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From the author

Dear reader, if you have opened this book, then you are a big fan of the fantasy genre. 
This novel was written in the summer of 2021 in Kyiv and is based on a South American 
legend.
An ancient legend in the Amazon rainforest says that in the twilight of the starry sky, 
Tahina-Kan, the "big star", descended from the sky to teach the people of Karaj how to 
plant corn, pineapple, cassava, and many other crops that they did not know. Thus, the 
"Big Star" or "Evening Star" led this Amazonian tribe to a more prosperous future. Based 
on this idea, I created a whole �ctional world based on the folklore of the Incas and 
Mayans. I hope you enjoy it!

Chapter 1. Star Light

The end of summer was approaching and the grass was already colored, in places, with 
molten gold �owing straight from the sky. You can see how the bright greens blended 
with a palette of all kinds of colors here.
The air had a smell of hot earth and corn and distant sounds of voices were obscured by 
the measured chirping of the cicadas. It was real polyphony. The sounds, at �rst glance, 
are harsh, but over time, they become imperceptible and even soothing. 

The weather was not conducive to work at all, and the best thing to do was to hide 
somewhere under a spreading tree with a vessel full of freshwater from the spring and 
wait for the evening.
Everyone in the village knew that the weather at this time of the year is changeable, and 
one has only to hear the echoing croaking of frogs - there is no doubt that it will rain very 
soon, and maybe a thunderstorm. There were, of course, other signs indicating a change 
in the atmosphere.
Observing the clouds and the setting of the sun was still the most faithful, but also 
di�cult. This business was done by the family of the head of the tribe and concurrently 
the supreme shaman named Inti Vaman. Knowledge has been passed from mouth to 
mouth for many generations. Traditionally, the shaman's wife Sula was engaged in 
weather forecasting and taught her art to the daughters: Kuichi, Killa, and Nuna.
The shaman had other very important duties. He not only maintained discipline in the 
village but also cared about protection from external physical and spiritual threats, 
invoking the essences of nature. The most important was the God of the Storm since he 
patronized agriculture and the cultivation of corn in particular, but in fact, he was of little 
use, since this spirit preferred to stay away and was doing exactly what he wanted…
The spirits of �re, smoke, and predatory animals were also revered, which were 
irreplaceable allies in battle. There were also plant spirits that contributed to 
clairvoyance.
The chirping of the cicadas was replaced by the evening roll-call of parrots. A barely 
noticeable breeze blew. The inhabitants of the village resumed their work.
A small group of women with baskets crowded around the sweet yellow fruit tree. Some 
were plucking them straight from the lower branches, others were jumping up with 
sticks in their hands, trying to reach those higher.
“Why is it always the sweetest and juiciest at the top, it's unfair!” - they complained.
“Because it’s closer to the light,”  came the soft voice of a girl who was walking by the fruit 
collectors.
Hearing her, everyone immediately turned around and gazed piercingly. But Kuichi was 
not at all embarrassed, and only a knowing half-smile crept across her face.
She winked at the one who had recently asked the rhetorical question.
“Sorry to interrupt your thoughts, but I just guessed you wanted to know the answer.”
One of the older women snorted.
“Don't be smart! Better forecast the weather for tomorrow. Isn't this your job, right?”
The girl respectfully nodded as if agreeing with this remark and went on. The path led to 
the cli� - the highest place from which, as usual, the people of the P'hakchai tribe 
watched the sky.
When the girl disappeared from sight, the older woman sighed in sorrow and shook her 
head.
“I bet she'll skip the Smoke deity worship ceremony again.
The other woman nodded.
“She was seriously late for the Water Festival last week. It seems that the daughter of the 
leader is completely arrogant and does not respect our traditions.

