Chapter 21- Planning
After several hours of travel, Krahiki watched Kopaka and Matoro (who was carrying an unconscious Ta-Matoran) descend into an icy tunnel that ran through a ridge. Not wanting to alert them to his presence, he walked up to the top of the ridge and looked at where they were heading.
The ridge surrounded a cluster of white buildings, which he took to be Ko-Koro. Krahiki had never been there before, and was intrigued by the glittery, prism-like walls of the central building connected to the ridge by the tunnel Kopaka and Matoro had entered. He assumed it to be the Sanctum, which he had heard about before from Turaga Whenua.
Krahiki looked beyond this to the ledge of the mountain. It appeared to have a ruined North March base, which from his point of view appeared to be the same one he had been to earlier. An old cablecar machine stood there, covered in gears and levers.  A long cable hung from it, trailing into the mist below the mountain. He recalled that it lead to Ta-Koro, and he decided to make his way there.
A short hike later, Krahiki stood in the same ruined camp he had been in earlier. Someone had apparently cleaned up the dead guards, which he was quite thankful for. Wanting to see Jala, Krahiki searched through piles of junk until he found a North March Guard ensign. 

Krahiki placed Kuriko on the cablecar-hook, which he locked his legs around. He sat in it, too, and pulled a lever. With a whine of steam, the gears pressed against each other and pushed them off the mountain.
Krahiki told himself repeatedly not to look down into the abyss below, but he couldn’t stop himself. Every several seconds another hundred bios opened up below him, hidden in a haze of fog.

After a little while he appeared over the Lake of Fire in Ta-Wahi, and realized that he was getting close. The heat was unbearable, but he had to put up with it. Knowing he was getting close, he put on his Pakari as a disguise. 
He soon touched down on a ledge by the lake, where a guard stood waiting for him. He stepped off of the cablecar and showed his North March Ensign to the guard, who pointed down a flight of stone stairs.
After walking down them, Krahiki rounded the corner of the Ta-Koro Fortress and entered Jala’s planning room. He ascended another flight of stairs, ready to see the Captain of the Guard.

Jala was bent over a map of Mata Nui when Krahiki entered, his back facing him. He was so absorbed in his work that he didn’t notice the other matoran in the room.
“Hi Jala,” Krahiki said. “I’m back.”

Jala nearly jumped in surprise and turned around. At first he didn’t recognize Krahiki in his Pakari, but he then remembered the disguise he had given him and he smiled broadly.

“Krahiki! Where have you been? I heard you lead Onua to the Nui-Rama Hive!”
“I did. I flew in the Gukko Squad, too.”

“Really? What was that like?”

“It was a walk on old cloud nine. Or rather a ‘falling through’ old cloud nine.”

“Okay… Listen, I’ve got to warn you. Everyone knows that ‘Kuriko’ is you, now. Apparently a Po-Wahi caravan found you, and they’ve just recently begun warning everyone.”

“But isn’t that a good thing? Now everyone knows I helped save Le- and Ga-Koro.”

“Krahiki, the villages are biased against you. They think you lead Gali towards the Tarakava, and lead Onua towards Lewa. They think you’re working for the Makuta, just like that Koli-Ball Trader was.”
“Well, at least they think I’m dead.”

“What?”

“I tricked them into thinking I fell off of Mount Ihu.”

“Good job. Now, Krahiki, I have some plans to tell you. I expect many rahi to threaten the villages very soon, and we must build fortifications and prepare for a final defense.”
“Yeah, that seems obvious.”

“Indeed. Now Turaga Vakama says the Toa are gathering at the Kini-Nui to complete their mission. The Turaga must send heroes from each village to help protect them while they’re underground.”

 “Will you be going?”

“No, I will stay here to guard the village.”
“Well how many matoran are we talking about, Jala? How many are going to be there?”

“One from each village. We can’t spare many, or-“

“Six matoran?! That’s not enough to defend Kini-Nui! They’ll be killed!”

“Well, seven matoran… We plan to have the Chronicler lead them. And, if you’d like, you could go with and make it eight…”

“Great, eight matoran. Against how many rahi? Probably hundreds. You’re sentencing those eight matoran to death!”

Jala was about to respond when he saw Krahiki’s eyes and heartlight begin to glow red. He backed away nervously and cringed as he heard Vitara’s horrible voice.
“For once I agree with Krahiki. I’m all for slaughtering tohunga, but that is not the way to defeat the Makuta. Makuta would never attack the Kini-Nui with only a few rahi. He’d go all-out, and you’d need more than eight matoran to kill off all of them.”
“And how do you know what the Makuta would do? I think he’d rather defeat the villages than trap some toa!”

“I worked for Makuta. I know how he thinks, and I know ways to destroy him!”

At this point Krahiki was able to suppress Vitara, and the red faded to a pale green. He gathered himself together and spoke again. 

“Jala,” he began, “I know I probably can’t change your mind, but I’m going to go out there and fight at the Kini-Nui. Perhaps you’re fine with letting all those matoran die, but I’m not. I hope you send reinforcements, for my sake.”
Krahiki began to move to the door, but Jala stopped him. 
“Krahiki, if it’ll help at all… You don’t have to go the long way to Kini-Nui. There’s a passageway under the Hura-Mafa Waterfall. Just follow the trail.”

“Yeah, thanks,” Krahiki said insincerely. “But if I die there, you tell the villages about how I was innocent. You tell them to find who framed me.”
“I will.”

“Good. Bye.”

With that, Krahiki walked Kuriko down the stone stairs and out of the room. Jala watched as he walked off and then turned his gaze to two matoran walking into Ta-Koro: Takua and Kapura. As they stepped onto the drawbridge, the Captain of the Guard moved towards the other window to watch them. 
When he reached it, he felt a jolt of pain in the corner of his foot. He looked down to see what had caused it, and he saw that a pebble had just dug in to a small black burn.
He had received this burn when Krahiki saved him from the lava flow back in the mine. If it weren’t for Krahiki’s bravery, Jala would’ve died like this, burned to a charred, blackened crisp.

As he considered Krahiki fighting the rahi in a group of eight, only one thought filled his mind:

Am I really condemning him to death?
