Chapter 20- The Muaka

The three walked for an hour or two in complete silence. Krahiki was becoming irritated with this toa’s behavior, and often opened his mouth to speak before being silenced by Kopaka.
Mata Nui… What a stupid toa. Is he even going to tell me which civilization I’m going to? thought Krahiki with a scowl.

Tired of walking, he mounted Kuriko and rode him at the side of Kopaka. 

*
*
*

Not too far away, a Muaka prowled around stealthily. It was sure it had heard the voice of the little tohunga that had taunted it in Treespeak. True, it had been half-dazed and was missing its mask when it had heard his voice, but its rahi-brain didn’t see any significance in that. 
For quite a while it had heard nothing from the matoran, but it was confident that it could smell one fairly close-by. It stepped over a frosty string that smelled of matoran.
Out of the icy haze loomed a sharp cone of ice and snow. The smell emanated from this most strongly, and the grimalkin watched triumphantly as a circle of snow fell out from its base. It padded quietly around the cone and waited for Krahiki to emerge.
A small figure trudged outside, and from the perspective of the Muaka its colors could not be made out. The matoran stood there, staring into the distance. The colossal feline clambered up the back of the cone and pounced, landing directly in front of the matoran.

The matoran jumped back in surprise, and the Muaka saw that this was a different matoran. It was white and blue, with what looked like cylinders sticking out of its head. 
Frustrated, the tiger extended its neck high into the air and let out a terrible roar. The tohunga was frightened by this, and held his pick-axe in a battle-stance. He was quickly batted away.
*
*
*

For the first time in a while, Kopaka spoke: “Kuriko? Did you hear that?”

“Kuriko can’t talk, toa- Oh, wait… Umm… Yes. I did hear it.”

Kopaka eyed him coldly and replied, “It sounds like a Muaka over this rise. Stay here and you won’t get hurt.”
Krahiki nodded and peered over the hill as Kopaka walked over it. The ussal began to follow him, but his master held him back. As Krahiki looked over the mound, he saw to his disappointment that Matoro was there. He frowned as he realized that he could no longer follow Kopaka without being discovered for who he was.
A gust of wind blew frost all around the Muaka, obscuring its view effectively. As the haze settled, Kopaka became visible standing calmly in front of the monster. 

He withdrew his sword, and the rahi looked at him, as if to ask “who dares challenge me?” The enormous tiger extended its neck with great rapidity towards the toa, but its mouth was only buried with snow. 

Kopaka had leapt out of the way and landed on the snow, which immediately compacted to smooth ice beneath his feet. He seemed to skate across it, and he turned around and began heading towards the beast.

As he slid over the glasslike surface, he activated his Noble Huna. He seemed to disappear, and footprints began to appear leading to the Muaka. For once the great cat looked frightened at the prospect of an invisible foe.

A large quantity of snow was flung into the air as Kopaka seemingly leapt towards the monster. The tiger was repeatedly struck, and the clank of protodermis on protodermis sounded throughout the Drifts. Only once did the Muaka get a hit in, and it sounded as if it were blocked with Kopaka’s shield, anyways.

A hole then appeared in a mound, suggesting that the toa had entered it. A burst of snow was blown out of the top, and Kopaka appeared, now visible. 
He activated his Noble Mahiki, and two exact replicas of himself materialized around him. They began advancing on the Muaka, which began to look around at them frantically, confused and alarmed. The infected creature lunged at the middle one, which merely vibrated and dissipated with a buzzing sound. 
The Muaka was now backed up against a ledge, and the two illusions and one toa raised their swords in unison. They plunged them into the ice, cutting it cleanly. With a horrified roar, the monstrous feline fell, still clutching the edge of the mountain.

As the two illusions disappeared, Krahiki ran towards the ledge closest to him.

“Haha! Now you are not cliffbound, just like your Kane-Ra friendbuddy!” he taunted in Treespeak for the last time. 

He glanced around and realized that both Kopaka and Matoro were walking towards him. Not wanting to be recognized by Matoro, Krahiki emptied out his pack. He kept the more useful items, such as his scythe, spare mask, disks, and Kanoka, but emptied out the rest, arranging them so that some were on the ledge, some were in rocky crags on the side of the mountain, and some he threw off the mountain. He hung the pack itself on a lava rock jutting out of the side of the cliff.
He hoped that this would fool them into thinking he had fallen, and that they would not search for him as he escaped. He ran off and hid behind another mound, listening for their reaction.

He heard the voice of Matoro say, “So his name was Kuriko?”

“Yes,” responded a guilty-conscienced Kopaka.

“That was the same one who told Gali about the condition of Ga-Koro, and who told Onua about the Nui-Rama hive.”
“I… Suppose you’re right,” Kopaka said quietly. 
The two walked away silently and solemnly. After they were far enough away, Krahiki emerged, a broad smile across his face. He mounted Kuriko and followed them from a distance.

“That was a close call, Kuriko,” Krahiki said. “But we didn’t get caught! If you had hands instead of claws, I’d high-five you right now.” 

If I had hands I’d strangle you right now, added Vitara. 

“Haha, you don’t have hands.”

