Chapter 26- The Makuta
Krahiki nearly jumped with surprise and fright, and began to run back through the door which he had used to enter. An invisible barrier seemed to hold him back, and he fell to the smooth stone floor. 

His heartlight flashing rapidly, he began feeling over the barrier for some sort of gap. There were none. He let out a sharp breath and turned around. Kuriko stood silently at his side staring upwards. Krahiki followed his gaze towards a swirling mass of dark objects, high up in the air.

They resembled the protodermic body parts of rahi and matoran, all of them covered in rust. They spun around in a spherical vortex about twenty bios in diameter, though from the sides it appeared much deeper, as if it was bigger on the inside than the outside.

An orangish pillar of light stretched from floor to ceiling, in which the vortex was situated. Despite this brightness, it barely illuminated the cavern, leaving much of it in total darkness. What lay beyond the pale light was unknown, though Krahiki imagined all variety of horrible creatures waiting in the shadows.
His uncomfortable thoughts were interrupted by a deep voice. It seemed to emanate from everywhere- The distant walls, the floor and ceiling, the vortex, and the very air itself. 
“Matoran! How have you reached my lair? Where is the Other?” boomed the Makuta. 

“I, I…“ Krahiki stuttered at first. “What other?”

“The Other!” the Master of Shadows bellowed. “The one destined to defeat me!”

“Do you… Expect him to come today?” the defenseless Tohunga choked.

“With you and the Toa!”
“Is it… V-Vitara?”
“I do not know for sure yet who it is, but it is not Vitara! Vitara is dead! Since the fall of Nuro-Vata!”

Krahiki shut his eyes as he felt Vitara’s influence creeping over his body. He normally hated this sensation, but today it gave him a feeling of confidence. He felt that he would hold some sway over Makuta after this transformation. 

“Not dead…” Vitara paused and then added, “Master. Merely dormant.”

Having lived with this demon in his head for as long as he could remember, Krahiki could see that this was false sincerity. As far as he could tell, the only one being betrayed was Makuta, but for what he couldn’t decide.
The massive power of the voice faltered a little as he spoke again. “Vitara… I am overjoyed to find that you are still alive. Do you know anything of the Other?”
“I have encountered him… But nothing can get past the Manas. Their fury was rekindled when I escaped them. They are currently destroying… Things.” 

As Vitara finished his sentence, Krahiki could feel him get angry with himself, though he hid it from the Makuta very well. The Manas were, after all, destroying themselves by destroying those towers. If he didn’t want this “Other” to reach Makuta, he could’ve simply told them to stop him.

The Makuta was about to continue this conversation when he stopped himself and quickly said, “Hide yourself!” Vitara turned Krahiki’s head around to look towards the entrance, only to find that the Toa were walking towards the doorway.
Vitara ran to the left of the cavern, pulling Kuriko along behind him. At this point Krahiki regained control of his body and he crouched down low to conceal himself. 

The six Toa stood before the vortex, ready to fight. The red Toa raised his sword boldly and shouted, “Makuta! We have come!” At this, Krahiki heard a shuffling in the darkness beyond the pillar of light. The Brother of Mata Nui was about to reveal himself.
Krahiki peered into the shadows from which he would emerge with a morbid curiosity. No creature that speaks had seen the Makuta and lived… The Matoran wondered about the rumors he had heard. Would he have three heads, as he had heard in his village? Would he have many forms that change?

A small figure walked into the light. At this, a few of the Toa began murmuring quietly, confused. The Fire-Toa even asked incredulously, “What?”
The small figure was a Matoran with sickly yellow eyes. Its protodermis armor was rusty and pitted, with flakes of metal peeling off here and there. It wore a decaying Hau carved without a moving mouth. Wherever muscle tissue should’ve been present, there was instead a putrid green energy.
“I have been waiting for you,” the Makuta said in his powerful voice. 

“But, you- You are…” the Red Toa said nervously.

