Chapter 11- Through Onu-Koro
The three Matoran and Kuriko had been walking through the desert for hours before they reached the opening into Mount Ihu. For Krahiki it was an unpleasantly bright area, but to his companions it seemed to be no problem. He recalled that a Matoran by the name of Midak lived around here and so he fished around in his pack for his red Pakari.

Midak was an odd Tohunga, he recalled, but not someone he knew well. His reputation for enjoying the light had made him unpopular among the Onu-Matoran, and Krahiki could easily relate, not only out of being universally loathed, but also for his tolerance when it came to heights that Onu-Koronans lacked, having not lived in Le-Koro. 
As he got closer, though, Krahiki lowered his Pakari, for Midak’s hut was empty. The ussals weren’t in their stables, either, which was strange. (Generally, taxi crab-tenders aren’t supposed to leave their stations while the crabs are being used.)

Kopau had noticed this too and was scratching his head over it. He sped up his walk towards the small hut and Krahiki followed closely. Poru lagged behind, still glaring at the others. 

“This is awful strange,” Kopau said, stepping in through the doorway. “There’s a bunch o’ lightstones everywhere.”
“That’s not unusual for Midak…” Krahiki responded. He glanced around and noted little out of the ordinary considering the person living there. Everything was rather messy and disheveled, but for an eccentric like Midak this was the norm.

He glanced out the window into the yard and noticed Poru looking intently at something on the ground. The door to the stables was open behind him. 
“Footprints!” Poru called to them. “They’re new!”

Krahiki and Kopau raced out into the back and met with Poru. He told them: “Midak’s footprints are here, along with a couple of Ussals’. It looks like he led them out of their stables maybe just an hour ago.”
Now that he looked, Krahiki could actually make out a trail of footprints leading into the tunnel to Onu-Koro. He began to follow them and was quickly joined by the others. The dark tunnel yawned open up at him and he couldn’t help but feel a bit nervous at the thought of going to Ta-Koro through the village that hated him so much. 
Still, it was the fastest route, without a doubt, and he didn’t want to wait to help the Le-Koronans. So he led his group into the tunnel and walked dutifully, Kuriko at his side. 

I wonder why Midak brought his ussals down here… Krahiki wondered. Perhaps he’s come to sell them at the Great Market, along with all those fish-salesman and carvers…
They continued to walk through the tunnels for maybe half an hour before Kopau stopped and put his audio-receptor to the rocky wall. Krahiki glanced at him with an expression that seemed to ask what he was doing. 
He then remembered, of course, that it couldn’t be seen in the darkness, so he asked the question out loud: 

“What are you doing?”

“I hear… Water,” The Po-Matoran muttered with a furrowed brow that really couldn’t be seen. “Soun’s like maybe the next tunnel over?”

Krahiki concentrated and realized that he could hear it as well. It wasn’t uncommon to hear a drop of water echoing through the tunnels, but this was different. It sounded like flowing water, perhaps a river, but the typical roar that accompanied that was really more like plain white noise here. Probably the effect of the sound traveling through stone.

“Bohrok?” asked Poru, his orange eyes glowing brightly in the darkness.
“No,” Krahiki decided. “Sounds natural to me.”

There he went again! He had no evidence whatsoever, but he felt sure it was natural. Completely sure. He hadn’t even given any thought to it. Why did he keep doing that?

They kept walking in silence for a while until Poru gave a slight jump. He spun around and looked at the rocky ground beneath him a few times before speaking. 

“I’m standing in a puddle.”

Krahiki felt along the ground and realized that everything did seem a bit wet and slick. Strange he hadn’t noticed it before. He knew there wasn’t any underground stream that passed through this tunnel and he glanced around in confusion and mild irritation.

“Let’s just get going,” He said with a frown. “I want to see Jala.”

They continued walking and after a few minutes the tunnel began to broaden and there was a definite upward slant to it. Nothing strange there, Krahiki knew. It had always been like that.
The familiarity would have reassured him had it not been for the fact that there was a definite trickle of water now, pouring down the sloping tunnel. Dirt was being washed away, leaving loose, slippery gravel to walk on. 

Kopau looked distastefully at his wet surroundings and shuddered. One thing he hated was wet, slippery… Wetness. He trudged along uphill and when the slope stopped they were in a cavern.

It was a cavern of decent size, with a multitude of tunnels leading out of each corner. Stalactites decorated the ceiling.

While the size was decent, however, he didn’t think that any other aspect of it was in any way remotely decent. It was flooded half-a-bio deep in many areas and water flowed into the tunnels leading downwards from there. Water flowed in from other, higher tunnels. A few of the passageways had collapsed into piles of earth and stone.

As the group waded through the water to the correct tunnel, Kopau attempted to stand upon and hop across un-submerged rocks to stay relatively dry. Being the only one looking down (To keep his balance), he was the first to notice the intruders.
Were those lightstones down that tunnel? Orange lightstones?

As they began to move, he cried out in fright.

“Bohroks!”

Krahiki and Poru snapped their heads around and Kuriko’s eyes swiveled in place. A dozen glowing eyes clustered together in a tunnel below and all of a sudden a blinding blue light illuminated the area.

Activating their elemental powers, the Gahlok fired a blast of raging whitewater up through the tunnel and at the Matoran. The blast hit them with the force of an explosion and rocked the very tunnel itself. 
Kuriko exerted his strength and planted his pointy legs into the stone beneath him, withstanding the water and allowing Krahiki and his companions to grab hold of him and avoid being washed away- But the water continued to come. 
They were submerged now, and the ussal couldn’t stay in place much longer. He struggled and struggled against the onslaught of water but quickly succumbed to its relentless pressure and let go, letting the current whip him through a tunnel. 

At least, for as long as the three Matoran held onto him, they wouldn’t be separated.

For perhaps ten minutes they were flung through a nearly full tunnel, only occasionally being pushed to the tunnel’s roof where they could catch a breath. The water churned and broke the walls, but they held on tightly and eventually washed into a large cavern of still, neck-deep water.

Krahiki let go of his ussal and leaned against the rocky wall. His pack was gone and he was horribly scraped, but his armor had survived. Kuriko sank underwater to the floor, where Krahiki imagined he was thanking Mata Nui for being amphibious.
Krahiki watched Kopau shiver and cough- Very uncomfortable, but alive. Poru, also, had lost his pack and disks and such, but clung furiously to the Kiril Krahiki had seen him with back in Ta-Koro. He wondered vaguely why he had it and why he treated it with such importance, but found himself much too tired to think too hard about it.

Krahiki frowned and wished that he still had his scythe with him in case he found more Bohrok, but he shrugged and got over it. 

The four began walking again through a tunnel. Krahiki recognized it and knew he would reach Ta-Koro soon.

*
*
*

The skeleton-creature was sprawled, still, in the roots of a tree when he received Vitara’s communications. He dangled a small Rahi-mouse by the tail in his claws and toyed with it as Krahiki’s experiences over the past hours were injected into his memory.
Master, He communicated. It is good that you are well. Why did you have your host initially ignore the dangers of the Gahlok?

And again the horrible, hissing voice of Vitara crept its way into the skull of his servant. You would think, my friend, that after all these years we would have become patient. It is not so... I was hoping to skip the step in Ta-Koro and cut right to the climax of our plans. It turned out to be more hazardous than I anticipated.

But all is well, still? The Skeleton-Thing inquired.

All is well. I will be with you soon, my friend. But I cannot communicate when Krahiki needs my guidance. Finalize arrangements with Odina.
