Chapter 3- Escaping the Lava Flow

“Mata Nui! Look at what you’ve done!” shouted an enraged and frightened Krahiki, “We’ve got to get out of here!”

The magma had already seeped its way to the main exit, completely blocking it off. Blasts of steam and superheated spray erupted from any glow-weeds or pipes that touched the deadly ooze. Kuriko quickly ran sideways up the wall in a frantic attempt to survive, ending up on the ceiling. 

Watching the mining equipment disintegrate, Krahiki fully realized the graveness of the situation. He had finally found someone to tell his story to, and now he wondered if his attempts were in vain. Would he ever see Whenua again? Would Whenua ever know the truth? Or would Krahiki die before that was possible?

No, Krahiki thought to himself, I need to live. I will live. 

After what felt like an eternity, Krahiki jumped forward and grabbed one of Kuriko’s claws. Swinging himself around so he faced forward on the upside-down crab, Krahiki held on to Kuriko with his arms but let his legs dangle. He began to steer Kuriko closer to Jala.

He saw a horrified Jala standing on a partially submerged drilling machine, with the magma growing ever higher. After a moment’s hesitation, Krahiki tried to cry out to him, yet something seemed to interrupt him. 

“Jala! I’m comin-“ was all that Jala heard before Krahiki was interrupted. ‘Interrupted’ is an odd word to use for what happened, however it comes closest to the actual meaning. What happened was this: For a brief moment, Krahiki’s normally cool-green eyes lit up with a bright red, along with his heartlight and his scar. For several seconds it sounded as if Krahiki was bickering with himself unintelligibly. He seemed to be having an intense mental struggle.

After several seconds of this, he returned to normal and held out his leg to Jala whilst shouting, “Jala! Grab on!”

Jala jumped forth as far as possible, and began hanging by Krahiki’s ankle. Jala’s feet came perilously close to skimming the lava, and only Kuriko’s tight grip to the ceiling prevented Jala from having his feet incinerated. 

As they entered the exit tunnel, one thing plagued Jala’s mind: What happened back there…? His eyes just turned red and he went kinda crazy. I wonder if-

“Hey, you! Watch out!” shouted Krahiki, “Stalagmite!”

Jala looked down, only to see a massive and sharp rock jutting out of the magma. He was going to hit it! Jala took a dangerous gamble- Hit the rock and most likely perish, or try to jump over it… And most likely perish. It was a difficult decision, but he made it in a split second:

Jump. 

Touching down briefly on the rock with his feet, Jala pushed off as hard as he could. The jump sent him flying over the rock, yet his hands slipped off of Krahiki’s ankles. He was hurtling towards a stream of lava!

He was absolutely sure he was going to die when he felt a hand grab his leg. Krahiki was pulling him to the ceiling! With only one hand holding Kuriko, Krahiki had caught Jala’s leg! The downside, however, was that now Jala’s face was dragging mere inches above the lava. Each passing wave threatened to end his life! And worse yet, the noxious black fumes and smoke seemed to be getting to Kuriko, and his grip was loosening. He couldn’t hold two hanging matoran for much longer…

“Kuriko! Run to where I’m pointing my leg!” shouted Krahiki, pointing his leg toward a tall, flat rock, “I need that mining equipment!”

Kuriko approached the rock, albeit slowly due to his exhaustion. Jala managed to move into an upright position, though he singed a small black burn into the corner of his foot in the process.

“YOWW!” he shouted in pain.

Once above the rock, Kuriko dropped from the ceiling in exhaustion, temporarily falling on top of Krahiki. Krahiki quickly shoved her off of him and ran towards some of the abandoned mining equipment. Grabbing a long-discarded protodermis access panel, he quickly began bending the corners of the pliable metal rectangle. 

“What are you doing?” inquired Jala as he hopped around on his unburned foot, “What are you making?”

After muttering something about symmetry, Krahiki looked up and replied, “A makeshift lava board. Pretty spiffy, huh?”

“I… Guess…”

“Rhetorical question. It’s not that spiffy,” he replied, “Now where’s that pump…?”

