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Amara lived at the edge of the great desert, where the sun
baked the sand and the wind whispered secrets. She wore a
dusty teal tunic, loose sand-colored trousers, and a red scarf
that fluttered when she ran. Her short black hair was always in
two braids, and freckles danced across her nose. She was
small and wiry, with quick, curious eyes that never missed a
thing.
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One day, the sky turned gray and heavy. Rain! Real rain,
pattering on the sand like tiny drums. Amara laughed and
lifted her face to the cool drops. The desert drank greedily, and
the air smelled sweet and new. She knew this was rare and
wonderful, so she ran out to watch the miracle.
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As the last drops fell, the sun broke through and painted a
golden glow across the dunes. There, in a hollow between two
hills, stood a tall golden door. It shimmered with rippling light,
carved with suns and waves. Two weathered stone pillars
framed it, and at their base, faint blue gemstones glowed.
Amara's heart beat fast. She stepped closer.
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The golden door had no handle, but as Amara reached out, it
swung open silently. Warm light spilled onto the sand. She took
a deep breath and stepped through. Inside, a stone stairway
spiraled down into the cool earth. She followed it, her worn
leather boots soft on the steps, until she gasped at what she
saw.



She stood in an ancient underground garden. Green plants
climbed stone walls, and clear water trickled from a spring
into a small pool. Light filtered from above, making the leaves
sparkle. Amara had never seen so much green in one place.
She knelt by the pool and touched the cool water with her
fingertips. It was real.




A gentle voice said, "Welcome, traveler.' Amara looked up. A
tall, slender figure stood among the ferns. Her skin was pale
green like new leaves, and long silver-white hair flowed to her
waist. Golden eyes looked kindly at Amara, and faint vine
markings curled along her arms. She wore a flowing robe of
moss green and pale gold.




'T am Nara,' the guardian said, 'keeper of this garden. You have
come through the golden door, which appears only after rare
rain. Not many find their way here.' Amara stood up, her red
scarf bright against the green. 'I'm Amara,' she said. 'Is this
place real? It's like a dream.' Nara smiled. 'Very real, and very
old.'




Nara led Amara through the garden, past leafy ferns and
climbing vines. 'Long ago,' Nara said, 'this garden bloomed in
the open desert. But the sun grew too strong, and the rain
stopped coming. So the garden moved underground, where it
could stay safe and cool. The golden door opens only when the
desert remembers how to rain.'
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They stopped beside a stone basin where clear water bubbled
up from deep below. 'This spring is the garden's heart,' Nara
said. 'Its water keeps every plant alive. If the water is harmed
or taken away, the garden will fade. That is why I guard it so
carefully.' Amara looked at the sparkling water and felt its
importance.




'‘Can I help?' Amara asked. Nara's golden eyes glowed. "You
can,' she said. 'The garden needs friends who care. But first,
you must promise to protect the water. Tell no one about this
place, unless they too can be trusted. Will you keep the
secret?' Amara placed her hand over her heart. 'l promise,' she
said.




Nara gave Amara a small clay cup and showed her how to
water the thirstiest plants. Amara moved carefully, tipping just
enough water to each root. The plants seemed to lean toward
her, as if saying thank you. She felt proud and useful. 'You have
a gentle touch,' Nara said. 'The garden likes you.'
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As the day passed, Amara noticed a thin stream of water
seeping from a crack in the stone wall. 'Where does that go?"
she asked. Nara sighed. 'That is a leak. If too much water
escapes, the spring will weaken. I have tried to seal it, but the
stone is old and crumbly.' Amara thought hard. 'Maybe we can
fix it together,' she said.




They gathered flat stones and soft clay. Amara held the stones
while Nara pressed clay into the crack. It was tricky work, and
the water kept pushing their fingers. But they worked as a
team, and at last the leak stopped. The spring bubbled
stronger. Nara smiled. "You see? Discovery brings
responsibility. You found this garden, and now you help care
for it.'




Amara promised again to keep the garden safe. 'I will come
back after every rain,' she said. 'And I will tell no one unless
they are kind and careful like you.' Nara nodded. 'The golden
door will know you. It chooses those who respect the water.'
Amara hugged Nara, then climbed the stairs back to the
desert.




The golden door closed softly behind her. Amara stood on the
warm sand, her red scarf fluttering. The desert looked the
same, but she knew a secret. She would protect the water and
the garden. And whenever rare rain fell, she would return. The
golden door would be waiting.
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Amara walked home under the wide sky. She felt bigger inside,
as if the garden had planted something in her heart. She knew
that wonderful discoveries are treasures to keep and care for.
And every time she saw a raincloud, she smiled, remembering
the golden door and the garden below.

16



