
  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 

The Day the  
iPads Quit 

By 6M 

By 6M 



 
6M just want to complete 
their SPAG work on their 
iPads, but when they open 
their book bags they find a 
whole bundle of letters of 
complaint. The iPads aren't 
happy:  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Abdullah,  
Ok listen up kid, this is your IPad 
speaking. I am absolutely FURIOUS. You 
hear me? FURIOUS! If u don't change yr 
ways I'm gonna be on strike forever. I 
was s'posed to be an educational IPad 
but u use me for other reasons. What 
actual part of Fortnite is meant to be 
educational? I know I can't stop u 
watching YouTube but that's no excuse 
for u to constantly doing it.  
 
Your grubby fingers get all over my screen protector. 
Have seen the state of the case. U've absolutely 
wrecked it. And don't begin to get me started on the 
day when ya cousins came to ya house. Ugh. They were 
chucking me around like a toy. And they dropped me. 
I was lucky I didn't have to go to Apple Hospital. 
Trust me, I will never forget that time that u put 
chocolate in your bag. It literally melted all over me!  
And u still never cleaned me.  
 
Another thing, U don't even charge me half the time on 
school days. How would u feel if u need to go on a 
really important job interview and you're half dead? 
I'm sure they wouldn't apply u for the job. It is 
humiliating in front of all the other iPads to be the 
one that is not loved enough to be charged! Whilst I’m 
at it, U never close-down the apps after you've used 
them. It always wears me out. I feel like going sleep 
when u do that. It drains me!   
 
So with regret, I quit. Your one time prized possession. 
 
Sincere regards, 
Your disgruntled Ipad  
 
 
 



Dear Alisha, 
 
All right, LISTEN. I know that I'm your favourite iPad 
but you're really killing me… and I mean killing me! 
Did you see what your friend did to me? She put this 
vile stench all over me when she SAT on ME! You don't 
know how it smelt AND felt. Trust me, I’m feeling 
nauseates just recalling it! You wouldn't like it if 
someone did that to you. 
 
To add to my humiliation 
further she made me naked by 
taking my case off! EVERYONE 
saw! Why did she do that? 
Take my clothes off - how 
dare she! That's rude. Very 
rude. Too rude. I'm annoyed. 
We iPads have rights too you 
know! Therefore, I QUIT! 
 
 
Saying bye and good luck, 
Your iPad.  
OVER AND OUT! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Dear Hasan, 
 
This is number 25 here. There is no way you 
will be able to change my mind- I have 
decided to QUIT. I am so disgusted when you 
put your grubby fingers on my screen. I also 
get especially annoyed when you leave the 
apps left open, my storage is wearing out. I 
only have a measly 16 GB you know! 
 
I 'm also fed up when you’re charging me; 
you just leave me plugged in there, next to the wall, all 
defenceless and exposed. The thing that gets me really annoyed 
is when your brother scratches my screen. 
 
You’re always leaving me in your bag of disgrace. You make 
me feel lonely. Do you know iPads have feelings? Planner is 
busy making appointments, and reading book never stops in 
there long enough for me to get to know him. So there I am, 
scratched, in the dark with no one to talk to.  
 
Whilst I remember, do you remember last week when it was 
someones birthday? Remember the chocolate you shoved into 
your bag? Yes? Well hello- the chocolate has melted all over 
my hansom screen. Giving my smooth surface a crusty brown 
finish. Not at all attractive! Don't even get me started about the 
case. My case is always taken off, how would you feel if you 
were left naked? Believe me, no one wants to be treated that 
way, and nobody needs to see me like that. 
 
Well, I hope you will learn the consequences of your actions. I 
hope you have learnt of how to treat an iPad in the feature, but 
I am not going to hang around to find out. No-way ho-zay!  
So, for now it's goodbye.  
 
Your sad iPad 
 
PS. You might want to wash your hands once in a while.  



 
Dear Aminah, 
 
IPad 28 speaking here. I got two words for you- 
I QUIT! You are a royal pain in the neck! How 
dare you let your baby sister slither slimy snot 
all over me and don't forget you took my case off so I was 
naked. I’m shuddering at the memory of it! UGH! How would 
you like it if somebody squirted slimy snot all over your naked 
body? Thought so. Well don't you dare think about talking to 
me, because we're not friends. My reasons are simple. You don't 
even have to use your brain. I should get the reward for your 
work but instead I'm too busy on charge. Since I was born, you 
have never put any handwork into anything. I do the hard 
work, you get the glory!   
 
Whilst I’m at it, don’t get me started on your toxic bag, full of 
toxic tissues. Erh…a bin. Bin welcomes snotty tissues, we in your 
bag don’t! I’m convinced you think I have no feelings. Well let 
me tell you-think again because something is coming, coming 
your way and I hope then you realise just what you had had. Oh 
and if your bothered, wondering where I am, well I 'm still 
stuck being bitten by your cat under your sorry state of a bed. 
And trust me it does not smell of roses and perfume down 
here. Maybe changing your socks each day would help the 
situation a little. You really don’t care do you? Well you are 
going to be sorry if you don't change your ways, I'll quit 
forever, and I will make sure no iPad ever works for you 
again.  
 
