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Maya was a young geologist with curly black hair in two puffs

and a bright, curious grin. She loved rocks, maps, and

mysteries. One morning, Professor Ostrander showed her a

glowing photograph. 'Crystals,' he said, 'growing right out of

the desert floor.' Maya grabbed her notebook and geology

hammer. 'Let's go study them!' she cheered.
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They drove into a desert that sparkled like a sea of glass.

Crystals burst from the sand in tall, clear towers and tiny pink

clusters. Maya's dark brown eyes went wide. 'It's a crystal

desert!' she whispered. Professor Ostrander adjusted his

round glasses and smiled. 'A treasure made by the earth,' he

said. 'And we are here to study it.'
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Maya knelt beside a crystal and gently tapped it with her

hammer. 'How did they form?' she asked. The professor

pointed to the dry hills. 'Long ago, water full of minerals

soaked these rocks,' he explained. 'The water dried up, and the

minerals grew into crystals, bit by bit, over thousands of

years.' Maya wrote every word in her notebook, her freckled

nose almost touching the page.
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Just then, a lanky boy named Ricky came crunching over the

sand. He wore a red cap backwards and carried a chisel and a

bucket. 'Wow! I'm going to chip off a big one for my room!' he

said. Maya stepped in front of the crystal. 'Please don't,' she

said. 'These crystals took thousands of years to grow. If you

chip them, they're gone forever.'
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Ricky shrugged. 'But they're just rocks,' he said. 'There are

lots of them.' Maya shook her head. 'Each one is a clue to the

past,' she said. 'They tell us about ancient water and how the

earth works.' Professor Ostrander nodded. 'Maya is right,' he

said. 'These crystals are a natural treasure. We should study

them, not break them.'
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From behind a tall crystal, a voice called out. 'Did someone say

treasure?' It was Gran, short and round, in her lilac cardigan

and sun hat. She leaned on her walking stick. 'I've come to see

these sparkles,' she said. 'But I only take memories home.' She

opened her striped tote bag to show it was empty. 'Nothing but

a sandwich and my reading glasses.'
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Ricky looked at his chisel. 'But I wanted a souvenir,' he said.

Maya smiled. 'You can take a drawing,' she said. 'Or a

photograph. Or a story.' She opened her notebook and showed

Ricky her sketches. 'See? I draw each crystal and write down

what I learn.' Ricky peered at the pages. 'That's kind of cool,'

he admitted.

7



Professor Ostrander knelt beside a crystal shaped like a tower.

'Look closely,' he said. 'See the lines inside? Those are growth

rings. Each ring is like a page in a history book.' Maya leaned

in. 'So the crystal records everything that happened around it!'

she said. 'Exactly,' said the professor. 'That's why we protect

them.'
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Ricky put his chisel back in his pocket. 'I guess I didn't think

about that,' he said. 'I just wanted something shiny.' Gran

patted his arm. 'It's easy to forget,' she said. 'But a treasure is

best when everyone can enjoy it.' Ricky looked at the sparkling

desert. 'Okay,' he said. 'I won't chip them. I'll help instead.'
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Maya handed Ricky a notebook. 'You can be my assistant,' she

said. 'Write down what you see.' Ricky grinned, showing the

gap in his teeth. He followed Maya from crystal to crystal,

calling out colors and shapes. 'This one's pink!' he shouted.

'This one's clear like ice!' Maya wrote it all down, her geology

hammer swinging gently at her belt.
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Professor Ostrander gathered everyone around. 'We have a

problem,' he said. 'Word is spreading about these crystals.

More collectors might come with hammers and buckets.' Maya

looked at the glittering towers. 'Then we need to protect

them,' she said. 'We can ask visitors to look and learn, not

chip.' Gran nodded. 'We can put up signs,' she said. 'And tell

the story of how they formed.'
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Ricky raised his hand. 'I can help,' he said. 'I know a lot of kids

who like shiny things. I'll tell them to bring a camera, not a

chisel.' Maya smiled. 'That's a great idea,' she said. Together

they made a sign from a flat rock and some chalk: 'Please look

and learn. These crystals took thousands of years to grow.'
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Professor Ostrander placed the sign at the edge of the crystal

field. 'This is what scientists do,' he said. 'We study, we share,

and we protect.' Maya looked at the sparkling desert. 'And we

help others see the treasure,' she said. Gran gave Ricky a hug.

'You're a good helper,' she said. Ricky blushed and pulled his

red cap down over his eyes.
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As the sun began to set, the crystals glowed like lanterns.

Maya packed her notebook and hammer. 'I learned so much

today,' she said. 'And we kept the crystals safe.' Ricky nodded.

'Next time, I'll bring my camera,' he said. 'And maybe a

sketchbook.' Gran smiled. 'I'll bring more sandwiches,' she

said. 'And my reading glasses to admire the sparkle.'
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Professor Ostrander put his arm around Maya. 'You did a

wonderful job,' he said. 'You taught us all that a natural

treasure is not something to take, but something to protect.'

Maya looked at the desert, still sparkling in the fading light.

'And to study,' she said. 'So we can understand it better.'
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They walked back to the truck, leaving the crystal desert

untouched. The sign stood guard, a reminder to every visitor.

'Take only memories,' Gran said. 'Leave only footprints.' Ricky

repeated it softly, and Maya wrote it in her notebook. The

crystal desert shimmered behind them, safe for everyone to

enjoy, and full of stories waiting to be discovered.
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