Chapter 18- Into the Hive!
Krahiki felt a sensation of falling, and all he saw was blackness. He felt the long, sharp fingers of the skeletal creature clamped powerfully over him. He didn’t know if he wanted to escape into the unknown territory of that black void or if he wanted to stay in the creature’s arms where his fate was certain. He felt dark shapes swirling around him, generating a deafening howl of wind, over which neither Krahiki’s screaming nor Vitara’s cackling could be heard.
After several horrid moments of this, the blackness began to brighten, and the swirling forms began to take on the shapes of trees, dirt, and other objects of the jungle. Krahiki fell a bio or two to the marshy ground with a thud. After several moments of laying there, Krahiki opened his eyes and looked around. There was a thin black smoke settling along the ground. Tall trees stretched far above him.
He stood up and took in his surroundings. A waterfall roared somewhere to his left, obscured by dense foliage. He knew of only one waterfall in Le-Wahi, that of Lake Kanae, which bordered Le-Koro. Had that horrible creature sent Krahiki back to Le-Koro, where he couldn’t help his fellow tohunga?
“Vitara?” he asked in an irritated tone. “Why would you send me back here?” 

You’d die there. I don’t want you dead… Yet. he responded in his mind.
“Yet? That’s encouraging.”

Indeed it is.
Krahiki began walking back to Le-Koro to retrieve Kuriko when he spotted a tall, black, hunchbacked figure walking through a stand of trees. Krahiki jumped behind a tree trunk, not knowing what to expect from the creature.

The creature heard a sound, though, and felt a miniscule tremor in the earth. It began to walk through the trees towards Krahiki’s hiding place. Krahiki saw now that it was a toa, much like the two others he had met. 

He wielded a Kanohi Pakari and a pair of massive, powerful claws. Krahiki hoped his temperament was more like the water-toa and less like the fire-toa, as it appeared that those claws could do a lot of damage. 
The toa spotted Krahiki staring and came closer. Not wanting to provoke any attacks, Krahiki stood silently. He looked down at Krahiki and spoke. 

“Hello, matoran. Do you come from my village?” he asked in a calm, somewhat quiet voice.

“At one point, yes,” Krahiki responded. “What’s your name?”

“Onua, of course. Have been living under a rock?”

“No, but I have been living under a grody old hidden wood door. Does that count?” he responded.

“You sound like Toa Lewa… He is why I come here, in fact. I have checked Le-Koro, and no one is there. Do you know where they might be?” Onua asked in a worried tone.

“Last I saw they were flying to the Rama-Hive to battle.”
“Rama-Hive? Where is this? And what is your name, as well?”

“I am… Kuriko. And the Rama-Hive is off in the jungle, several kios from Le-Koro. Too far to reach on foot.”
“For a matoran, perhaps, but not for a toa,” Onua said confidently. “If you help me find it, I’ll let you help battle the Nui-Rama.”

This was exactly what Krahiki had been hoping for. A toa could reach the hive in no time flat, where Krahiki could help free Le-Koro as he had hoped to do. Perhaps afterwards he could reveal his identity, thus proving that he was framed! Krahiki’s eyes lit up at this prospect, and his heartlight beat wildly!
“Yes, good idea,” Krahiki said ecstatically. “Come with me!”

Krahiki walked towards Le-Koro, Onua walking at his side. After several minutes, Krahiki scrambled into the leafy elevator, and Onua followed suit. It was a tight fit, but they nonetheless reached the top of the huge tree. Krahiki ran to the edge and pointed deep into the jungle at the tall hive.

“Is that it, Kuriko?” Onua asked.

“Yep, that’s it,” Krahiki said, walking towards the remaining birds.

“Where are you going? I’m ready to leave for the Rama-Hive,” Onua called to him.

“I’m getting us a kahu. How else will we get there? Walk?”
“Not walk, run.”

“What do you mean?” Krahiki asked, raising an eyebrow.

