Chapter 12- The Desert Sands

“So… How’d yeh get here? What’s your name?” asked Bour, still holding the kanoka.

“My name is… Kuriko,” Krahiki lied, “And I… Well… I’m not entirely sure myself, really. I just woke up. What happened?”

“I dunno. That’s why I’m askin’ you,” replied the Po-Matoran.

“Yeah,” added Kopau, “We just found you lyin’ in a puddle. …In just about the driest part o’ Po-Wahi. We siphoned the water, too, so we could grow crops. Crops ain’t growin’ too well this season…” 
“And there was that ussal, too. Nasty lil’ crab if I ever saw one… And just ‘bout the darn strangest disk I ever saw,” Bour said.

“Kuriko… Where’s Kuriko?” inquired Krahiki.

“Kuriko? That the crab’s name? I thought you were Kuriko,” Kopau said awkwardly.
“Umm… We’re both named Kuriko,” Krahiki said lamely.
“Uh… Huh… Anyway, he doesn’t seem to like us. We tried to hitch him up with the maha, and he got darn angered and cut the reins with them claws o’ his. He doesn’t like to work, I figure,” Kopau said.

“Yeah,” Pekka added, “An’ now he’s dragging behind us on a leash. Teach him a lesson, it will.”
“What?! You imbeciles! That’s rahi-abuse, I tell you!” Krahiki shouted, running towards the back of the wagon. 
Sure enough, Kuriko could be seen, his claws tied together with a flax rope tied over him. His crab-legs were barely visible for the deep, soft sand. He was being dragged along, looking weary and exhausted. 

“It was Pekka’s idea…” muttered Kopau.

“What? Carpenters aren’t supposed to be clever…” Pekka said in an embarrassed tone of voice.
Krahiki resisted the urge to strike Pekka, and then said, “You disgust me. Stop the wagon! I’m going down to get Kuriko!” 
Kopau shrugged and ordered a tohunga with an orange-brown Huna to stop the wagon. He jerked on the reins and the wagon came to an abrupt halt. 

Krahiki climbed down a ladder on the rear of the covered caravan and trudged through the deep sand towards the angry ussal crab. He untied the rope and petted the panting crab, speaking reassuring words as he did so. 
With great effort, Kuriko stood up and scuttled uncomfortably towards the ladder. Mustering up all the strength he had left, he crawled up and over the wall. Krahiki followed, and the wagon then proceeded further across the desert. 
For the following three hours, Krahiki mainly took care of Kuriko. He fed and watered his pet, all the while making sure to use only Pekka’s water rations. He still wore his Mahiki for the risk of being caught and brought to the Turaga if he was recognized as Krahiki. 

Once Kuriko was back in good health, Krahiki left the irritated crustacean to his own business and walked out of the cloth-covered area and to the front, where he took to observing the maha. The rahi were kicking up a great deal of dust, but Krahiki could still clearly see that they were passing through a patch of towering rock formations and mesas. 

The stone walls cast great shadows upon the desert sands, and in the shade Krahiki began to spot small patches of vegetation and moss.

A matoran by the name of Epena commanded the caravan to stop and rest in the cool shade. Immediately the many Po-Koronans began tending to their maha and staking out the area. The maha seemed strangely unnerved, but nobody could be quite sure of why.
There were actually two reasons, and the first was discovered with a shout.

“Hey!” cried out a matoran who had climbed to the top of a rock formation, “I’ve spotted a sandstorm! It’s heading northwest- Right towards us! It’s huge!”
“Mata Nui save us…” muttered Bour grimly, “The thing’s comin’ right towards us?”
“What is it? Sandstorms aren’t that bad. I’ve been in one before,” Krahiki said, raising the permanently raised eyebrow of his Mahiki even higher. 

“You musta never been in a real Motara storm. They kill people, they do,” said Pekka fearfully, “You musta been in one on the edge o’ Po- an’ Onu-Wahi. They ain’t nothing. Yeh can walk through them.”

Krahiki tried not to show it, but he was concerned. He quickly scaled the rock formation, and indeed- in the distance- He could see a massive swirl of sand, like a plague of Kirikori Nui preparing to feast. 
Of course, as was mentioned earlier, there were two reasons for the maha to be nervous. One is that, like all rahi, maha have a strange ability to detect impending natural disasters. The other is that another rahi was lurking very nearby, underneath a pile of rocks. 
This rahi was also hiding from the impending natural disaster, though it was much more armored and ready to deal with such a sandstorm. Perhaps the matoran were just not ready to deal with it.
As Krahiki climbed back down the stones, he passed over a group of loosely packed boulders. He thought nothing at all of it until they erupted beneath him. 

Stone flew in every direction as Krahiki was tossed like a rag doll to the side. When the dust cleared, a nui-jaga stood poised for attack, its stinger quivering with rage. Its purple and black exoskeleton was still covered in pebbles and sand, which it didn’t even bother to shake off. Instead of wearing a pair of roughly-hewn purple Pakaris on its claws, though, it wore a pair of disgusting, corroded, infected masks. 

 Krahiki stood and backed away. His mask had nearly been knocked off from the impact, though it had luckily managed somehow to stay fastened. A group of several Po-Matoran raced to his side, disks and koli balls at the ready.