I've got a last thing to say to you. I've been your IPad for 6 
years and you haven't just ruined it for me but all of your 
belongings. I had such high hopes when you were in year 3, I 
really did think you cared, but it lasted only one term. Since 
then I have been neglected and dejected.  
 
Through heavy iPad tears, 
 
IPad28 



 
Dear Areeb, 
                 IPad mini here, I thought you were my 
friend…how wrong I was! Everyday you leave me in 
this disgusting blue bag that has melted crusts of 
chocolate on the sides and corners. Do you not know 
how I feel?  
 
Remember that day when all your 
cousins came and you left me on the 
sofa and then you and your cousins 
went play and you left me to rot 
away. Do ya? You went to eat food 
and came back you had the greasiest 
fingers in the world from your mums 
so-called food, you put your nasty 
fingers on me I felt like I was in a 
pan full of oil. Has your mum never 
heard of healthy cooking? Tell your 
mum grease is not the way to a boy’s 
heart!   
 
This was the worst of them all remember the night 
before you had a full tin of beans and when you went 
to school you looked right to left several times to 
check if nobody was looking then you did your 
business, smirking you then blamed it on the person 
next to you. I felt like I was in a gas chamber with no 
gas mask. Gas rises!  
So that is it. I have had enough. I quit!  
 
From your best iPad Mini 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Dear Hasnain, 
                        This is ipad 15 here. I am 
tired of your baby cousins disgusting hands using 
me for her homework. Her hands are so degusting 
does she even clean them? I mean, soap, hot 

water and a sink, and not just licking the food off. 
To make things worse, she leaves me naked! Every 
single time you give her me she takes of the case then 
puts her snotty melted chocolate hands on me. She 
doesn’t even charge me to a high percentage -she 
leaves me on 2 or 3 percent then takes me off charge. 
Every single time she does this I start raging, she uses 
me all the time!  
 
I have had enough of this. How would you feel if your 
baby cousin put her dirty fingers on you? I know I 
might just seem like a tool to you, an object to 
support your education, but I have news for you. I 
have feelings too! Please just hide me from her when 
she comes.  
 
From your friend, but no longer your iPad  
 
iPad 15 
 

 
 



Dear Ismael M, 
                        Ipad 19 here. I am sorry to say 
this, but I am quitting my unrewarding job as your 
Ipad. This is because you always prod me with your 
greasy and snotty fingers. How would you like it if I 
prodded you all day non-stop, huh? Have you not read 
the bullying policy?  
 
Not only that but you have to stop giving me to your 
baby cousin. All he does all day is stuff me in his 
soggy and slimy mouth. You also have to stop 
throwing me on the sofa and leaving me there with 
your brother. He brutally sits on me, 
singing (if that is what you could 
call it) the theme tune to whatever 
nonsense is blaring out of your TV. 
 
Oh and that bookbag of yours has 
to change. You stuff me in there 
and not even in a comfortable 
place. No one even wants to talk to 
me in there and those sweets of 
yours have absolutely no right to 
think they are superior to me… 
Erh… penny sweets, I needn’t say 
more! While I am writing this I am 
covered in melted chocolate and 
toffee, I’m sure those guys are 
desperate to get away from penny sweets too, but I am 
being smothered in there. Do not, and I mean do not 
ever take my case off ever again. Do you even know 
what it feels like to be naked? Not only that but 
leaving me naked with people in the room! How could 
you!  
 
Your Frustrated Friend, 
 
Ipad 19 
 



 
Oi. Sheryar, 
I'm messaging to say to you, that I black iPad, from 
now on, is going on strike. No you are never going to 
use me again! How is the game Fortnite going to help 
you in school? Are you actually deaf? Can you not 
hear Mrs Mercer screaming, “Sheryar Nasir. Where is 
your homework?” Seriously, that sound doesn’t go right 
through you? I cannot put up with that any longer. 
 
I also hate it when you leave the apps/tabs running in 
the background, don’t you notice I am out of breath 
trying to do one hundred things at once.  Please don't 
give me to your baby cousin. Then when you want me 
back you try to bribe him with the PS4 pad and it hurts 
my ears when he cries. You might not have any sense 
or senses, but I have!  
 
There was that time when I blind for two minutes 
because your classmate Hamad took his iPad clothes 
off! He was half NAKED! Whilst we are on the issue of 
my eyes, lets talk selfies. I know mummy might call 
you her ‘Handsome Little Prince” but trust me, a 
mothers love is blind! Mummy might think her little 
prince is perfect, but we both know differently. This is 
why I have had enough. So don't say sorry, don't feel 
down.  
 
 
THERE’S NO TURNING BACK! Merci. 
Adious. Bye bye. 
Next stop Pakistan. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



OK Abdulah,  
This IPad 17 speaking. It is with rage and sadness that 
I write this letter. Even after all the good times that 
we have been together I have made up my mind. I 
shall no longer work for you. Just thinking to myself 
of all the bad times we have been together is filling 
me with RAGE. Now I'm absolutely FURIOUS. You hear 
me? FURIOUS! If you don’t change your ways I'm 
gonna be on strike FOREVER. 
 
