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In the heart of the desert, where the sun paints the sand gold,

stood a palace like no other. It was not built of stone blocks but

carved into a towering cliff of red sandstone. Princess Noor, a

small girl with warm brown skin and a bright smile, lived there

with her people. She loved the way the wind sang through the

palace's carved halls.
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Noor wore a flowing teal dress trimmed with gold, and a

simple gold circlet held back her wavy black hair. Her dark

amber eyes sparkled with curiosity as she explored every

corner of the palace. Old Rahim, the caretaker, often told her

stories of the desert. 'Our palace holds many secrets,' he said,

stroking his white beard.
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One hot afternoon, Noor and her best friend Mira were playing

hide-and-seek in a forgotten hallway. Mira, taller and always

energetic, dashed behind a heavy curtain. 'Noor, come quick!'

she called. Behind the curtain, the wall was covered with

strange, faded patterns. Noor's heart beat fast. 'These look like

carvings!' she whispered.
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Noor traced the faint lines with her finger. They showed

people digging channels and collecting water in big pots.

'What does it mean?' she wondered. Mira, her curly hair

bouncing, pointed to a figure holding a bowl. 'Maybe they're

saving water,' she said. Noor's eyes widened. 'We must show

Old Rahim!'
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They ran to find Old Rahim, who was resting in the shade of a

palm tree. His faded turban barely moved as he listened. 'Ah,'

he said, his gentle eyes crinkling. 'Those are the old carvings.

My grandfather spoke of them. They show how our ancestors

saved rainwater in hidden cisterns. But the carvings were lost

long ago.'
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Noor's mind raced. 'So our ancestors found a way to collect

water in the desert? That's amazing!' Old Rahim nodded. 'Yes,

they were clever. But over time, the carvings faded and were

forgotten.' Noor looked back at the hallway. 'We can't let them

be forgotten again,' she said firmly. 'We must clean them and

learn from them.'
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Mira clapped her hands. 'I'll gather helpers!' she said,

adjusting the rope belt on her rust-orange tunic. Soon, a small

team of children and adults stood before the carvings. Noor

explained her plan. 'We'll use soft cloths and gentle brushes.

No harsh scrubbing. We want to keep the carvings safe.'

Everyone nodded.
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Old Rahim brought his carved wooden walking stick and

showed them how to work carefully. 'Patience is key,' he said.

Mira scrubbed a small section with a soft brush. 'Look, the

lines are getting clearer!' she exclaimed. Noor smiled, her

braid swinging as she worked. Slowly, the story of the carvings

began to emerge.
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The carvings showed a network of stone channels leading to a

large underground pool. 'They saved every drop of rainwater,'

Noor said in awe. 'And they used it to grow dates and figs.'

Mira pointed to a carving of children playing near the water.

'They were just like us!' she laughed. The palace seemed to

hum with history.
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But some parts of the carvings were still hidden under years of

dust and grime. 'We need more help,' Noor said. She asked the

palace cook, the gardener, and even the visiting merchants.

Everyone was eager to help. 'We'll make it a palace project,'

Noor declared. 'Together, we can bring this history back to

life.'
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As they cleaned, Old Rahim told stories of the past. 'Your

ancestors were wise,' he said. 'They knew the desert's secrets.'

Noor listened carefully. She realized that the carvings were

more than pictures—they were lessons. 'We should write down

what we learn,' she said. 'So we never forget.' Mira nodded

and pulled a small notebook from her satchel.
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Finally, the carvings shone clearly in the soft light. Noor stood

back and looked at the story of her people. 'This is our history,'

she said proudly. 'And now we can share it with everyone.' Old

Rahim smiled, his wrinkled face glowing. 'You have done a

great thing, Princess Noor. You have kept the past alive.'
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Word spread across the desert about the hidden carvings.

Visitors began to arrive at the palace. Noor and Mira led tours,

explaining how the ancestors saved rainwater. 'They used

these channels to collect water during the rainy season,' Noor

would say, pointing to the carvings. People listened with

wonder. The palace became a place of learning.
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Noor's heart swelled with pride. She had not only discovered

history but also protected it. 'History deserves thoughtful

preservation,' she told Mira. 'It's like a gift from the past.' Mira

grinned. 'And we get to share it!' The two friends sat together,

watching the sun set over the desert, the palace glowing red

and gold.
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Old Rahim joined them, leaning on his walking stick. 'You have

honored your ancestors,' he said. 'And you have taught us all

something important.' Noor looked at the palace walls, now

alive with stories. She knew that as long as people cared, the

past would never be lost. The sandstone palace would always

keep its secrets safe.
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And so, Princess Noor continued to care for the carvings and

the stories they held. Visitors came from far and wide to see

the palace and hear its history. Noor felt proud that her home

was not just a beautiful place but a keeper of memories. The

desert wind whispered through the halls, carrying the story of

a girl who saved the past for the future.
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