“I am that which you have sworn to protect,” the dark Tohunga said plainly, pointing a frail hand towards them.

“Tahu, it’s a trick… We must destroy him,” Kopaka said, cold as ever.

“Destroy me? You cannot destroy me. No more than you can destroy the sea, or the wind. Or… The Void,” the Makuta said emotionlessly, gesturing towards the vortex above him as he said the last word. 
“You are like the sea?” Gali asked. “The sea bears life! The sea bore us!”

“I bore you. For I am Nothing,” Makuta explained. “And out of Nothing you came! And it is into Nothing that you will go… I stand with Mata Nui, side by side. I am his brother… The people of this world are builders, but look into their hearts… And you will find that they have also the power to destroy. I am that power. I am destruction… And I will destroy you.”
“But…” began Tahu. “You are but a Tohunga!”

“You expected something else?” Makuta asked, his eyes glowing brighter than ever before. “Something like… This!?”
As he uttered that last word, a cascade of black tendrils fell from the vortex and swooped up behind him, shattering his body! Grotesque body parts flew in every direction as the tentacles lifted the aged mask into the air ahead of the vortex.
Hundreds of tentacles erupted from all sides of the sphere, each reaching towards a Toa, which was quickly swatted like a rahi fly. Some Toa tried to dodge it or to shield themselves, while others stood and fought… All were decimated.

Krahiki ran away in a panic from the horrible black tentacles, but found that none came towards him. Makuta was quite preoccupied by the Toa. This was a good thing- Krahiki had just spotted a Ta-Matoran near the entrance, whom he recognized as Takua. Was he the “Other” they were talking about…?
His thoughts were interrupted by a sharp call from Toa Tahu. “Our only hope is to work together!” At this, he narrowed his eyes and swung his Firesword back, pointing it towards the vortex and Makuta. It blasted a great stream of flame at them and the vortex seemed to buckle on impact. The other Toa followed suit with their own elemental powers. 
Makuta merely levitated above the ground, completely inactive. Seeing this, Vitara began speaking to Krahiki in his mind. He won’t take much more of this without retaliation, Tohunga. If you care for your island do something now!
“What do I do?!”

This is a part of your destiny, not mine. I cannot solve it for you, as I don’t know what must be done!
Krahiki was about to respond when he got an idea. A smile that was more of a grimace spread across his mask, and he dropped to his knees after letting go of all the objects slung on his back. He picked up the object he was looking for and stared at it: The Kanoka Disk. He knew now why he had found it, and that he would have only one chance to use it. 

“You cannot destroy me…” boomed the Makuta.

Krahiki aligned his hand with the vortex and steadied himself. He was shaking under the pressure. It was imperative for him to throw accurately… He swung his arm forward and flung the Kanoka with all his might into the swirl of protodermic pieces.
It streaked through the air and glided far into the depths of the vortex, out of Krahiki’s view. Suddenly a brilliant white light tore through the swirling madness, shining through the outside layer, and through Makuta’s mask. Makuta’s rusty Hau was sucked into the collapsing vortex as the outside layer collapsed and the inner layer seemed to implode in a brilliant burst of white light.

“For I am Nothing…”

Pieces of protodermis armor and machine-parts fell to the floor and the once-formidable tentacles fell to the ground in a massive heap. The Toa looked at each other, confused by their sudden victory. Krahiki was almost ready to jump out from under a pile of fallen tentacles and announce his involvement when a beam of light enveloped a Toa to the right. Other Toa followed, until none were left.
“What happened to them?!” Krahiki worried.

Makuta would not want his enemies in his lair while he’s gone… Wherever he is.
Right as Vitara finished this sentence, a pale green light flooded the cavern. A massive circular door with a strange symbol on it rose up ahead of him. 

