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Oliver loved his marble more than anything. It was a perfect

sphere of glass, clear as water, with a swirl of silver inside. He

kept it in his pocket and took it out to admire it whenever he

could. The marble felt cool and smooth against his warm light-

brown skin. He would hold it up to the light and watch the

silver swirl shimmer and shine.
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Oliver was eight years old, with tousled chestnut-brown hair

that always had a cowlick sticking up. His hazel eyes were

large and curious, and freckles dotted his nose. He wore his

favorite mustard-yellow sweater almost every day, along with

blue jeans and red sneakers. Around his neck hung a round

magnifying glass on a string, and in his pocket was a small

spiral notebook.
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One sunny afternoon, Oliver sat on the kitchen floor, rolling his

marble back and forth. He noticed something odd. Inside the

marble, the tiny craters seemed to shift, just a little. He

squinted. Were they moving? He pressed his face close to the

glass. The craters looked like little grey circles, and they

seemed to dance in the light.
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Oliver pulled out his magnifying glass and held it over the

marble. He gasped. There, inside the glass, was a tiny moon! It

had pale silver-white surface with soft grey craters, and a faint

blue halo around it. It floated freely, like a little world all its

own. Oliver's heart beat fast with excitement. He had never

seen anything like it.
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That night, Oliver couldn't sleep. He tiptoed to the window and

held his marble up to the real moon. Inside the marble, the

tiny moon was glowing softly. But something was different. It

wasn't a full circle anymore. A thin crescent shadow had

appeared on one side. Oliver blinked. Was it changing shape?

He had to know.
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The next morning, Oliver found his spiral notebook and a

pencil. He drew the tiny moon just as he had seen it the night

before: a bright circle with a little shadow on the right. He

labeled it with the date. Then he waited all day, checking the

marble every hour. By evening, the shadow had grown a bit.

He drew it again.
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Oliver's mom noticed him squinting at his marble. "What are

you up to, sweetie?" she asked, wiping flour from her apron.

Oliver showed her his notebook. "There's a moon inside my

marble, Mom! And it changes shape!" Mom smiled, her soft

brown eyes twinkling. "That's wonderful, Oliver. Keep

watching. Maybe you can draw every phase."
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Oliver nodded and got to work. Each night, he held his marble

up to the lamp and sketched the tiny moon in his notebook.

Some nights it was a thin crescent, like a silver smile. Other

nights it was half-lit, or nearly full. He wrote down the date

and the shape. His notebook filled with drawings of the tiny

moon's phases.

8



Oliver noticed that the tiny moon's craters seemed to move

ever so slightly as the phases changed. He used his magnifying

glass to look closer. The craters were like little grey dots, and

they shifted with the shadows. He drew them carefully, adding

notes in his neatest handwriting. His curiosity grew with every

page.
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One evening, Oliver's mom brought him a small lamp for his

notebook. "So you can see better," she said, setting it on his

desk. Oliver beamed. "Thanks, Mom! The moon is almost full

tonight." He held the marble under the lamp and drew the

bright, round shape. The tiny moon glowed, its blue halo soft

and gentle. Oliver felt like a real scientist.
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Weeks passed, and Oliver's notebook was nearly full. He had

drawn the tiny moon as a crescent, a half, a gibbous, and a full

circle. He had even drawn it as a thin sliver, barely visible.

Each drawing was a discovery. He started to see a pattern: the

moon changed a little every night, then started over again. It

was like a secret code.
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Oliver decided to share his discovery with his class. He stood

in front of his classmates, holding his marble and notebook. "I

found a tiny moon inside my marble," he said. "It changes

shape every night, just like the real moon." He showed his

drawings. His classmates leaned in, eyes wide. "Wow!" they

whispered. Oliver felt proud and happy.
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That night, Oliver looked at his marble one last time before

bed. The tiny moon was a thin crescent again, just like the first

night he noticed it. He smiled. He had watched it through a

whole cycle. He closed his notebook and hugged it. His

curiosity had turned every look into a fun discovery. He

couldn't wait to see what tomorrow would bring.
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Oliver's mom came to tuck him in. "Did you finish your

notebook?" she asked. Oliver nodded. "I drew the whole moon

cycle, Mom. It's like a little calendar." Mom kissed his

forehead. "You're a wonderful observer, Oliver. Asking

questions and watching closely can lead to the best surprises."

Oliver hugged his marble and drifted off to sleep, dreaming of

tiny moons.
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The next morning, Oliver woke up with a new idea. He would

start a second notebook, this time about the real moon in the

sky. He would compare it to his tiny moon. He grabbed his

magnifying glass and ran to the window. The sun was rising,

and the real moon was fading. But Oliver knew it would be

back. And so would his tiny moon.

15



Oliver learned that curiosity is like a key that opens doors to

amazing worlds. He kept his marble and his notebook close,

always ready to observe and wonder. And every night, before

bed, he would hold the marble up to the light and smile at the

tiny moon inside. The best surprises, he knew, come to those

who ask questions and watch closely.
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