e-mails just like yours in the past few weeks alone.  You scammers really ought to coordinate who you send your “deals” to so as not to look so suspicious when someone gets twenty offers.

Anyhow, let me cut to the chase.  What you do is despicable.  Do you think there’s a reason it’s illegal?  And to try and scam the most naïve and innocent in society for everything they’re worth, without remorse, and under the pretense of being religious?!  It is beyond words.  I hope you’re angry for having wasted your time, and believing such a stupid lie of mine.  You actually thought I was coming to Nigeria!  I had only known you for ten days, you fool!  Why didn’t you notice I worked for a fake company, signed my letters “homie,” and gave you nonsense code-words for your e-mails?  You were blinded by your greed, one might say.

Now I understand you will have mixed feelings at this sudden shift from scammer to scammed, and if you hate me, I remind you: you know nothing about me.  You don’t even know what country I live in.  You don’t know my name or where I work or my age or private information or anything except that I’m a “funny guy” with a big vocabulary (or else I think you would’ve known what I was talking about when I said that my visit was an “apotheosis of a prevarication”… look it up).  If you feel some remorse though, any bit of sympathy, or could relate your feelings to those of the scammed all over the world, then please, PLEASE, turn to an acceptable life.  Perhaps it would do you good to join a religion whose blessings you have already uttered to me falsely.

In any case, “Mr. White,” I’ve enjoyed our correspondence immensely, but above all, I hope you do feel some remorse and turn to a new life.  I will keep you in my prayers.

Most sincerely and ever your true homie,

“Roger Q. Pendleton III Esq.”
