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1. A Second Chance


Just Like the Good Old Days

I don't own Legend of Korra.

A Second Chance

Noatak's POV:

When I sensed Tarrlok put on the electric glove and set it to the fuel tank, I thought that would be the end of it. I thought we would finally be at peace. But the spirits had other plans for us. It was strange, dying. I felt serene, and thought that, just maybe, the spirits would let us be. Then, suddenly, it was cold. So cold. It reminded me of when I ran off into the blizzard, leaving my brother behind. Every second of that cold made me regret my actions. I wanted the cold to take me and have that be the end of it. But no, I raised my head and saw snow. It was a blizzard. Where was I? Was I in the North Pole again? I shifted and sensed a body next to me. It was Tarrlok! But, not the Tarrlok who had attempted to get rid of us both. No, this was the Tarrlok from years ago, probably no older than four. I raised a hand to my own face. It felt younger, I reached my hand to my hair. Sure enough, the ponytail I always wore in my youth was there. I shook Tarrlok awake, hoping he was alive as well. He roused and looked at me with wide eyes.

"N-Noatak?" He asked.

"Tarrlok. Something's happened."

"Why are you..? Am I...?" He struggled to ask his questions. But now was not a time for questions.

"Tarrlok, we need to find shelter." I helped him up.

The blizzard was so thick, I could barely see. But then, in the darkness, I saw it. A beacon of hope. A light, and a figure.

"Hello?" I called out. The figure seemed to have heard, as it headed in our direction.

Soon the figure drew closer, and raised the lantern to its face. I realized it was a woman. She was clearly Water Tribe, and had black hair tied in two braids that hung down the front of her parka. Her deep, blue eyes were filled with concern.

"What are you children doing out here? You could freeze to death." She said. There was something familiar about her, but I didn't know what. "Well, come on, let's get you two out of this blizzard."

We let her lead us back to her home. A cozy igloo, with lots of animal pelts and tribal decorations. I instantly felt at home.

"Tonraq! Come in here!" She called out.

At the sound of her voice, a tall Water Tribe man entered. He looked tough but had a kind face.

"Senna, what did you find out in that blizzard this time? I swear, if it's another polar-bear-dog..."

She gestured to us, and the man shifted his gaze. I felt intimidated. Strange, as I could probably still Bloodbend this man if he were any threat to us. In the past, the only person who intimidated me was my father. I suppose that was it. I was a child again, so naturally I would feel as though this man was scrutinizing me and Tarrlok, trying to find our flaws. At least, that's how I felt until his face lit up with a humorous smile.

"Senna, when did we have two more kids?" He said jokingly. "The otter-stork must be busy if we had two children that I didn't know about."

The woman chuckled and kissed the man on the cheek.

"I found them lost in the blizzard." She explained. "There's no way we can let them out into weather like that."

They turned to us.

"So, what are your names, boys?" Tonraq asked.

I knew we couldn't give our real names. So, I just altered them a bit.

"I'm Noak, and this is my brother Tarro."

"Where are your parents?" Senna added.

"They're," I hung my head, the truth is I had no idea where my parents were, "no longer with us."

Tonraq and Senna instantly gave us sympathetic looks. Tarrlok looked at me, I knew we were going to have to talk about this later. Senna put a hand on my shoulder.

"Well, you are both more than welcome to stay with us. We already have a daughter about your age. Speaking of which, where is she?" Senna turned to look at Tonraq.

"Korra!" He shouted. When I heard that name, I thought my heart had stopped.

Suddenly, the door to one of the side rooms was knocked down with a crash. Tonraq rolled his eyes, a bemused smirk on his face. Senna, however, was not too happy.

"Korra, how many times have I asked you not to knock down the wall in order to enter a room?"

The little girl tried to count off on her fingers, then shook her head as if it didn't matter anyway.

"I'm the Avatar, mom! You gotta deal with it!"

I was speechless. This was Avatar Korra? How was this possible? Any of this? Then it hit me. The spirits must have decided to give me and Tarrlok another chance. An opportunity to correct our mistakes. And they did that by sending us to Avatar Korra's childhood? This was getting weird.

"Korra, honey, you can't just keep busting down walls like that. It's destructive."

"And expensive." Tonraq muttered.

The little Avatar pouted, then used Earthbending to repair the wall. She was already so advanced at such a young age? I guess it's not so surprising. She then noticed me and Tarrlok. She approached us, a curious look on her face. She marched straight up to me, her eyes seemed to challenge me, as they had done before. Or would do in the future? I'm not sure, it's confusing.

"Who are you? And why do you have a ponytail? Ponytails are for girls."

"Korra," Senna spoke to the child, "this is Noak and his brother Tarro. They're going to stay with us."

The child's face lit up with excitement.

"So the otter-stork brought me brothers?" Then her face fell. "But I wanted a baby sister."

I laughed. It was impossible not to laugh at the adorable naïveté of the young Avatar.

Tarrlok's POV:

Okay, I could handle the waking up from my attempt at murder-suicide to discover I was four-years-old again. Heck, I could even handle being taken in by Avatar Korra's family, even though all logic and reason made this an impossibility. But what I couldn't handle, was the fact that my brother was laughing. I had to admit, Avatar Korra had been very cute with her little quip about wanting a baby sister instead of two brothers, but I never expected Noatak to laugh. He hadn't laughed in years, I don't even remember the last time I heard him laugh. Avatar Korra didn't seem too happy about being laughed at though. She turned to glare at my brother, she still had that adorable pout on her face.

"I don't like him. Tell the otter-stork to take him back." She then turned to look at me. And, surprisingly enough, she sniffed the air. "He smells like a lady."

"I do not." I protested.

She turned to her parents.

"The lady-smelling one can stay, but the other one has to go."

"Korra, be nice." Senna told her. "These boys lost their parents. We are going to look after them. You are going to treat them like family. Understand?"

Korra pouted again, but said nothing.

"Now," Senna continued, "I'll bet you children are hungry. I'll get dinner ready."

Tonraq took his daughter's hand and led her over to take a seat by the firepit. He then noticed that we were just standing there.

"Come on, boys, don't be shy. You need to warm up after being in that storm."

We walked over and sat down. It felt wonderful to be in a familiar sort of setting. I had missed native Water Tribe life. But I still felt nervous, and I could tell that Noatak felt the same way. The Avatar's family had taken us in so quickly. They were so clueless as to how powerful we were. If they knew the truth about us...I don't even want to think about it. Another thing made me uncomfortable; if my father had been so horrible to me and Noatak when he learned we were Waterbenders, who's to say the Avatar's father would be any different. He probably didn't think we were Waterbenders, that's why he was being so courteous to us. If he knew we were, he would probably berate us and say we would never be as gifted as his daughter. She was the Avatar after all. I knew Noatak was thinking the same thing. No matter what, we had to keep our Waterbending a secret. Then it occurred to me, were we even Waterbenders? Had the spirits let us keep our abilities, knowing full well what we were capable of? Not to mention the fact that Noatak had taken my Bending away, had it been restored? It wasn't important now.

"Daddy," Korra said to Tonraq, "can we practice Waterbending tomorrow?"

It was as if the spirits had been reading my thoughts.

