The gold and the xawara 
The area of the Yanomami was invaded during the 1990s by great waves of prospectors seeking the gold which was to be found in great quantities in the middle of the forest and at the margins of small rivers. While the presence of the prospectors grew many bad things happened in the indigenous villages leaving terrible marks: illness, prostitution, disorganization of tribal life, discouragement among the people, devastation of the environment with contamination of the rivers with mercury and, in some cases, genocide of whole villages.  The Yanomani case became a motive for international denouncement in those years. 
Davi Yanomani speaks of these facts and the indigenous interpretation of the tragedy from the mythological perspective of his people:

We call these epidemics xawara. In the beginning we thought that it spread by itself without a cause. Omamë [the Creator] kept the xawara hidden and didn´t want the Yanomami to mess with this. That it is why he hid it in the depths of the earth … Xawara is also the name of what we call booshikë, the substance of metal, which you call “ore”. We are afraid of this. The xawara of the ore is an enemy of the Yanomami, and of you also. It wants to kill us…
When the gold remains within the cold of the depths of the earth then all is well. It is not dangerous. When the whites extract gold from the earth they burn it, stir it on top of the fire as if it were mandioc flour. This makes smoke rise from it. In this way the xawara is created which is this smoke from the gold. Afterwards this xawara wakëxi, this “epidemic-smoke” spreads throughout the forest, faraway to where the Yanomani live, but also to the land of the whites, to all places. That is why we are dying. Because of this smoke. It becomes the smoke of measles. It becomes aggressive and when this happens it finishes off with the Yanomani…
The earth also becomes sick. And even the helping spirits of the shamans become very sick. Even Omamë is affected. Deosimë (God of the Christians) also. This is why we are now very worried. There is also the smoke of the factories. You think that Deosimë can fend off this xawara, but he cannot repel this smoke. He will also continue dying from this. Even being a supernatural being he will become very sick. We know that these things are happening, that is why we are passing these words on to you. 
The spirits of the xawara are greatly increasing. They are as numerous as the white prospectors. The whites do not join us against the xawara. Their ears are deaf to the words of the shamans. Only you, who are the different, understand this language. The whites do not think that “the sky will fall down” and that the “xawara is eating us up”. Without them noticing the xawara is eating up many of their children; it is finishing them off, devouring them without ceasing, killing them and grilling them as if they were hunted monkeys. This is the way it is. The xawara is hungry for human meat. 
When the smoke fills the sky´s chest the sky will also become very sick, it also begins to be affected by the xawara, it will start dying like the Yanomani. The thunder will also become sick and will cry out in rage, it will make itself heard without stopping due to the heat. Thus the sky will end up cracking. 
We, the shaman, also work for you, the whites. This because we, the Yanomani, we still exist. When the shamans are still alive the sky can become very sick but they will prevent it from falling. Yes, even if it threatens to fall, if it begins to fall in the direction of the earth, the shamans will hold it in place. The whites do not know how to hold the sky in its place. When the sky becomes really sick there will no longer be the shamans to hold it up with their helping spirits. That is why, when all the shamans are dead, you will no longer be able to free yourselves from the dangers that they know how to repel. … You will remain alone on the earth and will end up also dying. When there are no more Yanomani than the sky will definitively fall down. 
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