Chapter 25- Through the Sundial
Though the area around the temple had suffered great damage in the battle, the temple itself remained intact. When the Toa were ready to come back, their exit would be open and waiting for them. The Matoran waited around the temple, treating the wounded as they anticipated another attack.
Now that the sounds of battle and the dangerous rahi were all gone, the harmless jungle rahi came out, and an occasional brakas shriek or bird call could be heard. Krahiki walked up to Jala wearing his Pakari and began to speak.
“So, Jala… I see you came to your senses. How’d you know to come?”

“I didn’t,” said Jala. “We were attacked back at Ta-Koro, but it was only by very few rahi. We had expected an army, like what we fought here. I thought that you may have been in danger here, so I came. I felt kind of bad about endangering you after you saved my life…”
“Well thanks, I appreciate it. Any information on how the Toa are doing against Makuta?”

“No, but Onu-Koro believes they may have found another entrance to Makuta’s Lair.”

“Really?” Krahiki said, already thinking up an idea. “What do you know about it?”

“Onepu says it’s in the Great Mine. Apparently they recently dug to a new level, where they discovered a sundial. A while ago, Takua used a lightstone to cast a shadow on the four o’clock position, which opened it up. It was a protodermis shaft about ten to twenty bios deep. At the bottom was a strange… Projection of a Gold Hau. That projection has disappeared just now.”
“Interesting. What do they plan on doing with it?”

“I don’t know… Takua’s trying to get into Makuta’s lair with it, though. He’s trying to record the defeat of Makuta.”

Krahiki was about to respond when he heard a hideous chuckle inside his head. He wondered what it was about, and Vitara took his thoughts as a question to be answered. Krahiki’s eyes swelled into grotesque red ones, and Vitara’s voice spoke out of his mouth. 

“How does he expect to survive that?”
Jala had braced himself for the voice, and he managed to avoid cringing. “Well it’s not like he’ll be battling the Makuta… Just watching the battle… He’ll take every precaution! He’s-“
“Wait, wait…” Krahiki interrupted. “How much danger is he going to be in? From what, exactly?”

“If Makuta sees him, he will definitely be killed on sight. He has a very important destiny ahead of him. He could also be used as a hostage by Makuta, which will undoubtedly be a crutch to the Toa’s efforts.”
“Would a diversion help this?” Krahiki proposed.
“Krahiki, what are talking abou-“

“It could. Makuta wouldn’t expect two matoran to make it to his lair… And I could easily hold his Manas off. I hold the same sway over them that I hold over the Krytara-Nui Mantises.”

“Krahiki, you aren’t considering going down there ahead of him!?”

“I am. It’ll clear my record, right?”

“I guess, but-“

“Then I’m going. When is he leaving?”

“He’s talking to Onepu about it right now. He’s probably leaving in a couple minutes.”
“’Kay then, I’m going now. Bye.”
“Good, uh, luck,” Jala said, somewhat puzzled by his abrupt departure. 
Krahiki gestured for Kuriko to come, and he sat on top of him. He directed him towards the hole the Ussalry had burst out of, and he walked him down into it. It was a steep incline, and Kuriko half-climbed, half-tumbled into it. 
The ussal’s eyes glowed like headlights, and he scuttled as fast as he possibly could, on his master’s command. The two whipped around corners, and Krahiki held on tightly. (Prior to Krahiki being framed, Kuriko had been a part-time racing crab.)

After twenty minutes or so of riding, the two emerged into a corner of Onu-Koro through a hastily made tunnel-opening. Although he didn’t see anyone (they were most likely barricaded into their huts), Krahiki kept on wearing his Pakari, just to be safe.
Krahiki walked through his old village, which had almost all of its exits stopped up with rock walls. He crossed the bridge over the little stream and walked past the Onu-Suva and Whenua’s large, luxurious hut. When he reached the entrance to the Great Mine, he spotted his old hut, the one closest to the Ta- and Le-Koro passageway. 
He walked past a couple of miners who barely took any notice of him. He assumed that, in the low light, his Pakari appeared orange and he was mistaken for Nuparu. 
He walked quickly through the tunnel, and soon reached the main antechamber to the Great Mine. Old machinery and carts were draped everywhere, and a shy ussal retreated into a crevice when they approached. 

