Chapter 12- Arrangements and Ta-Koro
A small Matoran strode through the corridors of Odina, a stately Great Hau covering his face. His body was a gleaming white, almost polished in appearance, and as he walked between the horrible and powerful Dark Hunters living on the island, his cold orange eyes scanned for the passageway he sought.

Some of the older villains there he recognized, but they were few, for he had had little contact with the organization for many years. Most of the brutes he now saw were far younger than him, but his body hid his age. He was not frail or stooped, but strong and robust- None would ever suspect him of being older than Mata Nui, or even the menacing Tren Krom himself.
It did not take long for him to reach the stone door, and he was glad for it, as he could not stay long in Odina. His own base of operations needed to be tended and kept hidden from the creatures assailing it. The White Matoran knocked on it and waited for it to open.
At last, in the doorway, he recognized a face from when he had had dealings here. The gold and blue creature there glanced at him and let him into his chamber, sitting behind a carven stone table. 

“Are you ready to pay for our services?” Asked the Dark Hunter known as Ancient.

The White Matoran said, in a smooth, businesslike voice, “Yes. We need only a few to guard our establishment. They must be stealthy and efficient. I believe three should suffice, as long as they have the proper training and can stay out of the local Tohunga villages’ notice. Brashness will not be useful in this operation.”
“Certainly,” Ancient mumbled, “The quality of the agents, however, is still decided by the payment we receive. How much are you willing to provide us with?”

The White Matoran’s mask curled into a smile and he held out his closed hand. Turning it down, he opened it and a large quantity of golden currency fell out from where previously there had been none.

“Sufficient for some of our finest,” said Ancient with a smile of his own. He seemed more interested in the money than the magic trick. “Now where would you like them sent?”
The White Matoran pulled a hand from behind his back, clutching at a rolled up object. It seemed flimsy and whitish and was not like anything Ancient had ever seen. A map was illustrated on it and the Tohunga handed it across the table to the old Dark Hunter.
“Is this… On the surface?” Ancient asked, raising an eyebrow. 

“It’s easily accessible from the City of Legends. That map is illustrated on the other side. I need them here within a day or two. Please make sure they come ashore inconspicuously, as well- A simple boat.”

Ancient now rose and shook hands with his tiny employer. The transaction complete, the White Matoran exited the room and walked through the hallways to a less well-traversed chamber. He stood and closed his eyes to concentrate. Moments later he was gone in a wisp of black, oddly clinging smoke.

*
*
*

Many mios away, the White Matoran appeared in a dark hut below the swampy floor of Le-Wahi. He shuddered briefly as his illusory outer armor disappeared in a wisp of blackness to reveal his skeletal body beneath, with its razor-sharp claws and smiling teeth and curving horns.
If anybody had been there to watch, they would have shuddered as well.

The skeleton-creature now relaxed at the base of a tree-root and thought of Vitara’s plans and the marvelous things soon to come.

*
*
*

Krahiki and his companions exited the main tunnel that led into Ta-Koro early and walked down a steeper, rougher tunnel to the sloping sides of the Mangai volcano. This was on Kopau’s suggestion, for he thought that their trip to Jala’s meeting-room would be less conspicuous if they didn’t have to go over a drawbridge.
They hiked over a winding, uneven path beside a lava-lake, walking between hexagonal postpiles and unnerving rock formations. 

Krahiki’s leg ached from his violent, watery ride through the tunnels and his battered armor made a somewhat annoying noise when he turned his head to the left. He tried to avoid doing this, but it irritated him because the lava-lake was to his left and he liked to look at its exotic beauty.
He made a point of stealing a good glance at it when he could by turning his entire body, but this slowed him down and caused Poru to bump into him. 

Poru himself had been increasingly tense and mean-spirited since they exited the tunnel, for his familiar surroundings had been affecting him. Clearly he was focusing on getting Krahiki to Jala and turning him in- To him this was the home stretch, and as such he was on the look-out for any escape attempts from Krahiki.

Kopau and Kuriko were both doing fairly well. Though beat up a bit, they seemed to primarily be happy just for a chance to get out of the wet tunnels. 
As they rounded a bend it occurred to Krahiki that he had lost his red Pakari along with his pack and that he would need a disguise. Noting that Poru still carried his grey Kanohi Kiril, he opened his mouth and said, “Poru, do you think I can wear that mask on the way in? You can turn me in to Jala or whatever, but I don’t want to be caught by any other guards.”
Poru’s eyebrows raised and he looked strangely horrified by the suggestion, which took Krahiki by surprise. Though he didn’t say anything, the Ta-Matoran’s answer was clear on his face.

Krahiki awkwardly attempted to shrug, and glanced at Kopau, who was just as bewildered as he was. The more cooperative Po-Matoran offered his Kakama, which he gratefully accepted and switched with his Ruru. 
Kopau, now with a Ruru, nodded and the group continued to walk. 

Krahiki trudged along through the gravel, feeling a bit uncomfortable in another Matoran’s mask, as the upper half felt a tiny bit tight and the lower half a tiny bit loose. Overall, though, he was happy to have a good disguise.

