Chapter 4- Leaving Ta-Koro

It had been two days since Krahiki had saved Jala, and Jala still hadn’t gone back with supplies as he had promised. While it all was happening, it seemed like a wonderful thing… However now it seemed to Jala like a curse.

For Jala could not remove the image from his mind of the red-eyed Krahiki whispering to himself. Something about it’s strangeness greatly disturbed him.

Meanwhile, however, he had other things to attend to. They had entirely lost contact with Ga-Koro, and a rahi attack was assumed the cause. Ever since the incident at the Tren Krom, the rahi attacks had been steadily growing in frequency and organization. If they continued improving at this rate, an attack on Ta-Koro would be nearly unavoidable. 

Jala had however heard rumors of canisters sighted out at sea by Ga-Matoran fishing boats. According to Turaga Vakama, it was possible that these were canisters belonging to the legendary Toa. If this were true, Jala would have to completely redo his current defense strategy to include those six mighty guardians. 

Moving towards the three-dimensional map of Mata Nui in the center of the room, Jala’s mind once again drifted off to Krahiki. He tried in vain to concentrate on the topic at hand, gripping the pins he used to mark the defense posts on his map. After frustrating himself with his inability to concentrate, he threw the pins, scattering them all over the map.

Why can’t I just think? Jala asked himself angrily, I can’t come up with strategies in a state like this! I need to know what’s wrong with Krahiki! 

Out of the room and down the flight of stairs Jala walked, afterwards proceeding across the colossal drawbridge. He then walked towards the rear of the fortress, towards the various stands owned by merchants. He purchased a scythe crafted in Le-Koro, a backpack made of the toughest maha-hide, a bamboo disc with sharpened edges, some gourmet ruki-fish, and a polished lightstone from the deepest mineshafts of Onu-Wahi. Krahiki’s supplies were obtained, and there was only one thing left to do.

After this, Jala proceeded towards Turaga Vakama’s stone dwelling. Upon knocking on the door, Jala heard a mild commotion and shuffling from the inside, followed by a reassuring, “Just a minute!” When the door opened a startled-looking Vakama emerged.

“Oh, Jala, come in, come in…” he quickly said in an attempt to look amiable, “What’s the news?”

Jala stepped inside, briefly noticing a piece of parchment placed hastily over a tablet. All Jala could make out of the writing underneath was “Metru Nui was” and the words “Turaga Dume.” Jala did not know what these meant, but didn’t bother asking, as Vakama quickly sat down in front of it, trying very purposefully to obscure it from view.

“Umm… Well, Turaga… I had… Errr… I had heard that the tunnel to Le-Koro wasn’t being completed very efficiently because of a shortage in light stones. I was thinking that… Well, since Whenua recently mined out a bunch of protodermis for Ta-Koro to use in the guard… I figured that we should repay them with some lightstones. I wanted to know if I could go there today and drop ‘em off.” Jala stammered.

“Oh, yes! Very fine idea, very fine idea indeed! You go along now and do that!” Vakama said hurriedly as he practically pushed Jala out the door.

“Bye.”

“Goodbye,” the Turaga said as he shut the door to the hut.

Although Vakama's secretiveness intrigued him, Jala didn't stop to think much about it. While Vakama had his tantalizing secrets, Krahiki had his, and Krahiki’s interested Jala far more at the moment. Jala knew that the Turaga Council’s secrets would always be revealed another day, yet Krahiki’s would have to be found out. 

Grabbing his trusty double-sided knife, Jala set out to Onu-Koro. This time he knew where he was going: Deep Mining Shaft #42. He decided to take the surface-roads to Onu-Koro this time, as it greatly diminished the possibility of getting lost. The strong winds of the Ta-Wahi highlands bitterly assaulted Jala’s eyes, yet he had become used to it over time.

Crawling through the gnarled crags of volcanic rock, Jala noticed something amiss… The rocks up ahead seemed unusually shaped, looking almost like a living thing. 

By the time Jala got to it, it was already too late. For he had stumbled onto no boulder- He had stumbled onto a ranama fire-frog!

