Chapter 9- Gahlok
The three Matoran and the Ussal now stood on top of a small, rocky island jutting from the boiling waters of the newly-created “Tiro Lake.” The water boiled like a cauldron, churning and filling the air with thick, choking steam.
It had been perhaps five minutes since they had vacated the cave beneath them and the water was no longer pouring in with the frightening rapidity it had earlier. Though the lake still splashed violently, the worst of it was over.
The worst of the water, that is- The worst of the Bohrok had yet to arrive. As they watched Toa Pohatu and Gali flee, the Tahnok began to burn handholds into the canyon walls and hoist themselves free from the lake below. 

Worse still, from the bottom of the lake one could make out a group of Bohrok rising swiftly to the surface, acting completely unlike the Tahnok had done.  These creatures slipped through the water adeptly and with the ease of a Takea shark. At first only the dim glow of their orange eyes could be made out in the depths, but soon their beetle-like bodies came into view.

From their blue color Krahiki determined that they were Gahlok- “Masters of the Flood Tide,” Turaga Vakama had called them. As they slid their heads above the surface of the water they split into two groups, one heading for the Toa and the other for the tiny island on which the Tohunga stood.
They barreled through the water and slowed to a halt by grabbing hold of the rocky crags on the island. A line of pale light encircled the Matoran’s precarious rock, connected by their finned hand-shields. 

The water around the circle rippled and came alive, surging inwards to form a wall of boiling water. The wall slowly built up and rose above the lake surrounding it, increasing in pressure and intensity.
“It looks like they’re trying to wash away these caves,” Krahiki said to Poru, who was nearest to him.

“Obviously,” said Poru with a frown. “The Bohrok have been tearing down everything, haven’t they?”
At that very moment a tremendous blast of water rocketed up from all sides of the rock they stood on and flew a hundred bios into the air, blotting out the sun and soaking them with seething water droplets. Krahiki turned in alarm to his right, where he had just heard a stifled shout.
Moments before, Kopau had been kneeling, bending his neck over the ledge to see the lake below, but afraid to get too close to water -After all, he was a Po-Matoran. 

In a horrible twist of irony, his attempts to keep away from the water had left his head fully exposed to the brute force of the wave. It caught him and sent him flying in the blast, high up into the air. 
Unable to help, Krahiki and Poru backed away from the wall of water, not wanting to get hit by the rocky debris in the wave that had been scraped away from the island’s walls. The larger chunks of the wall stayed in the column but smaller stones and pebbles fell to the top of the cave and threatened to dent the Matoran’s armor.

Nearly lost amidst the hail of debris was a Kakama, only noticeable due to the clank it made when it hit the ground. Poru rushed over and grabbed it just as the walls of water began to fall back into the lake. 

Krahiki rushed to the ledge (Which had been sheared away about one or two bios) and peered into the foaming, raging water below. Assuming Kopau was like the average Po-Matoran, he was probably a poor swimmer. This, along with the fact that his mask had been knocked off and the impact of the wave, had probably rendered him unconscious.
An unconscious Po-Matoran would sink like a stone, Krahiki knew, and the boiling waters wouldn’t do much to help matters. He briefly weighed his chances of saving him with the risk of hurting himself before he thankfully was freed of the responsibility. 
Down below, a Gahlok had emerged from the surf with Kopau in its arms. It deposited his limp body onto a smaller rock clinging to the island and began to tread water and keep itself in place. The water-Bohrok re-submerged and Krahiki could make out an orange flash of its Krana.
Signaled by the Krana’s call, a small creature paddled its way to the surface and slunk onto Kopau’s rock. It was blue and had a flat, finned head with a pair of gleaming orange eyes. Taking the place of its left hand was an enormous hook, easily the length of its torso.

It let out a curious clicking noise as it inspected Kopau’s bare face with its smaller right hand. The thing immediately retracted its claw and backed up by about half-a-bio. Hunkering down, its thin plate of a head nearly flattened down on the ground and it looked up at the Matoran malevolently. 
Krahiki then noticed the rubbery purple Krana nestled in its back and shuddered. He removed his bamboo disk from his disk-strap and took careful aim at the horrible little creature.

A glassy protective plate retracted back from over the Krana and it blotchily flushed orange in anticipation of a host. It was now or never- If Krahiki’s disk hit it, it would be flung into the scalding water without a Bohrok’s head-shield to protect it and the Krana would be boiled.
If he missed, Kopau was as doomed as Le-Koro.

