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What people are saying about Bag Lady



Bag Lady is a great read for someone starting a business with a purpose. The book contains interesting personal anecdotes, sound business advice and leaves readers with useful knowledge and enhanced confidence to step out on their own in a meaningful pursuit.


Kenneth Cole, Designer and Social Activist


If you want to make a difference in the world but aren’t sure how, grab this insightful book. From the first eye-opening pages about the harms of plastic bags, to inspiring stories about finding the confidence to build a climate-friendly business, Bag Lady is a compelling read. With charm and candor, Lisa Foster spells out the important personal and business lessons that helped her overcome impossible odds and succeed.


Rosabeth Moss Kanter, Harvard Business School professor and award-winning author of Confidence and Think Outside the Building


Today, there is endless opportunity to join the movement for sustainability, and Bag Lady shows you the way! The story of one woman’s quest to do good leads her in an unforeseen direction that eventually kickstarts a movement! Read how an eye-opening moment of clarity was marshalled into a passion that ultimately made a huge difference on our climate crisis and our plastic pollution problem.


Laurie David, producer of An Inconvenient Truth, environmental advocate, and author of Imagine It: A Handbook for a Happier Planet


Bag Lady is an inspiring read that makes you want to find out what happens next. Lisa Foster offers a compelling personal exploration of imagination, growth, hardship, and triumph that will resonate with every entrepreneur. More importantly, she demonstrates how a social entrepreneur who commits to a larger purpose can literally change our world for the better.


Tom Bowman, founder of Bowman Change, Inc., and author of What If Solving the Climate Crisis Is Simple?


Lisa Foster’s book Bag Lady is a master class for all who wish to make a difference in the world. As she recounts her journey from English teacher to eco-entrepreneur, the reader will be inspired by her courage, persistence, and values—all necessary to the process of positive change. Readers will also get an instructive look at the management skills one has to master to successfully grow an enterprise. And finally, Lisa’s honest account of successes, setbacks and lessons learned are invaluable gifts to guide all who seek change, whether it be in building a business or transitioning a life. This story is both timely and essential as the world awakens to the transformational benefits femaleowned businesses offer society.


Bob Rosenberg, 35-year CEO of Dunkin’ Donuts and author of Around the Corner to Around the World


You must read this book. It takes you on the remarkable journey of an amazing eco-entrepreneur who’s committed to changing the way we shop. The valuable and practical tools and tips Lisa Foster shares will help any business leader launch and run a business that’s committed to making the world a better place.


Jeffrey Hollender, co-founder and CEO, American Sustainable Business Network; co-founder and former CEO, Seventh Generation; Adjunct Professor, Stern School of Business


Written with warmth and verve, Bag Lady is a marvelous tribute to entrepreneurship’s power to change the world. In telling the story of 1 Bag at a Time, Lisa Foster shows the gift, so rare among business leaders, of conveying wisdom without platitudes and guidance without jargon. This is a book to inspire innovators and idealists alike.


Joseph E. Aoun, President, Northeastern University


Cheers to Bag Lady! It is a clear and poetic testament to what one person can do, and it is also a very clear and prosaic testament to the glories and challenges of starting a business. Following the simple idea that one person can change the world, Lisa started 1 Bag at a Time. As a result, my grandchildren will not have to see nearly as many plastic bags wrapped around fences, drifting into the ocean, slowly decomposing into the dangerous molecules of plastic that are so toxic to our world. This book is resonant with Lisa’s pride in her progress and with her scrupulous self-admissions of her failures. It will be inspiring to anyone who has an idea for a business and even more so if that idea has a goal within it of leaving this world a better place. And that is, without a doubt, exactly what Lisa Foster has done.


Mary Steenburgen, American actress, comedian, singer, and songwriter
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Introduction Would You Like a Bag?



Not long ago, I went to the grocery store to pick up a couple of items. At checkout, the cashier asked, Would you like a bag?


This may sound like a completely unremarkable incident, but not for me. Not long ago, the only question a cashier asked was: Paper or plastic? Often, they didn’t even ask. If I purchased even one item—an apple, say, or a pack of gum—they would bag it in plastic before I could say a word.


This book is about how I transformed myself from high-school English teacher to eco-entrepreneur in order to change the question at grocery stores across America from Paper or plastic? to Would you like a bag? When I discovered reusable bags on a trip to Australia in 2005, I became obsessed. Getting Americans to change the way we shop by switching to reusable bags became, for me, a moral imperative. It was personal. I had no idea how to do it. I just knew I had to.