"I thought we would all go penguin-sledding instead." Tonraq replied. What was going on? In my childhood, we had to beg our father to let us do normal childhood things, and he would often never consent and force us to practice. And yet, Korra was the one asking to practice, and her father wanted to goof-off.

"Yeah! Penguin-sledding!" She then turned to us. "Do you guys like penguin-sledding?"

"We don't know." Noatak answered. "We've never been."

Korra's jaw dropped in shock.

"Never been penguin-sledding? Well then we definitely need to do that tomorrow!"

"Dinner's ready!" Senna called.

Later, we were shown to a bedroom that we would share with Korra. Senna fetched more animal pelts and blankets and made beds for us. Before she left, she kissed Korra's forehead and gave me and Noatak hugs. For the first time in years, I was truly happy. I felt so safe and secure. Maybe the spirits knew what they were doing after all.

Hope you all like the first chapter. How's Korra's life going to be different with Noatak and Tarrlok in it in a different way than they were originally? Wait and see. Love you all, and please review.










2. PenguinSledding and Hunting Trips


Just Like the Good Old Days

I don't own Legend of Korra.

Penguin-Sledding and Hunting Trips

Noatak's POV:

The last thing I expected to be awakened by was a small, furry creature pawing at my leg. My instincts naturally took over, and I shrank away from whatever it was. After I had collected myself, I saw that it was a polar-bear-dog puppy. Of course, this was the Avatar's polar-bear-dog. I had to admit, she was pretty adorable. The polar-bear-dog, I mean. The Avatar was also wide awake.

"Come on!" She shouted. "Penguin-sledding! Let's go!"

Tarrlok mumbled in his state of semi-consciousness. Tarrlok had never been much of a morning person. I, on the other hand, got up without complaint. Seeing that I had awakened, the Avatar grabbed my hand and dragged me out into the main room, where Senna was waiting. She smiled at us and offered us bowls of a warm porridge that I remember is a very popular breakfast in both the Water Tribes. It had been years since I had eaten so much Water Tribe food. I really had missed it. Senna must have realized that Tarrlok was still asleep, because she went into the bedroom to fetch him. Tonraq then emerged from the other room, he clearly was not a morning person either. I really felt bad for the guy when Avatar Korra started to assail him with questions about when we were going penguin-sledding.

"Korra, sweetie," he said with strained calmness, "could you give daddy a little quiet, he has a headache?"

Avatar Korra gave her signature pout, but stopped. We ate our breakfast silently, until Senna reemerged from the bedroom, leading my still very tired brother in and handing him a bowl.

"Glad to see you are all awake, finally." Senna said cheerily, eliciting grumbling from both my brother and Tonraq. "Korra, you're unusually energetic today."

"That's because daddy's taking us penguin-sledding!" She replied.

"Korra, please, five more minutes of quiet is all I ask." Tonraq said.

By the time we had all finished breakfast, Tonraq was fully awake and much more cheerful. Senna apparently had work to do, so she made us all lunch to take with us.

This had to have been the best day of my life. It wasn't about achieving any goals or plotting the end of all Benders, it was about being a kid again. And that's what I was, and that's what Tarrlok was. We weren't Amon and Councilman Tarrlok, we were Noak and Tarro. Two Water Tribe brothers who had been taken in by the Avatar's family. And we were going to ride penguins all day.

I had been nervous at first. Growing up, neither Tarrlok nor I had ever gone penguin-sledding. As of that day, I knew what was missing from my childhood.

Tarrlok's POV:

Noatak was a natural at penguin-sledding. The little creatures came right up to him and Korra. When they didn't come to me at first, I had that fear that had been ingrained into me since childhood that if I ever made a mistake then Yakone would yell at me. But it wasn't the case now. Tonraq clearly noticed the worry on my face, because he started coming towards me. Do you have any idea what it's like to be small and helpless and afraid you've done something wrong, and that years of abuse had taught you that if you messed up you would get shouted at or even hit at times? But Tonraq simply put a hand on my shoulder and smiled at me, then he handed me a fish and instantly a hoard of penguins came after me. I could hear Noatak's laughter again, and Korra's as well.

"I guess they like you best, Tarro!" Korra shouted to me.

And, without even realizing it, I was laughing too.

Korra's POV:

These two are weird. But I like them. We're going to be best friends forever. I admit that I didn't like Noak at first, because he laughed at me. Tarro still smells like a lady though, we'll have to work on that. Today was lots of fun. And I hope we'll still get to have fun, even after the White Lotus finds out I'm the Avatar and I start my training. I like Waterbending, I wonder if Noak and Tarro are Waterbenders, I guess I'll have to ask them later.

Noatak's POV:

We got back late in the afternoon. Senna had returned and was starting on dinner. When she saw us come in she went over to Tonraq and told him that he had been chosen to hunt the wild game for some sort of upcoming festival. He said that it would be an honor. Then came the second part of the news. According to a custom, he was required to bring any children who lived in the house with him on the hunt. An unusual custom indeed. So now, we were off on a hunting trip. How I hated those two words. Hunting trip. So many awful memories. A few days later, we packed up some supplies and headed out. I sensed Tarrlok's unease. We were both thinking the same thing. Please don't let this be like one of Yakone's 'hunting trips'. Even though we both knew it was unlikely that Tonraq would ever teach Bloodbending to anyone, let alone his daughter and the two of us, it just hit too close to home to be comfortable. As we all sat around the campfire that night, I felt as though any moment we would be hearing a story about taking over Republic City and getting revenge and all that. But such a thing never came. This was a for-real hunting trip, and Tonraq was keeping his senses sharp. He seemed to be the one who was afraid.

"Aren't you boys gonna get some sleep?" He asked us.

We shook our heads. He gave a nervous smile.

"I don't know who the idiot was who decided that children should go on this hunting trip. Didn't they have any idea how dangerous this is?" He asked rhetorically. He was genuinely concerned for our safety, that's more than our own father.

Korra was fast asleep, nestled up to her father's side. Wait, I just referred to the Avatar by her first name. Huh, I guess I'm getting used to her already.

Tarrlok's POV:

I had been nervous since this whole hunting trip began. I'm sure by know you know why. But, Tonraq was like the father we never had, he was actually making sure we were safe. We had all been staring into the fire, except for Korra who was asleep, when the polar-leopard attacked. Tonraq had been on-edge all night, so he was ready for when that animal came out of nowhere. I'm surprised that Noatak didn't sense it coming, then again we still weren't sure if we were Waterbenders. Korra had asked us the other day if we were Waterbenders, but we just shrugged and didn't say anything. Tonraq was fighting the polar-leopard head-on, and without using Waterbending. I looked over to where Korra was. I couldn't believe my eyes when I saw the proud and mighty Avatar shaking like an Autumn leaf. Tonraq told us all to get away, but we couldn't just leave him there. Noatak seemed to have the same idea as me, as he stepped forward and I knew what he was doing. He was going to try and Bloodbend. I rushed over and whispered to him.

"Don't do it. The spirits did not spare our lives to have us Bloodbend again."

