Chapter 2- Meeting Krahiki

“Hey. Wake up. Hey- Anonymous person! Wake up!”

A strong voice jolted Jala awake. He began to raise his head when the firm voice spoke again:

“Hey, stop! You’re gonna hit your head on that stalactite! Here, I’ll help you.” 

Jala felt a pair of hands wrap around his ankles. Expecting a gentle tug at most, Jala relaxed. What he didn’t expect was to be yanked roughly across the uneven stone floor. Of course, that’s just what happened. 

“YAAHHH!” Jala shouted as the rocks and pebbles dug into his back. 

“Ssshhh! You’re gonna wake up everyone and everything in Onu-Koro! If you know what’s good for you, you won’t wake up the Kofo-Jaga!”

Opening his eyes, Jala saw the vague outline of an Onu-Matoran with green eyes and a green heartlight, illuminated slightly by the glow-weeds in the far corner of the cave. Beside him Jala could just make out the shape of an ussal crab with chartreuse eyes. 

“Who- who are you? Where am I?” asked Jala. He wasn’t sure what to make of this situation. He had apparently been rescued, but by whom he was not sure. Where could he be? It was clearly not Onu-Koro.

 “You’re in Deep Mining shaft #42. It’s… Kind of abandoned,” the stranger replied awkwardly. 

 “…And why am I hiding out in an abandoned mine shaft?” Jala inquired.

“Well, it’s kind of a long story… Perhaps a visual aid would help? Pretty much everyone on Mata Nui has at least heard a description of me…”

Jala could just make out the image of the mysterious matoran fishing through his pack and finally pulling out a lightstone. As the lightstone illuminated the scene, Jala saw many things. He saw the ussal he had followed earlier, he saw the discarded brown pack of the matoran lying on the ground, its contents scattered, he saw a variety of rusted mining equipment, but most of all, he saw the matoran.

The matoran frightened him far more than any of the rest, but for a reason he could not at once identify. The matoran himself was not revolting in any way, actually. He just looked like an average tohunga. He wore a dark gray Ruru, had a black body, and feet to match his mask. His eyes were of a shade of green common in Onu-Matoran, and he looked perfectly calm and friendly. 

What upset Jala most was something else on his face. It was a long, vaguely luminescent green scar underneath his left eye. Why this disturbed him so, Jala did not understand. 

Suddenly it dawned on him. MATA NUI! He thought, Krahiki! They say he still hasn’t been found, even for all these years! 

“Yes, I’m Krahiki. And this is my ussal crab, Kuriko. Please don’t go, though. At least let me tell you the truth-“

“I know the truth! You’re that insane matoran who tried to murder Turaga Whenua! You- You piraka!”

“There’s no need for name-calling, you idiot! Oh, wait…” 

“Mata Nui! I’ve got to get away from this monster!”

At this point Kuriko broke down and started whimpering. Krahiki bent down to comfort Kuriko, though in-between affectionate words and petting, Krahiki looked up to glare sternly at Jala. Slowly standing up, Krahiki began to speak.

“I’d appreciate it if you didn’t scare Kuriko that way,” said Krahiki through gritted teeth, in a voice that he forced calm, “He becomes hysterical when he sees people yelling that way. Now if you’d please sit down and listen to the truth.”

Feeling threatened, Jala didn’t sit down, however he did listen. Krahiki looked slightly relieved that he had finally calmed down, and began to speak once again.

“It all began when I was young, long before anything I remember. At least, that’s what Matau and Whenua have told me. I had been living in Onu-Koro with my parents, when something horrible happened. A swarm of infected Kofo-Jaga began tunneling through the roof of the main cavern, causing a massive cave-in. They don’t know how it happened, but somehow a young Kuriko managed to protect me and carry me out, at the cost of all the scarring on his back.”

As if on cue, Kuriko seemed to swell with pride and make a small chirping sound. 

“Yes, you did a very good job, Kuriko. Anyhow, I lived out most of my childhood in Le-Koro, before eventually moving back to Onu-Koro. Whenua welcomed me, as apparently he had liked my parents quite a bit. I eventually had the honor of being Whenua’s assistant. But one day it all changed. We had just struck a rich protodermis vain when… Somebody tried to assassinate Whenua.”

“Yeah,” said Jala, “You.”

“No, not me! I would never do something like that! Whenua was like a father to me! It was someone else. I still haven’t caught them, but once I do, I’ll once again become a normal matoran! I was blamed unjustly for a crime I did not commit! I’ve been forced to live in these abandoned mines since then!”

Throughout his long stream of shouting, Jala had been slowly inching away from Krahiki in the direction of the wall. This was a horrible mistake, for Jala backed into a lever attached to the massive pipe system of the cave. A slow whine of pressure was heard, and then the sound of bursting pipes. A steady stream of liquid rock began pouring out of the wall. 

Molten magma was filling the room.