But the �rst one should honor spirits more than others, where only the head of the 
village looks? Can't keep track of her own daughter!
No one really knows what is on her mind.
The woman was silent for a few seconds, throwing the basket over the other shoulder, 
and then spoke again, referring to a shy-looking girl named Ninan.
“You study with her and communicate more than others, what can you say?”
The girl hesitantly raised her head and answered softly.
“ Well, I don't really understand her well, but it seems to me that Kuichi is just looking for 
something, she has her own opinion on everything, and if she doesn't agree with 
something, she will de�nitely not compromise. Uh …”
“ Well, I said she is headstrong,”  summed up the woman.
Passing several corn�elds, the shaman's daughter �nally found herself on a sheer cli� at 
the very edge of the village. From here all the sounds in the area could be heard and a 
beautiful view of the green thickets stretching to the very horizon opened up. But most 
of all, the sky was amazing with its grandeur. It reigned indivisibly on this summit. 
Always di�erent, always amazing and stunning, either with its purity and depth of blue 
or with an incredible multitude of cloud forms.
It was especially beautiful here at sunset when the valley was �lled with the evening 
chirping of parrots, and the fantastic clouds were turning purple and gold.
The shaman's daughter walked to the edge of the cli� with reverent delight to soar 
completely over the plain and feel a sense of freedom and peace. The girl closed her 
eyes, exposing her face to the setting sun, and broke into a wide smile. Her long black 
hair swayed gently in the wind.
"It is a pity that I am not a bird,”  the shaman's daughter thought. “ How wonderful it is to 
soar in the sky, this is an incomparable feeling of freedom."
She took a deep breath and said out loud.
“ Well, okay, let's see what kind of weather the heavens predict for us tomorrow!”
The shaman's daughter �nally opened her eyes and stared at the horizon.
There was not a cloud in the sky today, the atmosphere was clean and shining. You could 
only see a perfectly even stretch from dark blue on top to golden green below.
The girl nodded approvingly and the left corner of her mouth rose again.
But then Kuichi's forehead frowned a little, although drought did not threaten the valley, 
since there was a large waterfall and many lakes, yet there had been no rain for a long 
time and it would not hurt to refresh the crops. But she always rejoiced in the light and 
the rainy season drove the leader's daughter into a slight melancholy.
Without waiting for the sun to completely disappear behind the horizon, the girl went 
down to the lake at the foot of the cli�. There was already full twilight reigning and the 
air was gradually �lled with �ickering lights. Now the surface of the lake was perfect. In 
the grass, the grasshoppers were gently chirping out their trills.
The daughter of the leader, smoothly jumping from stone to stone, reached her favorite 
island in the middle of the lake and sat there cross-legged.
Around her in the grass little green �re�ies lit up and went out, slowly rising into the sky, 
they �lled all the bushes and trees like stars. The sky had already darkened and real stars 

also shone here and there, one bright and clear stood out especially. It's cold light was 
re�ected in the mirror of the lake, refracting and streaming in barely noticeable silver 
waves. Noticing the re�ection, the Shaman's Daughter laughed happily and raised her 
eyes to the sky. She spun up from the ground and stretched her arms up.
“Hello, Asterisk! I am so glad to see you, today you shine extraordinarily brightly. You 
must be in a good mood.”
The shaman's daughter even raised herself on her toes and did several dance steps.
“ You know what, I'm not going to this dark smoke meeting. It's always so smoky there, I 
just su�ocate. Smelling ritual herbs, it's not good for me. 
I'd rather dance for you. Probably you will not notice, but I really want to make you smile.”
Full of �rm determination, the girl began to perform a graceful and inspired dance.
After some time, it felt hot and the dancer easily jumped into the water, leaving behind 
wide circles on the mirror surface.
She whirled in the water and played with the re�ection of the starlight, pouring silver 
splashes on it. Having had plenty of fun, Kuichi again made her way to the shore and just 
got comfortable when she heard a familiar velvety voice.
 “  Are you still talking to the star? You know that it won't answer you.
It is very far away and never talks to anyone.
You'd better talk to me.”
The girl turned to the voice and saw a handsome young man with long hair the color of 
twilight heavens in a wreath of water �owers. He was a lake spirit named Yaku Waina. 
The young man hid in the lotus leaves and watched with interest the daughter of a 
human. Without looking away, he continued his thought.
“I really liked your dance.”
Saying these words, Yaku Waina smiled coquettishly. After a pause, the girl turned a 
reproachful glance at the young man. “Oh, again your tricks…”   
She shook her head thoughtfully.
“ Brother, there are things that are not subject to logic, this is an inner feeling, I always 
follow my heart. It is di�cult to explain, but not to follow it is even more di�cult.”
The young man raised his eyebrows and, partly seriously, partly playfully, nodded his 
head.
“It’s clear, I see. Then I should also listen to my inner voice, and it tells me that I want to 
play for you. Recently a great melody came to my mind.” 
With these words, Yaku Waina took out a small bamboo �ute and, smiling, got down to 
business.
At �rst, he sat on a huge lotus leaf, but then he jumped into the water. The lake spirit 
easily and cheerfully played out a graceful intricate melody, gradually closing the 
distance between himself and Kuichi. The girl watched this performance with a grin and 
listened.
Re�ecting on her words, she again raised her head to the star, purely instinctively, as if 
seeking con�rmation or support. The star still shone in the clear sky, but now it seemed 
to the girl for a moment that it winked at her. The heart jumped with joy in her chest, the 
daughter of the leader thought that this would be enough to never doubt herself.