I was far from sure that I would succeed. Nine out of ten startups fail. I had no training or background in business, so the odds were even worse for me. Also, a market for reusable bags in the US didn’t exist. Friends told me not to do it, that Americans would never bring their bags back to the store. But I was determined. Australia and Ireland had already gone reusable. I believed deeply in my heart that America could do the same, creating significant reductions in plastic waste and global emissions. If I could be the one helping people make that switch, it would be worth whatever it took.


So, I set out to transform myself into the Bag Lady, an entrepreneur on a mission to save the world one bag at a time. I wasn’t sure I would make any money, but I promised not to lose any, at least not much. It wasn’t about money. It was about listening to my heart and dedicating myself to a larger purpose, and that turned out to be a combination that drove a lot of success. Not only did I inspire millions of Americans to switch to reusable bags, I helped ignite a movement against single-use plastics that continues to reduce plastic waste today.


I didn’t know it then, but as I set out to change the world one bag at a time, other business leaders had begun to see the power of aligning business interests with environmental and social interests on a much larger scale. Of course, most people, if they have to choose between going broke or breaking the world, will choose not to go broke. But my experience, and that of others, shows the choice is a false one. Over the last few decades, many businesses are finding ways to put people and the planet on the same side of the equation as profit.1


It takes vision, innovation, and courage, and it’s happening. Many businesses are changing their business models to become more sustainable and equitable. Purpose-driven companies are transforming waste and energy sectors. Giant retail companies are finding that sustainability initiatives increase their profit and market share, like Unilever’s sustainable tea initiative, Walmart’s commitment to an all-electric transportation fleet, and Aetna Insurance’s decision to raise its minimum wage to $16 an hour. More are following. When you start to price in the cost in terms of human health and extreme climate events, the business case starts to make sense. Rarely has innovation, technology, and social will all aligned so powerfully as now to create the possibility for so much positive change.


If you have ever wanted to make a difference in the world, I hope my book will inspire you to act on your passions. You know the problems that light a fire in your heart, the problems that need to be solved now to create a better world for ourselves and our future. You don’t need any special education or knowledge to start. All you need is a desire to make a positive impact on an issue and a willingness to learn the rest.


Don’t worry if the problem you want to solve seems small. You can’t expect to solve everything. Just do one thing. If we all did just one thing, together we could create the world we want to live in. The little things we do every day, like reusing a bag, add up to the big changes we need for a better future.










Chapter 1 The Tragic Life of a Plastic Bag



Plastic bags are among the most ubiquitous items on earth. The Environmental Protection Agency (EPA) estimates that the US alone uses about 380 billion bags or sacks a year. That’s more than a billion bags a day. It happens one consumer and one bag at a time.


So, what happens when you throw a bag away? It’s easy to forget about it and think that’s the end. The reality is a lot more complicated. All the plastic ever produced is still somewhere here on earth. When you throw a bag away, there is no away. There is only here.




When you throw a bag away, there is no away. There is only here.





At best, once you have used them, plastic bags end up in landfill where we will have to maintain them for thousands of years. Landfills are essentially large pits lined with concrete where we put all the things that we don’t want to put back in our environment. Plastic bags are not diverted to recycling centers because they tend to jam recycling machinery. Less than 5% of plastic bags2 end up in recycling anyway.


Unfortunately, the vast majority of plastic bags aren’t recycled. About a third of them, actually 32% of the billion bags we use every day, never make it to landfill.3 Some are simply littered—thrown out of car windows or ditched on urban streets. Most, of course, are responsibly thrown into a trash bin somewhere, but that doesn’t mean they stay there. They frequently blow right out of public trash bins, few of which have lids to keep them inside. Even if you put a plastic bag in a trash can at home, you can’t assume it will arrive safely at a landfill. It can blow out onto the street when the trash can is on the curb or when the trash truck empties your trash can into its belly. They even blow out of trash trucks while on the road, or out of landfills if they get there.


Once they are in the environment, plastic bags blow around, sometimes sticking in trees or onto electrical wires. As you go about your daily business, you have probably seen them wafting over the roadways or clogging street gutters. Out in the environment, they eventually break up into smaller pieces, falling to the ground. When it rains, they wash into gutters, streams, and waterways, just as the rains have been washing debris into our waters for millennia. There, through exposure to sun and currents, they break up into even smaller pieces, and finally, these little bits of plastic wash into the ocean.