The massive mine shaft at the end was completely empty. It was far deeper and wider than when Krahiki had last seen it, and the silence and gaping blackness was very unsettling. He couldn’t see to the bottom.
They walked towards a brightly lit, but grimy, elevator. Krahiki stepped inside, followed by Kuriko. He pulled a red lever down, and the elevator shook briefly and began to descend. As they went down, the lightstones played strange tricks on the walls, casting strange shadows and reflecting off of gleaming stones.
When the elevator touched the bottom, Krahiki got out and nearly slipped on the smooth floor. He looked down at the ground. It was unmistakably protodermis, and the perfectly smooth layer looked oddly artificial in the stone shaft. Parts of it had rocks still encrusted to it.
Ahead of him, the opened sundial laid, light streaming out of it. It was surrounded by damaged machinery, ranging from a bent and crumpled drill to a splintered pickaxe. Krahiki approached the hole and stared down it at the shiny walls. 

Knowing that Vitara once worked for the Makuta, he wondered if Makuta might know of him and spare him. For this reason, he removed his disguise and donned his Ruru again. As he did this he heard a shout somewhere up above him, and he looked around frantically.

“Hey, you!” shouted a gruff voice. “Stay where you are! You’re not escaping this time!” 
Krahiki spotted him. An Onu-Koronan guard he didn’t recognize was standing up on a rocky ledge holding a disk at the ready. Krahiki began to move towards the sundial and was shouted at again.
“Don’t move, Krahiki! You’re not gonna be visiting your master while the Toa are down there!”

Great, thought Krahiki. They see me entering his lair and now they think I work for Makuta…
Krahiki put his hands up and slowly walked backwards with Kuriko. At the last moment he spun around and slid down the wall of the sundial, pulling Kuriko with him. Disks flew over his head and fell into the shaft, narrowly missing him. Down at the bottom he pushed in a plus-shaped rod on a pedestal in the middle of the room and the pedestal retracted into the floor, leaving no trace of its existence. 
The floor began to rapidly fall, and the walls flew away in segments. The opening above him simply ceased to exist and all around him was a strange black emptiness that reminded him unpleasantly of teleporting with the skeleton-creature. 

The floor was now a bright, protodermis pillar in the blackness, sinking into a stone floor hundreds of bios below. When it sank completely, it didn’t even leave a circle of protodermis where it landed. A thin layer of faintly luminescent mist clung to the floor. 

Behind and above him laid the strange emptiness and ahead of him was a strange, smooth stone walkway that branched out to the side every thirty or so bios. Between each walkway was a depression filled densely with mist. It was filled with so much mist that it was difficult to tell how deep the depression was. It could’ve been anywhere between one and a million bios deep.

Out of the mists rose strange metal towers of varying height and width, most of which were torn up as if by giants. As he walked between the towers, he spotted unusual wreckage everywhere. It was made up mostly of strange green panels, dull metal tubes, and torn wiring. 

Up ahead, Krahiki spotted movement. He crouched lower into the mist to hide as he watched. They were Toa! Relief filled Krahiki until he saw blasts of fire and ice flying between them. In fact, upon closer inspection, there were twice the amount there should’ve been.
Krahiki was about to sneak closer when Kuriko, to his right, began to panic. He tugged at his master and waved his claws wildly.

“What is it, boy? What’s wrong?” Krahiki whispered. Kuriko turned around in response and chattered frantically. Still kneeling, his owner turned around and gasped. A pair of beady yellow eyes stared coldly and mindlessly down at its prey a mere five bios behind them!

The enormous Manas snapped it jaws open and closed, drooling pale green saliva. It hissed loudly and punched at Krahiki, sending him careening far back into Kuriko. It shrieked in triumph and rolled over to them, but the ussal grabbed Krahiki and dragged him in between the massive treads. 
Puzzled, it let out a roar and began grabbing at things randomly with its claws and probing through the mist with its feelers. Krahiki felt his body being taken over by Vitara again, and he was, for once, happy about it.

“Stop!” Vitara shouted with a surprisingly powerful voice.

Red energy crackled up the Manas’ feelers, and it stopped moving at once, waiting for Vitara’s orders. Vitara continued.

“Do not attack anyone who comes through here, even on Makuta’s orders. Now… Destroy ALL of the towers.”

The red energy ceased to crackle over the massive crustacean, and it rolled off and began tearing through the few remaining protodermis towers. Vitara returned bodily control to Krahiki, who felt quite shaken and a bit confused. 
Krahiki lowered his body and ran through the mist past the fighting Toa. On his way past them, Krahiki observed the second, mysterious group. They were rusted and pitted, and each had a sickly, polluted sort of color to their armor.
Krahiki shuddered and ran up to a massive, circular door. Above it was a colossal stone carving of Makuta’s symbol. He walked hesitantly through it, into a cavern filled with red light. He realized now where he was. 

He was in the heart of Makuta’s Lair.
