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In the heart of the green forest lived a gentle opossum with

soft grey fur, a pale cream face, and a pink nose. Every day he

carried a bright orange umbrella with a wooden handle and a

tiny patch stitched on one panel. He loved the umbrella more

than anything, though he had never needed it. The sky was

blue, and the sun was warm.
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One afternoon, the opossum sat on a mossy log, watching

clouds gather. The air grew cool, and the first big raindrops

plopped onto the leaves. Plip, plop, plip! The opossum smiled.

He opened his bright orange umbrella with a soft click. It

bloomed like a happy flower, and he held it high above his

head.
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The rain came down faster, drumming on the leaves. The

opossum hurried along the path, his orange umbrella glowing

like a lantern in the grey. He saw a small shape by a puddle. It

was a rabbit, shivering in a tiny blue knitted hat with a soggy

pompom. "Hello," said the opossum. "There's room under

here."
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The rabbit hopped close, ears drooping. "Thank you," she

whispered. She squeezed under the orange umbrella, her

white tummy pressed against the opossum's side. "My hat is all

wet," she said. The opossum smiled. "Your ears are safe now."

The rain pattered around them, but under the umbrella it was

dry and cozy.
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They walked on together, two friends under one bright

umbrella. The path was muddy, and puddles grew wide. Then

they heard a rustle. A skunk stepped out from behind a fern,

his black fur glossy and his white stripe shining. He wore a

little red scarf and carried a small canvas satchel. "Brrr!" said

the skunk. "This rain is cold!"
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The opossum lifted the umbrella higher. "Come under," he

said. The skunk ducked in, his bushy tail curling close. Three

friends now, snug and dry. The skunk looked at the umbrella.

"This is nice," he said, "but we keep bumping. I have an idea."

He winked his bright amber eyes. "Let's hold it sideways!"
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The skunk and the opossum turned the orange umbrella

sideways. Click! It became a little traveling shelter, like a roof

on legs. The rabbit clapped her paws. "We can all fit!" she

cheered. The skunk led the way, holding one side, and the

opossum held the other. The rain slid off the orange fabric.

They marched through the puddles, cozy as could be.
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They hadn't gone far when they saw a round, spiky shape near

a puddle. It was a hedgehog, the smallest of the group, with a

green leaf tucked behind one ear like a tiny cape. "Oh dear,"

said the hedgehog, "I'm chilly and wet." "Come join us!" called

the opossum. The hedgehog waddled over and slipped under

the sideways umbrella.
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Now four friends walked together. The umbrella was crowded,

but nobody minded. The rabbit wiggled to make room. The

skunk held the front, the opossum held the back, and the

hedgehog sat in the middle, chattering happily. Puddles

splashed under their feet, but above their heads, the orange

umbrella kept them dry and warm.
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The rain kept falling, and the path kept growing wider. More

friends peeked from behind trees. A squirrel, a mouse, and a

small mole all hurried over. "Is there room?" they asked. The

opossum smiled. "Always room for one more," he said. They

squeezed in, tails and paws and whiskers all tangled together.

The umbrella grew crowded, but the opossum kept sharing.
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The skunk stopped in the middle of the path. "Wait," he said.

"Our umbrella is strong, but we are many." He looked at the

orange fabric. "What if we all hold a spoke?" He untied his red

scarf and tied it to the wooden handle. "We can carry it like a

parade!" The rabbit raised her blue hat. "Yes! A parade!"
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Everyone took a spoke. The hedgehog held the smallest one.

The squirrel and the mouse held the middle. The opossum held

the patch, and the skunk led the way. Step by step, they

marched through the rain, a happy little parade under one

bright orange umbrella. The rain tap-tapped on top, but

underneath, everyone was dry and warm.
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The opossum looked around at his friends. His umbrella was

crowded, and his paws were tired. But his heart felt full. "I

thought this umbrella was just for me," he said softly. "But it's

better when it's for everyone." The rabbit squeezed his paw.

"That's what makes it special," she said. The skunk nodded,

and the hedgehog giggled.
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Just then, the rain slowed to a drizzle. A tiny sunbeam peeked

through the clouds. Then another, and another. The clouds

rolled away, and the sun came out bright and warm. The

animals cheered. They closed the orange umbrella and shook

off the raindrops. The forest sparkled like a hundred tiny

diamonds. "Look!" said the hedgehog. "The sun is back!"
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The friends stood in a circle, smiling. "Let's meet here every

rainy day," said the skunk. "We can share the umbrella and tell

stories." The rabbit nodded. "And we can bring snacks!" The

hedgehog waved his green leaf. "And I can bring my leaf

cape!" The opossum smiled. "It's a plan," he said. "Rainy days

are better together."
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That night, the opossum sat on his mossy log, the orange

umbrella beside him. He thought of the crowded walk and the

happy parade. He learned that sharing doesn't use up your joy.

It grows it. And even a rainy day can feel warm and bright

when you have friends under your umbrella. The forest was

quiet, and the opossum's heart was full.
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