
 

                                                Gr*wing up- A story for the children at heart 

                                                                                    

 

3rd November, 1990 

Dear diary, 

Hello, I am Leya. (I don’t quite know how to start this) 

Today is my first day as an assistant for one of the managers of the biggest book publishing companies in 

New York.(That was a long sentence) 

I really want to prove everyone wrong and show them that I can be successful. In fact, I am sure I can get 

myself a promotion and prove to everyone that I am not that childish anymore. 

Okay, maybe writing in a diary isn’t the most mature thing to do, but I don’t think there’s anything 

wrong with still being a happy person and enjoying the wonders that life has to offer, whilst being an 

adult and having a well respected job. 

It’s raining today. Let’s hope that your pages won’t be damaged by the crystals of rain falling upon you. 

 

28th October, 1991 

Dear diary, 

I have not had a conversation with you in what seems like a year.(haha, it’s been almost a year) Perhaps 

one of the reasons has been that despite working so hard, I still have not gotten a promotion. Jared can 

be one of the most insufferable people on his best day. Imagine working for him as his assistant...oh 

wait. 

I have made him a plethora of suggestions about accepting children’s books authors, but he won’t 

accept it, as he believes that I am “childish and know nothing about what people want and enjoy”. 

What’s wrong with him and with what I have to offer? 

I also forgot my umbrella yesterday, which made me look not put together, giving Jared even more of a 

reason to mock me. 

 

15th October, 1992 

Dear diary, 

It appears that I shall update you once a year; perhaps when I reach the age of 80 years old, I shall finally 

finish blessing your pages with my oh so interesting life.(Or perhaps I would have a mini computer to 

write my experiences on; but then it wouldn’t be so authentic) 

Anyways, I have had it up to here with Jared and I have had enough of his superiority complex. Today I 

will have a meeting with the CEO and discuss with her about my ideas, and maybe even get a 

promotion. Then Jared can be MY assistant. 

Despite popular belief, I think the rain is amazing, it truly brings out the confidence and creativity that 

will make me strive. 

Today I will win. 

 

20th December, 1992 

Dear diary, 

You won’t believe what happened yesterday! 



 

I just got promoted to the position of chief editor which means that I am also in charge of choosing the 

authors that we will be publishing. 

I will no longer have to take the preposterous innuendos from Jared, nor his mocking of my ideas, for I 

am now the one making the main decisions. 

This was the best early Christmas gift ever!!!! 

After I put my raincoat and open my rainbow umbrella, I can now go out into the world as a successful 

businesswoman. 

 

16th October, 1994 

Dear diary, 

It’s been 2 years since I last talked with you and thus, 2 years since my promotion. So far it has been a 

hard, but fulfilling position. I can now proudly say that so far I have chosen 5 authors of children’s books 

(they have the most beautifully written, inclusive and uplifting books). Moreover, after a long time of 

searching for a personal assistant, I have stumbled upon Rachel (quite literally). She was talking with the 

receptionist, Gary, about getting a job at the company. I was walking and reading one of the newest 

entries of one of the aforementioned authors. One thing led to another and so, (after almost getting a 

concussion), she became my assistant. What a beautiful friendship story! 

Oh, I almost forgot! I was able to afford my own car so that I won’t have to ruin you or my attire whilst 

getting to work. Today is a sunny day anyway, which quite worries me as I usually get motivated to talk 

with you during gorgeously gloomy weather. Is this a premonition? 

 

25th September, 1995 

Dear diary, 

It was a premonition... but for almost a year later. Yesterday, I came into the office building when Gary 

was looking oddly in my direction. After, I have received more strange looks before I got into my office. 

My heart started beating in my chest and a lump was forming in my throat; my head was spinning when 

I saw what lay upon my vision. All the pieces of paper from the manuscripts were all over the floor and 

my desk and the rest of the furniture lay horizontally on the ground, whilst there was a message spray 

painted on the wall: “GR*W UP”. 

Just then Rachel came in and informed me that it was all Jared’s fault and that he has been spreading 

rumours that my parents have paid the CEO to have the position that I now have, and how I should stop 

being a child that needs to be rescued by their parents. 

RIDICULOUS! I would never allow such a thing to happen. My parents were delighted to hear that I got 

such a good placement, but they never did anything to get me this position. 

Todays thunder and lighting shall match my rage that has seeped inside my soul, and that shall continue 

to sail on the river of venom that has emerged from my heart. His jealousy of my success vandalised my 

office, but I am smarter. He has picked the wrong person for an enemy. 

 

31st December, 1999 

Dear diary, 

After I have reported Jared and he got kicked out of the company, I made sure that Rachel got a 

promotion. She is an amazing friend and I think this job will bring her more confidence in herself. 



 

As for me, I have been overworking. I need to get back to my happy and somewhat childish way of living 

life, as that is the most joyous that I ever feel. 

I will start the new millennium in a happy and positive way, and I shall never forget to keep the promise 

that I made to myself as a child: “never gr*w up”. 

Today, after a heavy storm, a rainbow appeared, on the sky and in my life. 

 