He looked at me, and I gave him a hard stare to show that I meant what I said. His expression softened, and instead of trying to Bloodbend, he tried ordinary Waterbending. And it worked. He managed to freeze the polar-leopard's paws, allowing Tonraq to get the upper-hand and use his Waterbending to finish it off. He turned to Noatak, a look of sincere gratitude on his face.

"I told you to run, and instead you save my life. That polar-leopard would have had me if not for you."

He patted Noatak on the shoulder. Then he turned to me. I had that fear again, afraid that he would yell at me for not doing anything, but it faded when he placed his hand on my shoulder too.

"Are you alright? Not too shaken up?"

I told him I was fine, and then we turned to Korra, who was still trembling. Tonraq went over to her and picked her up, rubbing her back reassuringly.

The rest of the hunting trip was actually pretty uneventful. Tonraq told us how to handle certain hunting tools, saying that Waterbending or not, we needed to know how to handle weapons. I really could get used to this life.

Tarrlok and Noatak seem to be getting very comfortable with how their new life is turning out. I haven't decided if this is going to be a Noarra or Korrlok fic yet (maybe even Noarralok. I 'm not using the term Amorra/Amorralok because he's not Amon anymore). I know I'm not going to make it either Makorra or Borra. I don't really like Makorra that much anymore, I don't mind Borra but it's not my favorite. Any suggestions?










3. White Lotus
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White Lotus

Noatak's POV:

Words cannot express the hatred I felt for the Order of the White Lotus on the day they came to take Korra. When they first arrived to inspect the claim that Korra was the Avatar, it was several months after Tarrlok and I had shown up and Korra had already become our best friend. At first, we were proud of Korra, knowing what a great Avatar she would be as we had seen her for ourselves in the future. But, once Korra had burst through the wall with her favorite declaration of "I'm the Avatar! You gotta deal with it!" and proceeded to Bend the three elements she knew, the White Lotus said that they would be moving her to a compound. It dawned on me then that I would not get to see her every day like I had gotten used to. No, I wasn't going to let anyone take her away. She was too free-spirited to be confined all the time. My usually calm demeanor snapped.

"You can't take Korra away!" I shouted at those old fools.

"Young man, she will be well taken care of. It was the wish of Avatar Aang that the new Avatar be kept safe." Replied one of the old men.

"Then I'm going with her." I don't know what compelled me to say it. No, wait, I actually do. She's my best friend, and I would not let them keep her locked up like some kind of prisoner. Not surprisingly, Tarrlok also agreed.

"Yeah, wherever Korra goes, we go. You're not gonna tear us apart." He said.

The White Lotus people looked us over.

"Are you both Waterbenders?" The only woman in the group asked.

"Yes." I answered. We had learned that Tarrlok's Bending had been restored when we crossed over. Tonraq had been practicing with us and Korra, he is a much better teacher than Yakone and he never got angry when any of us didn't get the hang of something right away.

"Then I suppose we can ask Master Katara if she will accept you as her students as well." The woman continued.

I couldn't believe it. What just happened? We weren't going to be separated from Korra? I was ecstatic, until I realized that that would mean we would have to leave Tonraq and Senna. They had been like parents to me and Tarrlok, I didn't want to lose them either. The old woman who had supported us must have seen the conflict on my face, because she then turned to Tonraq and Senna.

"We will, of course, allow you two to visit them whenever you wish."

Tarrlok's POV:

I couldn't believe it. We were standing before the great Waterbending Master Katara, the widow of Avatar Aang, a hero of the hundred-year war, a living legend, the woman my father called a coward for making Bloodbending illegal. I had instant respect for this woman, especially since she had unhesitatingly agreed to let me and Noatak stay with Korra. I could sense that Noatak also respected her, though he told me that he wasn't happy about the fact that the only reason we got to stay was because we were Waterbenders. Same old Noatak, I guess, not seeing the positive aspect of our situation and focusing on the 'biased' views of the White Lotus. At least we were learning Waterbending the legal way, with no Bloodbending lessons, and no angry Yakone yelling at us (mostly me) whenever we made a slip-up. Korra was a natural, just like Noatak. Even though I had already mastered Waterbending, I was still a slow learner compared to them. But Master Katara never verbally abused me like Yakone did. Tonraq had been just as fair when we learned I was a Waterbender. I remember that night we first went out to practice Waterbending together with Tonraq as our teacher; we were practicing a very basic move, and just like what happened years ago I messed it up. I was petrified. I put my hands over my face and started apologizing to Tonraq.

"I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'll do better!"

"Tarro. Tarro, it's okay. You'll get the hang of it. No one's rushing you." He responded.

My head shot up, and I stared.

"Y-you mean you're not gonna make me stay out all night until I get it right?"

"Now why, in the name of the Moon and Ocean, would I do something like that?"

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. If Tonraq had been Yakone, I would have been severely punished for being a weakling. But, I knew that Tonraq was not Yakone. Tonraq would never yell at me for messing up a form. And above all, Tonraq would never ever make me Bloodbend anyone or anything. That's why I was so enthusiastic when Tonraq and Senna came to visit us the first time since we had moved to the White Lotus compound. They ran up and hugged us. I couldn't remember Yakone ever hugging me, even before I was a Waterbender. The first thing Tonraq asked us when he saw us wasn't about Waterbending, he asked us if we were doing alright and if we were having fun and if we missed them. The answer to every one of those questions was 'yes'.

Noatak's POV:

Although it would have been nice to live outside of this compound, it was a better childhood than we had ever had. Despite all the rules and regulations, we managed to have time to be kids. I now see why the Avatar had been so unprepared for Republic City when she arrived in the future that I remember. Though these White Lotus people taught her how to use Bending to fight, they never taught her how to survive. Tarrlok and I had already had experience from our previous lives, and we both agreed that we would do whatever it took to make sure Korra was safe.

Yet another chapter done. Incidentally, I am a Zutara/Taang-shipper but I will go with canon in order to back up this story as it has nothing to do with those ships. This is about Korra, Noatak, and Tarrlok; and none of the ships from the original show have anything to do with it. 










4. Teenagers
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Teenagers

Noatak's POV:

I don't know when or how, but my teenage years hit. And they hit hard. I'd already been through puberty once, and now I had to go through it all over again. The body changes, the desire to rebel against authority, and the strange new feelings. The first time I had gone through this it had been bad enough, I had been awkward around other people my age because of the Bloodbending thing and it didn't help that girls found me attractive at the Northern Water Tribe. Whenever the White Lotus let us visit Tonraq and Senna, at least three Southern Water Tribe girls would gather together and look at me and giggle. Then came the most awkward part of growing up, the man-to-man talk. Tarrlok hadn't hit puberty just yet, so it was just me and Tonraq for the whole thing. He looked as uncomfortable as I was.

"Okay, Noak..um...it's time we talked about when a boy becomes a man."

I wanted to sink into the snow and die. It had been bad enough hearing this talk the first time. Let's just say that you don't want your dad to tell you about sex if he is a former Bloodbending crime-boss named Yakone. I don't even want to go into the horror that scarred me worse than any Bloodbending lesson. So just don't ask.

"Now listen, Noak..um..well..you see..when a boy gets to be about your age..he well...he starts to get..certain urges-"

"Um, sorry to interrupt, Tonraq, sir, but I already know."

"You do?"

I nodded.