In the meantime, the music ended and the water spirit, simply smiling, thoughtfully 
looked at the girl, propping his cheeks with both hands. For a long time, Kuichi did not 
notice that the melody had already ended, absorbed in her thoughts. The smell of 
bon�res reached the lake. The shaman's daughter embarrassedly returned to reality and 
realized that she had to somehow comment on the music and express gratitude to the 
performer.
“It was amazing, did you come up with it yourself? I really like it,”  said the girl sincerely.
Yaku Waina was delighted with her words, although it is very likely that he did not 
expect anything less. The lake god's face beamed with a smug grin.
“I am very glad that you liked my composition.”
Smelling the smoke of the �res, Kuichi decided that it was time to return to the village 
and, saying goodbye to the water spirit, hurried home.
As expected, by the time the smoke from the �res reached the lake all the celebrations 
in the village were over and the sisters returned to the hut.
The shaman's daughter made her way inside as quietly as possible, but Killa and Nuna 
noticed her anyway and rushed to meet her.
“The eldest is back, hurray!”
“Where did you walk this time? What will the weather be like tomorrow?”
The girl tried to answer all their questions in turn.
“Hello girls, I'm �ne, I was near the lake, and the weather will be as sunny as today.”
           

  ***

First thing in the morning, Kuichi went to �nd the brothers so that she could inform 
them of her observations of the sky.
They were just collecting tackle for hunting wild guinea pigs and armadillos.
Seeing their sister running happily towards them, boys  took on a slightly o�ended look, 
casting angry glances at her from under their brows and not stopping to wind up their 
nets.
“Good morning brothers! Do you want to know the weather forecast for today?”
The guys exchanged gloom glances. One of them snorted, and another one with the 
larger necklace turned away and shook his shoulder so that the beads rattled loudly.
“Sorry brothers, you are probably waiting for an apology…. I was late again.”
“Were you late? But you didn't come at all and you weren't going to come, right?! Again, 
out of the kindness of our soul, we covered you out, and said that you were not well.”
Kuichi breathed a sigh of relief.
“Thank you very much, dear brothers, I am really very grateful to you. You know that the 
smoke makes me sick.”
Older brother named Hessun grinned sarcastically.
“Oh, yes! What about the last Festival of Water? Have you already forget about it? Ok... 
So, tell me your forecast.”
Seeing that the brothers stopped sulking, the girl sparkled in a smile and solemnly 