I think, Vitara hissed, He wants you to go in…
Krahiki was about to get up and go in when Takua walked by him, and he ducked again, pushing Kuriko down. Krahiki followed in a crouching walk, about fifty bios behind him. This cavern had no definite light source, but a pale green mist that sank to the floor illuminated the cavern with ambient light.

At the far side of the room was a massive honeycomb, reminiscent of those in a Nui-Rama hive. These, however, appeared to be made of protodermis, though each was covered in slime and caked with dirt and the filth of thousands of years. They each had a translucent dome, through which a faint light could be seen.
Takua walked somewhat carelessly up to one and peered through what was most likely once a glassy, clear surface, but was now nearly impossible to see through. As he put his face to it, a pair of bright red lights flickered to life inside the cell, and Takua ducked down as the surface of it began to bulge and bubble. 

This surface then burst, and a spherical object blew out of it, trailing liquid behind it. It landed on the ground between the two horrified Matoran and began to unfold into a streamlined red-armored, beetle-like creature.
As it awakened, other eyes began to glow in each cell, and they began bursting with more rapidity, scattering these monsters all over the cavern. A deafening “chikt-chikt-chikt” filled the room as all of them began walking dutifully in Takua’s direction.
Krahiki watched Takua panic and run away towards a small pedestal in the mist. A stone sphere was situated on it, and Takua began rooting through his own bag for something. He soon pulled out a chisel or wedge and inserted it into the sphere.

A large grayish, transparent bubble immediately formed around him and rocketed upwards towards the ceiling, which was actually visible in this room. It entered through a circular tunnel and zoomed out of sight.
Although the strange creatures were now getting to work demolishing their hive rather than attacking, Krahiki didn’t want to be around when it came down, as it seemed to be attached to the ceiling. Krahiki directed Kuriko up the highly textured face of the hive and commanded him to climb up it as Krahiki looked down at the carnage below. The beasts were melting the bottom of their hive with their disk-like claws, which glowed red-hot. 

“Vitara?” Krahiki asked unsurely. “What are those things?”
They are Bohrok, Krahiki. They will surely help my cause along…
Though he didn’t know what cause he was referring to, the Matoran was sure it couldn’t be good. He was convinced that the Bohrok would prove to be horrific creatures.

After quite a bit of climbing, Kuriko reached the ceiling, and his master was forced to hang on. The ussal crab reached the tunnel and began scuttling steadily down the polished hallway. As they walked, Krahiki reflected over what had happened recently. He had saved the island, made a friend in Jala, found a new home, seen the Makuta and lived...
As he thought, his mind gradually shifted to thoughts about Vitara’s conversation with the Makuta. What was this “Other?” Why did Vitara want him to survive? Krahiki realized that, in his tired state, Vitara might be more willing to explain to him.
“Vitara?”

What is it?
“Who is the Other?”

The Other is that clumsy Ta-Matoran who awakened the Bohrok…
“Takua?”
Yes.

“If he’s the ‘Other,’ who else… Is there-”

You, Krahiki. Makuta has you identified, but can’t have you killed because of the power he thinks you’re supposed to lead him to. After that, you are worthless to him.
“And you don’t want him to get this power because he wronged you in some way…?”
That is not why… The source of this power is immoral and cruel. It should not be exploited for personal gain!

Krahiki could tell that Vitara was getting irritable, so he decided to stop questioning him. He leaned back on Kuriko and enjoyed this relaxation he so desperately needed. After a time, they reached a dead end. He knew that Takua had come through here, so he did a quick search and found a button that would’ve been pressed inward when that sphere came through. He pressed it, and the stone rose above him. The early evening light poured in, and he saw that before him stretched the Ta-Wahi Beach.

He stepped out and spotted Takua lying on the sand, apparently unconscious from the rough landing. He looked fairly tended to, however, and Krahiki immediately dove behind a rock as he spotted Vakama standing a short way away, staring out over the Endless Sea… 
Takua was coming to, and he slowly opened his eyes and got up drowsily, walking across the windy beach towards his wise, elderly Turaga…
