Chapter 10- On the Slopes of Mount Ihu
Krahiki’s feet made an unpleasant squishing sound as he stepped over the boggy ground. He had hated the trip to Ga-Koro by sea, and was going back instead on the bank of the Hura Mafa River. 

It had been an hour or so since Gali had left for Ga-Koro, and he was sure that the Ga-Koronans were already sending out squads of the Naho Marine to patrol the bay and the rivers connected to it. He was hoping to pass the river entirely before any boats reached it and spotted him. He was unsure of how they would react. 

Krahiki hacked away at some annoyingly dense harakake plants with his scythe. He was tempted to use his “teleportation kanoka” to get rid of them, but he wasn’t sure if the disk would teleport away with the plants, so he didn’t dare try. 

“Lucky you Kuriko, you get to walk behind me and wait until I’ve already cut down the plants,” muttered Krahiki, “Slacker.”

Kuriko half-heartedly snipped a stem growing next to him in half with his claw.

“Pfff. That’s some hard work you’re doin’ there, Kuriko. I should rent you out for mining,” Krahiki joked.

Krahiki cut down a few plants again and looked to his left at the river. He could see a boat full of tohunga sailing towards him. On the prow he could just make out the matoran Hahli, who was watching the shores closely with a spyglass. It took Krahiki a moment to realize that she was looking directly at him. 
Krahiki took off at a run, Kuriko following closely behind. Had he been spotted? Were they going to come after him? And if they captured him- What was the punishment for attempted murder?

Breathing quickly, he ran past the small shrubs and bushes and into a denser, lightly forested area. He ran for quite a while, until he arrived at a clearing. The ground became steeper, and led over several hills, each one taller than the last. If Krahiki remembered correctly, this was the base of Mount Ihu. Perhaps if he climbed to the very top he could walk straight into the Charred Forest, and towards his hut. 
He hesitated for a moment and looked at the colossal mountain before him. He had never climbed up something like this before. It unnerved him to think he would have to. 
Am I gonna wind up climbing jagged, vertical rocks, wondered Krahiki, or falling off them?

He shook the thought from his mind and began walking up the base.

*
*
*
After an hour or two, he was still nowhere near the top. He estimated himself at about the halfway point, though the majority of the mountain still loomed ahead of him. The treacherous rock slope was steadily becoming steeper and steeper, and if it continued this way Krahiki feared that he may not reach the top.

Krahiki then decided that, rather than climb straight to the top, he would climb diagonally up the mountain. This would provide the added benefit of crossing the North March sooner, and thus reaching the Charred Forest more easily.
He shifted his position and began walking carefully along a small ledge. Kuriko scuttled along sideways effortlessly, his many legs gripping the rough stone. He easily passed Krahiki, not noticing how difficult this was for him.
“I envy you,” Krahiki said blandly.

Krahiki continued climbing. As he reached higher and higher, it became colder and windier. He could now feel a thin, slippery layer of frost coating the rocks. Even Kuriko had slowed down, now testing every step he made to insure his safety. Had a single rock budged, either may have plunged to their doom.
Many times Krahiki would reach a flat area, only to find that it was not the top, but a ledge. Gradually a light snow began to fall. Small speckles of white began to appear on Krahiki’s mask and armor. He was unbelievably high, and what had been a slope before was now a frustratingly smooth and slippery wall, entirely coated in ice. 
He rested momentarily on a rock which jutted out from the cliff face, and began rooting through his pack. He removed the teleportation disk and wondered momentarily if he would arrive faster by using this. 

Then, from the back of his mind he heard a voice mutter, Don’t even try. You never know where you’ll end up. 

Krahiki grudgingly returned it to his pack and resumed his climb. 

He was nearing the top when he heard Kuriko cry out in fear. A roar followed, and Krahiki raced down the cliff-side and cowered next to Krahiki.

“What is it, boy? What’s up there?” he asked worriedly. 

Another roar was heard, and then the screams of and shouts of what sounded like five matoran. A colossal kane-ra bull fell from the edge of the mountain, nearly scraping off Krahiki and Kuriko. Trailing behind it was a rope to which a screaming Ta-Matoran was caught by the ankle. Krahiki reached out to save him, but the poor tohunga fell too fast, and soon disappeared from view into a cloudy haze. Krahiki could only hope that the matoran might land on a ledge, though the chances were slim.
A sickening cackle reverberated in Krahiki’s mind. Vitara was laughing. 

“This’ll shut you up,” Krahiki muttered, and banged his head against a rock. He rubbed his head afterwards. It had hurt him, but better, it had hurt Vitara.
After waiting for a minute or so, Krahiki was sure it was safe to go up to the top. (As evidenced by the lack of bloodcurdling screams.) He ascended the last bio of rock and stepped onto, or rather into, the snow. Krahiki’s entire legs sank into the snow, and with great difficulty he marched towards an icy cluster of huts. Black smoke was billowing from several huts, and several dead matoran lied in the snow. A high-pitched, whistle-like wind blew threw the camp, making the scene all the more eerie. Propped up against a crumbling hut was a Ta-Koro Guard ensign with unusual white edges. In place of the word “[image: image1.png]SOROME0



,” it read, “[image: image2.png]
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Krahiki had heard of the North March before. It was said to be an icy pass between Ta- and Ko-Wahi. He had never visited it before, but he knew that it was protected by a small outpost of the Ta-Koro Guard.
Krahiki’s eyes wandered and spotted a dark shape lying in the snow. He knelt down to pick it up. It was a roughly hewn, disgusting Kanohi Hau. It was covered in rust and was heavily pitted, as if it had been sitting in a Po-Wahi sandstorm for too long. Krahiki threw it to the ground in horror right as a greenish ooze that he preferred not to try to identify began to swirl under its eye. 
This mask has been tainted by the Makuta! Thought Krahiki, It must be from that kane-ra that was pushed over the edge… Wait, wasn’t it wearing both masks?
Krahiki strained his ears. Was that a growl he had just heard? It was said that kane-ra often were often paired with muaka tigers. Could there be a half-crazed (as it’s only wearing one infected mask) muaka lurking behind a hut?
Krahiki mounted Kuriko and had him slowly walk around the camp. Perhaps Krahiki’s eyes were playing tricks on him, but he thought he could just make out a huddled mass behind the hut nearest to him. Or perhaps they weren’t. 
With blinding speed, a colossal paw swiped at him, throwing him into the snow two bios away. He landed with a thud, and a splash of snow flew up around him. A colossal muaka clambered into view, opening its jaws and preparing to pounce…