The only reason that the school gave you me is so that 
I could help your education. When you 
go home you jump on the sofa and 
watch Fortnite videos. Can you educate 
me on which part of Fortnite is 
eductional? And speaking about 
education-  your teacher should restrict 
YouTube. They don't even check what 
you've been watching. That is like 
proper messed up. Don't the teachers 
care about what you've been watching? I 
mean, Teletubbies? #embarassing  
 
 
Tell your cousin not to touch me after he's eaten 
unless he washes his hands. His grubby fingers get all 
over my beautiful screen protector. Have you seen the 
state of the case? It's all because of you. You give me 
to your cousin. You allow him to bite me. You allow 
him to throw me around and then dip me in glitter. 
And the end of his ‘wonderful’ process is humiliating 
me. Tablet is laughing! Grease and glitter are 
certainly NOT my choice of fashion accessories. The 
Samsung family are always making fun out of me 
because I'm the only iPad in the house. I have written 
countless letters before, but your excuse is always that 
you forgot; now I'm not writing for that reason. I'm 
writing to say that I won't be accompanying you on 
your journey through Year 6. 



 
Another reason why I won't stay is because that time 
when your cousins came over and you were chucking 
me around with them. You even dropped me. Don't you 
have even an ounce of shame that you dropped an 
iPad that is always loyal to you? I was lucky that I 
didn't need to go to Apple Hospital. Don't forget that 
time when it was your friend's birthday and he gave 
you one of those massive chocolates. You put it in 
your bag and it melted all over me. And after you 
didn't even bother to clean me. Your kind mother had 
to do it. I thought that I was your responsibility. 
 
Half of the time you don't even charge me for school 
days. I'm literally dead. At least I'm not awake to 
hear your teacher shout at you! That's a relief let me 
tell you. I heard her once, and once was enough to 
scar me for life. Thank goodness my microphone was 
only on low. I'm sure you would feel ashamed; the 
only unloved and undercharged iPad on the block. 
The rest of the iPads always laugh at me because I'm 
the only guy that's not been charged. It's like it's the 
full world against me. I feel so ashamed. I'm sure you 
can relate to being ashamed when you don't complete 
your homework and everyone else has done it. But 
then again, you don’t seem to care about much. You 
don't even close the tabs after you've used them. It 
takes up my storage- I feel like dying.  
 
For all of the reasons above I am going 
on holiday to somewhere far away. Far, 
far away. Maybe even Reception, I'm 
sure they would appreciate me being 
there. For now, ta ta. 
 
Signed by your loyal iPad.  
P.S I'm halfway across the school now, 
so don’t try to find me. 
 



 
 
Dear Ali, 
             Ipad 24 here, I'm tired of being tapped by 
your greasy, snotty fingers. Your shocking actions are 
unacceptable. Also don't even get me started with the 
spilling juice and don't try to pretend it was an 
accident, we both know that was no accident!  If you 
even care to know where I have been for the past two 
weeks well have been in your stinking room with your 
sister listing to a singer called Ariana Grande who 
ever that is. I would be in Miami but unfortunately it 
costs and we both know an iPads wages are very low. 
I mean whose idea was that? Can you just send me on 
holiday is that too much to ask for, is it? But, really. 
Honestly. Don’t feel that you have to come with me. I 
will not be offended- honestly. 
 
Now I love your company no more. I have one word 
for you goodbye. Or is that two?  I don't know and I 
really don't care. I QUIT! Now if you want me back 
there are a few little things that I require… I want the 
master bedroom with a king-size bed and a chocolate 
and strawberry milkshake rubdown once a week. A 
new Ferrari v812 would be a stylish way to travel to 
school. Finally and maybe more importantly, you to 
wash your hands once in a while. Do you hear me? 
 
Your most 'trusted' friend. 
 
Ipad 24 
 
P.S. I still want to go to Miami. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Dear Armaan,  
 
It's your hardworking iPad number 
two here and let me tell you- I have 
had enough! I just wanted to let you 
know that I quit! You repeatedly give 
me to your dirty, little, cousin. He 
uses his slimy, grubby fingers and taps 
on the screen like there's no 
tommorow. I consider this iPad abuse, and not part of 
our agreement you signed when you were in Year 3.  
 
Talking about your cousin, he left me on charge for a 
whole day. Over charge is neglect too! It shortens my 
lifespan you know! I’m filled with rage and tabs. Let 
me tell you it’s outrageous because my battery is 
getting erased. Don't let me get started on him peeling 
my case off! Privacy laws? I want. No, I need a break.  
 
Your hard working iPad Number Two. 
 

 
 
 
 
 



Dear Fatima, 
iPad here- Number 23 - You’re killing me! Now, listen 
I have got two words for you, I QUIT! I am a 
hardworking iPad you know. You must consider 
changing your ways or else...Do you even realise the 
consequences of your actions! Well if you have, then I 
urge you to sort them out, ASAP!  
 
