Chapter 11- The Kanoka Disk
Krahiki raised his head from beneath the snow in a daze. The left half of his torso ached, and his mask laid in the drift a bio away. Without his mask, his vision was blurry and his body weak. 
But not so blurry that he couldn’t see the colossal muaka-tiger crouching, preparing to pounce. He reached to his side and grabbed his scythe. As the muaka jumped, he swung it over his head, holding it upright above him. 
Realizing it was about to land on a sharpened blade, the huge cat performed a peculiar acrobatic twist in midair, sending it careening sideways. It landed on its feet, snarled, and leapt once more in Krahiki’s direction. It landed two bios beyond Krahiki, and he scampered through the snow back to his mask. He swiftly put it on and immediately felt his strength return to him. He then switched his Ruru with his Mahiki to make sure his normal mask didn’t get damaged. 
“Hey! Maha-dung Makuta-beast! Turn your tailfeathers and fight!” Krahiki taunted in the Treespeak he picked up from Le-Koro.
The beast turned around and roared, extending its neck high into the air. Its gaping jaws then shot forward, and would have crushed him had he not ducked into the snow. He stood up again and ran towards Kuriko, jumping on top of his ussal. The monster turned its neck around and glared furiously at the matoran. 
“Has the Makuta-madness made you and your kane-ra pal bogfooted? At least your friend is no longer cliffbound!” Krahiki shouted as he grabbed his bamboo disk. 

He tossed it, nearly knocking off the rahi’s one infected mask, but it ducked slightly, and the mask instead skimmed over its shoulder. Cursing, Krahiki backed up. That was his last disk (besides his kanoka) and he only had a scythe to spare, which was hardly effective for fighting from afar. 
“Aah! Quickdodge and lowduck! Think that will helpsave you, eh?” Krahiki said, trying his best not to show any fear or weakness. 
Muaka, however, can smell fear. It instantly realized Krahiki was running out of defenses, and it seemed to smirk almost. It crouched and leapt high into the air, nearly landing on Krahiki and Kuriko. Luckily, though, Kuriko had just barely managed to hop back away in time.

Kuriko whimpered helplessly for several seconds before knocking Krahiki off his back. He stood in front of Krahiki and began clanking his pinchers together threateningly. The muaka lowered its head down and snorted out of its huge nostrils at him, seemingly daring him to defend himself.

Kuriko pinched its nostril. 
The muaka roared in anger and slammed its claws into the ground, sending up a spray of snow that was forceful enough to throw Kuriko back. Obscured from the rahi’s view by all the snow, Krahiki snuck towards the North March camp. He hurriedly rooted through piles upon piles of snow that had been sprayed up in the battle until he found what he wanted: A bamboo disk. He flung it at the back of the creature’s neck as hard as he could, and the tiger turned around and jumped on top of him so that Krahiki was directly under its head. 

Kuriko quickly scuttled over next to him and raised his claws in an attempt to look frightening. The tiger opened its mouth and prepared to strike. Thinking fast, Krahiki grabbed his kanoka-disk and tossed it straight upwards at the rahi’s head. There was a blinding flash of light and the beast had disappeared. 
But naturally the disk had to fall back down, and when it did, it landed directly in Krahiki’s free hand. (The other was holding Kuriko.) The impact of the fall activated the disk’s power and with a flash of light Kuriko and Krahiki, still holding the disk, teleported away and appeared two bios up in the air. They fell to the sandy ground with a thud, and all went black.
*
*
*

Krahiki’s first thoughts when he awoke were Why is the ground moving? and Why is it so hot in Ko-Wahi?

He opened his eyes and saw that he was not in Ko-Wahi, but rather laying down on a bench in a wagon being pulled by maha. They were rolling through Po-Wahi, and a variety of Po-Matoran were sitting around discussing the economy. 
“See those eight maha up there, Bour? Well that’s proof the maha-market has gone down in the last two months. Guess what I bought ‘em for.”

“I dunno… Five husi?” 

“Nope. Three.”

Krahiki heard some gasps from the matoran behind him.

“No, it’s true. I swear by Mata Nui. I bought ‘em from Golyo. He’s sellin’ ‘em dirt-cheap.” 

“Dang, Pekka… An’ I thought that deal with those husi pecking-birds was good…” the matoran sighed. “So… Whatcha figure this silvery disk is? Looks like proto’. It sure ain’t bamboo.”
Krahiki’s heart began beating faster. They had the disk. What if one of them teleported themselves away on accident? Krahiki felt his mask with his hand. He was still wearing his Mahiki. At least they didn’t know who he was.

“You know, I’m pretty curious ‘bout that tohunga, too. What happened to him? I mean, we find an Onu-Koronan lyin’ in a puddle with some sorta proto-disk next to him and a black ussal crab. Surspicious, ain’t it? I wonder where the water came from…”
The head of a matoran wearing a brown Kakama emerged from behind a boarded railing facing Krahiki. He took a good look at Krahiki and shouted to the other Po-Matoran, “Hey! The stranger’s awake!”

The matoran threw his black feet over the railing and walked forward. The others clambered over and introduced themselves.
“Hiyah,” said a matoran in a brown Hau, “I’m Pekka. And this here is Bour,” he continued, gesturing to a matoran in a brown Akaku.

“Yep. An’ I’m Kopau,” added the matoran who first noticed that Krahiki was awake, “And yer ridin’ with the Motara Guard.”
