Chapter 17- Back On Task
Krahiki stared in horror at the thick layer of clouds as it rushed up at him. He plunged into the moist and unpleasant sea of vapor and fell out of the bottom, like a stone falling from Mount Ihu. 
His mind raced. He searched frantically for a way to get out of this situation. His Kewa bird was being attacked by Nui-Rama many, many bios above him, and he carried nothing at all like a parachute in his bag.

This wasn’t turning out to be a very good day.

Krahiki looked around and spotted, nearly invisible above the background of green trees, a small dot buzzing around three-hundred to four-hundred bios below him. He squinted his eyes just enough to make out the features of a large green Nui-Rama and decided to attract its attention. Perhaps he could use it to cushion his fall.
Krahiki twisted around and grabbed his pack. He hurriedly searched through it until he found the ruki fish he had been given, which was beginning to smell a bit unpleasant. As he fell through the air, ever closer to the Nui-Rama below, he searched through his pack some more and then withdrew both the ruki and his scythe. He turned his head downward to check on the Nui-Rama, which was now a mere fifty bios below him and ten to his right.  
He tossed the ruki at it, aiming for the insect’s face. It hit, but only confused it. Irritated, the insect scanned the sky above it until it spotted Krahiki, and it flew toward him, buzzing furiously. 
Krahiki, grasping his scythe even as he spun dangerously through the air, was unprepared for the force of the Nui-Rama’s impact. He was tossed flailing through the air like a ragdoll away from the Nui-Rama, which was once again making a beeline straight towards him, stinger at the ready. 
Krahiki was ready for this, however, and he quickly pointed the blade of his scythe at the approaching insect. He held the weapon as firmly as he could, hoping that the Nui-Rama’s own speed would work against it. The creature rammed into him, seemingly not noticing the blade until it was too late. It struck the scythe with the exposed underside of its abdomen, plunging the blade into itself. In its shock, the insect didn’t attack any further with his stinger, and it opened up its mouthparts and emitted a terrible screech of pain.
Krahiki hung onto the scythe, which in turn hung from the abdomen of the Nui-Rama as it tried to fly away, each stroke of its wings bringing it pain. It was losing altitude and its breathing was slowing. 

This thing better keep flying for a while before it falls, thought Krahiki, or I’ll be dropping again…

Krahiki strained his eyes to look ahead of him. He had just spotted a group of yet more Nui-Rama approaching and they didn’t give an impression of happiness. They had apparently spotted the injured one he was hanging from, too, for they suddenly sped up and darted through the air in his direction.
Once they arrived, they surrounded Krahiki and the Nui-Rama. They hovered and stared emotionlessly at him, buzzing loudly. Krahiki hoped for a moment that they were here to help the injured Nui-Rama, but in a minute he was proved wrong.

Krahiki heard a rapid fwapfwapfwap-sound behind him and he turned around in time to see an enormous infected Rama propelling itself towards him! It rammed into the smaller injured one, sending it plummeting to the ground with Krahiki atop it! 
It crashed into the tree canopy far below, and Krahiki was flung off of the insect and into a tangle of tree branches. The group of infected Nui-Rama descended upon the helpless one lying on the ground, voraciously attacking it.
Krahiki stared at the injured one as it was devoured alive, disgusted. In a mere two or three minutes it was entirely devoured, and the Nui-Rama’s antennae began to quiver as if detecting something in the air. Krahiki hoped that it wasn’t the scent of a matoran that they detected.

Suddenly one of the Nui-Rama (The one which had earlier attacked him and knocked him to the ground, in fact) began emitting a series of rapid clicks, and it turned its head in the direction of the tree in which Krahiki was hiding. It screeched and darted through the air like a throwing disk towards the tree!

Luckily Krahiki was hiding in a gap between two branches, and the Nui-Rama bashed repeatedly against them, unable to fit between them. Several more fluttered up to the tree and began to ram into it and splinter the branches with their claws.
The tree shook violently, and Krahiki struggled to hold on to a mass of vines. Suddenly one of the Rama that was attacking the tree succeeded in tearing one of the branches off, and Krahiki fell to the ground screaming.
“AAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!”

Krahiki hit the ground and began running from the Nui-Rama. Krahiki, like all matoran and sentient creatures, still had the ancient, primal instincts of survival, such as fight and flight. These instincts, however, were nowhere near as ancient and primal as Vitara, and his tactics for survival were much more effective. 