“I recently found a Great Kakama in Ga-Wahi. We can get there without the danger of Nui-Rama attacking using it. That and I don’t like heights. It’s bad enough up here.”

Krahiki walked over to him and the two descended in the elevator. It was once again an uncomfortable fit, but the elevator held up to it. Once upon the ground, Krahiki began searching for the real Kuriko. He soon found him, asleep, nestled in the roots of the tree. A large bubble was continuously growing and shrinking at his mouth, as is normal of sleeping ussals.
Krahiki woke him up and lead him over to where Onua was standing. Onua looked at Kuriko and asked, “Who is this ussal?”

“He’s Kuri… Dolas. Kuridolas,” Krahiki said, remembering that he was using the pseudonym Kuriko. “He’s my ussal crab.”

“I see. Well you and ‘Kuridolas’ can hang on my back as I run.”
“On your back?”

“I see no better way.”

Krahiki commanded Kuriko to climb up to Onua’s back, a feat which he accomplished with ease. He locked his legs in position, making it nigh on impossible for him to fall off, even at great speeds.
Krahiki followed suit, though with considerably more difficulty. He climbed up and grabbed hold of the toa’s neck, wrapping his arms tightly around it. He wedged his feet between two pistons on either side of Onua’s diaphragm, thus giving extra support.

After checking that his passengers were safely seated, Onua switched his mask, after a brief glow, with a Kakama. He began to sprint, and everything around him became a blur of colors, lights, and sounds. It was nearly as disorienting as the method of teleportation which had brought him there.

Onua darted between trees and vines with amazing ease. It seemed that both his speed and his perception of speed had accelerated. He was not in any way overwhelmed by this chaos. Krahiki, however, was quite overwhelmed. He was barely able to hold on to the toa’s neck, and the pistons he was using as footholds were now rapidly moving. He managed to hold on, though, possibly through sheer force of will.

After several minutes of this, they came to a halt. The sudden stop caused Krahiki to lurch forward, nearly being flung off. Had Onua not raised his head up high to prevent this, Krahiki would have flung head-on into a tree. 
They were about twenty bios at most from the base of the hive. Krahiki was about to begin climbing up it when Onua interrupted him.

“Kuriko! What are you doing?”

At this, Kuriko scuttled up to him and seemed to pay attention. He stared up at Onua’s head as he looked at Krahiki, expecting him to talk to him. 
“I’m climbing up the hive, of course.”

“We’re not going to do that, Kuriko. We’re going to go through the hive.”

At this, Kuriko looked around with a puzzled expression.

“Through it?”

“Yes, th- Oww!” Onua began. He was interrupted by Kuriko pinching his leg. He had heard his name called twice by this toa, but he hadn’t been talking to him. Kuriko was confused and was trying to remind Onua that he was supposedly talking to him.

“Kuriko, stop it!” called Krahiki.

“What? Are you talking to yourself?”

“What? No! I just, uhh… Got our names mixed up. He’s Kuridolas. Just Kuridolas,” Krahiki insisted. “Now what were you saying?”

“Well, I was saying that the earth which makes up the Rama-Hive’s walls is weak. It’s made of mostly soft, moist soil. We can tunnel through it quickly and easily. The floor of it is somewhat harder, made of rock. It is still fairly brittle, however, and I can break through it. Then we’ll engage in battle, and, if necessary, we can evacuate the matoran through the tunnel. Either that or on birds.”
“Good. So, uh… How do you know all that?”

“I’m a toa of earth, Kuriko. I know these things.”

Without asking for any more input, Onua walked over to the base of the hive. His claws were immediately put to use. He mined quickly through the outer wall, displacing a vast amount of soil, bit by bit. A large pile of dirt and rocks was developing outside of the tunnel, and Krahiki and Kuriko quickly raced inside before the entrance was completely obscured by the pile. 

