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The Jar of Happy
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Lily sat on the porch steps, her yellow flower dress bunched up
around her. Her red sneakers were scuffed from kicking
stones. Nothing had gone right today. Her best friend moved
away, and it rained during recess. Even her star hair clip felt
heavy. She sighed a big, puffy sigh and stared at the ground.
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Grandma came out with two cups of lemonade. She sat beside
Lily and didn't ask questions. She just handed Lily a cool glass
and looked at the sky. 'Some days are like that,’ Grandma said
softly. 'They feel all gray and lumpy.' Lily nodded. Grandma's
cardigan smelled like lavender, and her silver hair was neat in
its bun.




Then Grandma reached into her big pocket and pulled out a
small glass jar. It was empty and sparkly. 'This is a happy jar,'
Grandma said, her eyes twinkling behind her glasses.
‘Whenever something makes you happy, write it on a little note
and put it inside.' Lily frowned. 'But nothing makes me happy
today,' she said.



Grandma smiled and patted Lily's hand. 'That's okay. Just keep
the jar nearby. Happy moments like to hide. Sometimes they
need a little help being noticed.' She gave Lily a small pad of
paper and a pencil. Lily took them, feeling doubtful. She put
the jar on her windowsill. It looked empty and lonely there.
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That evening, Lily sat on her bed, staring at the empty jar. She
tried to think of one happy thing. Nothing came. She felt
grumpy all over. Then, just outside her window, she heard a
cheerful chirp. A plump brown sparrow sat on the branch,

singing its heart out. Its bright black eyes seemed to look right
at her.
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Lily watched the bird for a long time. Its song was so happy
and silly that she smiled without meaning to. Suddenly, she
had an idea. She picked up her pencil and wrote on a tiny
note: 'A bird sang to me.' She folded it and dropped it into the
jar. It made a soft clink. The jar didn't look so empty anymore.

6



The next morning, Lily woke up and remembered the jar. She
ran to the windowsill. The note was still there, and the
sparrow was back, singing again. She felt a little flutter of
happiness. At breakfast, her little brother spilled his juice, and
instead of getting mad, he made a funny face. Lily laughed.
She wrote another note.



At school, Lily's teacher gave her a sticker for helping clean
up. It was a shiny star. Lily thought about it and wrote,
'‘Teacher gave me a star.' During lunch, her friend Maya shared
her cookies. Lily wrote, 'Maya shared cookies.' Each note was
small, but the jar was starting to fill up. Lily felt lighter inside.
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On Saturday, Lily helped Grandma bake cookies. Flour puffed
up in a big cloud, and they both laughed. Grandma's hands
were warm and soft as she showed Lily how to press the
dough. Lily wrote, 'Baking with Grandma.' She put the note in
the jar and gave Grandma a hug. Grandma's eyes crinkled with
a smile.




One afternoon, Lily's neighbor, Mr. Lee, was struggling with
his groceries. Lily ran over and carried a bag to his door. He
thanked her and gave her a big smile. Lily felt warm and
happy. She wrote, 'Helped Mr. Lee.' When she told Grandma,
Grandma said, 'Kind moments are happy moments.' Lily
nodded, understanding.




Weeks passed, and the jar grew fuller and fuller. Some notes
were about big things, like a fun trip to the park. Others were
about small things, like a funny joke or a warm hug. Lily found
herself looking for happy moments everywhere. Even on gray
days, she could find something to write about. The jar sat on
the shelf, sparkling.




One day, Lily noticed the jar was completely full. She couldn't
fit another note inside. She called Grandma over. 'Look!' she
said. 'It's full!' Grandma smiled. 'Then it's time to read them,'
she said. Lily opened the jar and poured the notes onto the
table. They spilled out like colorful confetti.
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Lily read each note out loud. 'A bird sang to me.' '‘Maya shared
cookies.' '‘Grandma's hug.' 'Funny cloud shaped like a bunny.'
As she read, she remembered each moment. Some she had
almost forgotten. She felt a warm glow spread through her
chest. 'I didn't know I had so many happy memories,"' she
whispered.




Grandma sat beside her and put an arm around her. 'That's the
magic of the happy jar,' she said. 'It helps us remember the
good things, even when we forget to notice them.' Lily looked
at the notes spread out like a quilt of happy moments. She felt
grateful for every single one. 'Thank you, Grandma,' she said.
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Lily carefully folded the notes and put them back in the jar.
She set it on her shelf, where she could see it every day. She
decided to start a new jar, and maybe even a bigger one. From
then on, she kept a little notebook in her pocket, ready to
catch happy moments. She felt like a happy-moment detective.
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And every morning, the sparrow sang outside her window. Lily
would smile and wave. She knew that even on disappointing
days, there was always something to be grateful for. The jar of
happy moments had taught her that everyday joy and family
love were always within reach. She was ready to fill many
more jars.




