Chapter 9- Saving Ga-Koro

It was afternoon, and a cool sea breeze blew over Krahiki’s mask. He was walking on the Ta-Wahi beach, towards a shiny glint of metal that caught his eye when he was further back. It now appeared to be a protodermis cylinder with a sort of suva-shaped lid lying off to the side. 

Krahiki examined the lid. A ring of elliptical ridges encircled the top dome. Exhaust vents maybe? Krahiki pushed on one and it gave way revealing a vent. He slid it back into position and stepped inside of the canister. There were vents and controls scattered on the circular walls. 
What is this? Krahiki wondered, The top looks like the Onu-Suva back in Onu-Koro. Maybe a toa rode in this…

Krahiki looked around and smiled. Kuriko was peering at a small sand crab that had taken up residence on the bottom of the lid. He was staring intently at it.

Krahiki looked around once again. Where could he find a boat? He remembered the way to Ga-Koro from here all too well. Once on the way to Ga-Koro while he was younger he fell out of the boat and ended up face-to-face with a takea shark. If it weren’t for the helpful intervention of Nuparu he may have ended up rahi-bones.
Out of the corner of his eye he saw movement in the distance. It appeared to be a frantic Ga-Matoran hastily docking her boat. Krahiki squinted his eyes to see if he could recognize who she was. She appeared to wear a blue Noble Huna.  

Krahiki dashed inside of the canister. If the Ga-Matoran saw him he might end up captured. Krahiki searched the many control panels, and found one that was loose. He pulled it off, revealing a variety of complex circuits and panels. He grabbed one just long enough for him to lie down on, and ran out and behind the canister. He dropped it into a shallow pool of water, but as he expected, it didn’t float particularly well. It did somewhat, however, and Krahiki assumed that it was made of lightweight airstone.
Krahiki looked around. Lying several feet below the surface of the water, he spied some washed-up and uprooted kelp and some shells to the side of it. He thought for a moment, and then waded into the warm water, closing his eyes. His head soon disappeared beneath the waves. Krahiki reached down and felt for the kelp. Grasping it, he dragged it on shore. He then plunged back in and sought out the two biggest shells he could find. 

He dropped them on the shore next and emptied them of water. He tied them to the airstone panel with the kelp. The air in the kelp and the air trapped in the shells was enough to keep the panel afloat. If Kuriko sat on top of it and used his legs as paddles, and Krahiki sat atop him, it could work as a makeshift boat.

 Krahiki stood back and admired his work. Then he remembered he had to sail it. Over waves… And water. Krahiki groaned. 

“Kuriko! Come ‘ere, boy,” Krahiki said. 

His faithful ussal crab immediately scuttled up to him. Krahiki guided him on top of the makeshift boat and tied him to it with some spare kelp. Then he mounted him, and Kuriko began walking towards the water. Once they reached the waves, the crab understood that he was supposed to paddle. He began, and they were off.

Hours passed. Wave after salty wave crashed on Krahiki. Kuriko didn’t care, but Krahiki’s eyes burned with salt. He knew it wouldn’t be much longer until he arrived there, and he had it all planned out: He would wear his grey Mahiki that he always carried as a disguise, he would talk to a Ga-Matoran and ask where Gali was, and he’d fetch her. The problem was that he didn’t know how to find a Ga-Matoran, as they had lost communications with Ga-Koro. For all he knew they could be dead.
Though it seemed to take forever, he eventually reached a sandy shore. There was lush foliage lining the coast, leading up to a great stone Kaukau, with three streams of water cascading down the cliff face. Krahiki merely glanced at this, however, and instead turned his gaze to Ga-Koro’s gate. 
The gate was sealed fast, and the stones used to open it were scattered all about, some lying in the water. Beyond the gate Ga-Koro was in ruins, steadily billowing forth a stream of smoke. Instead of seeking out each stone, Krahiki walked into the vegetation and with one hack cut a long stick of bamboo with his scythe. He switched his mask to a grey Mahiki, and placed the bamboo stick to his mouth like a snorkel. He commanded Kuriko to wait where he was, and Krahiki waded into the water until his head disappeared from sight. The bamboo stick still protruded far above the surface, however. 

