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Autobiography of a Plastic Bottle

I am a soft drink bottle made up of plastic. I was manufactured in a factory with my friends. I was filled with soft drink and brought to a shopping mall. I liked my home which was a big refrigerator and it was really cold.

It was my second day in the mall when a boy picked me up for his Birthday party. He took me home and poured the soft drink into the glasses. I was thrown into a trash bin with the other waste. The trash bin was stinking as there were peels of orange, potato, banana, etc. I was lying on the tin cans of processed food. On my left were some magazines. 

For the entire night I was in the horrible stinking pile of waste. The next morning, I was dumped in a larger pile of waste. It was worse as I was buried under a big pile of waste full of leaves, dust, animal waste, decaying vegetables, tins, cans, paper, plastic bags, etc.

I was crushed badly. I thought I would never see sunlight again, when I was again dumped on an open ground with big piles of waste every where. I saw that I was not alone but some of my friends had already reached there. 

I was happy to see them but was sad at their state. I could see them badly crushed and broken. I was enjoying the sunshine when a big pile of waste was dumped on me.

I was buried under a huge pile of waste again. I never saw sunlight again. It’s been 200 hundred years and I am going deeper every day. I am waiting for my death but I wonder how long it will take for me to perish.

 
