"Oh, praise the Moon and Ocean! Thank you! I am not sure I could have gone through with 'the talk'. I'm not even gonna ask. I'm not gonna look a gift ostrich-horse in the mouth, as they say."

"Don't worry about Tarro either, I'll tell him when the time comes."

"Oh, would you? Thank the spirits."

Needless to say it went better than expected. There is one downside to all this, though. I have, as of late, been having 'certain dreams' about a 'certain Avatar'. Do you have any idea how awkward it is to fantasize about your former archenemy, who is now your best friend, like this? To fear going to sleep at night because you're worried that you'll dream about what she'd look like with her hair loose and blowing in the arctic wind, her eyes gazing at you longingly, her hands tangling themselves in your hair...okay, those thoughts don't help at all. At least that was one of my more modest dreams. It's even more awkward when I stop being a reformed forty-year-old leader of an Anti-Bending revolution that has been sent back in time and restored to his youth, and start being just a hormonally-driven teenage boy who has just started to get his sexual urges. And it really doesn't help that Korra has 'become a woman', her figure has started to come in as well as certain 'assets' that I can't help but notice. It's not as though I hadn't noticed how attractive Korra was in that other life, but I was forty and she was seventeen. Matches like that haven't been made since before the ban on arranged marriages. I have been trying to force myself into repressing any and all sexual inclinations through self-denial, asceticism, meditation, and trying to stay as far away from Korra as I can when I've had the more explicit dreams about her.

Tarrlok's POV:

I couldn't believe it, again. Noatak goes from a care-free child to an angsty teen. I know that my 'reaching manhood' is just around the corner. I've started noticing girls more and more, though they usually only have eyes for Noatak, especially Korra. I don't know why, but seeing the way they look at each other makes me feel jealous. Why should Noatak get to be with Korra? He took her Bending in that other life! All I did was kidnap her and lock her in a metal box in an abandoned lodge. Okay, that didn't come out right. I just made myself sound like some kind of perverted old guy, and I was never a pervert. I was a lot of things, a liar, a sneak, a weasel-snake of a politician, a manipulator, an oppressor, a fear-mongerer, an all-out-jerk even. But never a pervert. I really need to figure out what my feelings are for Korra. Is it friendship? A crush? Lust? No, that's not right, I don't even have a sex-drive yet, I'm only twelve. It can't be full-fledged love, well I mean romantically speaking. Of course I love Korra, but is it in that sense? I really need to do some serious thinking. All I know is that whenever I see her practicing her Bending, no matter the element, I get these weird feelings like butterflies in my stomach, and her smile makes me feel dizzy, and I stumble over the things I want to say to her.

Korra's POV:

I hate this, I really do. Noak and Tarro have always been my best friends. They've been like brothers to me ever since Mom found them in that blizzard. How could this have happened? How did Noak become so...attractive? I have just kept telling myself that he's just a boy version of me, we even wear our hair in the same style, for whatever reason. We're like twins or something...yes, that definitely helps. I will not think about any dreams I've had of him. Nope, nah, never, no. Dang it! Stupid hormones! Alright, Korra, focus on your Firebending. That's it, get all the hormonal nonsense out by setting things on fire.

Noatak's POV:

Childhood has gone by too quickly. I guess having too short a happy childhood is better than having too long a miserable one. I'm nineteen, Korra's seventeen, and Tarrlok is sixteen. I've really become an excellent healer, thanks to Master Katara. I've respected that old woman since the day I met her, and my admiration has only grown over the years. My favorite story that she told us was about when she challenged the law in the Northern Water Tribe that forbade women from learning Waterbending. She is a real hero of equal rights. Instead of challenging every sexist custom of the Northern Tribe, she focused on a specific issue and the rest just fell into place. Ever since she overturned the discrimination against female Waterbenders in the Northern Water Tribe, the other injustices began to fall out of practice and now women have just as many rights as men in the North. Being taught by Master Katara has really opened my eyes to all the stupid decisions I made as Amon. In the end, I saw what I had been. A terrorist. An evil, oppressive, self-centered, cruel, heartless terrorist. No wonder my plans failed. The balance of the world rests on Korra's shoulders, not mine, not anyone else's. But that doesn't mean I can't help her carry the burden.

Korra's POV:

Oh my spirits. Was he looking at me? Please tell me Noak did not just see me totally mess up that Firebending form. Oh, who am I kidding? He's been watching my every move since practice started this morning, of course he saw that. Wait a second. Why do I care what Noak thinks of my Firebending? He doesn't care about Bending, all he cares about is that I'm Korra. It wouldn't matter to him if I was the Avatar or not, all he sees is Korra. I moaned inwardly. And that's exactly why I care about impressing him. No, Korra, you will not obsess over a boy. Especially with your big Firebending test coming up. After that, Master Tenzin will be moving here to teach me Airbending. And once I get that done, I will be a fully realized Avatar. Oh yeah! Who's the champ! That's right! This girl!

Oh, spirits. I did not just do the victory dance in front of Noak, did I?...

Am-on a roll here! Sorry, but I couldn't resist. I know, I hate puns too. 










5. The Airbending Teacher


Just Like the Good Old Days

I don't own Legend of Korra. Just a quick notice, I will be starting college on Wednesday so I won't be able to update that often. And one more thing, I like doing the multiple POVs so I will still be doing that.

The Airbending Teacher

Noatak's POV:

I had to admit, I was impressed by the level of raw power that Korra possessed. If I hadn't used Bloodbending on her in that other life, I would most definitely have been a dead-man. She is truly amazing, I cannot believe I had ever wanted to destroy her. The notion just seems ridiculous now. She really was powerful, but just like in that other life, she lacked restraint. I could tell her Bending teachers thought so as well. But, nonetheless, she passed her Firebending exam. My heart suddenly picked up its pace at the sound of her triumphant cheer. I saw Tarrlok run over and hug her, and I felt a little twinge of jealousy. So, naturally, I went up to congratulate her as well.

"Hey, what's with the long face, Noak?" She asked me. "You look as gloomy as those old guys over there."

"Congratulations on passing your Firebending test, Korra." I said nervously. Every time I spoke to her I got nervous. I can't believe, after all these years, I haven't been man enough to even ask her out. I just can't get over how awkward it is. I know I'm not Amon anymore, but the memory of that other life still haunts me.

Korra gave that adorable pout, then got a big grin on her face. Before I knew what hit me, she had tackled me in a hug that knocked us both onto the floor. Tarrlok started to chuckle and I sent a glare his way. I could feel my face turning red with embarrassment.

"Come on, guys!" She declared. "Let's go see Naga."

I still couldn't believe that that polar bear-dog could carry all three of us. Ordinarily, the White Lotus sentries didn't like Korra leaving the compound, but they were much more willing when they knew we were with her. I have been offered the chance, several times, to be a White Lotus sentry, but I turned it down. I refuse to be anything less than Korra's friend, and I think those sentries are little more than prison guards.

Tarrlok's POV:

A few days after Korra passed her Firebending exam, Tenzin arrived, along with his family. The children were just as annoying as they had always been; luckily, the younger girl couldn't call me 'ponytail man' this time as I simply wore my hair tied back. I thought the three ponytails made me look too much like Yakone anyway. Master Tenzin really was a nice guy, I guess it helps that he didn't know who I had been in my other life. He greeted us all very cordially.

