Chapter 7- A New Home- A New Hero

Jala was stunned. He wanted to think that the matoran in front of him was insane, yet he couldn’t. Something about him seemed so eerie- So real. 
It wasn’t only the change in eye-color that confirmed his honesty- But also the terrifying associations he had with that voice. Jala had never heard it, yet it seemed spine-tinglingly familiar nonetheless. 

Krahiki- or Krahik’s will at least, seemed to attempt full control at his body. His eyes quickly faded to a cool green again, yet his expression was far from a cool one. He seemed panicked, as if he were struggling to find something to say.
Finally, he spoke, “Uhh… Hi, Jala. That was just a temporary bout of, umm… Insanity. Seriously. That’s all it was. Can I have my supplies now?”
Krahiki noticed immediately after speaking how futile his attempt was. No one would fail to see through this lie.

“Krahiki…? Can you… Explain?” Jala inquired hesitantly.

“Fine… I’m assuming you don’t believe my story about insanity,” he began, “Well… He’s sorta always been with me. His name is Vitara. He claims to just ‘inhabit’ me, but he sometimes controls me. I… Don’t know how to get rid of him.”
“I think I’m beginning to believe your first story,” Jala mumbled.

Krahiki merely glared at him and began speaking again, “He always talks about strange things, and likes confusing me. He just said something before you came in… Nuro Nui… Squiri Vata… Vata Metru… Metru Nui! That’s one of ‘em…”
“Metru Nui?!” Jala shouted before he could stop himself.  He had seen that word in Turaga Vakama’s hut. “What… What’s Metru Nui?”

“I dunno. I gave up asking Vitara stuff like this a long time ago. He always just says ‘the answers will be revealed in due time,’ or something like that.” Krahiki responded with a smile. 

Perhaps he’s starting to believe me, thought Krahiki hopefully.
“So why all the enthusiasm?” asked Krahiki.

“What?”

“Why were you so excited when I mentioned Metru Nui? Do you know what it is or something?”

“Umm… No reason…”

Jala now felt that Krahiki couldn’t possibly be insane. Whether he knew what it was or not, Krahiki had heard of Metru Nui. Jala had assumed that only the Turaga knew of Metru Nui- Whatever it was- But if Vitara knew of it, he was certainly not a figment of Krahiki’s imagination. He decided to trust Krahiki- For now.
“So… Should we find you a new home? You know, one that isn’t filled with hardened lava?” asked Jala.

“That’s probably a very good idea. Let’s go. Kuriko! Get over here!”

Kuriko jumped to his feet in anticipation and scuttled towards Krahiki. Krahiki mounted him and gestured for Jala to join him. He did, and the two set off for the exit into the Charred Forest.
*
*
*

Jala was glad to have learned more about and helped Krahiki, yet his mind was still filled with questions. Jala had helped Krahiki block off the entrances to his new home, given him his supplies, and Krahiki was busy building himself a hut to live in. Jala, however, had not come back to Ta-Koro through the forest. He had taken the longer route through the tunnels. If he wanted to visit Krahiki often, he’d have to learn the direct route through the forest.
It was then that Jala realized how he could find out. If he could get Kapura to lead them to where he was “practicing” for a supposed rahi-hunting expedition, he could learn where the entrance was. He decided to ask Vakama for permission. 
Immediately after Jala began knocking, the door to the hut was opened by Vakama, who looked nervous. Jala gave the Turaga a quick bow and began.
“Uh, Turaga? I’ve been thinking… After the fall of Tren Krom, I realized that we need security within our borders as well as beyond them. I just got an idea. We should stock up on food supplies in case the rahi attack and isolate us. I request permission to go on a rahi hunting expedition tonight. In the forest.”
“Why tonight?” asked the Village Elder, clearly relieved that Jala hadn’t asked about what he saw Vakama reading.

“I don’t know… Better sooner than later…?” his voice trailed off. The truth was that he didn’t know why anyone would want to that night. He couldn’t tell the truth about Krahiki, so he thought up a lie.
“I suppose it’s a good idea. Gather some tohunga and supplies for a trap.”

“Yes, Turaga Vakama,” Jala said. He then bowed and walked away from the Sacred Fire. 

