[bookmark: _Hlk216022609]2nd December 2025
Dear diary,
Today was the worst day ever - it was truly tragic and disastrous!
As the dim lights flickered on, which blinded me, and the door burst open, I heard the stomping of the rushing customers, who were looking for the things they needed. The shopping trollies rattled like tin cans as they were swiftly pushed down the many shopping aisles. It was really happening - the supermarket was awakening! A flood of pride washed over me (almost knocking me over) as I sat eagerly on the middle shelf of aisle 6. Whilst I gazed over the endless aisles, someone frantically shoved me right into a metal basket; a wave of excitement flowed right through my body as I knew it was my time to shine!
[bookmark: _Hlk216023023]Twisting and tumbling, I felt the metal, glistening bars beneath me; I heard the echo of the beep from the conveyor belt, which kept on stopping, I felt both excited and a little bit of anxiety. I was dropped on the screechy conveyor belt PLONK! To tell you the truth, it felt very painful, I tumbled down the conveyor belt, and all of a sudden it came to a halt, an illuminous, red light scanned my special tag, which was shimmering in the warm sunlight. BEEP! Came the sound of the scanner. BEEP! BEEP! BEEP! I was grabbed and dumped into a plastic bag (it was a tight squeeze as the bag was very tiny, or maybe I was too huge). Anyways, I was carried out of the supermarket as I shouted freedom in triumph. All of a sudden, my cap was popped off and my luxury, fresh water was drunk (in fact it was gulped) as I pondered about what my new purpose would be.
That was when my day turned very dark indeed…
[bookmark: _Hlk216023316]Instead of being placed in the wonderful recycling bin, I was horribly mistaken, as I was carelessly hurled into a cave of despair and disaster - the revolting jet-black bin. I realized my diary wouldn’t end in happily ever after, as the sticky, disgusting lid slammed shut. BANG! My last laugh of joy slipped through my mouth and drifted away like a solitary log on a river of sorrow. How could this day get any worse?
[bookmark: OLE_LINK36]After many hours, which felt like forever, my day became a terrible nightmare… the bin men trudged over to the disgusting bin, the bin lorry flung me into the air, and I tumbled down into the of the colossal lorry. I realized where I was heading, the dreaded LANDFILL! After many more hours, we had arrived. An eruption of betrayal swallowed me as all of a sudden, I was tipped down into the landfill (my new, unexpected home). As the truck suddenly left, I felt abandoned once more. I hesitantly gazed across the untold stories of the landfill, which was as dark as doom, and it made my heart sink into the sloppy ground. Broken bottles and cans were a city of stench, trash and unfriendliness. A volcano of fury exploded inside my head every time I heard the machines moan as they scooped up mountains of rubbish; it was a jungle of chaotic screams, tearful faces and broken hearts.
Deep within, a tiny glimmer of hope still shone. I yearned for a miracle to occur, but it didn’t seem that anything good was left. What will become of me? Will I ever get a new beginning? I’m guessing that’s why my day was so horrible (and gross).
With a soul full of melancholy, and a story left untold,
Annah.
     

