Chapter 14- Taking Back Le-Koro
A loud crack rang through the awakening jungle. Birds scattered and Brakas monkeys fled. The tree fell to the ground, downing others nearby. A Nuhvok moved on to those in front of it. Its companion, a Lehvak, marched behind it, dissolving the trees with its deadly chemicals.

The Guardsmen looked on, not bothering to hide. These Bohrok would take no notice if they made no move to disturb them. 
Jala was to lead these Bohrok to the edge of the forest, where Krahiki, Kopau, and the Onu-Matoran waited with their Boxors. He had decided on a basic strategy of how to flush the beasts out of the tree-cover, but it was difficult to tell if it could work. Once at the edge of the jungle it would be important to keep the Bohrok from re-entering, so he had undertaken the difficult job of pushing them out. 

It would be far easier to lure them out, but if that was done there would be no barrier behind them to stop them from turning away from the Boxors and back towards the forest. There would have to be some group behind them at all times to keep them fleeing.
Of course, they hadn’t forgotten to give the Bohrok something to chase as well- Kongu and Tamaru had gone ahead to act as lures. Jala remembered the old saying about how to keep a Maha going: Keep some Bula berries in front of it and a stick behind. 

In this case, however, the stick was replaced with a much more threatening weapon. The Guardsmen each carried a number of small canisters full of deadly Madu Cabolo fruit, with disks for backup. If there was any way at all to drive the Bohrok back, brief, intensive barrages would be it. Don’t just push them back- Blow them back.

Jala furrowed his brow and observed his enemies. They stood more or less in a line, each facing away from the Matoran as they shredded the tall, beautiful trees. They had waited a while for an opportunity like this, and he began to shout.
His companions all roared fiercely and began to charge. They took out their Madu Cabolo and flung them with all their might at the Bohrok. Some struck dead-on and blasted the metal creatures apart, while others fell behind them and exploded with a blinding and deafening sensory assault. The Matoran raised their shields as they ran to protect themselves from the incoming shrapnel.

Jala barked at his team over the roar, “Stagger your throws! Make every blast count!”

The Bohrok were in disarray. Some stampeded away and others turned to fight. Jala assumed that the Bohrok with Za and Xa Krana, the leaders of the group, had been hit. He also prayed that the acid-streams of the Lehvak standing and fighting couldn’t go far.

“Aim for the Lehvak first! Deal with Nuhvok later!” He shouted.
A handful of Lehvak were hit as he said that, promptly bursting into pieces. The Ta-Matoran charged forward with a manic energy that Jala was proud of. Soon Le-Koro would be free.

*
*
*

Krahiki, still wearing Kopau’s mask, felt the controls of the Boxor and smiled. They were simple- Pedals controlled walking direction, hand-grips controlled the punching-arms, and a couple of buttons on the handle could even adjust height slightly for low trees. 
In the usual industrious fashion of the Onu-Matoran, an incredible number of Boxors had already been constructed. Almost fifty were present here, hidden in the trap-pits. The pits themselves were arranged in a semicircle around where the Bohrok were to appear. This way they would be surrounded by the time they reached open land.
Outside of the pits, hiding in low trees, Kopau and a couple of others kept watch. The Po-Matoran’s eyes scanned the trees for movement and caught a tiny glimpse of shiny black armor in the undergrowth. It appeared as though nobody else saw it, though- They were Onu-Matoran, after all, and not accompanied to seeing well in bright light. 

After spotting a pair of gleaming eyes, Kopau didn’t hesitate. He let fly a well-aimed disk and, with a loud crash, the small figure emerged from the bushes and tottered out into the open land, where it fell on its face. No longer under cover, it was clearly a Nuhvok Va.
“A tunnel-fox!” Damek yelped, running over to the downed creature. 

Several Ussalry-members, along with Kopau, rushed over to the thing and prodded it a bit. It was out cold and a black Krana sagged limply in its carrying-plate. It was a Krana Za, but it was clearly dead. It had been hit by the disk.

Kaj grimaced and glanced from person to person. He said, “It’s a telepathy-Krana! Do you think it saw us?”

