Chapter 24- Rahi Attack!

Krahiki hid for about an hour as he observed the Toa. They did little, mostly talking and strategizing. The red toa seemed to be giving an encouraging speech to the others. 

After that hour was over, a small group of seven tohunga marched down the mountain towards the Toa. Onua at first raised his claws in surprise, but quickly stopped himself from doing damage when he realized that they were matoran. 

A Ta-Matoran with a blue Pakari began speaking with them and it appeared that they were once again strategizing. After a little while, the red Toa said something loudly and the six heroes began walking towards the temple.
They each walked up a separate staircase until they surrounded the Suva Kaita, and they looked at each other before concentrating for a moment. As they concentrated, their masks began to glow and change color to a luminescent gold! 
They then each let go of a small stone. The stones levitated towards each other and interlocked, forming a glowing sphere. The sphere glowed brighter and brighter, and it occurred to Krahiki that they were some sort of key. This was proven as the stones the Toa stood on began to fall out beneath them, and they fell into the darkness below. 
Once the Toa had descended, the matoran began to stand around Kini-Nui, guarding it. They held their disks at the ready. Krahiki watched them closely. Now and then, a rahi or two would appear and threaten them, but they’d manage to defeat them each time.
Where Krahiki was hiding (behind a rotting log), there were no rahi of interest. All he met with were Kuriko and some annoying fly-like rahi. The most excitement he experienced was batting away a centipede. 

Perhaps Jala was right… Krahiki wondered to himself. Maybe Makuta is just attacking the villages… 

That’s not how Makuta thinks, Tohunga. Vitara hissed to Krahiki. He’s a much better strategist than-

“Vitara, why do you always have to start thinking for me? I’d actually prefer if you spoke out loud… I prefer to keep my mind kind of… Private…”

Your mind’s not private while I’m living here!
“Fine, fine! Just be quiet for a while…”

Krahiki sat there for perhaps an hour before he heard what sounded like an explosion. He bolted upright and jumped to his feet in time to jump out of the way of a flying log. It struck where he had been moments before. It splintered, sending chunks of wood everywhere, like shrapnel.
Krahiki looked towards the source of the log, where an enormous Muaka stood, roaring angrily. Other rahi began to emerge from the jungle in horrifying amounts. Armies of Tarakava rolled towards the temple, followed by droves of hissing Nui-Jaga. 

The skies darkened with swarms of Nui-Rama, blotting out the sun. A 

deafening buzz filled the jungle which quickly developed into a roar.

The Chronicler’s Company stood behind the blue-masked Ta-Matoran, who held his disk ready to fight.
A Nui-Rama made the first move, lunging forward with its claws at the helpless matoran. Moments before he would’ve struck, something streaked by it, and the sound of rending protodermis was heard. The Nui-Rama collapsed to the ground, its masks sent flying.

Krahiki looked up at what had done this. It was blurred with speed, but it was clearly a Goko-Kahu. What it was doing there didn’t occur to him, until he heard one of the matoran shout.
“Kongu! It’s Kongu!”

Krahiki looked up to see more members of the Gukko Force fighting the Rama-Swarm. He heard another sudden explosion, this time closer. A hole had been blasted through the ground, out of which ussalry members were pouring, throwing disks and brandishing weapons.
Finally, most relieving of all, a horn sounded, and Krahiki turned to face it. Over the hill came hundreds of members of the Ta-Koro Guard, led by Jala! They began to throw their disks over the hill, raining down upon the rahi and knocking Rama out of the sky.
They began to charge down the hill, carrying a variety of weapons. Krahiki ran out of the way of their stampede, as they were heading straight through the trees where he was. As he ran, he threw disks, knocking down several Nui-Rama and disorienting even more. Even Kuriko managed to take a few down, as he ran beside Krahiki, snipping Kofo-Jaga in half with his claws.

Once out of the way of the Guard, Krahiki put on his spare mask and walked to the top of the hill, from which he observed the battle. The sheer numbers of the Nui-Rama seemed to be aiding them in their battle, but many rahi had already been defeated on land. 
The Ussalry had hauled several trebuchets out of their tunnel, with which they were launching burning rubble at the Tarakava to drive them back, as they were vulnerable to high temperatures. The flame then attracted the swarms of Kofo-Jaga towards them, effectively burying them in the scorpions. 

The Gukko Force had also dropped weighted nets on many Muaka and Kane-Ra, with Guard and Ussalry members pulling on it to collapse them. This unfortunately didn’t work well on the Nui-Jaga, due to their stingers and low stature. Most of them still ran amok catching matoran and grinding up the stones of the temple.
Krahiki now saw that the Gukko Force was dropping the nets up above the Rama-Swarm, entangling their wings and sending them falling to the ground helplessly, on occasion on top of the Nui-Jaga. 

The tables seemed to have turned, so Krahiki hopped onto Kuriko and rode him down the hill towards Jala. On the way he knocked rahi out of the way with his scythe. 
When Krahiki reached him he was pulling on a net in an attempt to hold down a Kane-Ra. When Jala spotted him he nearly let go of the rope. 
“You’re alive!” he said with a grin.

“How observant!” Krahiki replied over the roar of battle.

“On our way here we saw the bridge had collapsed! We thought you went down with it!”

“I’m more interested in the fact that you’re here! Did you forget about the villages?”

“Fight now, talk later!”

Krahiki grabbed onto the rope and ordered Kuriko to pull. He did, and with his strength added to the group’s, the Kane-Ra collapsed to the ground. A matoran ran up and pried off its masks before everyone ran off to fight some more.
The battle was going superbly. Many unmasked rahi were ambling slowly away, and as more and more rahi were defeated, the number fighting on Makuta’s side was greatly diminished. What had started with a hundred was now down to the dozens. Finally, when there was no way for the rahi to win, they pulled out and fled quickly away. 
The battle had been won, but the war was still to be decided. 
