Chapter 8- Krahiki’s Mission

“Okay… So you’ve lost communications with Ga-Koro,” said Krahiki.

“Yes.”

“Okay… And it was most likely a rahi attack.”

“Yes.”

“And you want me to sail to Ga-Koro through deadly shark-infested waters to find out what happened.”

“That’s basically the gist of it.”

Krahiki frowned. Jala had come all the way to Krahiki’s home, deep in the Charred Forest, to tell him about two things: Toa Tahu’s arrival, which he already knew of, and had witnessed first-hand- And this.

So Jala wants me to be his little scout, eh? thought Krahiki, Well why should I? He’s practically got an army under his control- the Ta-Koro Guard.

“Why me? Why not someone from the Guard?” Krahiki asked irritably.

“Toa are arriving in many villages, and Tahu has already come to Ta-Koro. The Guard is very busy… Well… Guarding. Now that the Toa are here, the rahi will try with all their might to destroy them. I fear the ferocity of their attacks will now greatly increase. Perhaps the fall of Tren-Krom had-“

“Yeah, yeah, whatever,” Krahiki interrupted, “So they’re too busy guarding. So that means I sail through shark-infested waters.”

“Well,” began Jala, “You could always take the overland route. That way it wouldn’t be takea and tarakava- It would be nui-jaga and sand tarakava.” 
“Oh, yes. That’s much better…” Krahiki mumbled sarcastically.

“Will you do it? Please, Krahiki- the fate of all those matoran may rest in your hands,” Jala said
Krahiki furrowed his brow. He knew that he couldn’t save Ga-Koro himself- if indeed it did need saving- but he knew of someone who could. The Toa were new to Mata Nui, and probably didn’t know of Krahiki yet.

“What’s the name of the toa of water?”

“I’m not quite sure. I think Vakama said it was Gali. That sounds right,” Jala said hesitantly.
“Hmmm… I’ll try to find Gali. She could probably take a couple of tarakava down, right?”

“I hope so. Are you taking the overland or water route?”

“I don’t know. Whichever one’s closest, I guess.”

Krahiki walked over to the cave wall and grabbed his pack. He strapped his throwing disc and his new scythe to his back with the same sort of sash the ussalry used. Picking up his lightstone, he moved towards the cave exit, whistling once. The whistle attracted Kuriko’s attention, and he happily scuttled in Krahiki’s direction. Krahiki mounted the ussal, and the two began climbing through the hatch to the surface. Jala followed.
“Hey. I’ve got to go back to Ta-Koro. The Guard needs leadership. May Tahu protect you, Krahiki,” said Jala as he stopped walking, “I’ll… Go back now.”
“See you. With luck I’ll be back soon. Hopefully. Without luck I might not be back at all!” he said with a nervous chuckle, “Giddy up, Kuriko.”

Kuriko immediately began moving slowly into the blackness of the forest.
*
*
*

“Well, Kuriko… It’s just you and me now,” Krahiki said for the seventh time on this trip.

Just like the past six times, Kuriko merely stared blankly. He continued his steady movement through the swamp of Le-Wahi.
“You know, I’ve wanted someone to talk to for years- ever since someone framed me. Well, I could’ve talked to Vitara more, but he’s not very fun.”

“Silence!” hissed Vitara in the back of Krahiki’s mind.

“Anyhow, now I’ve finally found someone, and he’s sending me on reconnaissance missions… So I’m back to talking to you, Kuriko. Not that you seem to notice. You’re just a crab.”

Kuriko remained silent.
Krahiki sighed. He had been traveling around in a swamp to the east of the Fau for about a day, and the only voices he had heard were his own, and those of the chattering and shrieking brakas. He had also heard Vitara’s voice in his mind several seconds ago, but hearing that was hardly enjoyable.
Krahiki didn’t know how he had done it. He had lived alone with Kuriko for hundreds of years with nobody but Vitara to talk to. It had seemed so easy at the time, but now that he had met another matoran, it seemed as if he couldn’t stand to stop talking. 

Krahiki’s eyes narrowed. He could have sworn he had seen something move behind the dense trees. Normally this wouldn’t bother him, as he had spent much of his younger days in Le-Koro and Le-Wahi. Yet this seemed far larger than any braka or kewa. He knew of the many terrible Makuta-Beasts that roamed the land and served their master’s will, and this hardly comforted him.

 All of the chirping birds and shrieking brakas immediately fell silent as a pair of blades shot forth from the tangled vines in front of Krahiki. Surprised, Krahiki stumbled off of Kuriko and onto the swampy, muddy, soil. Luckily, because of this, Krahiki moved out of the way of the blades, missed by mere inches. The blades snapped back, and Krahiki’s attacker scuttled into view. 
It was a colossal insect, many times the size of the toa Krahiki had encountered. It appeared at first to be a Mata Nui Mantis, before Krahiki realized how much bigger it was. He recalled boasts and tales spun by matoran and Turaga who claimed to have encountered beasts like these. Krahiki remembered Whenua mention their name once before. They were called Krytara-Nui mantises. 
For a creature so huge, it shocked Krahiki to see how fast it moved. Its six legs sped along in unison as it rushed towards him. Its mouth, filled with teeth, opened to bellow a high-pitched screech. Krahiki grabbed two weapons. He threw his disc with all his might, yet it bounced harmlessly off of the mantis’ verdant armor. 
One of the creature’s forelegs lurched forward again, grabbing hold of Krahiki’s scythe, and flinging it away into the air. Krahiki ran and grabbed a length of bamboo. Turning around and facing the Krytara-Nui, Krahiki jabbed the bamboo in its mouth. The beast chomped its mouth down on the pole, and splintered it right down the middle.
Meanwhile, Kuriko watched his master as he was attacked. The ussal was afraid, but he pulled himself together and climbed up a tree. Just as the insect attempted to stab Krahiki, Kuriko jumped and landed on its head. The Krytara-Nui mantis became enraged, and began thrashing about, trying to knock off Kuriko.
What happened next was quite unexpected. Krahiki felt a tug in the back of his mind, which immediately developed into a strong pull. He felt a familiar feeling, and his eyes pulsed red. Vitara had, once again, taken over.

“Beast!” commanded the voice of Vitara, “Cease your attack!”

The mantis’ antennae crackled with crimson energy, and its eyes flashed red. It seemed puzzled for a brief moment before it stopped and stood still.

“Step aside, and reveal to us that which you are guarding!”
The mantis stepped aside, and Krahiki (or Vitara) walked forward, Kuriko trailing hesitantly behind. They soon walked up some crumbling stone steps, only to find a small suva-like structure. Krahiki’s fingers pressed a series of symbols in a strange order, and the top dome rolled upside down, revealing a protodermis disc. Vitara released his control over Krahiki’s body, and Krahiki picked up the disc. He examined the strange pattern on the disc, which was weathered and faded. He could just make out the matoran numbers “685.”
“What is this?” Krahiki asked himself, “And how did you call of that mantis? How did you know it was guarding something?”

“Telepathy. I have a mental link to all of their kind.” Vitara said matter-of-factly, ”And that is a kanoka disc of teleportation. I myself placed it there.”

“How would you place it there? What’s a kanoka disc? Why do you have a mental link with those things?”

“As always, there will be a time for you to learn the answers you seek. But that time is not now.”

Frustrated, Krahiki walked back to pick up his other disc and his scythe. He was sure that if Vitara had a mouth, he’d be smiling broadly as he annoyed Krahiki. The matoran trudged on through the swamp, Kuriko following behind. He still had to get to Ga-Koro. 
