Chapter 15- To Le-Koro
After escaping from Ta-Koro, Krahiki and Kuriko fled through the Charred Forest. They ran for many hours, and once Krahiki was sure the Guard wouldn’t find him, he and his ussal sat down at the base of a tall tree. He rested, and soon fell asleep. His dreams were a phantasmagoria of sights; first a mob of Ta-Matoran, who changed into Turaga Whenua, who held a Kanoka disk, who changed into the Makuta stone, which changed finally into a horrid, cackling skeletal creature.
He slept until about nine o’clock the next day, and when he woke up, he was fully rested, if not a little sore. After lying on the sooty ground for about twenty minutes in an attempt to keep his eyes open, he got up and stretched briefly. He was hungry for a decent breakfast, but the dead trees bore no fruit, and he decided to walk southwest towards Le-Wahi. The jungles there were filled with food, from fish in the ponds and streams to fruits in the high trees.
The hike through the Charred Forest was fairly uneventful, and by ten o’clock Krahiki had reached the edge nearest the Tren Krom Break. He walked through its borders and into the jungle, where the humidity immediately increased tenfold. The flies buzzed incessantly around the adventurer and his crab, and he was quick to get to work on swatting them. His efforts were futile.

After quite some time, the two had reached Lake Pala, and with it, a large grove of trees filled with bula berries. Krahiki climbed the tree and nestled his pack in between two branches. He picked many berries and held them in his spare mask, using it as a dish. When he felt that he had sufficient food, he placed his mask back in his pack, put the pack on, and climbed down. 
Krahiki fed Kuriko a pile of berries and began to walk across the bank of Lake Pala, carrying his share of berries in his Pakari. As he walked, he began to speak to Kuriko again.
“Well, Kuriko, I’d really like to get out of this mess.”

Kuriko remained silent.

“You know, I’m not sure how, but someday I’ll catch whoever framed me. I’m tired of living in hiding.”  
He was just about to continue this one-sided conversation when a blur of color swooped down over his head, swinging on a vine. The brakas grabbed his berries and continued swinging away. Krahiki was startled by this, but even more surprised by the silence of this brakas. Brakas normally never shut up, always either chattering or screeching their distinctive “kaukaukaukaukau” call. 

Though Krahiki felt that its behavior was odd, he nonetheless chased after it, yelling and cursing all the way. After being chased about 300 bios, the unusual brakas stopped, merely hanging from the vines. Krahiki cocked an eyebrow and ran over to get a better look. 
What he saw disturbed him. The brakas slowly turned its head to look at Krahiki, but its horrific face clearly did not belong to a brakas. It was a pale white, skeletal face, devoid of tissue, with a pair of small horns to either side. But Mata Nui, the way it smiled! It had a pair of jaws brimming with dagger-like teeth, contorted into a sinister grimace. 

The creature lost its brakas-like appearance in a wisp of smoke, revealing a skeleton-body, with sharp claws capable of rending protodermis, by the looks of it. It reached out a claw and dropped the bula berries to the ground, and with that it was gone, disappearing in a wisp of smoke. 
Krahiki shuddered.  He had caught fleeting glimpses of that horrific creature before, lurking in the shadows, and it had appeared in his dreams the night before, cackling demonically. And sure enough, Krahiki could hear demonic cackling, though it took him a moment to realize that this laughter came from within his head, from Vitara.
Though the creature had dropped the bula berries to the ground, Krahiki did not bother to pick them back up. He had lost his appetite. He continued to walk, but this time he looked over his shoulder wherever he went.
*
*
*

Krahiki was confused about what he was supposed to be doing there. Jala had told him to go to Le-Wahi, but what was he supposed to do once he reached it? Sit there and hide? No! Krahiki wouldn’t allow that. By the time he reached Lake Kanae, though, it became clear to him that there was much to be done in Le-Wahi, whether Jala knew about it or not. 
For across the lake, Krahiki could see a pillar of smoke bleeding across the sky, right from the very spot where Le-Koro was. Krahiki wondered with alarm what could have happened. He had, after all, been raised there, and he felt a certain amount of worry about any harm being done to it.
He hopped onto Kuriko, and they took off swiftly. They traveled around the lake in good time, and when they finally arrived at Le-Koro, they saw that the fire which had created all the smoke had been extinguished, but the village was still in disrepair. Everything appeared to be deserted until Krahiki spotted a Ta-Matoran with a blue Pakari walking down the trail towards the village.

Krahiki ducked behind some bushes and peered at the tohunga. He clambered into a leafy elevator and flipped up three levers. The elevator ascended higher and higher into the treetops. Krahiki strained his ears, and he soon heard the elevator come to a stop. Several seconds later he heard several notes played on a Le-Koronan flute, and the shuffling of many matoran feet. Then he heard speech.
“Traveler beware! Darktime come. Matau stolen, Lewa gone! Le-Koronans prepare for battleflight!” 
Battleflight? Thought Krahiki, Well that’s just great. 