The rahi’s beady eyes gleamed with madness as it stared at the tohunga it considered prey. It clicked its mandibles hungrily for a moment before lashing its tail forward, landing a blow square on Pekka’s chest. Pekka let out a shocked gasp before falling to the ground with a thud.
The scorpion emitted a high-pitched shriek and scuttled closer, the rocks quaking beneath its feet. Many matoran scattered and many others grabbed their weapons. Krahiki was among the latter, and immediately grabbed his scythe. 
The nui-jaga’s puny rahi brain told it to single out the unusual matoran, and it did so. The only Onu-Matoran there was Krahiki, and so it attacked him first. Its tail struck and landed a blow on the top of his mask, cleanly knocking it off. 
Krahiki was immediately overwhelmed by the sudden weakness spreading through him, and dropped to his knees. He began looking around, feeling for his mask. When finally he did find it, he realized that it had cracked right down the middle. It was worthless. It could no longer provide the energy to keep him alive and healthy, and if he remained without a mask for long he would be reduced to a comatose state. 

He dropped the Mahiki to the ground and walked unsteadily back to the caravan. He hoped they carried spares with them. Behind him monster and matoran alike shrieked in pain or rage, and Krahiki was actually glad to have escaped early. He was sure that at least one matoran would die that day. 
The battle raged on for half of an hour until the beast was finally subdued. Krahiki felt weaker than ever as he sat in the covered caravan, and he felt himself nearly drifting off to sleep several times. He fought this urge, though, for he didn’t know if he would ever wake back up. 
Finally Kopau staggered in. He was scraped all over and had a horrible-looking gash in the muscle tissue on his left shoulder. He was followed by Bour, who looked exhausted. One of the lenses on his Akaku was shattered, and one of the scopes was damaged. His mask, however, appeared to still be in working order. 
“Unghh… Hiyah, Kuriko…” Bour said to Krahiki, “Yeh got yer mask broken…?”

“Yes…” Krahiki muttered quietly.

“Oh… Sorry, but we don’t have no spares. I hope you can stay outta a coma long enough fer us to get to Po-Koro,” Bour sighed.
This was something Krahiki dreaded, because he did have a spare, but it was his Ruru. The news had been carried all over Mata Nui when he was framed for murder, along with his description. If he wore his grey Ruru, the mask, his colors, and his green scar would obviously give away who he was, and he’d be arrested.

But on the other hand, he would go into a coma without it. He thought about it for a moment before jumping back into the conversation. 
“Well… I know where a spare mask is,” Krahiki said, “But first I’ll need that protodermis disk.”

Bour cocked an eyebrow, which was difficult because he had a scope over his eye. “Okay, I guess I’ll be goin’ an’ gettin’ it…” he said as he walked outside of the covered area and onto the deck. 

Krahiki began rooting through his pack until he found his Kanohi. He held it behind his back until Bour got back. When he did, he was carrying the kanoka. He handed it to Krahiki, who put it into his pack.
“So… Where’s yer spare mask? Yeh’d better put it on,” Bour said calmly.
“Okay… Here goes…” Krahiki said as he put on his Ruru. For several seconds Bour just stared. Could it be that he had forgotten the descriptions of Krahiki? Could Krahiki have been safe after all? Krahiki’s heart leapt, and then immediately sank back down as Bour’s mask contorted into an expression of confusion. 
“Hey… Yeh look familiar. Scar… Ruru… Yeh look like… Yeh look like Krahiki! Hey! THERE’S A PIRAKA IN HERE!”

Several tohunga raced in. The sight of Krahiki standing in front an injured Kopau while Bour shouted “piraka” was enough for most matoran. They immediately grabbed weapons and went into defensive stances. One rushed at Krahiki holding a chain. Krahiki ducked expecting to be attacked, but instead the matoran wrapped their chain around Krahiki’s hands, forming makeshift handcuffs.
Krahiki thought of how to get out for a second when an idea struck him like a miner’s pickaxe. He whistled loudly several times and then called out, “Kuriko! Come here, Kuriko!”

Outside, Kuriko heard his owner calling and rushed through the cloth door and right into a group of very angry matoran. Surprised, he accidentally knocked several over. In the ensuing clamor, many matoran began cursing and shouting various orders.

“Get the caravan movin’ fast! He can’t jump off that way!” 

“Ahh! Darn piraka!”
“Kill it!”

“I told yeh it was a nasty crab!”

Kuriko spotted Krahiki and angrily snipped the chain binding his arms. The two ran outside, only to find that the first order shouted out had been obeyed. The wagon was moving, and already picking up speed. The deadly sandstorm was also approaching, already nearly enveloping the rock formation where they had battled the nui-jaga.

When Krahiki and his pet had already raced outside and had prepared to jump off the caravan, Kopau staggered with great effort out of the wagon.
“Don’t jump, Krahiki! You’ll never outrun that sandstorm!” he shouted with a look of mingled fear and regret in his eyes.

“I’ll take my chances!” he shouted back, jumping from the wagon and onto the sandy ground. Kuriko followed closely behind, struggling against the wind.
“NO! Come back!” Kopau shouted as Krahiki and Kuriko disappeared into the swirling mass of dust and sand.