About ten minutes later they had reached a more militant Ta-Koro than any of them had ever seen before. It seemed the Guard had given its all to defend the village.
A sheer rock wall, maybe twice the height of a Toa, surrounded the entire area and was crowned with bamboo spikes. Though they couldn’t see beyond it due to its height, as they got closer they could make out the tops of wooden watchtowers on the boxed-in lava-plains.

They walked a little bit until they reached a gap in the spikes up top. An ussal or two and a few Maha were tethered here and a pair of Ta-Matoran sat atop the wall, lazily holding Guard-staffs and leaning against the bamboo poles. Krahiki recognized them by their Kanohi- A grubby red Kakama and an obscenely shiny red Miru- As the guards Maglya and Agni. 
“I wish they’d kill the Bohrok sooner,” Krahiki heard Agni say up top. “I want to tear this wall down. It’s obstructing my view.”

“You’re sitting on top of it, Agni,” Replied Maglya. “You see everything from up here.”

“Well, obviously from here I can see... I mean that I can’t see anything but rock from my hut now...”

“You’re a guard. You use your hut for breakfast and sleeping. Do you sleep with your eyes open to catch the scenery or something?”

“Eh, nevermind.”

By this time Kuriko was tethered, Poru was climbing a rope-ladder to the top, Kopau was beginning to, and Krahiki was standing impatiently on the ground in his Kakama, listening to the dull guards’ conversation. 
Krahiki made a point of going last so that if Poru began shouting and calling him to the guards’ attention he’d be able to jump down and escape quickly. He had escaped once from Ta-Koro with the aid of Kuriko, but now if he was chased out he’d have no ussal to help him. 

He considered asking Agni and Maglya if he could bring his pet over the wall instead of tying him up, but he figured it would just do more harm if he drew attention to himself. After all, these were the same two guards that had caught him before and they might recognize his voice.
He climbed up and, once at the top, attempted to look inconspicuous while passing between the guards. Luckily it seemed the only thing they were concerned over was whether those climbing over the wall were Bohrok or Matoran. As such, it was fairly safe to say that the group had passed safely, as the guards continued their conversation as they climbed down the other side.

The uneven lava plain now stretched out before them. Pits dotted the area and Matoran were kept from walking into them by guards. Krahiki remembered that these had been carved out by the Pahrak and, the last time he was here, had been filled with melted ice from the Korahk. They had since been drained, and as the three Matoran walked near one, he could see that the bottom was lined with bamboo spikes- A second line of defense against Bohrok?
Makeshift huts could be seen here and there, filled with weaponry and armor. A few housed Tohunga injured during the Bohrok’s earlier raid. Wooden watchtowers were present in a few areas as well, with ladders leading up to a small boxy room at the tip of each. Some were equipped with telescopes similar to those used in the Great Mine.
Krahiki recognized the makeshift planning-room he had seen half-built last time. It was now completed and lights burned in its upper windows. Where previously there had been mostly a wood and protodermis frame there now rose up a tower of roughly-hewn stone blocks. 
Krahiki began walking towards it, keeping Poru in the corner of his eye. He suspected quite strongly that the hand-signals Poru had made last time were what had drawn attention to him, and he wanted to insure that it didn’t happen again. He didn’t seem to be making any attempts, however- Perhaps the Motara Guard used the same signals as the Ta-Koro Guard and he didn’t want Kopau to catch him doing it.

It seemed that he was honoring Krahiki’s agreement that he would be turned in to Jala and Jala alone. 

They reached the building and walked in through the wide doorway. Though it wasn’t hinged in any way, it did have a vast rolling wall of iron that could block the entryway in the event of another attack. Krahiki began to climb a spiral staircase to the chamber up top, but Poru pushed his way in front of him and walked up, clenching his fists tensely.

They reached a wooden door at the end of the stairs and Krahiki could hear a conversation going on within. 

Jala was saying, “…It really doesn’t matter to me, anyways. When the Bohrok tore down the old planning room it damaged the machinery inside and the drawbridge stopped working. Now we could just wait to have the machines fixed, but I’m opposed to having our villagers just surf across the lava to get out of the main fortress. Not all of them are good with a board. I won’t stand for it. Vakama won’t stand for it. Build a rope-bridge or something.”
At this point Poru knocked on the door and grabbed Krahiki’s arms, folding them behind his back to keep him immobile. 

“Hey-“

“Ssshhhh!” Poru silenced him. 

The door opened a crack and Jala’s Hau was visible. Poru whispered at him, “I’ve caught Krahiki!” And Krahiki gave Jala a knowing smirk.
Jala didn’t seem to know how to react and he let his mouth hang open for a second before replying.

“Wait out here for a moment,” He whispered. “And stop holding his arms like that.”

The door shut and Krahiki wriggled his way free. His captor looked dumbfounded at Jala’s response and seemed upset that Krahiki might have been right after all. Kopau smiled triumphantly. 
“Yes, captain, I’ll get to work on it. The machinery can’t be fixed now because, as you know, that Nuparu fellow we were going to have fix it is busy with the Bohrok War. I’ll get to work, sir. We’ll use all the most cutting-edge rope bridge technology!”