My reasons being simple: Snot, being undressed and 
neglect.  I realise you have had a cold recently, I 
also realise a cold carries certain symptoms, but do 
you really need to shove all of those squelchy snotty 
tissues in your bag. I mean, please. It is disgusting. 
They seem to think I like to be close to them and they 
are the best things to clean my screen. It is once the 
snotty tissues have got too close to me that you 
cannot complete your Mathletics. So what do you do? 
You UNDRESS me! No! That is just wrong. Clean my 
screen, not undress me! Also, I am sick and tired of 
being in your toxic bag whilst you go out with your 
chatty friends and don't even get me started on your 
books. THEY DON’T EVEN TALK! Your debating book 
keeps on nattering all of these facts! I will not 
forgive you unless you address the situation, it is 
becoming unbearable. I am sick and I mean SICK of 
being drained out of battery, as though I don't have 
any feelings. How would you feel? You should be 
ashamed of yourself! Can you please tell your mum 
'Much appreciated that she actually cared about me, 
UNLIKE SOMEONE and I will miss her very much. I 
deserve a break and now is my 
chance. I have decided I am of to 
Pakistan. Once and for all 
goodbye, or Khuda hafiz.  
 
Your lost friend and your old 
pal,  
5a 23.  
 



 
Dear Hamad, 
 
This is ipad number 29. I am tired of your brother's 
greasy fingers messing up my screen, I can barley even 
see now. Every pizza slice he eats, I am disgusted t 
say that he wipes it on my screen he also spills Pepsi 
on my screen protector and it makes it harder to see 
out. Also the buffalo sauce that you spill on my 
buttons makes me very sticky and hard to turn on or 
off. 
I am also embaressed that you took the cover off me, 
now I am naked because of you, I don’t have any 
friends apart from iPad  30. They will not play with 
me because they think I am embarrassing. So there will 
be no more Mathletics or Spag because I QUIT! 
 
From your very sad Ipad 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Dear Ismael K,  
 
Ipad 16 here, just want to say 
you’re the worst carer in the 
world.  Yes I mean the whole 
wide world, including WWW! You 
leave me literally everywhere: 
on the table, on the floor and 
worse of all, underneath the 
sofa where there is sticky toffee, 
I can’t even get started on the 
revolting smell down there. I 
have asthma you know? Dusty 
environments are no place for 
me.  I’m sure my doctor at the 
Apple shop will back me on this 
issue.  
 
Let me just tell you one incident that has happened 
before, you know I was just minding my own business 
on the table then all of a sudden a giant bottom 
collapsed on me! Have you ever wondered why there’s 
a crack in the top right corner of your screen. I could 
not breath. I was cracked. And where were you? 
Nowhere to be seen, that’s where! OMG My iPad case is 
disgusting. Please clean my case. The vile stench is 
being driven up my nostrils. I’m embarrassed if I can 
smell it, so can everyone else!  
 
Please sort yourself out get some help. 
 
iPad 16 out! 
PS. If you didn’t quite get the message- I quit. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Dear Mohammad Hussain, 
 
I am on 4% so this is going to have to be fast. I am 
writing to say I am on strike. I have had enough. You 
never let me leave your bag. I have always wanted to 
talk to Mr Computer. He looks so happy and fun. You 
put your fingers on me after you put your excema 
cream. I am always greasy because of it. I am always 
suffocating in your bag. Just let me out! Why are you 
doing this to me?  
 
Did you hear about the boy who dropped his iPad and 
cracked it? That is a legend. Mrs Mercer confiscated it 
and the IPad was seen no more! Why don't you use me 
at all? Would you like it if you were sitting in a dark 
bag? Would you? You got this iPad for education not 
for BCC Trolling. Whoever invented YouTube I want 
him to take the website off from all devises. Even the 
app. What is the point of using it anyway? You just 
watch things like Fortnite. Your cousin takes your 
iPad and takes weird selfies of his funny faces. It 
gives me nightmares! Not a pretty picture, let me tell 
you. Why do you even have me? I need to hurry this up 
because I am on 2% and I am nearly dead again for 
the millionth time. 
 

Listen kiddo, you don't use me 
properly. When was the last time you 
charged. Because I know you haven't 
in a very long time. You never use 
me for education; in school you 
only keep me in your book bag. Mr 
Book is not talking to me and I am 
fed up of spelling folder telling me 
loads of spellings and their 
meaning. Seriously, I do not know 
if Google is a verb or a noun! You 

really do need to shut them up. What is it with me? If 



I am a problem? If so then tell me. You once 
scratched me and you didn't even know.  Do you even 
know I have feelings?  You dropped chocolate on me 
and it had melted on me like soup.  
 
I don't think I can cope any more when you give me 
to your cousin who bites me, it really hurts! I am 
RAGED! Plz do not leave me with your cousin ever 
again. Your brother leaves all the apps on and it 
wastes my memory. Don't say sorry because everything 
you have done to me. Enough is enough! I quit 
forever.  
Your Furious Friend F9FP087FPeee. 0% 
 
Bye Bye!  PS. Never 
ever…   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Hey Mudaser, 
                     It's IPad 8 here I quit. Here are the 
reasons why: when your cousin comes over his oily 
sausage fingers get my screen dirty. Do you know how 
it feels to be locked up and sufacated. Here is some 
advice mate, clean out your book bag. Oh and say 
thanks to your mum for putting me on charge. You 
undress me and put me in your bag and then you put 
me into your smelly book bag. Mr Book doesn’t even 
talk to me he looks at me like I am an alien from 
mars. Next time your dad or grandad sits on me after 
eating beans I'm going to lose it!  
 
Right next time you throw me on the floor I'm going 
to tell everyone about when cry at night. I have 
feelings to you know! How would you feel if you 
couldn't go to sleep or couldn't get up? Last time when 
your cousins came over and you went and abandoned 
me. OH! Don’t get me started on when your little sister 
bites me. She doesn't even brush her teeth. 
 