Ocean currents swirl around against continental shores like a gigantic toilet bowl, but there’s no flush. If you put a rubber ducky on a shore anywhere, it would theoretically take 12 years for the currents to swirl it in ever smaller circles until it reached the center of the ocean, or what marine scientists call the gyre. Until the advent of plastic in the early 1900s, everything caught in ocean currents was biodegradable and would break down into organic matter before it reached the center of the ocean, so the water there was pristine. But in the last century or so, the plastic that found its way into ocean currents began to build up in the gyres, farthest from land. Charles Moore famously discovered what he called The Great Pacific Garbage Patch in 1997 in the north Pacific Gyre. It’s not really a floating island of plastic, as many people imagine. It’s more like a cloudy concentration of plastic bits, more or less mixed with water, sloshing around. Much of the plastic is thought to sink below it, creating a heap of plastic trash at the bottom of the center of the ocean.


About 54% of the plastic in the gyre is estimated to come from land-based activities: dropped water bottles, broken Styrofoam cups, and of course, plastic shopping bags. The rest comes from boats, commercial and private, and from shipping containers.4


Altogether, the equivalent of a city garbage truck’s worth of plastic is dumped into the ocean every minute,5 amounting to 8 million metric tons annually.6 Governments spend an estimated $40 billion a year in cleanup costs.7


That is why free bags are not really free. The billions of dollars local governments pay for cleanup is ultimately funded by our tax dollars. The Department of the Environment in San Francisco estimated that each bag cost the city 17 cents in disposal and cleanup costs. And it’s not just our tax dollars that are inflated by so-called free plastic bags. Plastic bags in the US in 2005 were an estimated $4-billion-dollar-a-year industry, consuming some 12 million barrels of petroleum annually. Still today, many stores hand out bags to consumers free of charge and pass billions of dollars in purchasing costs on to consumers as overhead, effectively hiding the cost of plastic bags in other items like milk and light bulbs. Ultimately, consumers and citizens bear all these costs, whether we are aware of it or not.


Of course, all the plastic that we can’t clean up finds its way to our oceans where it is interfering with marine life. Plastic bottle caps and other items that tend to float attract marine birds like the albatross, which can go years without touching land. Photos by Chris Jordan on Midway Atoll,8 a small island not far from Hawaii and one of the nearest land areas to the Pacific Gyre, show haunting skeletons of albatross chicks decomposing with stomachs full of plastic, unable to eat and digest their normal foods. Sea turtles have been found with plastic straws in their noses or six-pack rings around their necks. Over 700 species of animals and fish have been found with plastic bags inside their bellies or tangled up outside of them.9


Plastic poses dangers far beyond entanglement, dangers we can’t see or photograph, from the endocrine-disrupting compounds they are made with, like BPA and other chemicals. Exposure to these chemicals interferes with the reproductive cycle of animals, including orca whales,10 Arctic seals, polar bears, and many others.11 Toxins concentrate as they move up the food chain, so evidence of infertility and hormonal irregularities in large animals indicates toxic effects throughout a wide variety of species.


An increasing incidence of intersex or ambiguous sexual variation among people has also been observed. These gender abnormalities have been tied to exposure in utero to the endocrine-disrupting chemicals from plastic.12 Besides the ubiquitous plastic food-containers that much of our food supply depends on, some of which may be leaching chemicals into what we eat, studies have found microplastic bits in a number of common foods, including of course fish, but also table salt, beer, bottled water, and even tap water. Scientists have calculated that for men in Western countries, sperm count has declined 59% from 1973 to 2011, much of that due to exposure to endocrine-disrupting chemicals in plastic.13


We may think we’re throwing plastic away, but there is no away. It is coming back to us on our plates. It’s reaching into our wallets and into our bodies.










Chapter 2 If You’re Going to Be Something, Be the Best



I learned the facts about plastic bags and wrote The Tragic Life of a Plastic Bag after a trip to Australia. It was a six-month, through-the-looking-glass trip, and coming back, I would not be the same.


When I first arrived in Melbourne on January 2, 2005, my first impression was how hot it was. It didn’t seem like the same sun that shined on us in the US but a much hotter version. Scorching. That was the day I first heard the question that would change my life: Would you like a bag?


It would take me a while to sort out why the sun was hotter there and why nearly everyone in Melbourne brought their own bags back to the grocery store. Australians already knew what I had yet to learn, that our everyday choices, like throwing away a plastic bag, added up to big consequences for our environment.


