Chapter 5- The Motara Guard
It was afternoon now and Krahiki had hiked through Tiro Canyon to its edge. He was in the area where one would normally be able to find the Motara Guard, but they had yet to see anyone.

To the north, the two Matoran could see wisps of black smoke rising from the desert floor. It was obvious that there wasn’t much to burn in the area, and that lead Poru to assume that Bohrok were nearby.
Despite his slight paranoia regarding that subject, Krahiki had to agree with him. And if Bohrok were there, they would be dangerously close to Po-Koro. 

It clicked in his head for the first time. The caravans were most likely busy protecting the village. If they were to pass along the information on Le-Koro to them, they’d have to go to that area and risk a fight with the swarms.

Krahiki groaned aloud but stopped when he noticed that Poru was looking at him with a cocked eyebrow. The hundreds of years of solitude had made his social skills… Lacking. 
He briefly explained his assumption, and Poru agreed that it would probably be best to follow the smoke to somewhere near its source. They turned slightly northwest and continued to walk along the canyon’s ridge.
After not too long, they reached a spot close enough to the Bohrok that the sun was blotted out by black smoke and ash. Rock formations and carvings were reduced to melted, twisted piles of debris. 
Chunks of ash and embers blew in the wind along with miniscule scrapings of glass. They bit at the two Tohunga’s faces and burned their lungs. 

They frequently walked over dunes changed to scorched glass, for which they mounted Kuriko to avoid slipping or scraping their feet. As they grew closer to the Bohrok, they began to hear all the sounds of a nearby battle magnified bizarrely by the smooth landscape. 

Knowing that they would soon reach the Motara Guard, Krahiki put on his red Pakari again. He walked for a little while before shortly being interrupted.

They heard a flutelike whistle and the scraping of running feet on glass. Out of the smoke came a Po-Matoran riding a Dikapi bird. The Dikapi ran along the ground, keeping its toes spread apart so as not to slip. 
From his orange-ish brown Hau, Krahiki recognized him as Pekka, the Matoran who had tied Kuriko to the caravan and dragged him. He tried not to look angry with him and give away his identity.

“You gotta get outta here!” Pekka shouted as he raced towards them. “It ain’t safe! The Tahnoks are attackin’!”
“Well obviously!” replied Poru over the sounds of the nearby skirmish.

“We’re from the Ta-Koro Guard!” Krahiki lied. “We have important information on the situation in Le-Koro!”

“No time fer that! Come on over to a caravan! It’s safer!”

He lowered the Dikapi down and held out an arm to them. They were hoisted up onto its back and Krahiki creased his mask with an expression of distaste at riding with Pekka. Kuriko followed several bios behind, afraid of the rider.
The bird bobbed up and down as it raced over the glistening hills towards flatter land. A caravan waited there for him, covered in charred wood and holes. 

The Maha in front stabbed at the ground nervously with their hooves as frantic Po-Matoran rode around the area on Dikapi. A flaming ruin that was once a second caravan burned brightly nearby.
They swiftly dismounted, but Pekka remained. His Dikapi raised up again as he explained to them briefly that he had ran into them while going to carry a message to another caravan, and that he was leaving to resume that.
Krahiki nodded in an unfriendly manner and, as he left, muttered something about “rahi-abusers.” Poru and he then headed for the Maha herd with Kuriko and climbed onto the caravan.

A group of Matoran was standing around a table with a diorama of Po-Wahi on it, moving pieces around. (It reminded him of a mobile version of Jala’s planning room.) 
“An’ we’ll attack from the southeast side o’ the Tahnoks to cut ‘em off from the village…” a Matoran Krahiki recognized as Kopau said. 

“There’re too many! We can’t do nothin’ against ‘em!” a Matoran he remembered to be Bour said.

“Yeh, but we oughtta try!” a Matoran with a tan Miru interjected. 

Krahiki watched for a moment before clearing his throat and calling out in a deeper voice than usual, “We have news from the Ta-Koro Guard!”

The militia members looked up from their model and turned to the newcomers. 

“This is Poru, and I’m, uh, Kam… Bo. I’m Kambo. We have some important info on Le-Koro. It’s-“

“We’re busy! If you din’t notice, we’re bein’ attacked by Tahnoks!” Bour called out grumpily. 

“Le-Koro has fallen!” Poru announced, watching as everybody’s jaws dropped. “Everybody’s been taken over by Krana, and almost everything is destroyed. You obviously can’t do anything now, but please pass this on!”

“How’d it- How’d it happen?” Kopau stuttered, looking to Krahiki but asking Poru. Krahiki tried not to notice his gaze and appear inconspicuous. Had he been recognized?
“We’re not sure as of now. The important thing is that it happened, not how. Once you’ve warded off the Tahnok, you should get someone to ward off their Lehvak.”

Krahiki was now growing uncomfortable under Kopau’s gaze. He was sure he had been recognized, or at least that he seemed suspicious to him. 

This awkwardness was interrupted by a loud, flutelike whistle and a lot of shouting. Everybody turned to acknowledge Pekka as he practically flew in through the entry-flap.

“The Bohrok’re less ‘an a Kio away from Po-Koro!” he shouted in an alarming tone of voice. “An’ they’re hidin’ behind rocks! The village doesn’t even know they’re there!”
“Get the caravan goin’!” shouted Kopau. “Mount yer Dikapis!” 

The Po-Matoran scrambled around through the cramped area as it lurched and began to move forward. Many hopped onto Dikapis and many more mounted disk-flingers like those on a Goko-Kahu.
Krahiki hopped out of the back and onto Kuriko, who scuttled, with some difficulty, through the deep sand. Poru waited behind and manned a post with his Guard staff. 

The caravan rolled forward, carrying with it Po-Koro’s only defenses and the only people aware of Le-Koro’s dangerous situation. They would have to fight well.
Very well.
