Chapter 14- Return to Ta-Koro
Krahiki and Kuriko, after several hours of walking, had reached the fiery, volcanic region of Ta-Wahi. Pillars of smoke rose from the deep craters and fissures in the earth.
In the distance, Krahiki could just make out the lights of Ta-Koro, and to both its left and right, the Charred Forest. He walked across the rugged terrain towards it, but he stopped himself, remembering that he had lost his spare mask in Po-Wahi. He walked around the drawbridge control tower and the outside wall to the right. He made sure to avoid the eyes of any guards at the gate, and before long, he had reached the Guard’s planning room, where Jala normally spent his time.

He thought for a moment about how to communicate with Jala without being found by the guards, and he immediately got an idea. He looked around on the ground for a small rock, and when he found a good one, he picked it up and threw it into the window of Jala’s tower. He heard a loud thunk and waited. Several seconds later, Jala poked his head out the window and looked around. When he spotted Krahiki, Krahiki gave a small nervous grin, but Jala retained his usual serious demeanor.
Krahiki watched as Jala descended the stone staircase, and he craned his neck to the side to see Jala talking to the pair of guards in front of the gates of Ta-Koro. 
“Agni! Maglya! I’ll pay you an entire month’s earnings if you go to the Ta-Wahi Beach and, uh… Polish Toa Tahu’s canister,” Jala said commandingly.
“Why? Those seabirds are just gonna dirty it up again,” inquired Agni.

“Because I told you to. Is that a good enough reason?” 

“Okay… I’ll be right back,” he said as he began walking over the drawbridge and towards the village.

“Where are you going?” asked Jala impatiently.

“I’m getting a spare mask. I just polished my Miru and I don’t want those darn seabirds messing it up!”
He walked into the village and soon after emerged, wearing a dull red Kakama. He walked over to Maglya, who said to him, “Why do you always wear a mask just like mine? Y’know, if you want to look like me, just ask for my Kakama.” 

The two walked off, and once they were out of sight, Krahiki and Kuriko walked over to Jala. The trio walked up the stairs and into Jala’s planning room. They sat down on some carven stone chairs and began to speak.
“Krahiki? What are you doing here? Where have you been for the past several days?” Jala asked excitedly. Krahiki could tell that he’d been wondering for quite a while.

“I’ve been all over. The Charred Forest, Le-Wahi, Naho Bay, Ga-Koro, the Hura Mafa River, Mount Ihu, the North March, the Motara Desert,  Ta-Wahi Beach… As I said, all over. I’ve been pretty busy,” Krahiki responded in a somewhat rambling fashion.

“In that order? How’d that you move so fast?”

“Two words, firespitter: Kanoka disk,” he said, extracting that strange protodermis disk from his pack, “I don’t know what it is, but Vitara does. I found it when I was attacked by a Krytara-Nui mantis. All Vitara had to do was tell it to stop, and it stopped! Apparently it was guarding this disk.”

“What does it have to do with how fast you’ve been going, though? I don’t get it…” Jala inquired.
“It teleports things. I’ll show you,” Krahiki said, picking up the rock he had thrown into the tower. He struck it with the disk, and in a flash of light, it disappeared. 

“That’s… Interesting. How does it do that?”

“How in Karzahni am I supposed to know?” 

“What’s Karzahni?” Jala asked, cocking an eyebrow.

“Karzahni is the place that Whenua says bad matoran go to,” said Krahiki, “But what does it matter to you? It’s not like you’ll ever wind up there.”
“Yeah, probably… Anyways, thanks for saving Ga-Koro. You and Takua saved hundreds of lives back there.”

“How do you know I saved it?” 

“Turaga Nokama asked all the villages to find an Onu-Matoran named Kuriko. She wanted to give him an award. And who else would pretend his name was Kuriko?”

“I suppose you have a point there.”
This conversation went on for some time like this, and all seemed to be going well. Jala had even given Krahiki a new spare mask, this time a red Pakari. 
As dusk began to fall, and matoran began to quit their lava farming and go back home, Krahiki bid his farewell to Jala. He planned to go back to his hut and get a good night’s sleep. 

As he walked Kuriko down the charcoal grey steps, Krahiki heard voices. At first he assumed that the guards were merely standing near the gate, but as he listened, they appeared to get louder and louder. The guards were not at the gate- They were coming upstairs to visit Jala! 

Krahiki and Kuriko scrambled upstairs and ran past Jala and into the drawbridge control room, with its many gears and levers. Startled, Jala began to speak, but Krahiki shushed him. Maglya entered the room, holding a towel and a can of Onu-Koro Ussal Wax. 
“We’re done polishing the canister, captain. It’s shinier than ever. An airstone panel is missing, though,” Maglya said dully, “Is my shift over?”