announced.
“Great news: today the weather will be clear and cloudless, the sky was absolutely clear 
at sunset!”
The middle brother named Vankar chuckled doubtfully.
“And why then was there no dew in the evening, huh?”
The girl raised her eyebrows in surprise.
“Why wasn't it? Of course…”
But then Kuichi realized that she could not refute her brother's words about the evening 
dew because all the time she was swimming and listening to the �ute.
“I... I just...”  The girl repeated it several times.
“Are you saying you didn't notice it? Hessun asked in a stern tone.
Vankar stared at his sister in bewilderment.
The girl was embarrassed.
“Please, let's not talk about it, okay? Better tell me how everything went yesterday.”
Hessun frowned.
“To be honest, not everything is going smoothly. There were some minor problems.
The girl widened her eyes in alarm and moved closer.
“The thing is that the respected God of Smoke asked for more o�erings, now we will 
have to burn another corn�eld for him. This is quite a lot for us.
Now Kuichi frowned. Pondering the unexpected information, she �ddled with her 
necklace and was biting her lips. It looks like the girl was expecting any development of 
events, but de�nitely not in this direction.
“Our father is very generous with o�erings, it cannot be that he lacked something...”
“I know, ”  replied Hessun.“ This is pretty weird!”
The girl narrowed her eyes and looked at her brother seriously.
“Yes, this is really weird.”
Seeing that his sister was greatly alarmed, he hastened to calm her down.
“Don't worry, it won't be a disaster if we lose one corn�eld. In addition, I instructed my 
jaguar ally to �nd out from other spirits what is happening there now.”
“Yes, you thought it up well, right... I'll ask someone too, probably ...”
Kuichi nodded approvingly to her brother and looked directly into his black shiny eyes.
This instilled in his soul more optimism and Hessun put on a kind of smile on his face.
Still, the day did not go well.
In the evening, contrary to the expectations of the leader's eldest daughter, a heavy 
downpour suddenly gushed out and not all villagers had time to hide their products 
under the shed. As expected, the shaman's wife summoned the unlucky fortuneteller 
and scolded her for her carelessness. 
Kuichi did not even try to make excuses to her mother, because she herself perfectly 
understood that the accusations were more than fair. If she had not left before the sun 
disappeared behind the horizon, she would probably have noticed some kind of 
insidious gray cloud over the very edge.
However, what is the point now to regret what happened?
It rained for two more days, and a week later it turned out that other revered spirits 

began to behave unusually fastidiously. This seriously puzzled the shaman's daughter 
and she, without wasting time, went to her favorite lake again.
“Okay, I hope he doesn't refuse to help me. And if he demands something in return...? 
Worth asking anyway.”
As usual, Kuichi ran to the small island in the middle of the lake and called softly.
“Yaku Waina, are you awake? Yaku Waina...”
The lake, in which the morning rays of the sun were re�ected, peacefully dozed in the 
arms of the fog. After a short pause, the girl spoke the name a little louder, but no one 
responded.
“Sorry to disturb you, I'll come back later.”  The shaman’s daughter turned back but didn't 
have time to walk even a few steps as there was a cheerful, mischievous laugh.
“I actually heard it for the �rst time, ha-ha!”
The shaman's daughter jumped up in surprise and immediately turned towards the 
sound.
“Why scare you so?”
The lake spirit narrowed his eyes in amusement.
“You never called me the way you did, this seemed funny to me. I just wanted to hear my 
name one more time...”
Yaku Waina chuckled again and tilted his head slightly.
“Oh, I see...” Kuichi nodded.
After a pause, the master of the lake added.
“I'm very intrigued why you need me.”
Shifting from foot to foot, the girl murmured out.
“You see, among the spirits, I have practically no friends, and there is no one else to turn 
to.”
The young man had just come ashore and, standing opposite the shaman's daughter, 
was listening attentively.
The girl continued.
“I thought that you could help or advise someone who can.”
“Oh, so interesting! Is there any business planned? Ask, we'll see.”
Yaku Waina perked up, besides his innate curiosity, he was also very �attered by the fact 
that Kuichi considered him her friend and of course he wanted to grasp the essence of 
what was happening ...
“Well, recently spirits began to behave strangely. And all without exception. Our 
o�erings were very generous, but they want more.”
The girl looked at her interlocutor with hope, expecting his reaction. 
Seeing her interest, the owner of the lake decided to pause and took an important 
expression.

...

The girl guessed about his next trick but decided to play along.
“So, are you interested in this case? What do you think about the current situation?

