Chapter 16- Rama Swarm!
Krahiki stared upwards at the tall tree in which Le-Koro was situated. In its branches hung many pod-like huts, each made of woven vines, twigs, and every other variety of plant fiber imaginable. 

He stomped through the underbrush and onto the floating lily pads at the base of the tree. Perhaps “base of the tree” is a poor choice of words, though. Perhaps “base of the roots” would be better, as even the roots towered over Krahiki, and the thinnest of the roots were four bios in diameter!

Krahiki hopped into one of the leafy elevators and, after instructing Kuriko to stay below, pushed all three levers up and began to swiftly ascend into the treetops. 
He ducked beneath the window when he reached the top so as not to be seen. The matoran continued talking for a while, and once they were done, Krahiki peered out the window. The group was walking steadily up a branch, in the direction of the many gukko, kahu, and kewa birds. 
Krahiki carefully snuck out of the elevator and walked towards the center of the village. He spotted a matoran in a green Kakama walking back down the branch, and, not wanting to be seen, he dove into one of the huts. The inside of the hut was quite disorganized, and Krahiki could tell from the objects inside of the hut that whoever lived there must have been a member of the Le-Koro Band. 

Several stringed instruments and a tuba were hanging from the walls on nails, along with a copper mask in the shape of a Pakari. A keyboard-type instrument was propped up against a table. It appeared to have been being tuned just when the Nui-Rama attacked.
Krahiki suddenly felt a strange urge to examine this instrument more thoroughly. He didn’t know why he should’ve, for he had seen instruments like this many times before. It was hardly unique. He walked over to it, though, and felt himself, against his will, counting the keys. 

Uhhh... Not enough notes. Vitara hissed in the back of Krahiki’s mind.
“Ummm… What? Do you want to join the Le-Koro Band or something?” Krahiki asked, raising an eyebrow.
No, tohunga. I do not wish to do that. I wish to free the restless souls of the Ancient Ones from their earthen crypts, bound in the ruins of their once-great bodies, and take back that which is rightfully ours! 

“Uh, yeah… You do that.”

Krahiki didn’t even bother asking. Vitara would just respond with another “you’ll see” or “time will reveal all.” These conversations were never particularly engaging. Krahiki got up and looked out the window and was about to walk out of the hut when he heard Kongu’s voice shout, “RAMA SWARM! Scramble!”

The matoran in the Kakama ran back up the tree branch to his fellow pilots. Evidently he had heard Kongu’s shouting, too. He was running so quickly that Krahiki doubted whether he would have noticed him, even if he was standing outside of the hut. Once he had passed by, Krahiki scrambled out the door and ran up the tree limb and onto the gukko platform. He hid on the edge of the platform, waiting and making sure the pilot matoran were absorbed enough in their work to let him sneak past. 

He took a moment to look at the swirling cloud of Nui-Rama, which was churning and spinning in a manner not unlike that of the sandstorm he had escaped earlier. As it came closer, Krahiki was sure he could hear a faint buzzing.

 He soon heard the Gukko Force as they began to blow into their horns, fashioned from the shells of Hamaka snails. The sound they produced was used as an alarm, for it sounded like an air raid siren. 
Krahiki paused for a moment, thinking. Le-Koro had been his home for many years, and he knew the Le-Koronans very well. Though he didn’t want to fly a kahu around inside a Nui-Rama swarm, he felt as if it were his duty to protect the matoran at all costs. 

Fine, then. I’ll wait for them to leave, and then I’ll follow, thought Krahiki, Hmm… There had better be some birds left for me to fly…
He watched them leave in large clusters of flapping wings, and soon saw that there were two pilots left. They were the acrophobic Tamaru and the commander, Kongu. He watched with vague jealousy as Takua was offered the place of Kongu’s second. How he would have loved to do that one more time! It had once been his job to launch disks off of Ka’s (Kongu’s Goko-Kahu) back, and he truly despised whoever or whatever had framed him, for they had robbed him of this.