We went to Melbourne because my husband had a project there, a movie he was producing entitled Ghostrider. While he had exciting work to look forward to, my daughters and I only knew what we were leaving behind. Admittedly, we were reluctant travelers.


I was leaving my job as an English teacher at Harvard-Westlake School, an elite high school in Los Angeles. I loved my job and had fought for it. I grew up in Salt Lake City, white and well off, in a genteel middle-American world where I was never expected to do anything. When, after getting married, I worked my way through graduate school and took a job teaching high-school English, I was defying expectations. I became the first working mother in my family. It was a point of pride for me, so leaving it didn’t come easy.


The November before, when I asked the head of my English Department for family leave, he replied: If there is a job when you come back, you can apply. I figured I was fired, but I knew family was first, so reluctantly, I gave notice.


For me, the thought of days on end with nothing on my schedule except dinner was scary to say the least. I decided to approach it the same way I approached my job. If I was going to be a stay-at-home mom, I was going to be the best stay-at-home mom I could be.


It was a philosophy that I took from a story that Nora Ephron once told me. Apparently, when Nora’s mother was in the hospital giving birth to a younger sister, Nora’s grandmother took her out to lunch. Nora wasn’t sure about having a little sister. She liked things the way they were. Her grandmother said: Well, if you’re going to be a big sister, you might as well be the best big sister ever. Nora took this advice to heart. When she told me this story, Nora claimed that it became a guiding principle for her life. As soon as I heard it, I adopted it too.


As I set off for Australia, I wasn’t really sure what moms did all day at home, but I was determined to find out. There would be a hot breakfast before school. I would show up for parent–teacher association (PTA) events. I was going to fit in, make friends, and if nothing else, I vowed to read all the Homeric epics and Anna Karenina.


Standing at the grocery store on that first day, I had to figure out what to say to the cashier who asked me that baffling question: Would you like a bag? I was jetlagged and grumpy, and my first impulse was to be sharp with her. Of course I wanted a bag! Luckily, before I responded, I remembered my intention to be the best stay-at-home mom in Australia. I looked around for a clue about what I was expected to say.


The woman in front of me had her groceries packed in neat, square, green bags that looked vaguely like canvas but lighter. The woman behind me had an armful of the same bags. Obviously, the cashier expected me to say, No thanks, I have my own. But I didn’t. Then I noticed a stack of those very same green bags on a hook right at the front of the conveyor belt for 99 cents. I put two of them on the belt and said, I’ll just take these. I had no idea why everyone seemed to have their own bags; I just knew they did. Expectations are powerful, and I wanted to fit in. If that meant bagging my groceries in green bags, so be it.




Expectations are powerful.





Back at our new place, I noticed that the only trash can in the kitchen was a minuscule round bin under the kitchen sink, about the size of my bathroom trash bin at home. I figured I’d have to take it out a few times a day, but oh well. I guessed that’s just what Australian moms did. Not sure what to do with the green bags once they were empty, I left them by the front door and went to take a much needed nap. Oddly, I didn’t have to take the trash out after filling up the fridge, which normally I did after a trip to the store in Los Angeles. But I was tired and didn’t notice much.


Gary left for work the next morning and the girls went to school. There was a welcome lunch for parents, where I met a few other moms who would become my friends. Later that day, as she came home from school, Daryn noticed the green bags by the front door.


Can I have one of these for my school stuff? she asked as she breezed in.


Sure, I said.


Not to be outdone, Kayla said, Me too!


Okay, I said. I figured they were 99 cents in Australian currency, which at the time was about 75 cents US, so it was an easy give. My first bags disappeared, and I bought two more the next day.


On day three, Gary noticed the green bags lying by the front door as he was leaving for the set. Can I have one of these for my scripts?


Gary is always reading scripts, and this was before they were PDFs on iPads. They were 120 pages each on average, so a few of them were like carrying around a ream of paper. Sure, I said.


Before long, I owned six or eight of these green bags and we were using them to haul around all kinds of things.


What is it with these green bags? I asked my new friend Kim as we met not long after for a walking date.


Kim answered: The government is doing a whole push on reusable bags. I guess the old plastic ones are bad for the environment. They sent everyone fridge magnets and everything.


