Chapter 3- A New Companion 
Krahiki walked dutifully through the steamy jungle. (Most of the steam came from the Lehvak far behind him…) His search for Ta-Koro would take a lot more effort than usual.
On any normal occasion he could’ve simply looked for the column of smoke in the distance, but the smoke all around complicated that approach. He simply relied on his memories of the land, much of which had been completely reshaped since the day before.

A soft rain had begun to fall, washing much of the ash and debris into depressions in the ground. (All Le-Koro needed was more mud…) Krahiki trudged through these with a look of disgust on his mask.
Every now and then he would spot a fallen Bohrok as he walked, but all except for one was missing a Krana. This one, a weakly writhing Kohrak without an arm, Krahiki spared, deeming it too pitiful. 
*
*
*
He found himself, after not too long, in the Charred Forest. The filthy mush he had encountered there earlier had been mostly washed away, but the fallen trees and splintered stumps cast a depressing shadow over the already-unpleasant area. 

After several hours of walking, he reached the end of the dense black forest. He stood at its edge, eyeing the lava fields ahead of him. Large pits carved into the stone were filled with water, melted from the Kohrak’s ice-blasts. 
Part of the volcano’s cone was torn open and shattered, revealing the damage done to the village. The outside face of the fortress had crumbled and shattered as if it were made of sandstone. Jala’s Planning Room had collapsed, and already a crew of Ta-Matoran workers was stacking stones around a newly-built framework.
In fact, workers filled the area in front of him. Perhaps hundreds of them were walking around out there, draining the flooded pools and constructing new watchtowers. A stone wall topped with sharpened bamboo half-surrounded Ta-Koro and it appeared to be almost done.
Krahiki craned his neck for a glimpse of Jala. After some time he spotted the little yellow figure emerging from a stone hut, carrying in his hands a stack of disks and tablets.
Krahiki bent down onto one knee and looked through his pack. Where had his Pakari gone? Perhaps he had lost it in his fight with the Lehvak… Regardless of whether or not he had it, though, it was important for him to talk to Jala. 

He ran across what used to be a pool of molten lava towards one of many construction sites. He picked up a large panel of wood and punched out a small knothole just big enough to see through. He squinted through it and walked sideways in the general direction of Jala, hoping to be mistaken for a worker carrying supplies.
He commanded Kuriko to stay at the base of the wall as he moved, since he couldn’t hide both of them. Careful to keep his back to the wall so he couldn’t be seen by workers, he shuffled along steadily past his crab. 

He was about halfway to Jala when he heard a voice call to him from atop the wall.

“What’s an Onu-Matoran doing here in Ta-Koro? Shouldn’t you be defending your own village?”

Krahiki froze. He heard the Tohunga jump down from the wall behind him… He wanted him to answer. Krahiki began to shuffle along as quickly as he could when he felt a hand grab his shoulder. He was pulled around so that his face nearly met the face of the guard. 
“You’re Kra-” he started to shout before Krahiki covered his mouth with his hand. 

“If you listen to me before you try and turn me in I won’t have to hurt you,” Krahiki threatened emptily, withdrawing his scythe.

Although the guard held a Guard-Staff, it was not nearly as dangerous as Krahiki’s blade. He hesitantly sat down and his Onu-Matoran captor removed his hand from his mask.
“I need to reach Jala soon, so I can’t take too long to tell you about this…” Krahiki began hastily. “The fact is, I never tried to kill anybody. I’ve been framed by someone and I don’t know who… Probably that Koli Ball Trader or something.”
“So I lived in hiding for a long, long time. Eventually, when Jala was on a protodermis-negotiations mission or something I saved him from a dangerous lava flow by- By shutting off the pump,” he said, leaving out how he had flooded the Cavern of Light.

“I went on missions for him and found a ‘Kanoka disk’ that I used in my attempts to prove my innocence…” 

He continued his story for several minutes. Throughout it the guard looked strangely uninterested, so Krahiki continued talking to avoid any uncomfortable silence.