"Korra?" He greeted her first. "Look at you, so big and strong. You've grown into quite the young Avatar." He then turned to me and Noatak. "Noak, Tarro. You have both become fine young men. I hope you've been keeping Korra out of mischief." We've actually met Tenzin a few times over the years we've lived in the compound. He has been another father figure to us, in addition to Tonraq, and it was good to see him again. The spirits really do work in strange ways.

"Yes, sir, Master Tenzin." Noatak answered. "However difficult a task that may be."

Korra playfully nudged him with her elbow.

"Master Tenzin," Korra said, "I'm so glad you're here, I can't wait to get started."

"Yeah," I said, "we've all been waiting to see Korra Airbend."

"Yes, well..." Tenzin said. His wife, Pema, came forward.

"You're going to have to tell them sooner or later."

"Tell her what?" I asked.

"You're not staying, are you?" Master Katara inquired.

"Wait," Noatak spoke up, "why can't you teach Korra?"

"I'm afraid that we are only staying for the night, then I have to return to Republic City." Tenzin answered.

"But...No, you're supposed to move here." Korra responded. "You're supposed to teach me."

I hated hearing the disappointment in her voice. She really sounded as though he was letting her down, and that made me get angry.

"What's so important that it means Korra has to wait?" I demanded.

"Perhaps we should talk about this inside." He said, and we all followed him into the dining room.

We all seated ourselves at the table. The head of the White Lotus was there too.

"So," Korra turned to Tenzin again, "how long until you're ready to teach me Airbending? A week? A month?"

"It could be much longer." He replied.

"But why?" I asked again. "Isn't Korra's training the most important thing? She's the Avatar after all."

"I have a responsibility to Republic City." Tenzin answered. "I am one of its leaders, and the situation there is very unstable right now."

I'm sure Noatak and I were thinking the same thing at that point. I seriously doubted whatever was troubling Republic City was any worse than what happened in that other life.

"But," Noatak spoke up, "you do have an obligation to teach Korra."

"Believe me," Korra added, "I'd be happy to find another Airbending master, but you're the only one. We're stuck with each other."

"I wish there was another way." Tenzin said.

"What if Korra went to Republic City with you?" I asked.

"Yeah," Korra agreed, "that's perfect."

"Absolutely not!" The head of the White Lotus protested. "The city is far too dangerous! Avatar Aang tasked us with keeping you safe while you mastered the four elements."

"In Avatar Aang's instructions," I continued, "did he say anything about keeping Korra locked up in a compound like some sort of criminal?"

"And it's not like she's helpless." Noatak added. "And besides, we'll go with her."

The two older men scoffed at us.

"It's just not the right time for Korra to come to the city." Tenzin went on.

"Whatever." Korra said before she stood up to leave. Noatak and I followed after her.

Noatak's POV:

I will never understand how Master Katara is able to sneak up on us like that. And how did she even know we were sneaking out? Okay, maybe it was a little obvious, but still. I was even more amazed by the fact that she let us go and made no attempt to stop us.

"It's time for you and your generation to take over the responsibility of keeping peace and balance in the world." She said before hugging us. Master Katara was like a grandmother to us, all of us.

We all loaded up on Naga. Before we left the South Pole, we stopped by Tonraq and Senna's house. They hugged us goodbye and said how proud they were of us. I really will miss them. Before I knew it, the three of us and Naga were stowed away on a ship that was headed for Republic City. I felt more and more unnerved by the fact that I was heading to the scene of my crimes. I knew Tarrlok was also becoming uncomfortable by it as well. But it's not like the Equalists are still there, right? This is a different reality, right?

Thanks for reading. Hope to update soon. (Oh, and just so you all know, that Noarralok option in that other chapter was a joke, mostly. I have decided that this will be Noarra, with a temporary one-sided Korrlok. There will also be fleeting Makorra, please forgive me, but it won't matter in the end.) I also want to add that I will be including the second season of LoK when it comes out, so that will be yet another thing to slow down the story. Goodnight everybody!










6. Blessing or Curse?


Just Like the Good Old Days

Hey! I'm at college, but I'm back. Once again, I don't own Legend of Korra.

Blessing or Curse?

Noatak's POV:

I couldn't believe what I was seeing. I hoped that I would blink and this would all disappear. But no, there it was, the mask I had worn what now seems to have been a lifetime ago. It was the same mask, painted on a large banner that hung over the stand where a man was yelling about the Equalist movement. I must be in a nightmare, how was this even possible if I had been Amon? Something was wrong, so very wrong. Tarrlok seemed just as shocked as I was; we shared a look of fear and confusion that, thankfully, went unnoticed by Korra who had decided to confront the protestor.

"What are you talking about?" She demanded. "Bending is the coolest thing in the world."

I had a feeling that wouldn't go down well with the protestor.

"Oh yeah?" The man replied. "Let me guess, you're a Bender."

"Yeah, I am." Korra answered proudly.

"Then I bet you'd just love to knock me off this platform with some Waterbending, huh?"

"I'm seriously thinking about it."

That would definitely not go well. The protestor used it as an example of Benders abusing their power. I fully expected Korra to go into a rage and resort to using her Bending, I guess some of my old prejudices are still there, but instead she just turned Naga around and the three of us left. Korra really impressed me by choosing to back down; I think that even I wouldn't have been able to control my temper if I had been provoked like that. But nevertheless, something weird was happening and I didn't like it. How could there still be an Amon if I never became that person? Then it hit me, the worst possible scenario. The spirits hadn't sent me and Tarrlok back in time as an act of mercy, they had done it as a way to punish us; they had given us a new life, a life we had only ever dreamed of having, and then they throw us right back into witnessing our past crimes to remind us that we really don't belong in Korra's life like we wished we did. This is not our blessing, but our curse.

Tarrlok's POV:

After that shocking encounter with the Equalist protestor, that I'm sure Noatak was just as shocked about as I was, we soon ran into more trouble. As we were making our way to Air Temple Island, some thugs from the Triple Threat Triad started threatening a shopkeeper. Korra was not about to let those men get away with what they were doing.

"Or else what, hoodlum?" Korra interrupted the leader of the three men as he was in the middle of delivering his threat. The three men turned to look at her and began laughing; Noatak and I quickly stepped behind her in support.

"Since you three are obviously fresh off the boat, let me explain a few things." The leader replied. "You're in Triple Threat Triad territory, and we're about to put you in the hospital."

I snickered at the men; they obviously had no clue who they were dealing with.

"You're the only ones who are going to need a hospital." I said.

"And for your sake," Korra added, "I hope there's one nearby."

"Who do you think you are?" The leader demanded.

Korra waved me and Noatak back; she could handle this one herself.

"Why don't you come and find out."

It never gets old, seeing Korra take down a bunch of bad guys single-handedly, it's one of the many things I admire about her, how she never backs down and gives her all in a fight. Unfortunately, the Metalbender cops weren't as impressed as I was. I remembered in that other life that Korra had been arrested on her first day, and it seemed that Noatak and I would be sharing the experience with her. So the three of us were involved in an attempt to outrun the authorities on Naga, only to be captured and wind up in Chief Bei Fong's interrogation office.

