














As months passed, the reef
began to heal. Fish returned,
corals regained their colour,
and the manta came back
often, gliding beSide Amara
like a silent guardian.

Their bond grew

stronger, puilt on

trust, and shared
hOpe.

As a prolific biologist,
Amara, the “Queen of
mantra” as people called her,
organised manta matcher,
the first glopal online
manta ray database.

She managed to raise millions for
their protection and inspired young
people far beyond her village to
care for the ocean.



Years later, with silver in her hair, Amar3
stood at the water’s edge. The manta
dppeared one 13st time, its presence as

powerful as ever. Amara said softly:

The manta swam
forward, and then
something magical




1ts body shimmered and
dissolyved into thousands
of tiny bioluminescent

mantas, swirling around
her like stars. A warm,
ancient voice echoed in
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Amara smiled, understanding
at 1ast that the guardian
was never Just one creature;
it was the spirit of the
ocean itSelf, alive in every
wave, every coral, every
creature. As long 3s people
like her cared, the ocean’s
myths would never fade.

WE ARE THE REEFE
YOU LISTENED.
NOW WE

PROTECT YQU.




