
2ndDecember 2025

Dear diary, 
Today was a tragic day!
As the bright lights flickered, and the huge doors burst open, I sensed that the chatty customers had spilled into my home-the local super market. As the rattling trollies rushed through aisles I heard the shopping baskets swinging merrily. I assumed it was very busy with all that noise at the checkout. Meanwhile, I stood patiently on the shelf (excited and full of pride). A shower of confidence washed over me while I was waiting to be picked in aisle 8. I was finally PICKED! It made me feel like I was on a stage.
Someone carefully dropped me into the trollies. As I rolled quickly like a log, I came closer to the loud beep of the checkout (and even closer to my glory). When my label was carefully scanned there were several loud BEEP BEEPs! I was rushed out of the local shop (feeling proud, excited and confident).
Within seconds, my cap was popped off and my fresh, mouth-watering water was swiftly gulped. A tub of anticipation covered me as I pondered about what my next step would be, which felt very exciting.
But this was when my life took a terribly wrong path.
[bookmark: _Hlk216023100]Suddenly, I felt the damp, soggy grass wrap around me like an abandoned blanket. This was when a terrible shock struck me. Oh no, I’ve been…LITTERED!!! The nightmare of us all water bottles. Why? Why did it have to be me? An explosion of betrayal, melancholy and fury flooded into me (like an ocean). Seconds later, I was thrown to a hall-like cage with darkness (the bin). The toxic smell of the bin, which was a witch, glided through, like unexpected clouds, filling the putrid place.
After 3 hours, my day grew even worse… the bin men who looked very tough arrived to hurl us in the huge, revolting nightmare, the bin lorry. It was another underworld. A flood of fury filled me as I figured where our final destination was, the LANDFILL. 
I stared across the endless chunks of rubbish feeling melancholy and timid. The unbelievable, rejecting smell of the landfill, which was nothing like perfume, was a giant breathing toxic smoke; it was as disgusting as thousands of decaying bodies. Skyscrapers of rubbish covered me like a blanket of snow, which made the heart-brake and anxiety feel much worse. A tsunami of stress washed over me every time I heard the lorry crushing the other trash, who where in this nightmare for a few decades too. All I saw around me was a jungle of screams and tearful faces (that made me feel depressed and sorrowful).
Deep inside my soul, a tiny glimpse of hope (which I didn’t remember was in me) sparked inside of me. I wished that my freedom would occur soon but as I gazed at the useless landfill, I knew that no one believes in wishes here. I guess that’s what made my day so mournful.
With a shattered heart, and a tragic life ahead,

Chloe
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