2ND December 2025
Dear diary,
Today was the worst day in history!
As I was apprehensively stood on the rusty shelf (on aisle four), I heard a sudden click and the manager came in. Next time it opened, it looked onto a huge crowd waiting to come in. As soon as the shop awoke and the lights blinked on, hundreds of shoppers burst through the doors. Some went left some went right and some went forwards. One pair went came straight to the water bottles – a mum and her boy! 	The boy took ages to choose I stood as proud (but nervous) as I could be. Finally, he chose me! Yes ME! A fountain of exhilaration engulfed me.  He threw me into the trolley and as I went through the checkout, the beep tickled my body. Eventually, I was enraptured in the blackness of a plastic carrier bag, which I heard are very bad for the environment.
I burst through the supermarket doors feeling free, excited and triumphant. From that moment on, I knew that it would be so easy and that nothing could go wrong. Or so I thought…
The bag I was in had some of the other products from the shop: macaroni, which used to tease me about being on a higher shelf than me, grapes, bread and crisps. BUMP! BUMP! BUMP, went the car as it went over speed bumps. It parked and then the door opened. Sunlight blazed onto me like the sudden blast of a water gun. Suddenly without warning, my cap twisted and turned until it flicked off and gulp, gulp, gulp, I was emptied in three gulps. Unexpectedly, I was dropped to the floor being kicked along by a boy, who looked like he’d never been happy before. I rolled and rolled and rolled down hill then … THUD! I came to a stop next to two bins. Still dizzy, it took me a while for me to figure out what had happened. Then it hit me – I had been LITTERED! Yes, you heard me – LITTERED. I could hear the sounds of other the other water bottles chatting in the recycling bin, and at this moment a flood of neglect drowned me. 
Moments later, which felt like forever, a human chucked me in the general waste bin, when I had a massive sign saying 100% recyclable. Can you humans read?! The stench consumed me – I could literally see the smell in front of me – it stretched over like am elastic sheet of rubber (rotten and putrid). Then I realised there was squelchy stuff all over me. I can’t describe it, it was indescribably disgusting. For some reason, the main feeling I felt was betrayal from you humans. I had always dreamed of being recycled, given a second chance, but as I heard the footsteps getting further and further away, I knew one thing for sure, it was never going to happen ever. 
The bin was suddenly lifted into the air by a colossal truck, what? Don’t expect me to know what it’s called (I’m not an expert). Anyway, it emptied the bin into the back and the door closed. So, it was trapping all the rubbish in; it was a prison with no escape. I bumped and bashed about, it threw me from side to side. There was a tiny crack, where the door closed, I peeked out but all I could see was piles and piles of waste. Then I realised it was even worse than being littered it was… it was… LANDFILL!
I gazed across the untold stories of the landfill feeling isolated, heart-broken and dreadful. A gush of betrayal flooded me every time the great machines moaned. Plastic bags danced like ghostly figures in the deep night sky. The air was a blanket of smog and coughs. Heaps of unwanted stuff towered over me like giants hungry for more. The icky food oozed like a river of rubbish. The landfill was as dark as doom. It was a prison of fear, screams (and no escape).
[image: ]Deep, deep inside, a microscopic glimpse of hope flickered like fire. I prayed this was just a silly little dream but… it was definitely reality. As I gazed across the mounds of trash, I knew that not even a god could get me out. I heard in bottle school we take 450 years to decompose. Why was I chosen for a bad life? WHY DID I HAVE TO BE CHOSEN?! I was so perfect, wasn’t I?
With a broken-heart and shattered dreams,
Bonnie 
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