A matoran stood at the front of the take-off strip, waving a pair of lightstones in the air. At this signal, Ka’s magnificent wingspread was illuminated with crackling green energy, and the colossal bird raced off of the platform, propelling itself high into the air.
Krahiki watched as the matoran dropped the lightstones and raced over to Tamaru, who was still struggling to mount his Kewa bird. He began trying to help him, and Krahiki took advantage of his distraction to find a gukko for himself. Either the Goko-Kahu or Kewa variety would be sufficient, and it didn’t matter to him which kind he got to ride. 
He quickly reached the hut where the birds were kept, and he raced in. Only a handful of Kewa were present, and Krahiki quickly sorted out the one that seemed strongest and healthiest. It was a tall one, covered in red, brown, and dark grey plumage. Its feathers were sleek and pressed tightly against its armor, as if it were agitated by the sound of the Nui-Rama swarm.
Krahiki tied a harness to it and walked it out of its stall and into an aisle dividing the hut in two. (Attached to the harness was a leather pouch full of bamboo disks.) He checked the door to the Kewa’s stall right after walking him out of it. It read, “[image: image1.png]WD



.” Evidently this was the bird’s name.
Kuriko will be pretty angry if he finds out I’m riding another rahi-beast, thought Krahiki with a grin, Too bad for him. 
The aisle they were standing in had a large, wide doorway at one end, just wide enough for a Kewa to fly out of. Krahiki mounted Aki and tried to convince him to fly. It had been some time since he had last flown, and he was no longer accustomed to it. After several brief attempts at convincing Aki to fly, the Kewa gave in and got off to a running start. 
The bird burst out of the hut, spreading its wings and swooping down in a majestic, inverted arch. Krahiki struggled to hold onto the bird during this acrobatic maneuver, and miraculously succeeded. After a moment or two, the bird leveled off and began flying more steadily.
Krahiki could just make out the Gukko Force disappearing in the distance, and he directed the bird to fly in their direction. Aki turned gracefully and smoothly, and began ascending higher until they were about equal with the birds ahead of them. Aki then accelerated, shooting through the air like a dart.
As they flew by, Krahiki would catch occasional glimpses of Nui-Rama emerging from the treetops, buzzing furiously. They were coming closer, and Krahiki would soon join the battleflight against them. He withdrew a disk from the pouch on Aki’s harness, taking care to hold on tight to his steed all the while. 
All went well for several minutes, but as he got closer to the Gukko Force up ahead a clique of Nui-Rama darted out from a low-lying cloud, slashing at the Kewa’s wings with their blade-like claws! Surprised, Aki began to stall and lose altitude! Luckily, though, much to Krahiki’s pleasure, the bird managed to right himself and regain his previous composure.

“Ha ha! Cloudsneaking Rama isn’t happycheer anymore, is he!?” Krahiki taunted in Treespeak. 

Enraged at the bird and its rider, a daring green Nui-Rama with colossal mandibles lurched out directly underneath them, attempting to sting the Kewa’s unprotected underbelly. Krahiki pulled hard on the reins, though, pulling the bird to a near-complete stall before flying over the insect.
Now that the Nui-Rama was no longer covered by Aki’s wingspread, its slender abdomen pointed upwards, completely unprotected. Krahiki took advantage of this and flung a disk at it, mortally wounding it at the joint between its abdomen and thorax. It fell from the sky with an ear-piercing screech, it’s wings trailing above it.
Krahiki continued flying Aki, knocking off the masks of Nui-Rama for around ten minutes. He was certainly gaining on the Gukko Force, with a mere one or two kios between them. With his sharp eyes he spotted them make a steep upwards movement, disappearing into the dense cloud layer. Krahiki made a more gradual movement, wanting to gain both gain on them and gain altitude. 
Once they entered the clouds, a bitter, wet, freezing cold overcame Krahiki. After passing through a dense, opaque fog he reached a thinner, warmer layer through which he could see the sun, appearing to rise over the sun as if it were the sea. 

He soon passed the clouds entirely, and emerged in an intensely bright, thin-aired void. The light burned Krahiki’s flesh and protodermis, and all he seemed to see was light. It was as if he had reached Paradise itself, from which the Great Spirit Mata Nui had descended in the Time Before Time!

His eyes slowly- And only slightly! - adjusted to the light, and he spotted the Gukko Force ahead, closer than ever before to Krahiki. Krahiki was just about to shout in the triumph he felt from reaching the Gukko Force when he heard a quiet buzzing, nearly impossible to hear in such a thin-aired environment.
Krahiki whirled around, and spotted a vicious-looking Nui-Rama descending upon him! He pulled hard on the reins to turn around, but alas! It was too late. The deadly insect swatted him off of his steed, sending him plunging thousands of bios to the ground…
