(2) The Plastic Bag Princess
[bookmark: _GoBack]Penny was far from the typical princess you would find in a fairy tale. She didn’t live in a towering castle with shiny marble floors. She didn’t own a closet full of glittering gowns, and her royal carriage was merely an old, squeaky bicycle with a basket that often rattled louder than the school bell. Yet, in the cheerful little town of Greenleaf, everyone called her the Plastic Bag Princess — not because she wore plastic, but because she was on a mission to save the world from it.
It all began on a particularly windy afternoon. As Penny was walking home from school, she noticed something odd. The plastic bags swirled through the air like wild butterflies at a disco party. One bag wrapped around a bird’s wing, causing it to flap helplessly in a tree.
“Oh no! Hang on, little guy,” Penny whispered as she climbed up carefully. She reached out and untangled the plastic. The bird chirped loudly, almost as if it was saying, “Thank you!” Penny watched it fly away, feeling both happy and worried. As she looked around, she noticed even more plastic bags stuck on fences, lying in the river, and tangled in bushes.
That evening at dinner, Penny couldn’t stop thinking about it. She turned to her mom and said, “Mom, there are plastic bags everywhere! Even a bird got stuck.”
Her mom nodded. “I’ve noticed that too, sweetie. Plastic is a big problem. It doesn’t disappear, you know. It just stays there, harming animals and polluting the earth.”
Penny frowned. “That’s not fair. Someone has to take action!” Her mom smiled and said, “Why don’t you be that someone?” And so she did. That night, Penny stayed up sketching ideas until her notebook looked more like a map to buried treasure.
The next morning, Penny arrived at school carrying a big cardboard box. She placed it near the front door and wrote in bold, colorful letters, “Plastic Bag Collection — Help Our Town!” Her friend Max walked over, raising an eyebrow. “Uh, Penny. Are you starting a trash collection?” Penny shook her head, and held up a crumpled bag. “Not trash, but plastic! These bags are harming birds, polluting rivers, and making Greenleaf ugly.”
Max’s eyes widened. “Really? I thought they just blew around for fun.” “Not fun for the animals,” Penny replied. “We can collect them, recycle them, and tell everyone to bring reusable bags instead!” Max grinned. “Count me in! My mom has loads of those at home.”
More and more students joined the mission. Every day, Penny’s box filled with bags collected from homes, parks, and sidewalks. Penny and her friends even made posters announcing, “One bag less, the Earth says YES!”
One afternoon, the mayor visited the school. He bent down beside Penny’s collection box and said, “Well, well. I hear we have a young hero saving Greenleaf!”
Penny giggled. “I’m just trying to help. Plastic doesn’t belong in the trees or the river.” The mayor stood up and announced, “Because of your hard work, we’re starting a new rule: shops in Greenleaf must stop providing plastic bags. And Penny, you’ve earned this!” He pinned a shiny green badge on her shirt with the words “Environmental Hero.”
From that time on, everyone called her the Plastic Bag Princess, not because of a fancy crown, but because she taught the whole town how one person can make a huge difference. Whenever new kids asked, “Why do they call you that?” Penny would smile and respond: “Because I fought against plastic, and the Earth won.”