Therefore, as Krahiki was running, his eyes, scar, and heartlight began to glow blood-red. Vitara continued running, but at the same time began calling to the monsters of the jungle which he commanded. 
The Nui-Rama giving chase perked their antennae up, as if detecting the telepathic messages flowing through the air. This stalled and surprised them for a moment, but they immediately began their chase again. 

Vitara soon found, to his dissatisfaction, that matoran bodies aren’t meant for running. Krahiki’s body was tiring, and the Nui-Rama were closing in…

Suddenly a massive shadow fell over the Nui-Rama, and a colossal mantis dropped to the ground. Its wing folded up and were withdrawn beneath a pair of protodermis wing cases. It was a Krytara-Nui Mantis, just like the one which had attacked earlier. Its long antennae crackled with red energy, showing that it was under Vitara’s control. 

Its claws shot out, grabbing two Nui-Rama and snipping them cleanly in two! It dropped them and reached out again, this time grabbing only one. It repeated this, killing all but a few. The Krytara-Nui roared and shrieked in victory as the few survivors flew off into the sky, quite shaken. 
Vitara was ready to hand bodily control back over to Krahiki, so he made sure that the Krytara-Nui was as far away as possible. He walked over to it and hissed in as commanding a voice as possible, “Go away. As far away as possible.”
It seemed to understand his words, and it grabbed the pile of dead Nui-Rama and flew away. Once he deemed it sufficiently far away, he released his hold on Krahiki and receded to the back of his mind.

“That was… A very interesting display, Vitara.” Krahiki said in an impressed tone of voice, “How did you do that?”
Why would I tell you? Do you tell me your secrets? Vitara replied coldly.

“No, but can’t you read my mind in there? I don’t need to tell you them.”

Exactly. Now cease harassing me! he replied.  

Krahiki rolled his eyes and began to think. He wanted to help Le-Koro, but how could he get there now? His Kewa had either fled, died, or was still fighting up above the clouds, there were no Nui-Rama to try and fly, and Kuriko was back at the base of Le-Koro, patiently awaiting his master’s return. 

Krahiki walked over to a nearby tree and searched for hand- and foot-holds. After finding some branches that would work, he climbed to the top of the tree and looked around. Le-Koro had fallen into the distance, and the immense Nui-Rama hive emerged from the jungle not too far away. It was perhaps a kio and a half from him, but the dense jungle wouldn’t allow him to walk there in anything less than four or five hours, by which time the battle might already be over. Plus, if he did walk, he would be forced to climb up the side of it, with orange worker-Rama attacking from every direction. 
No, he wouldn’t walk. Perhaps he could signal for help, and a Kewa or Kahu could pick him up. He thought for approximately ten minutes before he realized that he had absolutely no way to catch their attention due to how high up they were flying. Unless, of course, he started a fire, but that would do a lot more harm than it would do good. 
He searched through his bag and withdrew his Kanoka disk. He stared at it, wondering where it would take him if he used it right now… 
No! thought Krahiki suddenly. It’s a million to one chance that it’ll take me where I need to go. 

He placed it back in his pack and closed it. He sat down against a tree-trunk and said to himself, “Why am I even considering the Kanoka? Ungh… I probably didn’t have enough to eat this morning. Maybe I should’ve eaten those Bula berries even after that… skeleton-thing… appeared…”

Perhaps teleportation is the right idea, Krahiki. Maybe just not from the Kanoka. Your reasons for not eating those Bula berries gives me an idea… Vitara muttered in the back of his mind.
“What? My reasons for… What about the skeleton-thing?” Krahiki asked, now becoming somewhat alarmed. 

Vitara didn’t respond, but Krahiki felt a sensation similar to when Vitara communicated with a Krytara-Nui, as if he was reaching out with his mind. 

“Vitara? Vitara? Vitara! What are you doing?!” Krahiki exclaimed.

Suddenly Krahiki heard a sound like steam being let out of an Onu-Koro pipe, and Vitara immediately began to laugh, almost maniacally. Krahiki looked around for the source of the steam-like sound, but it wasn’t anywhere around him. Slowly he looked upwards, and perched in the tree, wreathed in a strange, lingering smoke, was the horrid skeletal creature he had earlier encountered.

Krahiki screamed and shouted as the skeleton-creature dropped from the tree mutely and grabbed Krahiki in its razor-like claws. It closed its eyes briefly, and in a wisp of smoke, the screaming Krahiki, the cackling Vitara, and the silent skeletal creature were gone. 
