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Letter 1 – from Tammy

You might remember that a couple of months ago I went to Jodie’s 16th birthday 
house party. There was drink there; Malibu, Smirnoff  vodka, WKD, Echo Falls. That 
was the fi rst time I was drunk. Like, proper drunk. I was wearing that new dress 
I bought online, the ruched red one. I remember having a couple of drinks and taking 
pictures with my friends, singing along to the music blasting from the speakers, just 
enjoying the vibe. I also remember giving this boy at the party my phone and asking 
him to take a picture of me and Jodie. I couldn’t leave the party without getting a 
photo with the birthday girl, could I? Anyway, he took the picture and handed me 
back my phone as I slurred ‘thank you’ at him. He said something about how my bum 
looked great in the dress. I don’t know if I said anything back, I just remember 
laughing. I couldn’t recognise him so I guessed he was from another school. I think 
I asked him what his name was but I was too drunk to remember if or what he replied.

Somehow we ended up in one of the rooms upstairs. The room was dark and I felt 
drowsy with the pulsation of the music beneath me lulling me to sleep. The guy 
I was with unzipped the back of my dress and was trying to take it off  me. I 
was pushing his hands away from me, trying to tell him that I needed a nap and 
I didn’t want to do anything with him. What came out of my mouth was proba-
bly just incoherent mumbling so I don’t think he understood me because he pulled 
off  my dress anyway. Maybe he thought I was moaning. I don’t know, but he just 
carried on touching me, kissing my chest and stuff . When he put his fi ngers inside 
me I tried to resist him again but he just grabbed my wrists with his free hand 
and kept fi ngering me. I don’t know how long he went on for; I just know that 
it felt unbearably uncomfortable.

I woke up the next morning with nausea that wasn’t solely caused by the hangover.
The red marks on my wrists reminded me of what happened. Whenever I dared to 
look at them, I would gulp down disgusted breaths as I burst into tears. I felt 
so dirty and ashamed. Even once the marks had faded away, the feeling still stayed. 
That’s why I started cutting. It was impulsive at fi rst, as though I could make 
this burning sensation of shame bleed away and cleanse me of my impurities. I knew 
it wouldn’t take back that night, but it became more of a habit I guess. It was 
like a cycle of tears and bad feelings and blood. I’d like to say that there was 
temporary relief but there wasn’t. There were never enough cuts and they were 
never deep enough.

To the people I love,

Use these letters to help you think about how you and others 
can best support young people when these things happen.

CONTENT WARNING: Descriptions of sexual abuse and self harm
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I didn’t tell anyone about any of it until now. I wanted to tell my friends but 
I don’t think I could’ve kept on living if they had judged me or spread word 
around the school that I was a slut. Every day was like a battlefi eld, both at 
home and at school. Constantly trying to smile and laugh along to school gossip 
even though inside I was dreading that I could be the topic of their jokes and 
judgement. I was always cautious about what I wore in case my teachers or 
parents noticed the cuts on my wrists. All of that anxiety on top of what I 
was already feeling made school work impossible. That’s why my report was so 
bad, mum and dad. I just couldn’t concentrate. I couldn’t stop the thoughts.

This storm inside me has calmed a little since then but I’m still not okay. I still 
break down crying in the school toilets and self-harm, but I’m less scared now 
to speak out. I know I shouldn’t put the blame on myself for what happened 
at Jodie’s party, but I can’t help what I feel. I wanted to tell you because 
I’m ready to hear what others think. Maybe it’ll make things a hundred times 
worse, but there’s also the possibility that someone can help me. Then, maybe, 
I can get better.

Yours,

Tammy