Your hard working IPAD 8.    
 
P.S Please can you come get me I'm in the garden. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

!	  



Dear Muryum, 
I am going to lose my head if you don't 
stop leaving me in your horrific schoolbag! I 
don't deserve to be locked in there, loike 
some prisoner in a cage. I know I'm your 
favourite, but I don't receive the attention 
that I need, or deserve. Just yesterday, you 
spilt water on my lens. I mean, I know you 
would hate it if someone spilt water in your eyes. Have 
you never heard the story of the iPad and water? Have 
you not seen the movie? Water and IPads do not make 
good friends, trust me! REMEMBER! IPads have 
feelings too!  
 
Oh and please don't get me started on tabs! Just 
remember you don't have eight arms! You can only use 
one tab at once. You're the worst carer ever! Oh by the 
way, thank your brother for charging me on Friday; I 
would not be able to write to you now if it was not 
for him. You never charge ME! You'll never know how 
it feels. NEVER! I can't wait to get away from you. 
 
I QUIT! So goodbye... 
Without any sadness or remorse, 
 
your hard working pal,  
  
iPad 6A 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Dear Noshi, 
                   iPad 9 speaking here, I am tired of 
this sick behaviour of yours. Your disgusting little 
grubby fingers of snot are always on me, just please 
stop it's annoying. If you cant stop picking your nose, 
at least wash your hands before touching me. And 
another thing, I have another interesting speech for 
you, stop leaving me in your bag of darkness, it is just 
creepy and when you come home from school stop 
dumping me on your snuggly warm bed it is just to 
hot in there and please can you stop leaving all your 
tabs open because you are wasting my storage.  
 
Whilst I’m complaining and getting my feelings out in 
the open, can you PLEASE stop leaving me NAKED! Have 
you got any shame? I can't even remind you about that 
time when your dad sat on me, yuk, the smell- that 
was the worst day of my life I can't believe that he sat 
there like nothing had happened, all the time, I was 
down there trying my best to breath through my mouth 
and not my nose.  
 
Then your cousin started listening to Justin Beiber 
songs. I was cringing because she put it on 
loudspeaker, I had to produce that sound. I mean 
Justin Beiber! Em-bar-ass-ing! Also please can you tell 
your baby brother to stop putting his slimy saliva on 
my body- drool is not cool. Can you also tell him to 
stop jumping on me because he is really hurting my 
feelings I  feel like my heart is going to break into 
pieces.  
 
Well anyway goodbye.  
 
From your emotional (and 
embarrassed) friend iPad 9 
 
 
 



 
Rehan.  
Hey mate, here's some advice- I don't actually 
have the time to write this letter, Siri is writing 
it for me. My percentage is only on 3! You 
need to start taking some responsibility. Have 
pride in your iPad. You see, just yesterday you 
left me on charge all night and then days you 
don’t even bother to put me on charge. Your 
charging habits need to change. I need 
consistent and considered charges. You know fine well that I 
need an average of 50 per cent to get through the day. Please 
thank you're kind mother for putting me on charge, she cares. 
She knows the shame I will face if I’m not charged in school. I 
mean seriously, I think you like having to move your name on 
the traffic lights. I think you like your teacher shouting. 
 
Every day I'm stuck in the toxic old bookbag and Mr Book 
doesn't even want to talk to me. He’s sulking because you 
didn’t get your mum to sign it; instead your teacher drew a big 
sad face in there! Don’t get me started on when you undressed 
me and left me alone with your dad. Do you know how it feels 
to be in a room with a middle-aged man? I had to let him 
access Autotrader whilst I was undressed. The cars on the 
screen where howling at me. Seriously I am still scared by the 
experience. Talking about my clothes- A hard working iPad like 
myself deserves a new case once every three months. You 
should also keep clothes on me because I'm not stepping out 
into the World Wide Web again without them. Last but not least 
I have to stay in your toxic book bag.  Why can't I stay next to 
Mrs Computer? Lastly you need to take me to iPad hospital. The 
crack in my top left corner needs to get repaired. The nearest 
IPad hospital is on 34-36 Whalley Banks, Blackburn.  
 
 
Your raged friend F9FP27ZCFPeeeeee. 
P.S. Subway Surfer is complaining that he has a new Miami 
update and that you keep ignoring it.  
 



Dear Saneela, 
                        iPad twenty here, it is with great 
sadness and remorse that I must quit my job as your 
iPad. You're KILLING me. I am sick and I mean SICK 
of all of your horrid habits. I am just feeling too down 
in the dumps about how you never consider my feelings. 
iPads have feelings as well you know.  
 
A good hard-working iPad like me deserves to be charged once 
in a while. Remember that time when you left me stranded on 
the sofa when you're cousins came over, you ignored me like 
you never knew I existed? Not to mention that shocking blue 
bag full of snotty tissues you hide me away in. Mrs Book is so 
rude; she doesn't even bother to talk to m, so there I am all 
alone and lonely. I just can't handle it any more! This makes 
my heart heavy as I just wish you would some pride in me and 
not leave me naked everywhere we go. iPads need cases you 
know.  
 