“I suppose it can be over. You’re free to go,” Jala said, glancing nervously at Krahiki’s hiding place.
“Didn’t you say that Agni and I could have our month’s pay of goods?”

“Oh, yeah…” Jala muttered as he jotted down a message on a dried leaf from Le-Koro. “Take this to Turaga Vakama. He’ll get your payment straightened out.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Kuriko, who was shoved into the corner so that he wouldn’t be seen, was very irritated. He was uncomfortable, and all his legs were tangled together. As Krahiki pushed him further out of sight, Kuriko made an angry chirping noise and pinched him.
“What was that?” asked Maglya. 

“I’m sure it’s nothing. Go take that note to Vakama.”

“It’s okay, captain. It may not be my shift, but I still want you to be safe. I’ll go check.”

As Jala reached out to stop him, Maglya swiftly walked toward the door. He peeked his head inside and, seeing Krahiki, he shouted, “MURDERER! TRYING TO ASSASSINATE JALA! SOUND THE ALARM!” Apparently some of the guards patrolling the turrets heard this, and started blowing into their trumpet-like alarms. Agni raced up the stairs to “come to Jala’s aid.” He grabbed a guard staff and pointed it at Krahiki’s head.
Many more members of the Guard (and many farmers, merchants, and artisans, too) raced inside, most wielding a weapon. Krahiki and Kuriko had been backed up against the wall, and the only way they could escape was through the window, which would be a sheer drop into a lake of lava. 

Krahiki withdrew a lightstone and dropped his pack to the ground. He inched slowly to his left, toward the window, while shouting, “Don’t come any closer! Not one bit closer! I’ll fight you! All of you!” 
In reality, Krahiki was only saying this to provide a distraction as he slowly pushed Kuriko onto a ledge outside the window. Kuriko’s crustacean legs could hold on to vertical surfaces, and Krahiki intended to make good use of that ability. 
“I’m an earth matoran, as I’m sure you know, and you’re all fire matoran- But you know what they say? They say ‘fight fire with fire,’ and that’s exactly what I plan to do!” 

With this, Krahiki chucked the lightstone as hard as he could at a torch hanging above the door. The flaming torch fell into the crowd, and everyone jumped out of the way. In the chaos that ensued, Krahiki managed to grab onto Kuriko, and the crab climbed up the inside walls of the Lake of Fire. 
From his vantage point, Krahiki could see into the fortress of Ta-Koro. Ta-Koronans were pointing up at the ceiling of the cavern at Krahiki, murmuring and chattering in excitement. He tried to convince himself not to look down, but he couldn’t help it. He was glad that he had been raised in Le-Koro and not Onu-Koro, for if it had been the latter he would still have that natural Onu-Matoran fear of heights.
*
*
*

Jala rushed out of the planning room and down the staircase, carrying with him Krahiki’s pack and his kanoka. He then ran across the rocks and up to the volcanic rock-carven stairs which lead to the cablecars. If he had guessed correctly based on the direction of Kuriko’s climb, Krahiki should have been emerging on the northeast side of the crater in which Ta-Koro lies. 
When he reached the cablecar, he remembered that a portion of the stairs had collapsed and broken off recently. Though it would take longer than he had hoped for, he continued on his way. He carefully descended the gap, feeling for footholds along the way. When he came to a flat spot in the middle of the gap, he tossed the pack to the top and climbed up it. 
He began to run to make up for lost time, and, in a minute or two, he reached the top. He spotted Krahiki scrambling down the slope with Kuriko, and called out to him.

“Hey! Krahiki! Stop! I have your pack here for you!”

Krahiki stopped running and turned around. “Toss it on down here!” he shouted.

Jala began running down the slope, and while running, he tossed the pack to him. He caught it, but Jala continued running until he stood next to Krahiki. He stopped to catch his breath, and, after a moment, began to speak. “Don’t go this way! They know you’re here! See that old bridge?” he said, pointing to a stone bridge reaching from one side of the lake to the other, “Cross that bridge, and go into the Charred Forest. Go south into Le-Wahi, and I’ll tell them that you ran north! They’ll never know where you went!”
“Okay… I’ll go. Thanks for helping me out. I owe you one.”
“Thanks for helping Ga-Koro out! Everyone on Mata Nui owes you one!” corrected Jala with a smile.

“Well… Bye,” Krahiki said as he began to walk towards the bridge.

“May Tahu protect you.”

Once they had said goodbye, Krahiki began to run across the bridge. He turned in a southerly direction and disappeared into the woods with Kuriko just as the mob of Ta-Matoran emerged from beyond the crater. They ran eagerly down the slopes toward Jala. 

“Come on, fellow matoran! He went that way!” Jala shouted, pointing to the north. 