"Let's see," Chief Bei Fong said as she began to read off our offences, "multiple counts of destruction of private and city property, not to mention evading arrest." She turned to me and Noatak. "Aiding and abetting." She slammed her clipboard down in front of us. "You kids are in a whole mess of trouble."

"But there were some thugs threatening a helpless shopkeeper." Korra protested. "I had to-"

"Can it! You should have called the police and stayed out of the way."

"But I couldn't just sit by and do nothing; it's my duty to help people. You see, I'm the Avatar."

I could tell that Noatak had been tense throughout the duration of these events. I'm sure he had thought, in the past at least, that Korra never really took her role as Avatar seriously, that it had all been just a way for her to lord over other people, and now he was feeling guilty that he had thought that way about her. I guess you really can't judge someone until you walk a mile in their shoes, and we've walked more than a mile.

"Oh, I am well aware of who you are." Chief Bei Fong continued. "And your Avatar title might impress some people, but not me."

"Alright, fine, then I'd like to talk to whoever's in charge."

"Korra, I think we are talking to the person in charge." Noatak spoke up; he'd been very quiet until that point.

"Your little friend is correct." The Chief responded. "I'm Chief Bei Fong."

"Wait, Bei Fong? As in Lin Bei Fong?" Korra inquired. "You're Toph's daughter."

"What of it?"

"Well then, why are you treating me and my friends like we're criminals? Avatar Aang and your mother were friends. They saved the world together."

"That's ancient history, and it's got diddly-squat to do with the mess that you three are in now. You can't just waltz in here and dole out vigilante justice like you own the place."

Just then, a visitor was announced. In walked Tenzin, I'd never thought I'd see the day when I'd be happy to see him. He, on the other hand, looked none too pleased.

"Master Tenzin." Noatak greeted him with his usual air of respect.

"We kinda got a little sidetracked on our way to see you." Korra stated.

Tenzin managed to get us out of trouble, but at the price of making sure we would be heading back to the South Pole. We came all this way and now we were heading back to where we started? It was outrageous, and I couldn't understand why Noatak wasn't protesting as much as Korra and I both were. I guess he was still freaked out by the fact that the Equalists and Amon exist in this reality. I haven't quite figured out how that worked, but I'm sure it will come to me eventually.

Noatak's POV:

I was still in shock from what I had seen earlier, perhaps that's why I wasn't so upset about Tenzin sending us back to the South Pole, I just couldn't deal with this right now. I remembered how Korra had called me a coward in that other life when she challenged me to a dual, and perhaps I am a coward. I've never really faced my problems; I've always run away because I was too frightened to deal with the issues that plague me. That's probably the biggest difference between me and Korra; I choose not to face my problems and try and find a way around them, she takes the initiative and charges at things head-on, both figuratively and literally.

When Tenzin changed his mind, I wasn't sure how to feel about it, until Korra pulled all of us into a group hug. The hope and desire to promote change in Republic City simply radiated off of her. I knew that we were needed here, not just Korra, but all of us. I remembered her speech to Republic City as clearly as the time I first heard it, it was strange to think that in my old hideout I was currently listening to the girl standing at that podium over the radio, making plans to destroy her. I know that I can't tell Korra anything about the future, for three reasons; one, she would probably think I had gone nuts, two, it could disrupt the order of time as we know it, and three, she needs to learn these things for herself without interference, that is the hardest reason of all for me to comply with. For now, Tarrlok and I will wait and watch, we won't allow anyone to hurt her, not even us.

Yes, finally done with this chapter! Took forever! Please review.










7. Making Friends, Sort of


Just Like the Good Old Days

I don't own the Legend of Korra.

Making Friends, Sort of

Korra's POV:

It was early in the morning, I really hate the morning, and we had all gathered for breakfast. I was reading the newspaper's articles about Pro-Bending, which I think is totally awesome. Noak and Tenzin didn't seem to care, what's their deal? Tarro listened, but I think he wasn't as enthusiastic as I was. Later, we started my Airbending practice. I felt like such an idiot. It was so embarrassing to make a fool of myself in front of the guys, I could hear Tarro laughing, and I could sense that Noak was probably laughing on the inside. It just made me so mad with myself. I'm the Avatar! How could I not get this? This is so humiliating.

Noatak's POV:

I had to admit, it was pretty amusing seeing Korra attempt to overcome the Airbending gates. I would never laugh at her directly though, unlike Tarrlok who was cackling like a hyena-monkey. I knew she was embarrassed, of course she would be, she is the Avatar, and the Avatar needs to master Airbending. I flashed back to when she defeated me in that other life; it seemed so hard to believe that she couldn't Airbend when that was the very element she used to send me through that window.

That evening, Korra was trying to Airbend at a newspaper that she had hung on a wire. When she didn't Airbend, she got frustrated and set the paper on fire.

"Aargh!" She exclaimed. "Maybe I'm just not cut out to be an Airbender, huh, guys?"

"You'll get it eventually, Korra." I reassured her. I knew better than anyone that she would learn Airbending. "You just need to be patient."

"You're starting to sound like Tenzin, Noak."

Just then, we all heard the sound of a Pro-Bending match on a radio. Korra led us over to where several of the White Lotus sentries were listening. I hadn't really cared about Pro-Bending; though I was surprised that Tenzin was against it, seeing as how Korra was on a Pro-Bending team in that other life. However, our little reverie was interrupted when the radio suddenly cut off and Tenzin called us down.

"You shut it off at the best part!" Korra and Tarrlok complained. Tarrlok didn't seem to be interested in Pro-Bending at first, but while we were listening he had become very absorbed in the match.

"I thought I made myself clear, I don't want you listening to this distracting nonsense." Tenzin said.

"To be fair," Tarrlok retorted with his usual politician's swagger, "it's their radio." He pointed to the sentries. "And besides, you said we couldn't watch a match, you never said anything about listening to one." Korra snickered in response to Tarrlok's reasoning; he really had run circles around Tenzin with logic.

"You-You know what I meant! Anyway, shouldn't y-Shouldn't you three be in bed by now?"

Tarrlok's POV:

When we agreed to stay with Korra, we promised to go through the whole Airbending training with her, and that includes meditation. Noatak didn't have any problems with it, of course he didn't. Korra and I, on the other hand, were having immense difficulty focusing.

"I think I'm doing it wrong." Korra stated.

"There's nothing to do." Tenzin responded irritably. "Let your mind and your spirit be free, for air is the element of freedom."

Korra started chuckling and I joined in when it dawned on me why it was so hilarious.

"Is something funny?"

"Yeah," Korra answered, "you're telling me to embrace freedom but you won't even let me and the guys listen to the radio. And forget about leaving this island."

"Please, Korra. Look at Meelo; he's able to meditate peacefully."

We both turned and saw the little Airbender drooling and making snot bubbles, it was really disgusting.

"Actually, I think he's asleep." I pointed out.

"What?" Tenzin said with surprise. "Well, at least he has the relaxing part down." Tenzin then shifted his gaze to my brother, who was completely motionless but obviously awake. "Noak is doing a good job at meditating, he's completely focused and not distracted."

