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CHRONICLES OF KRAHIKI

BOOK 2- The Swarm

Prologue
Poru ran across the uneven stone floor. Pillars and buildings collapsed around him, spewing fire and shrapnel across the village. Boulders crashed into bridges and shrines, dropping fleeing Matoran towards the lava.

A deafening chiktchiktchiktchikt sound rang out over the area as a swarm of beetle-like creatures enveloped a large hut and began digging away at it with their circular hands. 

Most of the villagers fled from them, but Poru ran directly into the swarm. The ground trembled beneath him and he saw that the mote of lava was rising over its banks and slowly flooding Ta-Koro. 
After some running, Poru found what he was looking for. Trapped underneath a fallen pillar of stone was his father, crushed and mangled. Using strength he never knew he possessed, he pushed the pillar off and bent over him, his eyes glistening with tears. 

The old Matoran moved his mouth to speak, but no sound came out. His heartlight was slowing and, with his last ounce of strength, he removed his mask and handed it to Poru. The Kiril faded to a protodermic grey, and its new owner refused to keep it.
“No… Put it on, you need it! Wear it!” he said, shoving the Kanohi back onto the dying Tohunga’s face. 

His heartlight barely glowed anymore, with a mere candlelight left. Poru picked up his injured father and ran up a flight of crumbling stairs to a guard-post. Another tremor, however, sent him reeling backwards towards the lava. He grabbed a rack of Guard-spears to steady himself, but he let go of the Matoran he was trying to save. He reached desperately for him, but only grabbed hold of his hastily attached mask.
It detached, and Poru watched his maskless father fall to his death in the lake of molten rock below…

The next few minutes flew by like a dream. Without a thought, Poru walked through his crumbling village and over a bridge towards the solid ground, holding his new Kiril limply. 

What would he do now?
