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​Foreword
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THERE ARE STORIES THE world remembers, and then there are those it forgets—for good reason.

“Whispers of the Forbidden Jungle” was born from a lifelong fascination with mystery, memory, and the uncharted spaces that exist both in the world and within ourselves. This tale is a love letter to the jungle—not just as a setting, but as a living entity that sees, remembers, and sometimes... responds.

The idea of a place that holds memory, that calls to us across time through symbols, silence, and sacrifice, has haunted me for years. And in Kachin Vayubutr, I found the voice to tell it. He is not just an explorer or a survivor. He is the echo of all of us who seek something deeper in the green unknown.

Thank you for walking with him. 

— Nithit Saentaweesuk​​
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Part I: The Forgotten Path

Chapter1:Echoes of the Past
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​The jungle was never silent.

Even in the dead of night, when the moon hung low like

a wounded eye and the trees swayed without wind, the

forest breathed.

And Kachin heard it.

He sat alone near a smoldering fire, his rifle leaned against a log, his pack half-open beside him. All around: dense foliage, mist curling like ghosts through the undergrowth, and the soft hush of distant leaves whispering secrets in a language only the old trees remembered.

His hand rested on a carved pendant—old wood, smooth and dark, inlaid with a faint spiral burned into its surface. It had once belonged to his father. He never took it off.

Twelve years, he thought.

And this place still feels the same.

A Father Lost

He was nineteen when they last walked this stretch of the western jungle together. His father—Somchai Vayubutr—had once been the royal gamekeeper for the mountain provinces. A stern man, but one with a deep respect for the old ways. The jungle, he'd said, was not a place to conquer.

“It is a library written in breath and blood,” his father had said once.

“You do not enter it to take. You go to listen.” That final trip... they had gone deeper than usual. Beyond the marked maps. Beyond the boundaries drawn by old kings and forgotten warlords.

​Only Kachin came back.

No wounds. No memory. Only the pendant.

And one word his father had whispered before vanishing into the mist: “Spiral.”

The Whisper Begins Again

A sudden wind rustled the trees.

Not strong. But... specific. It blew inward, toward him, then circled like a breath held too long. He stood, alert. No animals stirred.

No insects called. Only silence—sharp, dense, unnatural.

Then, in the firelight’s edge, he saw it: A tree. Old.

Twisted.

With claw marks too large to belong to any jungle predator. And next to them—a spiral, carved freshly into bark, still weeping sap like blood. His breath caught. “No one’s been here,” he whispered. “No one human.”

Closing the Chapter

He touched the spiral. It pulsed—faintly. Not with magic.

With memory.

And deep in his chest, something old stirred.

A word he hadn’t spoken aloud in years escaped his lips.

“Spiral...” The jungle held its breath.

And far in the distance, something answered.

Not in words.

Not in roar.

Just... a whisper

​
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Chapter2: The Restricted Hunt
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​At dawn, the jungle woke with color.

Mist burned away like a veil pulled from the face of an ancient god, and the cries of birds returned, tentative and wary.

Kachin moved through the foliage like breath through a flute—measured, quiet, deliberate. He wasn’t hunting for food.

He was hunting for meaning.
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THE FORBIDDEN ZONE

By midmorning, he reached a boundary marked only by silence. The jungle here was... wrong. Too symmetrical. Too still.

Even the leaves seemed to hang from invisible threads. He paused beside a broken post half-swallowed by vines. On it, in faded red paint:

“KHU 12: ห้ามเข้า” (Zone 12: Restricted.)

This was one of the abandoned research zones from decades ago—where the government once tried to build listening posts and weather stations, only to abandon them after reports of “unexplainable topographical distortion.”

Locals called it Tham Mee Rak—“the Hollow Cradle.” His father had called it something else. “Spiral’s edge.”

Deeper

Kachin crossed the line. Immediately, the air changed.

Not colder. Just aware.

​Every footstep felt heavier. Not from weight—but from consequence.