You could probably �nd out on your channel the reasons for this behavior.”
Yaku Waina answered the question with the same important air.
“Don't you have more powerful allies in your village who could scout out the situation?”
The shaman's daughter smiled and furrowed her eyebrows tragically.
“You see, my older brother sent his jaguar to �nd out what was the matter, but he didn’t 
come back... Everything is very cloudy. Or maybe he just didn’t want to tell, I don’t 
exclude this either,” the girl added, slightly rubbing her nose.
“Oh, I see,”  commented the spirit of the lake, realizing his undeniable superiority. 
“The essence is clear. This is very interesting, I'll see what can be done.”
He smiled.
Kuichi couldn't keep her joy: she still managed to get support in this confusing business.
“Thank you brother, you are doing me an invaluable service.”
“I will help you as much as I can,”  the spirit responded playfully.
“Give me time until tomorrow night.”
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Chapter 1. Star Light

The end of summer was approaching and the grass was already colored, in places, with 
molten gold �owing straight from the sky. You can see how the bright greens blended 
with a palette of all kinds of colors here.
The air had a smell of hot earth and corn and distant sounds of voices were obscured by 
the measured chirping of the cicadas. It was real polyphony. The sounds, at �rst glance, 
are harsh, but over time, they become imperceptible and even soothing. 

The weather was not conducive to work at all, and the best thing to do was to hide 
somewhere under a spreading tree with a vessel full of freshwater from the spring and 
wait for the evening.
Everyone in the village knew that the weather at this time of the year is changeable, and 
one has only to hear the echoing croaking of frogs - there is no doubt that it will rain very 
soon, and maybe a thunderstorm. There were, of course, other signs indicating a change 
in the atmosphere.
Observing the clouds and the setting of the sun was still the most faithful, but also 
di�cult. This business was done by the family of the head of the tribe and concurrently 
the supreme shaman named Inti Vaman. Knowledge has been passed from mouth to 
mouth for many generations. Traditionally, the shaman's wife Sula was engaged in 
weather forecasting and taught her art to the daughters: Kuichi, Killa, and Nuna.
The shaman had other very important duties. He not only maintained discipline in the 
village but also cared about protection from external physical and spiritual threats, 
invoking the essences of nature. The most important was the God of the Storm since he 
patronized agriculture and the cultivation of corn in particular, but in fact, he was of little 
use, since this spirit preferred to stay away and was doing exactly what he wanted…
The spirits of �re, smoke, and predatory animals were also revered, which were 
irreplaceable allies in battle. There were also plant spirits that contributed to 
clairvoyance.
The chirping of the cicadas was replaced by the evening roll-call of parrots. A barely 
noticeable breeze blew. The inhabitants of the village resumed their work.
A small group of women with baskets crowded around the sweet yellow fruit tree. Some 
were plucking them straight from the lower branches, others were jumping up with 
sticks in their hands, trying to reach those higher.
“Why is it always the sweetest and juiciest at the top, it's unfair!” - they complained.
“Because it’s closer to the light,”  came the soft voice of a girl who was walking by the fruit 
collectors.
Hearing her, everyone immediately turned around and gazed piercingly. But Kuichi was 
not at all embarrassed, and only a knowing half-smile crept across her face.
She winked at the one who had recently asked the rhetorical question.
“Sorry to interrupt your thoughts, but I just guessed you wanted to know the answer.”
One of the older women snorted.
“Don't be smart! Better forecast the weather for tomorrow. Isn't this your job, right?”
The girl respectfully nodded as if agreeing with this remark and went on. The path led to 
the cli� - the highest place from which, as usual, the people of the P'hakchai tribe 
watched the sky.
When the girl disappeared from sight, the older woman sighed in sorrow and shook her 
head.
“I bet she'll skip the Smoke deity worship ceremony again.
The other woman nodded.
“She was seriously late for the Water Festival last week. It seems that the daughter of the 
leader is completely arrogant and does not respect our traditions.