“…So then I ran into that chamber and the Bohrok started waking up and destroying everything…”

At this point the Ta-Matoran’s eyes lit up and he began to pay incredibly close attention.
“You- You saw them wake up?” he stuttered with excitement.

“Yeah,” Krahiki said, slightly disconcerted at his change in temperament. “I saw them.”

“Your story is amazing. I could slip you past those guards, if you wanted.”

“Umm… Okay.  How?”
The over-enthusiastic Tohunga reached behind his back and unstrapped an old, somewhat battered red Pakari. Standard issue Guard Mask. He brushed off a bit of dust and handed it to him.

“Put this on. Walk single-file behind me. I’ll direct where you go with Guard Hand-Signals.”
“You have… Hand-signals?”

“For when we’re working in loud conditions. Let’s go.”

Krahiki barely had time to shove the mask onto his face before sprinting to catch up to him. He stared at what the guard had strapped to his back… In addition to the mask he was currently wearing, a protodermic Kiril was hanging from his back. What use did he have for two spare masks?
They turned left at a hexagonal postpile and began to walk further along. Jala was just three-hundred bios away when Krahiki heard an unnerving shout.

“Intruder! There! Behind Poru!”

The guard ahead of him (evidently named Poru) froze in place. He then turned around and, in pretend anger, shouted, “Yes! Intruder!”
Five or six guards grabbed their weapons and ran towards the two of them. Doubting this was part of Poru’s plan, Krahiki didn’t stall for a moment. He turned around and ran as fast as he could over the uneven landscape. 
Poru followed behind him, most likely pretending to chase him. He followed Krahiki to the treeline, where Kuriko waited patiently. Several seconds later, when it was no longer possible for their pursuers to see them through the trees, Krahiki pulled his companion onto the ussal’s back. 
Kuriko continued to carry them away at full speed through the remnants of the forest. After twenty minutes or so of riding, their slower enemies had been left far behind. 
The question that was now posed in Krahiki’s mind was this: Where could they go now? It was important that somebody was alerted to Le-Koro’s condition, but his only ally currently in a village was Jala, who was unreachable.
In addition, he wondered why he had been called out as an intruder. He didn’t think that anybody knew his true identity, as he was disguised and there had been no shouting of “Krahiki!”

He inquired about this to Poru, who replied with the information that security had been greatly intensified in Ta-Koro since the Bohrok attack. 
Krahiki thought about this for some time. Poru suggested that they go back to Ta-Koro the next day and warn Jala, but he doubted how effective that would be. It was likely that he would once again be chased out.

Regardless of whether it was Ta-Koro, some sort of authority would have to be informed of this. The Gukko Force was obviously not the answer and if Krahiki set foot in Onu-Koro to warn the Ussalry he’d be caught in an instant… This left three other options.
He could try and warn the Sanctum Guard, Naho Navy, or the Motara Guard. All of these were simple militias and not full armies, but they could at least pass on the information. Due to the difficulties inherent in reaching Ko-Koro, the Sanctum Guard seemed out of the question. 

Although the Naho Navy seemed to be a perfectly good alternative, Krahiki thought that he would probably have more luck with the Motara Guard. Chances are the story of his last encounter with them had spread, the one in which he didn’t try to hurt anybody. He had no such reputation among the Navy.
“Come on. We’ll warn the Motara Guard,” he said to the Ta-Matoran riding next to him. 

“Are you sure? I don’t think Ta-Koro will keep its defenses up this high for very long,” he replied.

Krahiki turned to look at him. He had been so distracted the first time he had spoken to him that he barely took note of his appearance. He wore a red Hau that matched the red on his legs and feet. He had a black torso and arms.
“I’m sure. It’s a lot safer.”
Poru shrugged and Krahiki directed Kuriko to turn around. He began heading Northeast through the forest. 
