Chapter 13- The Beach’s Prophecy
Krahiki stumbled forward through the powerful winds, sand and small debris striking him endlessly. He couldn’t see even half a bio ahead of him, but he managed somehow to stay next to Kuriko, or possibly vice versa.
Those matoran were right… Thought Krahiki wearily, This is a lot worse than I expected…
 He desperately wanted to get out of that horrible storm, and was willing to take any risk, as long as it held the possibility of safety. Krahiki wondered briefly whether or not to use the kanoka. He had, after all, just gone through quite some trouble to retrieve it, and he figured that he might as well make use of it. 
He reached into his pack and withdrew the disk, not taking into account the shape of the disk and ferocity of the wind. After all, who would? But as he did so, another powerful blast of wind caught the disk and sent it flying into the swirl of sand. There was a brief flash of open air, entirely devoid of sand where it struck. Krahiki was thankful that the strange disk teleported objects, for the brief clearness in the air marked where it had landed. 
Krahiki made his way, eyes closed or squinted, towards where he believed the disk to be. He felt along the ground for it, but it was strangely nowhere to be found. Krahiki felt strangely insulted that the kanoka might as well have been three bios away from him, and yet he couldn’t see it for the sandy veil enveloping everything. 

In the opaque atmosphere Krahiki realized that he couldn’t see Kuriko any longer. He briefly called out to him, and then returned to his searching. He finally felt the disk with the tips of his fingers, and snatched it up from the ground. He now had the disk, but he didn’t have Kuriko!
“KURIKO!” he shouted, his voice barely audible over the roar of the wind and sand, “KURIKO!”

Krahiki stopped calling after realizing that he could barely even hear himself. He wondered if perhaps a visual signal would work better, and he grabbed his lightstone out of his pack. He raised it as high as he could and waved it whilst shouting, “KURIKO! KURIKOOOO!”
Kuriko, with much effort, managed to crawl forward through the storm towards his matoran master. With each step he plunged his pointy limbs into the ground like anchors, and even they only slightly prevented him from being blown backward.
When he finally reached Krahiki, Krahiki grabbed the ussal’s shell and struck himself with the disk. There was a bright flash, and the two were gone.

*
*
*

Krahiki still had his eyes closed during the teleportation due to the storm, and when he arrived at his next destination, he still felt sand under his feet. Did the teleportation fail? No, it hadn’t. Krahiki no longer felt a powerful, violent wind, but instead a cool breeze. 

He hesitantly opened his eyes and looked around. It was a beach for as far as he could see to his left, and behind him was a sheer cliff of volcanic rock. To his right he could make out a steep cliff, carved into a sliver by the sea, jutting out over the water. A bridge connected a cylindrical rock to the main cliff. If he stared rather hard, Krahiki could just make out a green shimmer on the peak of it.
He recognized it as the famous Ta-Wahi Beach telescope. Apparently he had materialized just north of Ta-Koro. Perhaps it was time to pay Jala another visit, and to revisit his hut in the Charred Forest. 
He gestured for Kuriko to follow him, and the two began to walk through the white sand. Sea shells dotted the flat landscape, and the waves peacefully crashed. Despite the peace and tranquility, however, Krahiki could not seem to shake off the eeriness that clung to that beach. 
He could not explain it, but the Ta-Wahi Beach always sent shivers down his spine. It seemed to have an aura of mystery that hung over it like a bad odor, and no matter how much water washed over it, it could never be cleansed of it.
Vitara appeared to sense this strange revulsion in Krahiki, and responded to it in the darkest corner of his mind. Yes, tohunga, there is a reason for these feelings you have uncovered. For this is the beach upon which I first stepped, in the time before time, onto this island. I had fled the evil which exterminated my race, and I bore with me the curse which had been placed upon the Ancient Ones. It remains here, as a marker to the sensitive of all that has been lost due to foolishness.

Though Krahiki understood none of what Vitara had just implied, he nonetheless felt subtly disturbed by the Inner Demon’s statement. Based on his previous hints and ramblings, Krahiki had long ago come to the conclusion that Vitara once had a form, but he knew nothing else of it. He now knew that Ta-Wahi Beach was a cursed place, and that the cause of the curse was “foolishness.”
But who’s foolishness…? Krahiki shuddered and continued to walk across the sand. Approximately a half-hour passed until he reached the cliff on which rested the great telescope. 
Though he did not understand why, the telescope had always fascinated him. Perhaps it was the mysterious, lost technological principles on which it was built, or its ancient carvings and complex digital coordinates. Nevertheless, however, Krahiki knew of astrology and the methods with which it was prophesized, for the Ga-Matoran Nixie had taught him before he was forced into hiding. 
He decided to check the stars, and began to ascend the worn stone steps to the top. Step after step he climbed, with Kuriko always trailing right behind him. 

When he reached the top, he walked across the uneven rocks and up a second flight of stairs towards the telescope. He climbed over the ten-sided carven pedestal and peered into the eyepiece. 
Though the Red Star was still inside of a constellation representing the dark times (Which was, according to the telescope, in the region numbered 1006405053), it had changed its position ever so slightly. It appeared to be heading in the direction of the constellation Valtiu, whose name means, in an ancient Matoran dialect “Cursed Ones” or “Ancient Ones.” It looked something like this:
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Though the meaning of this prophecy is unclear, it is usually attributed to dark and evil things of legend. Krahiki wondered about its name. The term “Ancient One” could refer to many things, but did Vitara not just mention the “Ancient Ones?”
Krahiki took a last look at this omen, and began to walk unsteadily across the cliff. Krahiki could hear, in his own mind, a horrible phrase being uttered.
When the stars are right… When the stars are right…
