Chapter 6- Siege of Po-Koro
Krahiki eyed the gates of the village uneasily. It was too far away from them to be reached in time and the Bohrok were closing in from the other direction, completely unnoticed by the villagers. Off in the distance was a pillar of smoke which Krahiki knew was not the Tahnok Swarm’s true location.
They had set a diversion which was working far too well- The Mata Nui statues near the road which led to the Quarry had been ignited, along with the area around it. This drew the Motara Guard further from the village and left it almost defenseless.

It happened too fast for anyone to react. An enormous burst of flame blew away the rocks to the far left of the village, sending shrapnel and debris careening towards its walls. A mushroom cloud ascended to the sky and blotted out the sun completely.

The atmosphere glowed like a Tohunga after a losing Ignalu competition. Over the tremendous explosion Krahiki could hear a siren going off in Po-Koro and the roar of screaming Po-Matoran. 
Hundreds of the red-armored automatons streamed from the now-jagged rocks. Perhaps a dozen of them quickly formed a cluster at the end of the carving-lined pathway as their hand-shields began to glow. They put them together right as they produced a colossal blast of fire that flew right towards the blocked off entrance.

There was a second flash of light as more chunks of stone flew from the area. The Bohrok continued to advance, weapons poised and at the ready. 

The Caravan had stopped moving now and Matoran were leaping from it and onto all manner of steeds. Some were lucky enough to get to a Dikapi, while others hopped onto Maha or Husi. Many more simply ran.
An order had apparently been given that Krahiki had missed. He shouted for any guard that ran by and managed to stop Bour before he managed to run off. 
“What are we doing?” he asked urgently. “I missed orders!”
“We’re abandonin’ the caravan fer now! It moves too slow to get there any time to help! Half of us’ll be goin’ to fight off the Tahnok an’ the other half’ll go to find Pohatu! He’s nearby!” he shouted quickly.
Krahiki nodded and looked around as Bour ran off. He didn’t want to loose track of Poru and he scanned everywhere for him. Though he couldn’t find him, he managed to spot Kopau riding towards him on a Husi.

As chance would have it, Poru didn’t want to loose track of Krahiki, either. He ran up from behind him, startling the Onu-Matoran and making him jump. His companion took a moment to catch his breath before beginning to speak.
“Are we going… To Po-Koro… Or to find… Pohatu…?” he panted.

“Po-Koro,” Krahiki said automatically. He then hesitated... Why had he just said that? He hadn’t even thought about it before responding… 
“Kuriko can move over glass easier than deep sand. He’ll go faster,” he added, trying to convince himself the answer was justified. Yes, it was definitely a good answer, even if he hadn’t thought it out before.

“Come on, then!” Kopau, who had just come to a standstill, said. “Hurry up, hurry up!”

Poru mounted Kuriko next to Krahiki and they began to rush through the sand, following closely behind the Husi. Moments after they had begun, they were stopped by a Dikapi-rider wearing an orange Rau.
“Hafu is gonna try an’ bring down the sculptures to block off the entrance! Just try an’ keep the Tahnoks away from him!” he explained hastily.

“Thanks, Gadjati,” Kopau responded before dismissing him with a wave of his hand. He rode off ahead, followed now by Krahiki and the rest. 

A few minutes later they reached the pathway. Four of the sculptures had already been knocked down and the Matoran named Hafu was working on the fifth, attacking the base with a pickaxe. 
There was a row of five or six Matoran fighting off Tahnok near Hafu with disks, swords, and all varieties of weapons. Two had gone down already, and one had a pile of Tohunga clambering around him, trying to pull a Krana off his face.

At this, Krahiki felt a sudden and unexplained burst of excitement. He directed his ussal towards the Bohrok and withdrew his scythe, swiping at their transparent faceplates. He managed to get it wedged underneath one of them, and he pulled back on it with Kuriko’s help. 

His opponent let out a mechanized growl and Krahiki’s eyes widened as the Krana began to pulsate and glow in its container. It activated its power and the riveted limbs snapped quickly into grooves along the side of its body. 
It hummed as it began to spin and levitate in the air, dislodging Krahiki’s weapon and dropping him several bios to the ground. The bizarre monster flew overhead and arched over the line of Matoran, right into the fire behind Hafu.

The sound of breaking glass beneath its feet got the defenseless Po-Matoran’s attention and he turned around, only to see the Tahnok advancing slowly towards him through the flames and curling smoke.
This proved enough of a distraction to the guards for several other Tahnok to advance, including the Swarm Leader, which took the place of the levitating one Krahiki had fought.

Seeing that Hafu hadn’t backed down, it ceased to wait for further interventions and it lunged forward, sending a glowing blue Krana flying towards the Matoran. 

There was a sudden brown blur and Hafu was gone. Moments later he became visible, hurtling backwards towards the wall in the arms of a Toa. Pohatu looked humorously down at the Matoran next to him and began to calculate odds for his next maneuver. 
His Golden Kanohi switched shapes to resemble a Komau and he looked up to the top of the village, where several Matoran were watching.

“Help us, Huki,” Krahiki heard him say.

The Matoran named Huki began to fidget around and shake his head in a perplexed manner before grabbing a nearby Koli ball and placing it on the rock ledge. He kicked it and it struck its target perfectly: The stones Pohatu stood on.

He was catapulted rather feebly into the air, but this was all he needed for a boost once he activated his Kanohi Miru. He flew high over the village walls, clutching Hafu in his arm, settling safely near Huki and several other Matoran.
As they got him to safety, the Bohrok began to march away, growling low. It was evident that they had deemed this attack a failure and would have to strike again elsewhere. Krahiki and the Matoran cheered, but he felt a strange feeling of irritation deep in his mind…
Most likely Vitara…

As the villagers patted each other on the back and congratulated each other, Kopau walked up to Krahiki and muttered to him a rather surprising comment.

“Nice job, Krahiki.”

“I- What?” he started. “Poru told you!”

“Nope, he din’t,” he explained calmly. “You just called yer ussal ‘Kuriko’ right in front o’ me.”

“No, I didn’t! When?”
“When you decided to go to Po-Koro instead of findin’ Pohatu. It’s fine, though, I’m not reportin’ you or nothin’. Both times I saw you, you did nothin’ but help us. With the Nui-Jaga, with the Bohrok… Never showed any aggression.”

“I… Suppose not.”

“I think I oughtta repay you for your help… Say, the Motara Guard’s too busy to help Le-Koro righ’ now, so how ‘bout I come with you an’ Poru to get help from another village? I’m pretty high-ranking, so they’re sure to listen to me.”

“I’d be… Very grateful,” Krahiki said, taken aback at his kindness. 

“Here, I’ll go in to the village an’ tell ‘em I’ll be back in a little while. You and Poru wait out here for me, ‘kay?”