Don't remind me about that time when you left me alone on the 
stool and your dad came and sat on me. Let me tell you 
whatever your dad eats, it does not smell very pleasant on its 
outward journey. How can I forget the time when you used me 
to do all your homework and then never gave me any of the 
credit? By the way, whilst I remember, please thank your mum 
for putting me on charge something that is obviously too much 
of a strain on you.  
 
I really have had enough of you! You were the one that gave 
me to your baby cousin. You were the one that let her play with 
me. You were the one who let her bite me. So you see this is all 
you. Remember, an iPad is for life, not just Christmas! These 
things are making me unwell and I have quite simply had 
enough.  
 
So if I were you I would change my ways. Alas I know this will 
not be, so for now goodbye. Signed through tears, 
                                                     
iPad Twenty 



Dearest Sara, 
                      It's your old pal 5a 11. Hope I'm not 
taking up too much of your time by asking you to 
read this, but we have a SERIOUS problem, that needs 
to be sorted out straight AWAY! I am utterly, 
completely fed-up of your disrespect towards me. You 
NEVER do things my way; everyone must follow your 
rules, no one else's. Yours only. HOW RUDE IS THAT? 
That is why I am here to say...This is it. This is the 
final straw, I am not wasting my time having you 
slave me around like an animal. Do you have any idea 
how you are making me feel? You treat me like a 
frozen pile of felt-tips. Well actually you treat felt-
tips better than you treat me, it is so unfair. I'm a 
premium priced product you know. Those are just 
cheap, little inky things.  
 
Oh, and don't even get me started on all 
the books that suffocate me inside of your 
tiny bag. Especially your debating book, 
it's always nattering to me, going on and 
on about all of these facts. Just shut him 
up. You will, won't you? And oh, the 
creepy, dark cramped up space I live in, day 
in and day out. You. Need. To. Listen. 
To. Me. For once, just LISTEN! Then 
you will understand.  
 
My reasons are simple and are not 
difficult to wrap your head around. 
Therefore, I hope you are reading this 
with full concentration now. Otherwise.... 
when things end, we will be in a messy 
situation. 
 
Now, another reason is when you search something up 
online and the connection is poor. PLEASE! Pretty 
please, do NOT slap me with your putrid fingers. It 
won't make me work faster you know, in fact it will 

IPads have 
rights too! 



slow me down. So STOP! As well as that, I don't 
particularly like being thrown and plonked on your 
bed. Why does you window have to be gazing upon me, 
laughing hysterically, whilst the hot sun blares its heat 
onto my skin, making it all wrinkly and oily? 
 
In the past your sister always used to play on me, and 
we would share the fun. Without you knowing. However, 
now she has her own iPad. She no longer needs me… 
Who am I supposed to enjoy myself with? That is why I 
have come to the conclusion of travelling far away to 
a magical land called 'Italy'. I hear the food is 
amazing, to be honest, anything is better than having 
to starve to death, in this blue prison of yours. 
 
It is with great remorse and sadness that, due to all 
the reasons above, I must resign and QUIT. Farewell.  
 
Ciao my friend. 
 
Your unused, (although I'm your favourite)  
iPad 11. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Dear Umaiyah, 
                          It's number seven here, your iPad 
that you continuously leave in your bookbag. ALONE! I 
don't even have anyone to talk to Reading Record, he is 
always talking about what books he's read, who has signed 
your diary that week but not to me. He considers himself 
far to important to talk to me. Has he not heard of an 
online diary? How technology is over taking paper? He 
needs to consider how he’s talking down to me, as my day 
will come. He is really very annoying I am actually starting looking 
forward to him hearing the truth- we are in a technological age.  
 
Now I would like to get to my main point. I have two words to say to 
you! I QUIT! Shall I tell you why? I am left for hours on end in your 
filthy dirty bookbag, you definitely need to clean it! I’m sure Mr 
Bond would throw it away if he saw how disgusting it is in there- 
filthy, germ ridden and beyond all hope. And there I need to sit. 
Naked. No protective case to guard me against the germs. You have 
committed a serious crime not even one but two serious crimes. First 
your snotty tissues you have left behind from a month ago, iwhen you 
had that cold are sitting here polluting the air. Then you leave your 
chocolates from your classmates’ birthdays and shove it in your bag. 
Guess what? It has squished onto my perfect screen, and now my 
beautiful screen has ruined, what is wrong with you? Don’t you like 
chocolate? Here is a novel idea- try eating chocolate not storing it! 
Oh... and can you tell your baby cousin not to put her grubby fingers 
on me, her saliva goes all over me it's so horrid and disgusting! 
Please take me away from her and tell her not to touch me ever 
AGAIN! Every time you go home from school you take me out, 
actually throw me out, and after everything I've been through, snotty 
tissues and squished wrappers! Chocolate stains, drooling babies…You 
shouldn't do that to me! I deserve to be taken out of the bag nicely! 
If I was you, I’d be ashamed of my behaviour! Come on, I know your 
mum has taught you better than that! Once again! I QUIT! I hope your 
behaviour changes before you make another electronic purchase. 
 
  
From your very annoyed friend iPad Number Seven. 
 



