Chapter 2- Le-Koro Falls
Krahiki hiked through the remnants of the Charred Forest. Nearly all of it had been demolished. The ice was now melting, mixing with the sawdust and ash on the ground to form a disgusting mush. Massive boulders crushed trees and jutted from the ground- Evidence the Pahrak had been there.
Several hours ago he had passed his home, crushed inwards and largely obliterated. His escape tunnel to Onu-Koro had collapsed as well. The space where he had met Toa Tahu was entirely removed, without any evidence that it had been there.
It was now early morning and still dark out. The trees were steadily becoming lush and green, and shrubs dotted the ground. The Bohrok had yet to make it this far. 
High above the outskirts of Le-Wahi, the Red Star leered at Krahiki, still in the Valtiu constellation. He looked up at its light, filtered through the leaves, and felt the corners of his mouth raise into a smile. 
A smile? Had he just smiled at that omen? Was it his smile…? No… Vitara had been smiling through him. The line of distinction was becoming smaller and smaller. Either the Inner Demon was toying with him, or Krahiki was severely letting his guard down. 

He shook his head as if to remove mud and mounted Kuriko, who had been walking alongside him. Perhaps he had been walking too long. After the ussal began moving forward without his help, he lay down on top of his carapace to rest.
Hours passed uneventfully and Krahiki got up. He had failed to fall asleep and the sky was brightening. Light shown through the treetops as he stepped off of Kuriko and began to walk next to him again. 
As he looked around, Krahiki realized that the landscape was different than he remembered. Some trees seemed to have burns in them, and the trees far to his left seemed to be much sparser than they should’ve been. Fearing Bohrok, he withdrew his scythe and a disk. 

Several minutes later, Krahiki reached a large ridge overlooking Lake Kanae and the rest of the jungle. Whisps of greenish smoke writhed in the distance, coming from the area around Le-Koro. This was not the smoke of a fire… Even where he was, Krahiki could smell an acrid stench on the wind.
Not wanting to be caught unmoving, the Onu-Matoran stepped on top of his ussal crab and gestured for him to run. Kuriko chattered and sped down the steep ridge, swerving to a stop at the bottom. He directed his pet to keep running, and they soon reached Lake Kanae. 

A foul-smelling steam rose from the lake and the ground around it was singed slightly. Clusters of trees had been knocked into it, most of which dripped with florescent green liquid. The steam that rose from the lake was much thicker up close and he couldn’t see the village through it, so Krahiki began to trudge along its banks towards Le-Koro.
He soon reached a distance where he could see through the cloud, and he peered at the village. It was in ruins. Matoran huts dropped from the trees like ripe fruit and the tree branches were being eaten away. Now and then a branch would fall, crushing everything beneath it. 
Trees were alive with writhing, green-tinted flames, the fumes of which made Krahiki feel sick. He stepped lightly across the mushy ground, trying to get closer to the village. To leave his foot on the ground for longer than several seconds gave him a burning sensation, so he moved quite swiftly.
He ran towards a clearing in the main village area to look for any Matoran that hadn’t been hurt, avoiding bits of burning leaves that fell from the treetops. 
As he approached the area, he spotted clusters of Bohrok demolishing the surrounding trees- Most of them Lehvak, with their acidic spray, but also some Nuhvok, knocking down sky-scraping trees with their hand-shields alone.
He spotted a group of Tohunga ambling about the trees to his far right, perhaps fifty bios away. He walked cautiously towards them before stopping himself. In place of Kanohi masks, they wore pulsating Krana in putrid shades of red and green. The mist around them was illuminated in these colors.

He raised his eyebrows in concern and backed away slowly, tightening the grip on his scythe. Krahiki continued to walk back until the frantic chittering of Kuriko caught his attention. As he turned around he let out a quiet gasp. Had he kept moving, he would have backed into a large green-armored Bohrok.
The Lehvak briefly continued destroying a tree before turning to him. Holding the scythe up, he must have appeared aggressive towards the creature, and its krana lit up with anger. In the blink of an eye it growled and lunged at Krahiki, striking him with its oblong head.
He was propelled back several bios and he landed in a heap of mud and leaves. He quickly got up and leapt out of the way as a stream of glowing acid flew in his direction. It struck a rock behind him, burning a crescent-shaped hole through it. 

Kuriko, now behind the Bohrok, grabbed a hold of its legs as it prepared for another acidic burst. It toppled over onto its back, spraying a bucketful of deadly acid all over itself. The ussal skittered away as the Lehvak burned up the right half of its body. 
The injured monster stood up again and hobbled towards Krahiki. Its protodermic innards spilled out of a massive hole on its right side. One of its hand-shields continued to dribble acid, burning a line down its arm. Its right eye was largely shattered and burnt, with no more light in it. 

It began to move faster and faster towards Krahiki, the red light of its Krana growing brighter with its rage. When it was merely a bio from him, the Matoran jumped out of its way. With a tremendous crack the Lehvak crashed into the same rock it had damaged earlier. 
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Bits of rock flew everywhere and Krahiki ducked and put his arms in front of his mask. When he moved them away, the Bohrok was still. Acid poured from its cracked claws and its red light was gone. Shards of its damaged headpiece had stabbed into its Krana, which oozed reddish, transparent fluid.
Krahiki cautiously approached the lifeless body and reached into its cranium to withdraw the limp, pulverized Krana. It had the same shape (minus its injuries) as the one Pohatu had found, but its color showed it to be a different type.
He placed it in his pack and mounted Kuriko for another trip. Jala would want to hear about Le-Koro’s status. 

As he rode through the jungle, Krahiki heard a loud fluttering up in the treetops. He peered into the sunlit leaves to see a huge mantis leering at him, blade-like claws poised. He was about to grab his disk when he noticed the red energy crackling up and down the insect’s antennae. It fanned its huge wings and flew off non-threateningly.
What had Vitara been doing? 