“Of course it saw us,” said Damek with a frown. “The question is, ‘Did it tell the other Bohrok we’re here?’”

Kopau grimly looked at the little thing and wondered if it could have noticed anything at all. The traps were all covered and the look-outs were all well-hidden… And yet still. If it had there would be a lot to worry about.
“Well, we can’t be havin’ it wake up on us, can we?” Kopau said. “Here, lemme put it somewheres.”

The other watchers went back to their posts and Kopau dragged the lifeless Bohrok Va to the pit where Krahiki was sitting in his Boxor. He pulled open the hatch and looked at his friend, who was a bit disoriented by the sudden flood of light.
“What’s going on?” Krahiki asked.

“I knocked this ‘Va out.” Kopau said with a smile. “We don’ want it to wake up and warn the other Bohroks, so keep it in here with you.”

“Okay, then.”

“And,” He added quietly. “Its Krana’s dead. If you’re wantin’ to keep it in yer collection to give to the Toa, here it is.”

He handed him the squishy little creature and kicked the Nuhvok Va into the pit. 
“See ya!”

All of a sudden, a bright burst of flame appeared above the forest nearby.

*
*
*

“Oh, Karzahni.” Jala said.

He had picked up the swear-word “Karzahni” from Krahiki a while back and had developed a liking for it. It sounded harsh enough to work well as a swear, but it didn’t have enough hard consonants to sound genuinely offensive. It was the sort of milder swear that sounded good under your breath. Jala liked how it sounded. 

Of course, he didn’t enjoy having to use it.

The plan had been to launch up a small firework when the Bohrok were almost ready to exit the jungle, but they were still a good twenty or thirty minutes from that. The rocket had just accidentally fallen out of his pack from the impact of a Madu Cabolo explosion, and the flames of a second one ignited it.
The problem wasn’t so much that the Ussalry was ready- That was a good thing. The problem was that now they would have no signal to tell when the Bohrok would come. Or worse, they might wait for Jala and, not seeing him arrive, think something was wrong and foolishly enter the jungle, leaving their posts empty. If that happened, the entire attack would fail.

He considered flinging up a Madu Cabolo when the time was right rather than a firework, but it now occurred to him that everyone was a bit low on them. Half of the Guardsmen had now resorted to throwing disks in an effort to conserve explosives. The attack was faltering a bit, and he could only hope that the Bohrok would at least be lured all the way by Kongu and Tamaru.

Jala’s eyes widened as he witnessed a Le-Matoran flit through the trees ahead of him. More were descending now from the tree-canopy, and they were rapidly swinging in the direction of the bait-Tohunga up ahead. With the skills of former Le-Koronans, the new enemies moved faster than the Bohrok on the ground. Jala prayed that they would reach the edge of the forest to be freed before the Ussalry abandoned their posts in an effort to help the Guard.
Jala flung another Madu Cabolo at a Nuhvok ahead of him and kept running. He was tiring now and he was having difficulty catching his breath. His former adrenaline-induced state was weakening and he wasn’t sure if he could keep up. 

A spray of acid missed his Kanohi by inches and he strengthened his resolve.

Just… Keep… Running!

*
*
*

Krahiki sat in the darkness of his trap and wondered what was taking so long. Fifteen or twenty minutes ago the look-outs had gone to each pit and told the pilots that Jala’s signal had gone off and that the Bohrok would be there any minute. 

Have they been defeated? Krahiki worried, drumming his fingers nervously.
All of a sudden a loud siren rang out and Krahiki smiled. They must be here now! He reached for the controls to lift himself out of the pit and stopped, perplexed, when he couldn’t feel them. Something smooth and solid and cold was in their way. He felt around and pulled his hand back with a start when a pair of beady eyes lit up beneath it.