And as he moved, he noticed them:

·Trees with unnatural growth patterns, spiraling upward like corkscrews

·Rocks etched with patterns he couldn't read, but which felt familiar ·And the smell—burnt rain and dry bone He followed the trail, intuition guiding him deeper. Then he heard it. Dripping.

But there was no water. Only a clearing.

And at its center—a circle of ash, untouched by wind or plant.

The Mark

Kachin knelt, brushing aside leaves.

In the center of the circle: another spiral burned into the soil. But this one was different.

It was moving—ever so slightly, rotating in place, like a heartbeat trapped in geometry.

His fingers trembled.“This isn’t old,” he whispered.

“It’s happening again.”He turned to leave.

And found a figure watching him. A woman. Tall.

Cloaked in grey and green.

“You’re not supposed to be here,” she said.

Kachin stepped back, hand brushing his knife.

“Neither are you.” She smiled faintly.

“The Spiral doesn’t care about our permission.”
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​Chapter3:Clawmarks and Spirals
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​The woman didn’t offer her name. And Kachin didn’t ask. They walked in silence for some time, through vines that moved like curious fingers and moss that clung to boots like memory. “You’ve seen the ash circle before,” he finally said. The woman didn’t stop walking. “I've seen worse.” “You’re a researcher?”

“Not anymore.” She led him to a bend in the trail—one that shouldn't exist. A hollow formed between the roots of two massive trees. She parted the ferns. “Look.”
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THE FIRST CLAWMARK

It wasn’t just a scratch. It was a gouge—deep, deliberate, and far too long for any natural creature. Each claw line was spaced wider than Kachin’s spread hand, carved into the trunk as though the wood had offered no resistance. But more than that...

The gouges glowed faintly beneath the bark.

Pulses of dim gold and violet shimmered along the grain, moving in rhythm. Kachin swallowed. “This is recent.” The woman nodded.

“It’s waking again.” “What is?”

She looked at him with strange calm.

“You already know.”

The Pattern Returns

They found more. Along the trail, on stones, in the hollows of fallen logs. Some spirals were etched. Others had formed naturally—moss growing in curved patterns, insect trails spiraling inward, even fungi blooming in coils. The jungle wasn’t infected.

​It was shifting—slowly, gently—into something familiar to

Spiral. “What does it want?” Kachin asked. The woman

didn’t answer. Instead, she pointed toward a ridge just

beyond the ash circle.

“It’s waiting for you there.”

The Name Unspoken

As Kachin began climbing the ridge, the air thinned—not from altitude, but from expectation. Something knew he was coming.

And when he reached the crest— —he stopped.

Before him stood a massive boulder, cracked open like an egg. Inside: a hollow space shaped like a chamber. Burned black. Marked with spirals carved so deep they bled sap that shimmered like lightning. And at the center...

handprint. His size. His shape. Already there. Waiting.
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Chapter4: The Stranger’s Proposal
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​He hadn’t meant to follow her. But something about her voice—flat but full of history—made him feel like his feet had already decided. The trail twisted, rising along a ridge blanketed in fog. The jungle changed the higher they climbed. Trees bent unnaturally toward one another, forming canopies that let in too much shadow and too little air. Then the path opened. And he saw them.

The Camp

Nestled in a clearing of stone and strange silence sat a camp—three canvas structures reinforced with bamboo and bone, a central fire pit lined with copper coils, and people.

Four of them. Not military. Not tribal.

Academic.

One adjusted a sensor node wired into a tree. Another murmured over an old notebook filled with sketches of Spiral marks.

But all eyes turned when the woman led Kachin into the clearing.

A man stepped forward.

Mid-forties. Narrow face. Eyes like rain over obsidian.

“So,” he said, smiling thinly.

“You’re the hunter who found the spiral that moves.” Dr. Sereth

His name was Dr. Sereth Tann.

Ethnobotanist. Mythographer.

And something else that Kachin couldn’t name but didn’t trust.

Sereth extended a flask of bitter tea.

​“We’ve been trying to find someone like you for a long time.”

“What do you want?”

“Not much. Just for you to lead us where your father once walked.”

The name landed like a stone in the pit of his stomach. “How do you know about my father?” Sereth smiled.

“He
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