And with that the door opened and a Ta-Matoran dutifully strode out, barely noticing those waiting to speak with Jala. 

Jala quickly waved Krahiki and his companions into the room. 

“So, what’s this you’ve got for me, Poru?” Jala inquired in a professional tone. Though he looked entirely composed, for the most part, his eyes landed briefly on Krahiki and he looked worried. Krahiki decided to alleviate these fears and spoke up before Poru had a chance.

“Well,” He began, “Poru seems to have been trying to get me turned in for a while. He caught me on my way to speak with you a few days ago and he’s been going everywhere with me since then. I had been trying to give you some important info on the Bohrok War, but I decided that trying to go back into Ta-Koro would be dangerous for me.
“So we headed to Po-Koro to find the Motara Guard. I figured it would be fairly easy to tell them what I had wanted to tell you and have them relay it to the villages. Unfortunately the Tahnok chose that moment to strike. So we fought and such, and eventually Kopau joined up with us. I knew him from that one caravan-trip. Remember that? When I fought the Nui-Jaga?”

“Yes, Krahiki, I remember that,” Jala cut him short. “Now what’s this important information you were trying to tell me?”

“Just a moment, I’m getting to that,” Krahiki responded. He was enjoying himself a good deal and was pleased to see the expression of anger on Poru’s face. “So we all headed to Tiro Canyon to spend the night there. During the night, when Poru thought I was asleep, he took Kopau outside and tried to tell him I was a servant of Makuta. At this point I knew where we stood. So the next-”
“You saw us?!” Poru exclaimed.

“Yep. So the next morning some Tahnok attacked and the Toa opened up a tunnel to the sea to flood them. This let in Gahlok, but Toa Pohatu covered them in stone and rescued us. I think some may have dug their way to Onu-Koro and flooded it, though… Anyway, we got washed down some tunnels, which is why we’re all beat up now, and… That’s it.”
Jala looked at him with an expression that clearly showed he wanted more information. Krahiki thought for a moment and spoke once again.

“Oh, yes! The information! Le-Koro has fallen. All the Matoran are now controlled by Krana. I managed to kill a Lehvak and take its Krana, but my pack I had it in is gone.”

Jala was about to respond when Poru spoke up.

“But- But Krahiki woke the Bohrok!” He said, his will to argue faltering a bit.

Jala shook his head in irritation and looked around challengingly.

“Is everyone done talking now? Can I please speak?”

Everybody was quiet.

“Listen, Poru,” Jala said impatiently, “As far as we know, it was Takua who woke up the Bohrok. He walked up to them and tapped on their tanks. And-“
“But I remember- He told me that ‘he ran into a room and the Bohrok started waking up and destroying everything…’ They say he’s a servant of the Makuta, what- What would you have thought?”
Jala stared dully at him.

“Can I speak now? Are you done interrupting?”

Poru withered a bit under the Captain of the Guard’s gaze and he stopped talking and started sulking.

“Now, Krahiki, I’m not sure if you’re aware of this, but Toa Lewa has been unseen since his participation in the initial battle here. Toa Onua has gone out in search of him and we should have news back soon. Still- If what you say is true, there are some highly unpleasant implications here.”
Krahiki and Kopau nodded.
“Still,” He continued, “There is hope. Based on your description I’m assuming you came through the tail-end of the attack on Onu-Koro, but earlier on a Matoran you might know- Nuparu- discovered that the Bohrok are not at all living things. Though piloted by living Krana, they are no more than powerful machines. He managed to disassemble one and construct a Bohrok-combat vehicle out of it. He calls it the ‘Boxor.’ More are being constructed for battle.”
“Do ya have any here?” Kopau asked curiously.

“A couple, but more are being built. We have a decent-sized pile of dead Bohrok from the big fight we had earlier, as well as from a couple skirmishes.”

He got up and moved across the room to a model of the island. It was similar to the one used in his old planning-room, but it was a makeshift one of lower quality. He toyed with a few pieces used to mark outposts and bases and such. 
“Once Onua gets back and Lewa, if he does indeed have a Krana controlling him, is free, we’ll organize an attack force to save Le-Koro. We can’t do it until Lewa is out of the picture because he could do a lot of damage under the control of a Krana.”
“What’ll we do until then?” Krahiki asked.

“Well, I’m sure your hut in the Charred Forest has been destroyed, but I can lone you a tent and you and Kopau can stay there until we’re ready. Poru can stay in his hut- I don’t think he’s in a mood for your company.”

Poru groaned and sulked some more.

“I’ll fetch you some Guard-staffs, disks, and packs. I see you’ve lost yours. I can’t supply you with spare masks at the moment, so just switch yours when it’s necessary for disguise purposes. You can’t stay in the planning-room too long, so I’ll have to ask you to leave now. I’ll drop off supplies at the edge of the woods. May Tahu protect you.”