Krahiki got up and looked around. He seemed to see something and frowned. He looked frustrated, but looked determined as well. 

“What’s wrong?” asked Jala carefully.

“I’ve got to get rid of this lava before it reaches Onu-Koro- and the only pump I can use to do that is beyond that big trench you fell into. You know, the one you fell unconscious in.”

“So?”

“Well… I’ll just try to jump across the seven-foot wide trench, then.”

Throwing his makeshift board onto the lava, Krahiki kicked off of the rocks. He realized, as he sailed over the magma, that he had yet another problem. The lava had not yet reached the deep trench he was attempting to jump. He couldn’t surf over rock! He would have to buy himself more time. Sharply turning left, Krahiki tilted and nearly fell off. There were only a couple seconds left until the magma would splash over the edge of the pit. Taking advantage of this and riding the wave, Krahiki turned once again and burst over the gap, with droplets of liquid rock showering the area behind him.

Landing finally on the solid ground, Krahiki sprinted towards the control panel with all of its blinking lights, levers, and tubes. After pressing a variety of buttons, he began to look hesitant. He seemed to think for some time, and he then proceeded to press buttons. He pulled a lever, and that was that. The whine of steam was heard, and the magma slowly began to recede. 

After some time, Jala road Kuriko over to the pressure control panel. The ride was quite uncomfortable for both Jala and the ussal, as Kuriko was forced to constantly hop to avoid being burnt by the still-hot ground. When they did get to Krahiki, Kuriko immediately ran towards him and toppled him over as he licked him with his big silvery tongue. 

“Ahh! Calm down!” he said in an amused tone of voice.

“Krahiki, that was amazing! You saved my life! How’d you get rid of the lava?” exclaimed Jala.

“Well…” Krahiki responded, “I didn’t ‘get rid of’ it exactly…” 

“What do you mean?”

“Well… First I equalized the pressure, so no more came out… Then… I slowly drained it. And now it’s emptying into the lightstone mines…” he responded slowly.

“What? Well- At least they’re trained to deal with this sort of thing, right?” Jala asked worriedly.

“They’d better be.”

“Well… Thanks for saving me. Thanks very much. How can I repay you?” Jala asked.

“Well… Could you pick me up a lightstone, a disc, a new scythe for collecting food, and a pack?” he requested.

“Sure. Well, I’m off to collect that protodermis for Vakama. Should I tell him what happened?”

“No- I’ll need proof of my innocence, like who framed me, for example,” he responded in a voice that sounded a tad disappointed. 

“Well… Bye. Thanks for saving me. I’ll be back in a day or two with supplies. Maybe I’ll get you some ruki-fish from Ga-Koro…” Jala said as he started off down the tunnel. Wow. I never would have thought that Krahiki could be a good person… thought Jala, He saved me, a complete stranger, and risked his life to save the village that wants him dead more than anything. But… What happened when his eyes went all red? All Jala knew was that he was walking off with more questions than answers…

Meanwhile, in the tunnel behind Jala, Kuriko cowered in fear. His master Krahiki was doing something. His eyes, his scar, and his heartlight flashed between the cool-green which was normal and the terrible blood red, which was so terribly and horribly abnormal. 

“No! He is just a matoran! There is nothing wrong with him!” Krahiki’s voice cried out in one of the flashes of green.

“Matoran,” said a horrid voice, “Inherently have something wrong with them. They are spineless, worthless beings who merely live to work and serve in the hot sun until they drop dead!”

This voice was emitted by Krahiki’s mouth during the changes to red. It was a grotesquely alien, rasping, whispery voice which spoke in a hiss akin to that of the Doom Viper. 

“You’re wrong! That is nothing like a matoran! He merely wishes to help me!”

“No he doesn’t. You poor freak, he will lead the matoran to you, and you will be captured and killed. You will be murdered. Torn limb from limb… You must kill him. We can work together, or I can enslave your body once again…”

“I won’t hurt him! I trust him to keep me a secret! I just hope he can…”

“You are such a fool…”