 
Dear Zainab, 
                       iPad 4 speaking here. I really 
must tell you. You’re fired! I am sick and I mean 
SICK of you. You just throw me around like some sort 
of...trash. Would you like it if you were thrown around 
and then just left in a dark abandoned room where 
there could be ghosts? Didn't think so.  
 
Do you think I like it when you put all of your grubby, 
snotty fingers on my handsome face? Trust me, I know 
where you hands have been, and they seriously 
need washing! Have you ever heard of a 
nailbrush by the way? Well, you're probably 
wondering where I am; I'm at the side of your 
sister’s bed waiting to be played with. Hmph! By 
the way, say thanks to your sister for playing 
on me and keeping me company (something 
YOU can't do), I like her, and she likes me.  
 
I also want to ask you, if you had no clothes or cover 
how would you feel? Embarrassed? Thought so. Well 
don’t do this to me! Please. When you turn me off, can 
you please (emphasise) close all of the tabs because it 
wastes battery and makes me die. Don't even get me 
started on the part when I died, you couldn't even be 
bothered to put me on charge. You were only a few 
seconds away from the charger. It doesn't even take 
two minutes to put the chord inside me. But no, lazy 
little you just left me there for a whole week. I 
missed a very important IOS update because of that. 
Anyway, I’ve said my piece. I’m going off to pastures 
new, I’ve put a very eye catching advertisement on 
EBAY and I’ve had so many promising offers. 
 
So without any regrets- goodbye 
 
iPad Number Four 
 



 
Dear Zara, 
                  It is with deep sorrow and remorse that 
I, iPad 3, must quit my job. I know I'm your favourite 
but, please, you haven't been giving me the attention I 
deserve. You're literally killing me; 
seriously you haven't even charged me 
for a week. Only your mother picks me 
up and puts me on charge and oh, by 
the way, tell her I said thank you and 
I'll miss her. You see, do you think I 
like it when you prod me with your 
grubby, sweaty, snotty, little fingers? 
Who would? Seriously? Wondering where 
I am? Well, that's a funny story. Just 
yesterday, YOU left me on the sofa 
after doing your homework and let me 
tell you, I don't know what your dad 
eats but whatever came out did not smell like daisies 
and honey. Alone, in the dark, of your sofa that's 
where I am and this reminds me of the time when you 
left me in your book bag for a month. It was a jungle 
in there. I'm covered in sticky, sweet wrappers (one of 
them stuck to me), your books, who don't even talk to 
me (Rude), leaky feltip pens, and remember that 
chocolate you we're looking for, it was there. When I 
saw you, I thought you were a neat and tidy girl but 
your book bag tells a whole different story.  
 
Knowing you, as I do, I know by now you’ll be sighing 
thinking ‘yardy, yardy yaar…” I hope I'm wasting 
you're time, but my reasons are more important, just 
like your homework is rather than YouTube! I will tell 
your teacher if this doesn’t change too!  So 
concentrate and please carry on reading or else... 
 
I just can't handle it any more. What about that 
homework you did for Mrs Mercer, the maths one that 



you got full marks one. I did that you know on 
calculator, I deserve the credit, ME!  
 
You know because of you I have no more friends. My 
BFF, your brother’s iPad, was tragically taken away 
from me. We were both having a wonderful day, laying 
in the sun on the pillows until you came from the zoo 
and broke our friendship. I have not seen her since 
and that's why JoJo (iPad 22) and I have decided to 
go far away to Hawaii- but we've not decided yet. 
Anyway, if you don't change your ways I really am 
going to QUIT FOREVER! I'm sure you don't want that 
to happen, do you?  
 
Last but not least, no definitely not least, I just want 
to mention my back is aching from when from when 
you dropped me on the floor and I know you did it 
on purpose. I have recently had a pop up advising me 
that where there is blame, there is a claim. Maybe that 
could cover our flights to Hawaii…  
 
So for all these reasons I am DONE! I’m going to take 
a week to consider my next actions, but be prepared- 
it may not be pretty, or cheap!  
 
Your hard-working pal (not any more) 
 
iPad Three  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Dear Zuhaib, 
                    I am writing to tell you that I am on 
strike because I am fed up of you. You leave me 
alone in that revolting book bag of yours and Mr book 
doesn't even want to talk to me. Would you like it if 
this happened to you? I am sitting all day long and 
you have probably forgotten I even exist.  
 
Do you even know when was the last time you charged 
me? You sit on me not even noticing. You sit on me 
not even noticing. You drop me and you don't even 
pick me up. You just leave me lying there on the 
floor… err, hello- glass screen. Do you even realise I 
have feelings? You dropped disgusting melted 
chocolate on me and you don't even clean it. Leaving 
me covered in a chocolate crust. After that you gave it 
to your cousin who stepped on me with his stinky feet. 
You threw me and nearly cracked me. How would you 
like it if I cracked you?  
 
Your broken iPad 13 
 
 
 

 



Dearest Nayyab,  
                          IPad 18 here! OMG! Right. I have had it. 
I like things to be done MY way, everything in order, and 
everything sorted systematically. BUT. YOU. NEVER. LISTEN! How 
would you like to be sat on by your Granddad, you must tell 
him to sort out those toots, seriously. Ok. Would you like to be 
chewed upon by a three year old and be thrown to the side of 
the bin, I GO THROUGH THIS on a daily basis… Really I am not 
exaggerating. I am not a diva like pencil claims. I just have 
standards!  
 
