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Letter 3 – from Jack

To those who fund mental health services for young people, To those who fund mental health services for young people, 

Years.Years. That’s how long it took to understand that what happened to me 
was abuse. Two years coping with it all on my own – not very well mind. 
Either blaming myself or lashing out. I pushed everyone away. That was 
when I knew I had to fi nd some help. 

Months.Months. It took nine months to get my fi rst appointment. More waiting 
with my anger unable to tell anyone what was going on. I started to get 
awful headaches and missed loads of school. My teachers didn’t seem to 
miss me when I wasn’t there so I stopped caring and left as soon as 
I could.

Weeks.Weeks. I was given six weeks by CAMHS to sort it all out. On week one, 
they gave me a chart with smiley and sad faces to ask me how I was 
feeling. I was sixteen. If there was an angry face I might not have felt 
so patronised and annoyed from the start.

Days.Days. That’s how long each appointment felt. I had no idea how to start 
talking and the counsellor wasn’t giving me any kind of nudge. I didn’t 
know anything about him and he didn’t seem to want to get to know me. 
Most of the time we just sat there in awkward silence.

Hours.Hours. I’d gone through four hours and was nearly ready to talk about 
what happened when my counsellor literally disappeared with no 
explanation. They assigned me a new counsellor and extended the 
number of sessions I could have. Did they really expect me to open up 
to someone else after that? 

Minutes.Minutes. I watched the clock as they ticked down during my last 
session. I felt relieved when it was fi nished. Nobody could say I didn’t 
try to get help. At the same time I felt more empty and disillusioned 
than ever before. 

That night, I found an old school notebook and wrote down what 
happened for the fi rst time ever. My heart was racing. I fi lled probably 
20 pages with frantic words and shoved the notebook under my mattress. 
It felt like sleeping on top of a huge stone but at least that weight was 
fi nally off my shoulders.

When I found out that some counsellors encourage their patients to 
express themselves through writing or art, I got angry all over again. 
Why was I only given the option to talk when it was so obvious that I 
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couldn’t? How many years of suffering could I have avoided if someone, 
anyone, had asked me what worked for me?

It may have taken a long time but I fi gured it out for myself. I also 
fi gured out I could tell my Mum what happened if I wrote it down. She 
cried when she read it. Then she encouraged me to sign up for a creative 
writing course. I was so scared to let other people read my words at fi rst. 
Now I understand that when I write, my experiences and emotions are 
strengths. I’m more than just another young person who was failed by 
the system. 

I’d like you to think back on your own life as a teenager. I’d like you to think back on your own life as a teenager. 
Was it fun and carefree? If so I’m happy for you. If it was anything like 
mine I’m sorry. If I had a magic wand I’d use it to make sure nobody ever 
had to go through that again. Since I don’t, my plan is to use writing 
to help other people feel less alone. 

I know you don’t have a magic wand that can stop sexual abuse but I know you don’t have a magic wand that can stop sexual abuse but 
you do have a lot more power than me and my pen. How are you going you do have a lot more power than me and my pen. How are you going 
to use it to help others like me?  to use it to help others like me?  

Regards, 

Jack


