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Foreword
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-The Fires of the Spiral-

Some stories are not whispered by the wind. They roar through the flames.

When I finished Whispers of the Forbidden Jungle, I knew the story wasn’t done—not truly. The jungle still remembered. But in this next chapter, it is no longer memory that guides us... it is fire.

This book is a reflection of inner conflict, of the burning choices we face between who we are and who we must become. The Spiral, once a mystery hidden beneath the canopy, now burns with purpose, anger, and truth.

What happens when nature no longer waits for humans to listen?

To those who walk into the fire with Kachin, may you find more than just answers. May you find transformation.

— Nithit Saentaweesuk
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Part I: Ashes in the Wind

Chapter 1 – The Message from the North
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The wind carried the scent of something wrong.

Smoke. But not the kind from a distant village fire or a careless hunter’s camp. 

This was old smoke—buried smoke—the kind that rose from beneath the earth, coiled with memory.

Kachin stood barefoot outside his cabin, eyes narrowed toward the northern ridge. The trees there had darkened. Birds no longer flew that way. The jungle, always alive with whispers, had gone strangely silent in that direction.

He’d felt it for days.

Now he could smell it.

Then came the boy.

No older than twelve. Mud-caked feet. Eyes wide with exhaustion and fear. He stumbled through the underbrush, clutching something wrapped in palm fiber.

Kachin knelt and steadied him. 

“Easy, little brother. Who sent you?”

The boy didn’t answer. He just held out the bundle with trembling hands.

Inside, wrapped in layers of dried leaves, was a piece of burnt parchment. The symbols on it were jagged, drawn in red ink that looked far too much like blood.

No signature.

No greeting.

Just seven words:

“The spiral sleeps no more. It burns.”

Kachin’s pulse quickened.

He looked again at the paper. A symbol was etched at the bottom. A coiled shape with spiked edges—half spiral, half flame.

He had seen it once before.

In the vision granted by the Feather.

In the temple that was no longer there.

The boy finally spoke.

“They said... the river turned black. Trees are dying. People are disappearing.”

“Who?” Kachin asked.

“The ones who guard the red cave,” the boy whispered. 

“They said you would know what to do.”

Kachin stood slowly, folding the message and slipping it into his satchel beside the Feather—now dim but warm to the touch.

The jungle was calling again.

And this time, it wasn’t whispering.

It was warning.

He stepped back into the cabin, reached for his blade, his map, and the old compass that hadn’t pointed true in over a year.

As he slung his pack over his shoulder, the boy asked, “Are you going to stop the fire?”

Kachin didn’t answer right away.

He looked north. Toward the place where memory once rose from the soil.

“No,” he said finally. “I’m going to find out why it woke up.”

And with that, he vanished into the trees.
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Chapter 2 – The Ghost Tribe
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The northern trail was overgrown.

It hadn’t been walked in years—not by men, anyway. But Kachin recognized the way. These were paths his father once marked, back when the forest still trusted them.

The boy had guided him only part of the way before turning back. Beyond this ridge, even the boldest hunters refused to follow.

It was where the stories began.

And where most of them ended.

As dusk settled, Kachin reached the high ridge overlooking the Yawra Basin, a sacred zone said to be cursed by fire and forgotten gods. Smoke drifted along the tree canopy like low clouds, but there was no flame. Only silence. And an unnatural warmth in the air—as if the jungle were breathing heavy with fever.

He set up camp near a stone marker overgrown with moss and vines. Its carvings were faint, 

but he could make out the spiral etched into its face.

This one was different from the last.

It curled inward—not outward.

A contraction, not an expansion.

A seal.

And something was breaking it.

The Encounter

He woke to movement. Not animal. Not wind.

Voices.

Soft. Rhythmic. Like a chant echoing through the trees. Then—a flicker of movement between the trunks.

Kachin grabbed his blade and turned slowly.

They stood like shadows.

Three figures. Painted in ash and ochre.

Wrapped in barkcloth robes. Eyes glowing faintly from behind wooden masks.

The Aka-Yan.

A tribe lost to maps. Said to have vanished after a great fire nearly a century ago.

Kachin lowered his weapon. “I’m not here to trespass. Only to listen.”

They said nothing.