"It would be easier if people weren't talking." Noatak said, surprising us. So he was listening.

"Whatever," Korra stated, "none of this Airbending stuff makes any sense to me."

"I know you're frustrated," Tenzin continued, "but these teachings will sink in over time. Then one day, they'll just click."

Korra tried once again to meditate, it only lasted a few seconds and she gave up.

"Yeah, it's not sinking in yet. Come on, Tarro; let's go get a glass of lychee juice."

Korra and I got up and left. I was relieved to get away, it was so boring. We should be out fighting Equalists, not sitting around meditating.

"Korra! Tarro! The meditation's not over yet!"

"Man that was boring." I said.

"Yeah." Korra responded. "I really don't get the point of sitting around doing nothing."

"Doing nothing is a waste of time."

"Tell me about it." Korra then stopped. "Hey, how 'bout we sneak out to the Pro-Bending stadium tonight?"

"Really?"

"Yeah, do you think Noak would be interested in coming too?"

"Probably not, but knowing him he'll follow us, tell us we're idiots, and then stay throughout the duration of our adventure to make sure we don't do anything stupid."

"That does sound like him. So, where should we meet?"

Noatak's POV:

I knew they were sneaking out. Just because I don't Bloodbend anymore doesn't mean I'm not able to figure out what those two are up to. Not surprisingly, they were expecting me. Korra gave me one of her bone-crushing hugs, and whispered a greeting, and the three of us made our way through the water to the Pro-Bending stadium. We propelled ourselves to the stadium, using our Waterbending, and launched ourselves up to land inside an open window. We quickly Bended the water off ourselves and began to look around. The last time I had been at this arena was not a memory I liked to think about. Unfortunately, while we were walking, Tarrlok and I must have gotten distracted, because Korra seemed to have vanished. Tarrlok shook my shoulder.

"Noatak, where'd Korra go?"

"I was just wondering the same thing. Weren't you supposed to keep an eye on her?"

"Why are you pointing the finger of blame at me? You're the one who tagged along to make sure we'd be okay!"

"Look, let's not argue. We should just focus on finding Korra."

"Excuse me." Came a voice; we turned and saw someone that neither of us knew exactly, but we had seen him with Korra in that other life. It was the Firebender, I couldn't for the life of me remember his name, but I do remember almost taking his Bending, twice. The first time he got away by shooting me full of lightning, the second time he got lucky because Korra unlocked her Airbending. I wasn't sure why, but I didn't particularly like him. "What are you doing back here?"

"We're…" I tried to quickly think up an excuse, I ended up deciding to tell the truth. "…our friend wandered off and we've just been looking for her."

"Well, it's not smart to be hanging around back here. If Toza sees you, he'll call security. Better come with me."

We followed him to a door, outside which there was another person waiting.

"Mako," the other guy addressed the Firebender, "who are these two?"

"Just some guys looking for their friend, Hasook. Come on, we've got a game." He turned to us. "I just have to play this match and I'll help you find your friend."

It turned out he didn't need to help us, because Korra was already inside the room.

"Korra?" Tarrlok and I inquired. She turned, when she saw us her face lit up with relief and she ran over to hug us.

"I was wondering where you two knuckle-heads wandered off to." She said.

I repressed the urge to retort that she was the one who wandered off. The boy she had been waiting with came over.

"Oh, so these must be those friends that you told me about." He said. I recognized him as the other boy that Korra hung out with in that other life. "I see you two have already met my brother Mako."

"Mako?" Korra inquired as she turned to the Firebender. "Wow, I-I heard you playing on the radio."

"Come on, Bolin, we're up." Mako said, ignoring Korra.

"I guess I could meet him later."

"Yeah, sorry about that," Bolin said to her, "my brother just gets real focused before a match. Okay, I gotta go, wish me luck. Not...that I'll need it."

"Good luck. Knock 'em out!"

I couldn't help but feel jealous; it was so obvious that that Earthbender was trying to impress her. As we watched the match, I found myself becoming fascinated by it. I couldn't believe that this was something I had tried to destroy, there was such an art to it, it was…thrilling. Before I even knew what had happened, I was standing beside Korra and Tarrlok cheering for the Fire-ferrets. The Fire-ferrets won the match thanks to that Mako person, when Korra congratulated him he just brushed her off like she wasn't important. I found myself really not liking that guy. Naturally, Korra was still impressed by Pro-Bending and asked Bolin to show her some moves. This, of course, led to her revealing that she is not only a Waterbender, but an Earthbender and Firebender. Bolin must be very obtuse because he couldn't pick up on what was so obvious, but his brother wasn't so ignorant.

"You're the Avatar, and I'm an idiot." Mako said.

"Both are true." Korra responded. I couldn't help but crack a smile.

Tarrlok's POV:

The next day, Korra's Airbending practice went worse than ever before. It finally resulted in her burning and smashing the Airbending gates. This, obviously, did not sit well with Tenzin, who started shouting at her. Korra responded by yelling that Tenzin was just a terrible teacher, and then storming off. Noatak and I followed after her, to try and reassure her that she would get the hang of this eventually, but she was so angry I don't think anything we said registered with her. I really don't like seeing her so upset. That evening, Korra snuck out, so we had no choice but to follow her. We all went straight to where we met the Fire-ferrets the day before; only the two brothers were there, and they looked very downcast.

"Hey, we didn't miss your match, did we?" Korra asked. "You guys look like you lost already."

"We might as well have." Bolin answered.

"Hasook's a no-good no-show." Mako added.

Just then, the referee opened the door.

"You got two minutes to come out ready to play, or you're disqualified." He said, and then left.

"Well, there goes our shot at the tournament, and the winnings." Mako said bitterly.

"Can't you ask one of those guys to fill in?" Korra asked as she pointed at one of the other players.

"Nah," Bolin replied, "the rules say you can only compete on one team."

"Well, how 'bout one of us? We're all pretty decent Waterbenders."

"Shouldn't you ask us before volunteering us for stuff, Korra?" Noatak said.

"Yeah," I added, there was no way I could do Pro-Bending, I would just end up looking ridiculous, "I'm not going out there."

"Fine, you big babies," she concluded, "I'll do it."

"But, you're the Avatar," Bolin pointed out, "isn't that cheating?"

"It isn't cheating if I only do Waterbending."

"No way." Mako protested. "I'd rather forfeit than look like a fool out there."

Noatak and I both exchanged looks, we knew how well the Avatar played for her team in that other life, this Mako guy must be a serious idiot if he's going to pass up Korra as a teammate. Soon, the referee came back in to ask if they were going to play or not; before anyone else could answer, Korra volunteered. You know, thinking about it, maybe those two should've told Korra the rules of Pro-Bending before they went out on the platform. I could just feel Korra's embarrassment each time she made a mistake. What neither of us expected, was Tenzin showing up. He really could've made his presence known in some other way than sneaking up on us like he did, and putting his hands on our shoulders like he had caught us doing something we shouldn't, which we technically were. I am surprised that Noatak didn't sense him coming; I guess he was too focused on the match to notice anything else.

"I expected something like this from Korra, but not the two of you. Come with me, we are going to get Korra and then we are all leaving."

