
First of all, dad, I love you, and I want to let you know that you are the most level-headed, kind, accepting and flexible person in the world. I will not be coming home just yet. You may want to sit down, get a glass of water or maybe something stronger and grab some Tylenol. Andrew’s party at Walter’s House of Waffles was outstanding. The juicy burgers melted in your mouth and the DJ was spinning classic rock that you would even groove to dad. Then, things got ugly really quick. I’m innocent by the way. Four small arguments between Andrew’s friends broke out, but the DJ was oblivious and kept on increasing the volume. Suddenly, someone threw a pitcher of rootbeer across the room and others grabbed any available object, ketchup bottles, plates, you name it. The police arrived and explained that noise could be heard from Kettle Street, and that the owners of Walter’s were looking to press charges for vandalism and destruction to property. Now, here I find myself sitting at the station with Andrew, Clint and five others. Help dad.
Purpose: to explain the incidents of the party and why I am at the police station

Tone: serious, apologetic, honest, defensive

Audience: Parents


Hey Norm! Get ready to laugh your socks off brah! Andrew’s party was sick, dude! We had the most delicious food, like cheeseburgers dripping with grease, a mountain of crispy fries, and you get the picture… Anyhow, Andrew was just in the middle of unwrapping his gifts when some angry dudes start bickering over who gets the last burger. Nancy laughed as usual until a ketchup bottle hit her square in the kisser. Next thing I know, people are throwing anything and everything. Someone finally called the “Po-Po”. They took everyone in. I’m in for it dude!!!! Call me or at least attend my funeral.
Tone: Humourous, casual

Audience: friend

Purpose: explain the events of Andrew’s party