Krahiki tossed the disk and watched as it hit the Bohrok’s helper with a loud clank! It didn’t hit the Krana as he intended, but it succeeded in knocking the small creature into the water before it could do Kopau any harm.
Realizing that the Krana’s survival was more significant than the Matoran’s control, it descended into the raging water to catch it and was quickly gone. Krahiki was almost ready to let out a cheer when he realized the Gahlok were willing to retaliate.

A powerful jet of water blasted towards the top of the island and, though he instinctively jumped out of the way, it grazed his slide and sent him tumbling backwards. The slippery rocks scratched at him painfully but he stopped after a couple bios. 
Twisting his mask on straight, he raised his head in time to witness Kuriko pushing Poru aside and away from the ledge. The crab scuttled down the slope towards Kopau and out of his master’s sight. Krahiki leapt up and ran towards the Ta-Matoran to help him up.
Moments later, Kuriko raced back up to the waiting Matoran, Kopau held on his back. Jets of boiling water continued to stream behind him, missing him only narrowly.
Poru grabbed the injured Tohunga and dragged him a little towards the center of the island where the Gahlok’s water blasts couldn’t hit him. Krahiki and his pet followed, watching with concern as Poru inspected him.

“I’m not a medic,” began Poru, “but I can guess at what’s wrong. The force of the wave has knocked him unconscious and he’s in shock… His armor is damaged, as well, but his heartlight is blinking steadily. If we could just find a way to get him out of here we’d have nothing to worry about.”
Krahiki furrowed his brow and looked around him. Were the Toa still here somewhere? He hadn’t seen them leave. He reached into his soaked pack and recoiled at once.

Wincing, he tipped it to the side to pour out a surprising amount of boiling water. He reached in again to remove his red Pakari, which he quickly swapped his regular mask for. 

Krahiki peered around again and saw nothing. It wouldn’t be hard to believe that they were still there, though, somewhere behind the countless rocky crags of the canyon. 

“Toa!” Krahiki called. “Tooooa! There’s an injured Matoran! Help!”

He heard a shout respond to his and watched as a faint gold gleam moved from behind a group of stones. Toa Pohatu leapt from behind them and looked at the Matoran, a bewildered expression on his face. Toa Gali immediately followed him.
The Toa of Stone narrowed his eyes and glared at the stone island the Gahlok were attacking, concentrating. The island began to rumble, forcing the Matoran to grab for handholds. 
Krahiki could almost feel a change in the very stone they stood on, as if the hollow caves below them had been filled up. As he looked on with wide eyes, the edges of the island re-grew and the sheared-away edges were gone. It continued to grow and grow until it stopped, as if at a breaking point.

It trembled again and seemed to explode at the Gahlok- They turned away to flee but were caught by the crushing force of thousands of tons of growing rock. It grew over them almost fluidly, trapping them perfectly. No hole, no matter how small, could have let air or water in.
Krahiki looked around now at the island, which had just tripled in size. An edge of it even formed a small bridge over which they could exit. The Toa of Water now turned her attention to the flooded area and, with a gesture of her hook, it began to drain to the bottom, leaving an empty and charred ground beneath.

Pohatu sprinted across the small bridge to them with Gali behind him at every step. As he reached them, a grim look spread over his face and he gestured to Kopau. The Water-Toa nodded wordlessly and picked up his unconscious body, walking it perhaps ten bios away.
“Little ones,” He began, a serious tone to his voice, “I’d like to apologize if we harmed you. We meant to flood this canyon to trap the Tahnok swarm that menaced Po-Koro recently- But we were unaware that there were Matoran here. The tunnel Onua dug to the sea also had the unfortunate side-effect of letting in Gahlok… We couldn’t have predicted that.”

Krahiki had never actually spoken to Toa Pohatu before or encountered him, as he had all the other Toa. Gali might be able to recognize his voice, however, so he decided to speak before she got back.

“How did you do that…? What did you do?”
Pohatu cracked a smile and looked at him as if ready to chuckle to himself, but instead spoke up: “I just gave the rocks a little push to grow and cover the Bohrok over. It’s not a particularly impressive feat… Tahu can certainly ‘grow’ fire, can’t he?”
Poru butted in: “Toa Pohatu, may I speak?”

“Sure,” he replied pleasantly. “What are you doing here, anyways? What happened to your friend over there that Gali’s healing?”

“Toa,” he began, “I have something far more important to tell you right now… The Matoran standing here, right next to me- Is Krahiki!”