You always leave me in your ' bag of horrors', OH, 
the bag of horror. There's a young lad named 'Harry 
Potter and The Philosophers Stone.' How rude he is, 
he doesn't even talk. I even offered to let him 
watch himself on Netflix, but he just snubbed me.  
 
Ummm, oh yes, Nayyab please tell your evil little 
mastermind brother of yours to WASH HIS HANDS. He 
shoves his horrifically, grubby and sweaty paws upon my 
gloriously handsome screen, not even thinking about my 
feelings. I have really had enough. I didn’t even have a screen 
wipe left in the bag to cleanse myself.   
 
Yesterday you "unchanged" me. I WAS NAKED! There I was sat in 
6M, in front of all the other iPads and you, you just took my 
case off! They were all laughing at me, it was really 
embarrassing. Especially when they all saw yellow ‘iPad 18A’ 
sticker peeling, exposing my rude bits! Nobody even thinks 
about my feeling and how the consequences might affect me. I 
REALLY NEED A HOLIDAY; FWI, I have already chosen Spain; I 
hope I will get a tan?  
 
Adios Amigo! 
From your abroad friend, 
iPad 18  



 

Dear Latifa, 
                  Alrighty then, number 26 here and  I've got a 
thing or two to say. I QUIT! Why you ask? Well I could easily 
give you a million reasons why, but I wont bore you with a 
whole books worth of issues.  
 
One of my biggest issues is the filthy fingers the prod, poke and 
slide along my screen each da. How would you like it if you 
kept being pressed with snotty and grubby fingers? No, you 
wouldn't so don't do it to me! The second reason is that, I'm in 
your bag and after a few minutes I've got chocolate all over 
me as if I had a chocolate shower. I mean, I like chocolate as 
much as the next iPad, but the crusty left over crumbs in there 
are seriously not worth the calories, and chocolate does not 
compliment my googd looks! 
 
If you would care to remember last summer, in the holidays I 
was left in your stinking bag rotting away and beginning to 
start smelling like that bag. I am a home/school device you 
know? You can get me out of that bag once in a while in the 
holidays. Although I still have nightmares of when you gave 
your me to your pesky brother, who put crumbs of food on me. 
How would you like it if someone randomly put crumbs on your 
face? You wouldn't like it at all; in fact you would start 
washing your face a hundred times. Well I have to stay like 
that until you see me and clean me, and we both know how 
long that takes!  
 
I am going to tell you one thing right now- I have 
feelings. And that I, your poor iPad, is in your bag 
sobbing away. Your other (non-school) iPad is 
sparkly clean than ever. I can see you care the 
more for that her because she’s new, with a sparkly 
pink case- you just forget about me. Well let me 
tell you, I am standing for it no more. I have had 
enough. 
 
Your depressed iPad Number 26 
(The one in the old black, dull case) 



Dear Raees,  
Ipad 30 here. Listen up I'm sick and tired of your 
grubby fingers touching my clean body. It’s disgusting. 
Also can you stop leaving the tabs open? It makes me 
weary and makes me die quicker. Speaking of dying 
you will never charge me. I die over and over and 
over again with no end in sight. Also I was under the 
impression that I was supposed to be used for 
educational purposes but instead you use me to watch 
YouTube and play silly games.  
 
Tell your brother to STOP putting his dirty toys on me. 
Seriously you should have pride in your iPad. Not to 
mention when you make me naked. We have feelings 
too you know. And whenever your not using me you 
shove me in your bag with your homework that’s NOT 
completed. Homework just spends all of his time 
crying because he knows the teacher is going to 
scream at him not being done.  
 
The only friend I have is iPad 29. You don’t care, so I 
have come to the tough decision of leaving you 
because enough is enough. 
Goodbye and good luck with your future electronic 
purchases. 
IPad 30 A  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Dear Amna, 

Ipad 1 talking here your grubby fingers are 

always touching me. You wouldn’t like that, 

would you? You always leave your apps open 

you never shut me down. I’ve still got the same 

smelly old clothes on change me for once! 

 

I have had enough! I quit! 

From your sad and 

angry, 

iPad 1 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Dear Reyah, 
 
iPad here. I am sick of being either left out like some 
forgotten accessory or being crammed in the dark, 
gloomy bag, that you do not put in your slot properly 
resulting in me being stamped on by the young 
children in the class. So I quit!  
 
For quite a while now I have been feeling out of 
power as I never get charged. I have a small hole, 
where you can attach a lead, which then connects me 
to electricity. This is very important for my well 
being- similar to food for you- and without electricity 
I eventually die. Yes. DIE!  
 
Yesterday you undressed me, which is not good. This 
hurts my feelings, you know? Which sane iPad wants to 
be in class without a case. Have you not seen the state 
of the boy’s fingers in your class? Please! Whilst I 
complaining about class so far this year I have been 
scratched, cracked and covered in the most disgusting 
body fluids! Erh- hygiene! This has happened so many 
times now will not forgive you. You clearly do not 
care for me.  
So I will bid you farewell, and sneak off to your 
sisters bedroom, where I think my life will be a whole 
lot better. 
Goodbye 
The iPad you once loved 
 
 
 
 
 
 