Jala walked out of the hut and towards the drawbridge engine room. Stepping inside, he saw Agni walking around in his just-polished crimson Miru. 
“Hey, Agni! You’re going to want to put on a different mask. We’re going rahi hunting in the Charred Forest. Remember when Nuhrii got his mask batted off by that ash bear? We had to replace it. You don’t want that shiny thing getting ruined, do you?”
“I take great pride in my mask. I’ll put on my work-mask,” he said, grabbing an old red Kakama. 

“Come on. We’re going to go get Maglya.” Jala muttered, grabbing some Ta-Koro Guard Ensigns.

The two matoran walked up a stone staircase. Sleeping on his lava board at the top was Maglya. 

“Hey! Wake up. It’s not late enough to sleep,” Jala said, jabbing the resting matoran with his fingers.

“Unghh…” groaned Maglya as he sat up, “What is it? …Jala?”

“You’re going rahi hunting with us,” Jala said firmly.

“What? I’m not a member of the guard!” he said angrily.

“You are now,” Jala said, shoving an ensign into the drowsy matoran’s hands.
The trio began marching down the stairs to find Kapura, with Maglya lagging behind several steps. As they reached the bottom, Jala ordered them to spread out and find Kapura. Agni ended up finding him as he “practiced” by the Suva. 
Kapura then led them into the dark and foggy forest. They walked for quite some time until they reached the area where Kapura claimed to have been. Kapura, however, insisted that they were in the wrong place, as he couldn’t find the tunnel entrance. Krahiki and Jala had covered it over earlier by brush and old logs so that travelers wouldn’t find it. Only a hidden hatch of wood could be used to enter. 
“We are lost. We are in the wrong place,” said Kapura, “This place will not work.”

“It’s fine. I set up red marking flags on the way to make sure that we don’t get lost. Let’s put together our rahi-trap,” Jala responded confidently. He knew that what they were doing next was completely unimportant, as the point of this trip was to learn his way to Krahiki’s home. But none the less, he pretended to be very serious about this job. 

After setting up the trap, the four matoran walked quietly away, and across several rises. They could no longer see the trap, and they hid behind a fallen log. They would have to rely on the sound the rahi made to catch it. Jala, of course, didn’t care about catching rahi, by sight or by sound. 
*
*
*

Krahiki opened the hatch in the ground and crawled out. He and Kuriko had heard the matoran walk by overhead, set up a trap, and walk back. 

Krahiki remembered Jala mentioning his idea of how to find his way to Krahiki’s home, and he wanted to see the trap for himself. He began inspecting the trap. It appeared quite capable of holding a rahi. The bait was a fresh ruki-fish. 

Krahiki suddenly got the feeling that he was being watched. He looked up and around, until he saw, in the shadows of some trees, a pair of orange eyes peering at him. 

Instinctively, Krahiki grabbed his scythe. It was all he had to protect himself. The creature took this as a threat, and lunged towards him, eyes blazing. 

It was tall, vaguely tohunga-shaped, and wore crimson armor. It wore a red Kanohi Hau, and wielded a flaming sword. As it ran at him, it realized all too late that it was caught in a rahi-trap.

Meanwhile, Jala heard a twig snap. He narrowed his eyes, trying to see where it had come from. He assumed that it came from Krahiki observing the trap, though he couldn’t be sure.

Voosh! Jala heard from behind him. He saw a small jet of flame shoot up into the air behind him. His eyes widened as he turned around to see Kapura with his hand over his mouth, wisps of smoke still rising from his rear end. Maglya shook his head in disgust. Jala shushed him and turned around just in time to see a tall red figure get caught in the trap. 
The creature’s sword ignited in a burst of flame, and with ease he cut the cage apart in one stroke. The matoran hopped up onto the log. Two thoughts ran through their minds that moment: ‘What is it?’ and ‘Do we attack it?’ Jala looked at Maglya, and Maglya looked at Jala. Maglya shrugged.
They ran towards it, and the tall “rahi” looked at them and prepared his battle stance. At that very moment, Vakama’s voice rang through the trees.
“STOP!”

Everybody stopped and glanced at him. Jala wondered what he was doing here- Was he following him? Perhaps he didn’t fully believe Jala’s reason for going there. If he didn’t earlier, he certainly did now.

Vakama walked over to the towering, armored creature- And bowed. It was then that the matoran realized what it was. They couldn’t contain themselves. They began yelling and cheering, jumping for joy, and raising their weapons in salute.

The toa had come.