To me, that seemed like a plausible explanation, even though I hadn’t seen any fridge magnets where we were staying. I remembered back in the 1980s when plastic bags with handles suddenly became ubiquitous. That was my year of living in New York City, and I recalled seeing articles about how bad plastic bags would be for the environment but also, how much better they were than paper bags. They didn’t break even when wet, at least not if they weren’t overloaded. That was a big consideration if you were walking on the street with groceries in bad weather, as millions of New Yorkers did almost daily. Stores began packing no more than two or three items per bag to avoid breakage. The voices objecting to the environmental impacts faded away, and plastic bags became the norm.


Because I considered myself an environmentalist, I never quite accepted plastic bags. I used them occasionally, but when I was asked paper or plastic, it was always paper for me. Living in Los Angeles and using a car for grocery shopping, paper was an easy choice. Paper bags were biodegradable, and you could recycle them. I was big on recycling. Even before curbside recycling pickup in Los Angeles, I collected bottles, cans, and newspapers in big bins, and once a week, packed them into the car with my kids for our trip to the recycling center. My kids had fun sorting different-colored glass bottles into the different bins. When curbside recycling came, I was relieved, but it wasn’t as much fun.


In Australia, everyone seemed to be an environmentalist. They were several years into a historic drought at the time, so water restrictions were in place. You would be fined if your sprinklers hit the sidewalk or a stone walkway. As I was to learn, the sun really was more intense in Australia because the hole in the ozone was right above it. Most people over a certain age had large purple scars or splotches on their face, scalp, neck, and often on their hands and arms too, where cancerous lesions had been taken off. I’d heard some early predictions about global warming and how our climate was predicted to change. It seemed a long way off, hundreds or maybe thousands of years. In Australia, global warming was not a theoretical construct. They were already feeling the impacts.


We’re the canary in the coal mine, my friend Penny told me over lunch not long after. She is an adamant environmentalist, almost alarmed even then.


I had a lot of time on my hands, so I spent some of it looking up the government’s campaign for reusable bags. There were some statistics and nice fridge-magnet graphics, but the impetus seemed to come from a report the government had done on plastic bags.14 It was a huge report, over 300 pages, and I found it compelling. I read the whole thing, line for line, word for word, the way I was reading Anna Karenina and, a month later, the Homeric epics. Having earned a Ph.D. in English, I was trained to read, study, and retain information, so I couldn’t help it. I took the report to heart and committed it to memory, along with Anna, Dido, Odysseus, and the rest.


The 300-page report commissioned by the Australian government on the impacts of plastic bags was an important, groundbreaking study of the way that plastic reaches into every corner of our lives. Its findings have been widely corroborated by governments around the world. As I sat there reading it, I was, by turns, angry, shocked, dismayed, saddened, and flabbergasted that plastic was affecting everything around me in ways that were largely hidden from view. The hiding of these facts seemed to me purposeful and intentional, possibly nefarious.


As with everything else I had ever read, I was emotionally involved. Even though it was mostly a bunch of scientific analyses and big tables of data, all filled with technical terms that I didn’t always understand, in my mind the tragic life of a plastic bag began to take shape. No wonder everyone in Australia had taken up the cause, and in Ireland too. My only wonder was, why hadn’t America done the same?


Because I was a paper bag user, I was pretty smug reading about the effects of plastic bags on the environment. I was not so smug reading about the impacts of paper bags. The process of making them emitted four times more global-warming emissions than plastic bags, and transportation was also far more polluting than that for plastic bags. Also, I was shocked to learn that they didn’t biodegrade in landfills, where about 80% of them ended up. To biodegrade, oxygen is required, but as items in a landfill become buried under more trash, the upper layers shut out air. Some studies of landfill suggested that newspapers from the 1920s were still readable if you were to dig down deep enough to find one. Presumably, paper bags from decades before remained there too.


I was furious. Here I thought I’d been making a choice that was better for the environment, and all the while I was contributing more emissions than if I used plastic! In my mind, I saw all the paper bags I had taken over the years, stacks of them. I felt duped. It really got me steamed.


I slammed drawers around the house for about a week. My kids and Gary became a little wary of me and listened to my harangues about how the whole recycling thing is just an excuse for overconsumption. The more I read and studied the report, the angrier I got. And I had a lot of time to read. I decided that Australia had gotten it right. Paper or plastic? was the wrong question. Ireland had already taxed plastic bags out of use in 2002, three years earlier, and now Australia was all about getting rid of bags without a tax, and it was working. When I thought about the US and the waste we were generating, I was ashamed. Why wasn’t anyone talking about this in the US?


