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In a cozy corner of a green garden, Sadie the squirrel lived in
a snug tree-hollow. Her fur was warm russet-red, her belly
creamy white, and her big amber eyes sparkled with ideas.

She wore a sky-blue apron with a stitched sun emblem and
tiny round spectacles. Every morning, she collected acorns and
watched the sunshine dance through the leaves.
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One bright day, Sadie had a wonderful idea. She took a clean
glass jar and held it up to the sun. The light poured in, warm
and golden. She screwed the lid on tight. "Look!" she
squeaked. "I caught sunshine!" The jar glowed like a tiny
lantern. Sadie's fluffy tail wiggled with excitement as she filled
jar after jar.




Sadie set up a little shop at the edge of the garden. A wooden
sign read: SUNSHINE FOR SALE. She lined up her glowing
jars on a shelf, each one shining softly. The first customer was
Lily the rabbit, wearing her yellow polka-dot dress and red

ribbon bow. "Oh!" gasped Lily. "A jar of sunshine! May I buy
one?"



Lily carried her jar home and set it on the table. It glowed and
glowed, making her kitchen warm and bright. Word spread
quickly. Toby the hedgehog, with his green neckerchief and
tiny basket, bought one too. Soon, animals came from all over
the garden. Sadie's shop was always busy, and her jars sold

out every day.




Sadie became famous. Animals lined up early, clutching their
coins. "One jar, please!" "Two jars!" Everyone wanted a piece
of sunshine. Sadie worked from dawn to dusk, filling jars and
tying ribbons around them. Her satchel bulged with coins. She
felt proud and happy—everyone loved her sunshine! But she
was also very, very busy.




Then something strange happened. Lily's jar began to dim. The
golden glow flickered and faded, like a candle running out of
wax. "Oh no!" cried Lily. "My sunshine is gone!" She brought
the jar back to Sadie. "It doesn't shine anymore," she said
sadly. "Can you fix it?" Sadie peered at the dull jar through her
spectacles.




Sadie tried everything. She shook the jar, polished the glass,
and held it up to the sun again. But the light would not come
back. One by one, the other animals returned with their jars.
Toby's jar was dim. The mice's jar was dark. "Our sunshine
faded too," they said. Sadie's shop grew quiet, and her heart
felt heavy.




Sadie sat alone among her empty jars. "Why won't the
sunshine stay?" she wondered. Her fluffy tail drooped. Just
then, Owl glided down from the old oak tree. He wore his
deep-purple knitted scarf and tiny brass-rimmed reading
glasses. His golden eyes were kind. "What troubles you, little
friend?" he asked gently.




Sadie showed Owl the faded jars. "I caught the sunshine," she
said. "But it always fades away. I wanted to make everyone
happy." Owl nodded slowly. "Sunshine is not meant to be kept
in jars," he said. "It is meant to be enjoyed freely. When you
lock it up, it slips away. But when you share it openly, it never

runs out."




Sadie thought about Owl's words. She remembered how the
garden felt on a sunny morning—warm and bright for
everyone. "So selling sunshine was the wrong idea?" she
asked. Owl smiled. "Not wrong," he said. "Just not quite right.
You wanted to share happiness. That was a good wish. Now
let's find a better way."
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Sadie and Owl hatched a plan. They took down the shop sign
and carried all the empty jars outside. "Let's turn the shop into
a garden," Sadie said. "A sunny garden where everyone can
play together!" Lily and Toby came to help. They planted seeds
and watered them. They set the jars on sticks to catch the light
and sparkle.




All the animals pitched in. Toby carried soil in his tiny basket.
Lily planted bright flowers. Sadie hung the jars from branches,
where they caught the sun and glowed like little lanterns. Owl
watched from his perch, his scarf fluttering. Slowly, the old
shop became a beautiful garden, full of color and light.
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The garden was ready. Sunlight poured over it, warm and free.
Lily hopped through the flowers, her ears bouncing. Toby
rolled happily in the grass. "This is much better than a jar!"
laughed Lily. Sadie looked around at her friends. Her heart felt
fuller than ever before. The sunshine was everywhere, and no
one had to buy it.
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From that day on, the garden was always busy with friends.
They played, planted, and shared stories in the warm light.
Sadie kept her sky-blue apron, but now it had muddy paw
prints. She didn't mind. "Happiness grows when you share it,"
she said. And she knew it was true. Friendship, she decided, is
the best sunshine of all.




Owl often visited the garden, settling on a low branch. "You
see?" he said one afternoon. "The sun never asks for payment.
It simply shines." Sadie nodded. She had learned that sunlight
cannot be owned or sold. But it can be enjoyed together. And
that made every day feel golden and bright.
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So if you ever pass a garden full of flowers and friends and jars
that sparkle in the light, stop and say hello. Sadie the squirrel
will wave from her tree, her glasses gleaming. She might offer
you a seed to plant. And you will feel it too—that warm, free
sunshine that grows when it is shared.
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