Krahiki slowly trudged along through the soaked sand, sea anemones clutching feebly at his feet as he did so. He had planned to swim to the surface, but that was only until he spotted a hut in the distance. Though the saltwater stung his eyes, he thought he could see a Turaga or matoran banging their arms on a window. 
Krahiki grabbed a rock and plucked a leaf off of some seaweed. He carefully etched the words
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”
into the plant. He walked a bit further, and saw that it was Nokama in the window, looking like she was experiencing a strange combination of desperation, surprise, and relief. He pressed the leaf against the window, and using her staff, Nokama wrote the words
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”
into a leaf she plucked from the organic walls of the hut.
Krahiki nodded and began walking back. When he arrived at the shore, he discarded the bamboo stick and took a breath of fresh air. 

“I wonder how their hut sank… Maybe the pump was damaged. Lucky they hid in that hut. It’s pretty much their only one with glass windows,” Krahiki said to himself as he mounted Kuriko. He steered him towards the Hura Mafa, which Krahiki knew emptied into Naho Bay. He proceeded along the bank. 
Either I find the toa and send her back to save Ga-Koro, thought Krahiki, Or I don’t find her, and she swims out of the Hura Mafa and into Ga-Koro. They’re practically right next to each other. 

*
*
*

It was about halfway down the river that Krahiki spotted her. She was a tall blue figure, who appeared similar to the fire-toa Krahiki met earlier. She leapt out of the churning waters of the river holding a grey object, apparently a mask, high above her head in triumph. She placed it on her mask, and it instantly became blue. A huge tarakava lurched out of the water, which she batted away with one hand- with ease. 
She switched her mask back to normal and was about to dive before Krahiki began shouting.

“HEY! TOA! Little help, please! HELP!”

Krahiki knew a better way to make her notice him. He picked up the roundest, flattest stone he could and skipped it at her with all his might. It hit her in the back, and she immediately took notice. He expected her to react angrily, as the other toa had, and she began to swim towards him.

Krahiki cringed. What if he had just condemned himself to death? What if this toa was as easily angered as the other he had met?

All these questions were answered as the toa stepped onto the beach. Her body was covered in various shades of blue. Her armor was slightly sleeker than the fire-toa’s, but basically the same. She wielded a pair of wickedly curved hooks. 
“Why… Why did you throw a rock at me, little one? I was busy collecting my Kanohi-mask of strength,” she said, surprisingly calmly.

“You’re not gonna kill me or something, are you? ‘Cause that would be boring and repetitive. The fire-toa’s already tried.”

“Did he, now? That sounds like Tahu, alright. But you have not answered my question.”

“I am… Kuriko,” Krahiki lied, “And I’ve been sent to inform you that the entirety of Ga-Koro is trapped in a sunken, steadily leaking hut. You ought to help them.”

“Mata Nui! How did that happen, Kuriko?” (At this, the ussal Kuriko looked confused and disgruntled.)
“I don’t know… Rahi or something, probably. You’d better get crackin’ on that.”

“Thanks, tohunga. Your generosity may yet save Ga-Koro!” she said, diving into the river and swimming away.

“Yeah… Whatever. Come on, Kuriko.”
*
*
*

A collection of bubbles rose before the hut broke the surface of the bay. The door was pushed open and the Ga-Matoran joyously ran out of the structure. Their smiles and cheers faded, however, as an enormous tarakava reared out of the bay, water dribbling from its fangs.

It was then that a tall blue figure leapt out of the water, light shining on her visor, and landed in between the defenseless matoran and the fierce rahi. Enraged, the rahi shrieked an attack-cry, and immediately began to punch with its powerful arms. 

Gali evaded a pair of powerful blows, though more were to come. A second attack ensued, which she dodged by jumping above the beast’s fists. The monster’s punch struck the hut, punching a pair of holes into the wall. 
Gali leapt over the tarakava. She calculated the jump perfectly so as to land on its back. Surprised, the infected beast sped forward on its tread, sending both beneath the waves. 

Each second they were underwater dragged on for what seemed like years. Finally, the tarakava emerged- and fell on its side to reveal Gali standing triumphantly, dangling an infected Ruru from her hook.

To all the matoran involved, it would have seemed that only Takua and Gali had really done much to save Ga-Koro. According to Gali, she had been helped by Kuriko. This was Krahiki’s first great mistake. Had he not disguised his name for Gali, she would have no doubt told Turaga Nokama that Krahiki had saved Ga-Koro. With no matoran named Kuriko to be found, Krahiki could not be rewarded. He had an opportunity to be redeemed in the eyes of the Turaga, but he had wasted it.
He would just have to keep trying.