But the �rst one should honor spirits more than others, where only the head of the 
village looks? Can't keep track of her own daughter!
No one really knows what is on her mind.
The woman was silent for a few seconds, throwing the basket over the other shoulder, 
and then spoke again, referring to a shy-looking girl named Ninan.
“You study with her and communicate more than others, what can you say?”
The girl hesitantly raised her head and answered softly.
“ Well, I don't really understand her well, but it seems to me that Kuichi is just looking for 
something, she has her own opinion on everything, and if she doesn't agree with 
something, she will de�nitely not compromise. Uh …”
“ Well, I said she is headstrong,”  summed up the woman.
Passing several corn�elds, the shaman's daughter �nally found herself on a sheer cli� at 
the very edge of the village. From here all the sounds in the area could be heard and a 
beautiful view of the green thickets stretching to the very horizon opened up. But most 
of all, the sky was amazing with its grandeur. It reigned indivisibly on this summit. 
Always di�erent, always amazing and stunning, either with its purity and depth of blue 
or with an incredible multitude of cloud forms.
It was especially beautiful here at sunset when the valley was �lled with the evening 
chirping of parrots, and the fantastic clouds were turning purple and gold.
The shaman's daughter walked to the edge of the cli� with reverent delight to soar 
completely over the plain and feel a sense of freedom and peace. The girl closed her 
eyes, exposing her face to the setting sun, and broke into a wide smile. Her long black 
hair swayed gently in the wind.
"It is a pity that I am not a bird,”  the shaman's daughter thought. “ How wonderful it is to 
soar in the sky, this is an incomparable feeling of freedom."
She took a deep breath and said out loud.
“ Well, okay, let's see what kind of weather the heavens predict for us tomorrow!”
The shaman's daughter �nally opened her eyes and stared at the horizon.
There was not a cloud in the sky today, the atmosphere was clean and shining. You could 
only see a perfectly even stretch from dark blue on top to golden green below.
The girl nodded approvingly and the left corner of her mouth rose again.
But then Kuichi's forehead frowned a little, although drought did not threaten the valley, 
since there was a large waterfall and many lakes, yet there had been no rain for a long 
time and it would not hurt to refresh the crops. But she always rejoiced in the light and 
the rainy season drove the leader's daughter into a slight melancholy.
Without waiting for the sun to completely disappear behind the horizon, the girl went 
down to the lake at the foot of the cli�. There was already full twilight reigning and the 
air was gradually �lled with �ickering lights. Now the surface of the lake was perfect. In 
the grass, the grasshoppers were gently chirping out their trills.
The daughter of the leader, smoothly jumping from stone to stone, reached her favorite 
island in the middle of the lake and sat there cross-legged.
Around her in the grass little green �re�ies lit up and went out, slowly rising into the sky, 
they �lled all the bushes and trees like stars. The sky had already darkened and real stars 

also shone here and there, one bright and clear stood out especially. It's cold light was 
re�ected in the mirror of the lake, refracting and streaming in barely noticeable silver 
waves. Noticing the re�ection, the Shaman's Daughter laughed happily and raised her 
eyes to the sky. She spun up from the ground and stretched her arms up.
“Hello, Asterisk! I am so glad to see you, today you shine extraordinarily brightly. You 
must be in a good mood.”
The shaman's daughter even raised herself on her toes and did several dance steps.
“ You know what, I'm not going to this dark smoke meeting. It's always so smoky there, I 
just su�ocate. Smelling ritual herbs, it's not good for me. 
I'd rather dance for you. Probably you will not notice, but I really want to make you smile.”
Full of �rm determination, the girl began to perform a graceful and inspired dance.
After some time, it felt hot and the dancer easily jumped into the water, leaving behind 
wide circles on the mirror surface.
She whirled in the water and played with the re�ection of the starlight, pouring silver 
splashes on it. Having had plenty of fun, Kuichi again made her way to the shore and just 
got comfortable when she heard a familiar velvety voice.
 “  Are you still talking to the star? You know that it won't answer you.
It is very far away and never talks to anyone.
You'd better talk to me.”
The girl turned to the voice and saw a handsome young man with long hair the color of 
twilight heavens in a wreath of water �owers. He was a lake spirit named Yaku Waina. 
The young man hid in the lotus leaves and watched with interest the daughter of a 
human. Without looking away, he continued his thought.
“I really liked your dance.”
Saying these words, Yaku Waina smiled coquettishly. After a pause, the girl turned a 
reproachful glance at the young man. “Oh, again your tricks…”   
She shook her head thoughtfully.
“ Brother, there are things that are not subject to logic, this is an inner feeling, I always 
follow my heart. It is di�cult to explain, but not to follow it is even more di�cult.”
The young man raised his eyebrows and, partly seriously, partly playfully, nodded his 
head.
“It’s clear, I see. Then I should also listen to my inner voice, and it tells me that I want to 
play for you. Recently a great melody came to my mind.” 
With these words, Yaku Waina took out a small bamboo �ute and, smiling, got down to 
business.
At �rst, he sat on a huge lotus leaf, but then he jumped into the water. The lake spirit 
easily and cheerfully played out a graceful intricate melody, gradually closing the 
distance between himself and Kuichi. The girl watched this performance with a grin and 
listened.
Re�ecting on her words, she again raised her head to the star, purely instinctively, as if 
seeking con�rmation or support. The star still shone in the clear sky, but now it seemed 
to the girl for a moment that it winked at her. The heart jumped with joy in her chest, the 
daughter of the leader thought that this would be enough to never doubt herself.