Kuriko as an ussal was naturally adept at mining and thus assisted Onua. Krahiki switched his mask with his red Pakari to avoid damaging his Ruru during both the mining operation and the battle to come. 
After twenty minutes or so, Onua struck rock. This caused a tremor, and he paused until it ended. He then struck several more times until the rock exploded above him. An overpowering buzzing sound met his ears. He stood up fully and exhaled, taking in his surroundings. 
He had burst out of the ground right between Lewa and a group of tohunga. The tohunga looked startled, but Lewa merely wore a vacant expression on his face. And worse; He wore an infected mask on his face.

Lewa leapt into the air towards Onua, hatchet at the ready. He hardly had time to block it with his Hau, but somehow he was lucky enough to switch masks in time. 
The infected toa struck his shield and was propelled back through the air, hitting a cluster of hexagonal cells jutting out of the ground. His head hit first, providing a brief moment of lucidity.
“What… What’s happening to me?” He looked down at himself in disgust. “My body… not my own… My mind! Get out of MY MIND!”

This ended promptly, and he immediately swung his deadly hatchet at Onua. Onua ducked and the long weapon glided over his head harmlessly. Lewa used this momentum to leap into the air, and he fell back down forcefully, hitting Onua with his axe. 
Onua fell backwards, but soon retaliated with a swipe of his claws, sending Lewa skidding across the floor. Lewa hopped back to his feet and lunged, knocking Onua to the ground. 

* * *

Krahiki and Kuriko scrambled out of the hole now that nobody was looking. Krahiki ran into a sort of alleyway created by two brittle, waxy honeycombs and punched through a weaker one. A grotesque, pale green honey oozed out onto Krahiki’s arm, filling his nostrils with an acrid stench.
After cleaning the cell out, he peered through it like a window. He could hardly see the two toa battling, as they were in the shadows, but he could see them during brief flashes from a lightning bug buzzing about them. 

It was difficult to tell who was winning, but he could tell that these bursts of light were hurting Onua’s eyes. He was at a major disadvantage whenever it flashed.

Krahiki, distracted by the battle, failed to see the lightning bug creeping up behind him out of the honeycomb. Though not deadly, lightning bugs can create a great deal of light, which can in turn attract Nui-Rama or Nui-Kopen, which frequently live in Nui-Rama’s hives. 
The lightning bug crawled up and jolted Krahiki with a painful burst of electricity. Krahiki shouted in surprise and batted it away angrily. This cry of pain and burst of light attracted the attention of a Nui-Kopen perched atop the honeycomb. It screeched in the excitement of a chase and fluttered to the ground next to Krahiki.

Krahiki’s eyes bulged in surprise as he stared into the Nui-Kopen’s compound eyes for a moment. Its mouthparts opened up in anticipation, and in a split second Krahiki was running, Kuriko at his side.

Not wanting to lure it to the other matoran watching the toa, Krahiki turned and ran towards the tunnel. Kuriko suddenly began scuttling ahead, an idea developing in his simple mind. He scuttled up the wall of the tunnel and onto the ceiling. He immediately began digging into the roof of the tunnel, faster than the fastest mining crab.
Krahiki jumped into the tunnel, running as quickly as he could to the end of it, sealed by the pile of dirt outside. He withdrew his scythe, preparing for battle. After a moment’s delay (it couldn’t fit through the tunnel’s entrance), the Nui-Kopen crawled into the tunnel. Kuriko plunged his pinchers into the stones and dirt on the ceiling, burying the Nui-Kopen in an avalanche of rock. Both ends of the tunnel were now sealed, and all was pitch-black.

He fell from the ceiling as a part of the cascade, too, but soon afterwards extracted himself from the pile. He scuttled over to Krahiki’s side and sat down contently. 
“I suppose it would be polite to thank you, but now we’re trapped. Both ends are sealed,” Krahiki muttered to him.

He felt through his pack blindly until he found the Kanoka disk. He thought for a moment about where it might take him, but he ignored the possible dangers and decided that anywhere was better than a Rama-Hive. He grabbed Kuriko firmly and struck himself with the disk.
In a flash of light the tunnel was empty. 