I made great friends in Australia as did my kids and Gary. When it came time to leave in June, we were sick about it. The people were so open-hearted and eager to make friends. There were so many good restaurants, quirky shops, and dazzling local artwork. We’d taken weekend outings and watched with amazement as kangaroos and wallabies grazed on the lawn at dusk and dawn. We saw koalas feeding on eucalyptus trees by the Great Ocean Road and gazed at the Twelve Apostles, a group of limestone stacks off the coast of southern Australia rising 150 feet over the waterline, left over by erosion from some ice age eons ago. As we packed up to leave, we wanted to take so many things with us besides memories.


Secretly, though, the one thing I knew I couldn’t live without was what I started calling, those damn bags. The last couple of weeks that I was there, I picked up a few from several different stores. Some were shorter and squatter, some taller and thinner. Some had more-than-one-color logos emblazoned on them, and some were not green but maroon or other colors. I happened into a wonderful kitchen store called The Essential Ingredient, an Aussie version of Williams Sonoma. There I found lovely navy-blue bags. They were of the taller, thinner shape, and the fabric seemed smoother, stronger, thicker. They were $1.99, but I had to have them, so I grabbed a few. I figured there was a good chance that I might not get my job back, and besides talking about books, I was suddenly passionate about reusable bags. Maybe there was something I could do with this in the States. I didn’t know what, but I filled about half a suitcase with them. Gary looked at me like I was nuts, but he didn’t say anything.


Just before we left Australia, I had lunch with Kim. I told her I was thinking about trying to promote reusable bags in the US, but I had no idea how to go about it. She laughed and told me about her brother, Peter Alexander, who was, as she called him, the pajama king of Australia.


According to Kim, after school, her brother Peter had a hard time finding a job. A really hard time. McDonald’s had turned him down. He was demoralized, but his mother was encouraging and told him over and over that she believed in him.


One day, he walked into a clothing shop and asked about working there. The manager thought, A gay guy, that might work. So she hired him. He was a good salesman, and within a few months he asked if he could design a manikin display. Sure, she said. He did, and the outfit sold out immediately. So he did another one. Whatever he put on the manikin, it sold out in days, and soon she had him doing the shop windows.


It wasn’t long before the manager got a call from the corporate office. What’s going on there? Your sales are through the roof!


To her credit, the manager said, It’s this guy I hired. He’s doing our displays and they are genius.


Peter was brought into corporate and started designing windows company wide, and then he moved into product design and sourcing.


One night, he was talking to his mother (he was still living at home), who was not happy about her pajamas. Apparently, Aussie pajamas were all for old women, and she knew she was an old woman, but she didn’t want to look like one. Why couldn’t anyone make pajamas that felt more modern?


Peter immediately imagined modern pajama sets for women. He went to his company and told them he wanted to develop the idea. They let him design and start sourcing them. He had some on order when, for some reason I don’t remember, the company decided that modern pajamas wouldn’t work, and they canceled the order. Peter was incredulous. Instead of accepting the decision, he quit and acquired the order directly from the vendor.


This was in early fall, and Kim said she remembered when they took the order into her mom’s house. There were boxes everywhere. They made corridors between the boxes to get from the living room to the kitchen to the bedrooms. But Peter’s mother and Kim both kept telling him to keep going, so he got some photographs taken with models and put ads in the local newspaper in Melbourne. Good-looking pajamas for women just before Christmas.


As soon as the ad appeared, their mother’s phone started ringing. Everyone pitched in, even his mom, taking orders on yellow pads, boxing and shipping pajamas in the evenings. He sold out before Christmas. Peter ordered more PJs for spring, moved out of his mother’s house, and became a premier pajama brand in Australia and still is. It was a great story, superinspiring. Miracles can happen.










Chapter 3 Use What You Know



The Australian report on plastic bags gave me a focus for a feeling I already had about sustainability and our way of life. I don’t remember what I was reading or hearing about global warming in those days, but whatever it was, it felt true to me.


I know it sounds wishy-washy to say that the information felt true. We are supposed to be able to distinguish between facts and beliefs. Facts are true whether we believe them or not. Beliefs are ideas we have about the world which may or may not be based in fact. However, it’s easy to confuse one with the other. Although we like to think of ourselves as rational and reasonable, the real truth is that how we feel about something is often much more important than what we know about it.




How we feel about something is often much more important than what we know about it.





In any case, the Australian report on retail bags fit the facts as I knew them and awakened in me a feeling commensurate to those facts. It made me want to help other people feel the way I did about plastic bags.
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