In the meantime, the music ended and the water spirit, simply smiling, thoughtfully 
looked at the girl, propping his cheeks with both hands. For a long time, Kuichi did not 
notice that the melody had already ended, absorbed in her thoughts. The smell of 
bon�res reached the lake. The shaman's daughter embarrassedly returned to reality and 
realized that she had to somehow comment on the music and express gratitude to the 
performer.
“It was amazing, did you come up with it yourself? I really like it,”  said the girl sincerely.
Yaku Waina was delighted with her words, although it is very likely that he did not 
expect anything less. The lake god's face beamed with a smug grin.
“I am very glad that you liked my composition.”
Smelling the smoke of the �res, Kuichi decided that it was time to return to the village 
and, saying goodbye to the water spirit, hurried home.
As expected, by the time the smoke from the �res reached the lake all the celebrations 
in the village were over and the sisters returned to the hut.
The shaman's daughter made her way inside as quietly as possible, but Killa and Nuna 
noticed her anyway and rushed to meet her.
“The eldest is back, hurray!”
“Where did you walk this time? What will the weather be like tomorrow?”
The girl tried to answer all their questions in turn.
“Hello girls, I'm �ne, I was near the lake, and the weather will be as sunny as today.”
           

  ***

First thing in the morning, Kuichi went to �nd the brothers so that she could inform 
them of her observations of the sky.
They were just collecting tackle for hunting wild guinea pigs and armadillos.
Seeing their sister running happily towards them, boys  took on a slightly o�ended look, 
casting angry glances at her from under their brows and not stopping to wind up their 
nets.
“Good morning brothers! Do you want to know the weather forecast for today?”
The guys exchanged gloom glances. One of them snorted, and another one with the 
larger necklace turned away and shook his shoulder so that the beads rattled loudly.
“Sorry brothers, you are probably waiting for an apology…. I was late again.”
“Were you late? But you didn't come at all and you weren't going to come, right?! Again, 
out of the kindness of our soul, we covered you out, and said that you were not well.”
Kuichi breathed a sigh of relief.
“Thank you very much, dear brothers, I am really very grateful to you. You know that the 
smoke makes me sick.”
Older brother named Hessun grinned sarcastically.
“Oh, yes! What about the last Festival of Water? Have you already forget about it? Ok... 
So, tell me your forecast.”
Seeing that the brothers stopped sulking, the girl sparkled in a smile and solemnly 

