Chapter 8- Fire Meets Water
Krahiki was jolted out of his sleep by what seemed to be an earthquake and an incomprehensible shout from Kopau. The small amount of light let in through the cave-entrance would’ve indicated that the sun was rising over Po-Wahi- Had the light not been red and flickering. 
Krahiki rubbed his eyes awake and peered around him at his companions. Kopau was looking around jumpily and shying away from the exit, while Poru was looking out intently at the canyon below him.

The Onu-Matoran jumped out of his sheets and stumbled to the cave’s mouth. He was shocked at his findings: A swarm of red-plated Tahnok was advancing through the same trail they had used, but they surged in all at once, burning through the solid rock walls that had slowed down the Matoran’s earlier entry into the area.

Molten lava rolled slowly down the hillside, enveloping rocks, burning bushes. Some Tahnok waded through this, some jumped between rocks, and some even flew, no doubt with the help of their Krana.
Krahiki turned around and reentered the cave, leaving Poru standing at the entrance to hate the swarms by himself. Kopau looked up as he walked by, a frightened grimace on his Kanohi.

“Krahiki,” he asked hesitantly, “What’re those things, anyhow?”

“I don’t know any better than you do,” Krahiki said in an unfriendly tone. “Just monsters or something. Regardless, they’re not moving too fast yet. If they stay this thorough we can get out of the canyon in time to avoid getting hurt.”
Kopau frowned and crept to the cave’s entrance, only to point and shout at the same moment as Poru. Krahiki raced towards them with eyes wide as a thunderous roar pervaded the area.

It was like the deafening roar of the Naho Falls’ caves times a thousand- Never before had he heard something so loud, especially without any walls to echo off of. The sheer force of the noise nearly knocked him off his feet and Poru came close to stumbling off the ledge.
On the northern ridges of the canyon a vast waterfall erupted from the rocks. It had incredible pressure- Enough to blast outwards perhaps a hundred bios. It rushed over the melting rocks and extinguished the flaming plants, sending up a lake’s worth of steam.
The canyon was filling up at a thoroughly alarming rate as stones that had stood for thousands of years were washed away in an instant. Had this been the work of the Bohrok? Though it was as destructive or more, it appeared to be destroying the Tahnok…

In a corner of the canyon closer to them, a fleeting glint of gold caught Krahiki’s sensitive Onu-Koronan eyes. It plunged into the growing lake and he searched for where it had come from.

There! A hundred bios straight above it he could make out a brown figure with a brilliant gold mask- Toa Pohatu!

“Hey, look there! The Toa are here!” Poru shouted, pointing, before Krahiki had his chance to point them out himself.

“Pohatu’s here! We’re as good as saved!” exclaimed Kopau. 

“But why are they destroying the canyon?” Krahiki wondered aloud. “If they don’t know that we’re here the water will flood us and kill us!”

The water was boiling and churning not too far below them now, the steam singeing the Tohunga’s eyes. It bubbled violently and lapped at the gravelly slope running up to the cave. 

“Whatta we do?” Poru asked worriedly.

Krahiki was about to respond but was once again not fast enough to beat Poru: “The water’s already reached too high for us to get out of Tiro. We’re blocked in completely. The best we can hope for is to climb up to the top of this hill.”

It was now Krahiki’s turn to interrupt Kopau before he could speak: “How? Are we going to climb up over the outside? Would we use Kuriko or what?”
“There’s a- A tunnel we could use…” Kopau said timidly.

Poru glared at him.
Krahiki felt a tremendous surge of respect for this simple Po-Matoran. Even with relatively little evidence, he had the intuition to tell that Poru was the antagonist among the group and not Krahiki. 

Even more important, he had the integrity and good nature not to hide information if this ignorance could result in the harm of his friends.

“Tunnel?” Krahiki replied, feigning ignorance.

“Yeah, we- Me- I found it las’ night,” Kopau replied a bit awkwardly. “It’s in the way back o‘ the cave. It leads outside an’ there’re plenty o’ rock crags to climb on.”

Poru narrowed his eyes disapprovingly for what he interpreted as something of a double-cross. The innocent Po-Matoran withered somewhat under his gaze and glanced at Krahiki nervously. 
A moment later Poru snapped back to his normal behavior and replied: “Sounds like a good idea. Let’s go, before that gets flooded, too.”

Krahiki glanced down through the cave-mouth one more time before turning around towards the tunnel and jumped. The scalding water was incredibly close! Perhaps ten bios below them, maybe less…

He quickened his step and whistled for Kuriko but got no response. Raising an eyebrow and trying to keep a cool head, he whistled a second time. Still no answer.
He called for him loudly and watched as the ussal quickly scrambled in from the tunnel. What had he been doing in there alone…?
Krahiki pushed his question aside. There was no time for distractions like that to interfere with his escape. He mounted Kuriko and the three Matoran entered the tunnel.
It wasn’t as dark as it had been the night before and Krahiki didn’t feel so frightened by that pathway. Though he couldn’t make out any of his surroundings in detail, he could see his companions and the walls, and those were all that mattered to him right now.

He felt a hot steam fill the tunnel around him and he knew that the water-level was rising dangerously close. As they walked, he heard Poru, in the lead, give a shout.

“Owww! There’s a puddle on the ground! It burns!”
The water had reached them. There was no choice but to get to the other side as quickly as possible or risk a very excruciatingly painful death.

“Let’s ride Kuriko. His legs move fast enough not to get scalded too badly,” Poru suggested, grasping his foot in pain.

“Sure,” Krahiki responded, “Ride the ussal over the scalding water… Everyone loves crab’s legs.”

Nevertheless, he moved to the side and allowed the others to mount Kuriko with him. He directed the crab to walk forward and braced himself for the pitiful squeals one he stepped into the first puddles- He had already half-winced by the time he realized that his pet wasn’t making a sound.
At every one of Kuriko’s steps a hiss of steam could be heard, but the ussal was entirely stoic. He marched dutifully through the tunnel without a sound from his mandibles and soon they saw orange light at the other end.

As they approached the exit, light filtered in more strongly and Krahiki could see into the puddles- There were footprints in them, and not from any Matoran. They were recent as well, perhaps from within the past twenty minutes.
They started in the boiling puddles and trailed, without stopping, into the seething cauldron of Tiro Canyon. Kuriko didn’t stop for them, however, and carried his riders to safety above the caves.
He hadn’t even been told to.