The Nuhvok Va was awake! It viciously grabbed at him in the darkness with its mandibles, but Krahiki’s blind flailing kept it off. He kicked it repeatedly and managed to push it off the controls, which he swiftly used to lift the Boxor out of the pit.
The Boxor began walking forward, but the nasty little creature leapt back onto it and scampered up to the top, where it batted at Krahiki’s head with its claws. He shouted and reached up to defend himself, but without anyone steering it the vehicle began ambling around at random. The Nuhvok Va crawled next to Krahiki and began biting at his arms.
The Boxor now marched up a slope and, turning uncontrolled, fell on its side. Krahiki tumbled out, still grappling with his opponent. Just as the Va raised its claw to tear free his mask, however, a metal pole was swung at its face. Its eyes shattered and its skull crumpled.

Krahiki still thrashed about for a few seconds before opening an eye and seeing Kopau standing over him, panting and holding a Guard-staff. He breathed a sigh of relief and pushed the dead Va off of him. He stood up and faced Kopau.
“Thanks for that.”

“Sure, sure.”

“So, uh…” Krahiki responded. “I’d like to stand and thank you and all that, but do you think you could help me get this Boxor back upright?”

Kopau nodded and the two pushed it back up. 
Krahiki looked at all the Matoran battling around him. With his fight against the Nuhvok Va he had nearly forgotten that the battle had started- But, yes, the alarm had sounded.

“Where’s Jala?” Krahiki asked, clambering aboard the machine.

At this Kopau’s smile faded and he looked worriedly to the forest.

“We don’ know. He ain’t here. I don’ know if he’s just got lost er if he’s been Krana’d, but we don’t have no idea.”

Krahiki mouthed the words to himself briefly and worried. 

“Kopau, I’m gonna go look for him. If he has been ‘Krana’d’ he can’t have gone far in just fifteen minutes or whatever it’s been. I’ll be back in a bit.”
Kopau would have asked if he could go with, but something in Krahiki’s tone of voice told him not to. That, and he didn’t like the brief red glint he saw in his eyes as he turned to go…
*
*
*

Krahiki piloted the Boxor through the jungle as quickly as it could move, using its powerful arms to punch Bohrok at every chance he got. He felt a strange enthusiasm in doing this that he had difficulty explaining, and his zeal for seeking out and killing Bohrok was quickly overpowering his zeal for finding Jala.

He had not entirely forgotten about Jala, but it was far, far in the back of his mind. If he had found Jala he might have said hi and given directions back to the clearing if he was lost, but to Krahiki it was just as well that he hadn’t found him. 

He had lost track of time now- He didn’t know if he had been gone twenty minutes or an hour. Nothing mattered to him but his manic urge to find Bohrok. He was taunting them in Treespeak as he fought them, as he sometimes did when he was excited.

As he approached a Nuhvok, he realized that it was standing in place and, oddly, making no threatening moves. He laughed and yelled that it was a “slow-think Nuhvok” when a colossal explosion of earth and stone blasted apart his Boxor and sent him flying. He landed with a splash in a puddle of mud and groaned, maskless. 

He turned upwards, only to see a group of Nuhvok standing over him.
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One of them growled and its faceplate opened. A florescent green Krana dripped forth and leeched itself onto Krahiki’s face. He felt a wave of horror surge through him as he heard thousands of minds and voices flood into his brain.

…Tahnok Squad 337, approaching Mount Ihu…

…All Nuhvok squads present in Le-Wahi return to Hive…

…Kohrak-Za #6472 respond…

And above all these, a familiar hissing voice rose and swallowed them all.

I suppose you thought I was gone, Tohunga?

Miles away, Jala reached the edge of the forest and apologized for being late.
*
*
*

Many more miles away, not far from where Toa Lewa first set foot on Mata Nui, another vessel was landing- A small and inconspicuous wooden boat, with nothing unique but its crew.
Three Dark Hunters stepped out in succession. First a small being, who had to jump in the way of another to be out first, then a tall, one-eyed being, and finally a brown-armored Skakdi. 

Antigrus glanced around with his one eye and said firmly to Nanamu and Avak, “Hide the boat in the bushes so no Matoran find it.”
He unraveled the map he had been given and glanced at it. This was apparently the coastline of “Le-Wahi.” The group, then, would travel north to meet up with their employer.