announced.
“Great news: today the weather will be clear and cloudless, the sky was absolutely clear 
at sunset!”
The middle brother named Vankar chuckled doubtfully.
“And why then was there no dew in the evening, huh?”
The girl raised her eyebrows in surprise.
“Why wasn't it? Of course…”
But then Kuichi realized that she could not refute her brother's words about the evening 
dew because all the time she was swimming and listening to the �ute.
“I... I just...”  The girl repeated it several times.
“Are you saying you didn't notice it? Hessun asked in a stern tone.
Vankar stared at his sister in bewilderment.
The girl was embarrassed.
“Please, let's not talk about it, okay? Better tell me how everything went yesterday.”
Hessun frowned.
“To be honest, not everything is going smoothly. There were some minor problems.
The girl widened her eyes in alarm and moved closer.
“The thing is that the respected God of Smoke asked for more o�erings, now we will 
have to burn another corn�eld for him. This is quite a lot for us.
Now Kuichi frowned. Pondering the unexpected information, she �ddled with her 
necklace and was biting her lips. It looks like the girl was expecting any development of 
events, but de�nitely not in this direction.
“Our father is very generous with o�erings, it cannot be that he lacked something...”
“I know, ”  replied Hessun.“ This is pretty weird!”
The girl narrowed her eyes and looked at her brother seriously.
“Yes, this is really weird.”
Seeing that his sister was greatly alarmed, he hastened to calm her down.
“Don't worry, it won't be a disaster if we lose one corn�eld. In addition, I instructed my 
jaguar ally to �nd out from other spirits what is happening there now.”
“Yes, you thought it up well, right... I'll ask someone too, probably ...”
Kuichi nodded approvingly to her brother and looked directly into his black shiny eyes.
This instilled in his soul more optimism and Hessun put on a kind of smile on his face.
Still, the day did not go well.
In the evening, contrary to the expectations of the leader's eldest daughter, a heavy 
downpour suddenly gushed out and not all villagers had time to hide their products 
under the shed. As expected, the shaman's wife summoned the unlucky fortuneteller 
and scolded her for her carelessness. 
Kuichi did not even try to make excuses to her mother, because she herself perfectly 
understood that the accusations were more than fair. If she had not left before the sun 
disappeared behind the horizon, she would probably have noticed some kind of 
insidious gray cloud over the very edge.
However, what is the point now to regret what happened?
It rained for two more days, and a week later it turned out that other revered spirits 

began to behave unusually fastidiously. This seriously puzzled the shaman's daughter 
and she, without wasting time, went to her favorite lake again.
“Okay, I hope he doesn't refuse to help me. And if he demands something in return...? 
Worth asking anyway.”
As usual, Kuichi ran to the small island in the middle of the lake and called softly.
“Yaku Waina, are you awake? Yaku Waina...”
The lake, in which the morning rays of the sun were re�ected, peacefully dozed in the 
arms of the fog. After a short pause, the girl spoke the name a little louder, but no one 
responded.
“Sorry to disturb you, I'll come back later.”  The shaman’s daughter turned back but didn't 
have time to walk even a few steps as there was a cheerful, mischievous laugh.
“I actually heard it for the �rst time, ha-ha!”
The shaman's daughter jumped up in surprise and immediately turned towards the 
sound.
“Why scare you so?”
The lake spirit narrowed his eyes in amusement.
“You never called me the way you did, this seemed funny to me. I just wanted to hear my 
name one more time...”
Yaku Waina chuckled again and tilted his head slightly.
“Oh, I see...” Kuichi nodded.
After a pause, the master of the lake added.
“I'm very intrigued why you need me.”
Shifting from foot to foot, the girl murmured out.
“You see, among the spirits, I have practically no friends, and there is no one else to turn 
to.”
The young man had just come ashore and, standing opposite the shaman's daughter, 
was listening attentively.
The girl continued.
“I thought that you could help or advise someone who can.”
“Oh, so interesting! Is there any business planned? Ask, we'll see.”
Yaku Waina perked up, besides his innate curiosity, he was also very �attered by the fact 
that Kuichi considered him her friend and of course he wanted to grasp the essence of 
what was happening ...
“Well, recently spirits began to behave strangely. And all without exception. Our 
o�erings were very generous, but they want more.”
The girl looked at her interlocutor with hope, expecting his reaction. 
Seeing her interest, the owner of the lake decided to pause and took an important 
expression.

...

The girl guessed about his next trick but decided to play along.
“So, are you interested in this case? What do you think about the current situation?

You could probably �nd out on your channel the reasons for this behavior.”
Yaku Waina answered the question with the same important air.
“Don't you have more powerful allies in your village who could scout out the situation?”
The shaman's daughter smiled and furrowed her eyebrows tragically.
“You see, my older brother sent his jaguar to �nd out what was the matter, but he didn’t 
come back... Everything is very cloudy. Or maybe he just didn’t want to tell, I don’t 
exclude this either,” the girl added, slightly rubbing her nose.
“Oh, I see,”  commented the spirit of the lake, realizing his undeniable superiority. 
“The essence is clear. This is very interesting, I'll see what can be done.”
He smiled.
Kuichi couldn't keep her joy: she still managed to get support in this confusing business.
“Thank you brother, you are doing me an invaluable service.”
“I will help you as much as I can,”  the spirit responded playfully.
“Give me time until tomorrow night.”

2