Then one of them—a tall woman with spirals painted across her chest—stepped forward and placed a bundle of leaves at his feet. When she opened it, a burning coal sat in the center, pulsing red without smoke.

A voice spoke—not aloud, but inside his head.

“You carry the memory of the feather. We carry the curse of the fire. It stirs again.”

Kachin didn’t flinch. “I know. I came to stop it.”

The masked figure paused. Then raised a hand toward the sky.

Above them, stars began to fade.

The moon turned blood-orange.

And from the far ridge came the sound of cracking stone—deep and slow, like the jungle was being peeled open.

The woman leaned closer and whispered aloud, voice rough like dry leaves:

“Then listen well, Guardian of the Spiral.

For before you stop the fire...

You must remember its name.”
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Chapter 3 – The Man Who Returned
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The name hit him like a stone.

“Ram.”

Kachin hadn’t spoken it aloud in over a year. The last he’d seen of the man was a flash of red light in the jungle fog, a scream, and then... nothing. The expedition was never the same after that night.

They all believed he’d been taken.

Consumed.

Gone.

But the Aka-Yan said otherwise.

“He crossed into the fire when the veil thinned,” said the masked woman, her voice low and tense. “He saw the truth beyond the spiral. And he came back not as a man... but as something claimed.”

The Burning Trail

The tribe led Kachin through a path no map had ever recorded—winding through obsidian cliffs and sulfuric springs. 

At the edge of a scorched glade, they stopped.

“There,” the woman said, pointing.

Smoke rose from the trees ahead, not wild and scattered, but shaped—a perfect spiral of embers circling an ancient altar.

Around it, men moved—armed, disciplined, silent. Mercenaries. Strangers from beyond the jungle, hired and marked.

And at the center stood Ram.

Tall. Bare-chested. Eyes wild with conviction. Spiral markings now burned into his skin.

He raised a hand. The fire answered.

A ring of flame spiraled upward without fuel—alive, responsive, bound to his will.

Kachin crouched low, eyes narrowed.

“What is he doing?”

The Aka-Yan priestess replied, “He seeks to awaken the Flame entirely. Not to seal it... but to become its vessel.”

A Memory of Fire

Kachin gripped the Feather through his satchel. It pulsed hot in his hand—as if recognizing Ram’s presence.

He remembered the man’s words before he vanished a year ago:

“The jungle doesn’t want to be protected, Kachin. It wants to be reborn. Burned clean.”

Back then, they sounded like madness.

Now... they sounded like prophecy.

The Choice Ahead

That night, in the darkness above the mercenaries’ camp, Kachin watched Ram kneel before the altar.

He placed both hands on the stone and whispered a name.

A name the jungle had not heard in centuries.

The Feather in Kachin’s hand burst into flame for a second, then cooled instantly.

The Aka-Yan woman’s face paled beneath her mask. “He’s calling the Spiral Flame by its true name. If he completes the rite, he will not be Ram anymore.”

Kachin’s jaw tightened.

“Then I’ll stop him before the jungle forgets who it belongs to.”
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Chapter 4 – The Forbidden Spiral
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They called it "The Maw".

A natural sinkhole yawning open in the middle of the jungle—hundreds of meters wide, wrapped in dense mist and swirling ash. Trees around it were blackened to husks, their trunks twisted as if trying to flee before being turned to charcoal.

Kachin stood at its edge, the Feather clutched tightly in his fist. The pulsing warmth had returned, guiding him toward this place like a compass pointing not north, but inward.

The Aka-Yan had led him as far as the rim, but refused to go further.

“Even the ancestors do not walk there,” the priestess warned.

“What lies within was never meant for men.”

But Kachin was no longer just a man. Not after what he'd seen. Not after what he'd lost.

He gave a single nod and stepped over the edge.

The Descent

There were no stairs. No path. Only thick vines and jagged stone. He climbed, his breath slowing to match the silence. The deeper he went, the warmer the air became—dense, acrid, laced with a faint hum that pulsed in rhythm with his heartbeat.

Halfway down, he saw them—carvings.

Spirals upon spirals, etched into the rock. Some with fire licking outward. Others with eyes in their center. One had a symbol he hadn't seen since childhood—a deer surrounded by flames.

His father's totem.

His grip tightened.

The Spiral Chamber

At the bottom of the Maw, the world opened again.

A vast underground chamber, glowing red from beneath the
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