We followed him down to where Korra was getting out of the pool after she had gotten knocked out of the ring. We went over and helped to pull her out, she was understandably shocked that we were there, even more so when she saw Tenzin standing behind us. This turned into an argument that ended when Korra declared that she didn't even need Airbending and that Pro-Bending was what she really needed to learn. Tenzin turned to us, but we weren't sure how to respond, so we just awkwardly stepped away and went back to where we had been watching the match. As soon as we got back, we saw that Korra had completely changed her fighting style; oddly enough it looked like she was using the Airbending technique that she had been trying and failing to learn. The result was that the Fire-ferrets won. Those two boys asked Korra to permanently join their team, and of course she accepted.

"Korra," Noatak said, "how are you going to explain this to Tenzin when we get back to the island?"

"Just leave that to me." She answered.

"He seemed pretty mad." I added.

"I told you, I got this." We didn't question her after that.

Hey, everyone. I want to thank you for being patient, I have officially started my classes so it will be tricky to update frequently, but please bear with me. Thank you for your kind comments, love you all, and see you soon.










8. Painful Memories


Just Like the Good Old Days

Hey, I'm back. And I don't own Legend of Korra. Oh, PS, I wrote a spin-off/one-shot based on one of Noatak's 'dreams' about Korra. Check it out.

Painful Memories

Noatak's POV:

When Tarrlok and I went out to join everyone for breakfast, we saw that someone important was missing.

"Where's Korra?" I asked.

"Korra had an early morning training session at the arena." Tenzin answered.

"Why didn't she wake us up?"

"She said that she didn't want you two to have to suffer the 'evil that is the morning', as she called it, but she wants you two to hurry over there when you can."

Tenzin hardly had the chance to finish his sentence before Tarrlok and I were out the door and heading straight for the water. We arrived there in no time, and managed to come in just as an older man was leaving.

"Hey, guys!" Tarrlok called to them. I could sense there was something off in the atmosphere.

"What's going on?" I asked.

"Turns out, we need thirty-thousand yuans in order to play in the tournament." Korra answered.

"What? Why?"

"It's for the Championship pot. And if we don't get the money, we don't get to play."

"That's hardly fair."

"So, anyway," Mako interrupted us, "how are we gonna come up with the money?"

"Oh, oh, I got it!" Bolin said with enthusiasm. "I've been training Pabu to do circus tricks. Now people would pay good money to see that!" As he spoke he held up an actual fire-ferret that I assumed is a pet of theirs.

"Come on, Bolin, we need serious ideas."

"I was serious." Bolin muttered as he got a downcast look on his face. Mako could've tried being a bit nicer to his brother when he rejected his idea. Of course, I probably shouldn't throw stones as I took away my own brother's Bending in another life, but still.

"Don't worry, I'll figure something out, I always do."

Korra had to go back and do some Airbending training; she had been improving a great deal since she joined the Fire-ferrets. Tarrlok decided to go off and look around the city, of course he already knew his way around, but we couldn't exactly explain that to Korra.

Tarrlok's POV:

I wanted to do a little reminiscing so I took a stroll around downtown Republic City. Everything was exactly the way it was before; it was so weird being a stranger to a place that I had known for so long. I was shaken from my thoughts when I saw Bolin and his pet fire-ferret, Pabu, sitting beneath the statue of Fire Lord Zuko. Bolin was having Pabu do tricks, just as he suggested earlier. I approached in curiosity.

"He, Bolin, how's business treating you?"

"Oh, hey, Tarro. Not good, maybe Mako was right, maybe my idea was stupid."

"Don't say that, you shouldn't put yourself down just because your brother acts like he knows best."

Just then, a fancy satomobile pulled up, the man inside rolled down the window.

"Hey, Bolin, is that you?"

"Oh, hey there, Shady Shin." Bolin replied nervously.

Shady Shin got out of his satomobile and approached us.

"Heard you're a big time Pro-Bending player now. Not bad."

"Uh, thanks."

"So listen," Shady Shin whispered to Bolin, but he was loud enough that I could still hear what was being said, "I got an offer for you." He then noticed me. "Maybe your friend would be interested too." He continued to address both of us. "Lightning-Bolt Zolt is looking to hire some extra muscle."

"Uh, I don't know, Shin." Bolin replied. "Mako told me to stay away from the Triple Threats."

Triple Threats? This guy was offering me and Bolin the chance to work for the Triple Threats? No. No way. It would go against any remaining sense of moral decency I had left in my body.

"Pfft, your brother ain't the boss of you. It's just a little security work, nothing crooked."

How stupid did this guy think we were? Of course, Bolin caved when Shin tossed a wad of yuans into his donations cup.

"You game?"

"Uh, Bolin," I spoke up, "I really don't think this is a good idea."

"You're more than welcome too, kid." Shin said to me as he shoved another wad of yuans into my hand. I knew that Bolin was going to go along with this for the sake of the Championship.

"Fine, I'll come, but it's only to help out my friend here." I gestured to Bolin who looked happy that I considered us to be friends. I had to admit, Bolin was a pretty fun guy so, yeah, I guess we're friends.

I felt very uncomfortable in the hideout for this band of crooks, something just didn't feel right. I had a foreboding sense that something bad was going to happen. And of course it did. The last thing I remember seeing as Bolin and I were being taken away by the team of Equalist chi-blockers, was Korra and Noatak and Mako attempting to stop them.

Noatak's POV:

I had been having this weird feeling all day, like there was something that I had forgotten. It just wouldn't stop nagging at me. My theory was proven correct when Mako showed up asking about his brother, then it dawned on me that Tarrlok hadn't come back yet and he should've returned hours ago.

"Come to think of it, we haven't seen Tarro in a while." Korra said.

"We need to find them." I pointed out. "I have this really bad feeling that something's happened to them."

"We can take Naga."

"Who's Naga?" Mako asked.

"A friend of ours, and a great tracker."

We made our way along the street on Naga, I sat behind Korra and Mako sat behind me. I was keeping my eyes wide open for any sign of Tarrlok and Bolin but I still heard their small exchange.

"You friend is a…polar-bear-dog. Somehow that makes perfect sense."

"I'll take that as a compliment, city-boy."

Soon we arrived at the statue of Fire Lord Zuko.

"Well, this is Bolin's usual hang-out." Mako stated as we all dismounted. He made his way over to where a group of street-urchins were goofing around. "Any of you guys seen my brother around here lately?"

"Perhaps." One of the kids said. "My memory's a little…foggy. Maybe you can help 'clear it up'."

"You're good, Skoochy. A real pro." Mako said sarcastically as he handed the boy a yuan.

"Yeah, I've seen him."

"When?"

"About noon."

"What was he doing?"

"He was performing some kind of monkey-rat circus when some Water Tribe boy showed up. They seemed to know each other; I think the guy's name was Tarro. And then…"

Mako handed the boy another yuan.

"And then what?" I asked rather impatiently. "Why did they leave?"

"Shady Shin showed up and flashed some serious cash. Bo and the other guy took off with him in his hot rod. The Triple Threats, the Red Monsoons, the Agni Kais, all the triads are muscling up for something real big. Now that's all you're getting outta me!" With that, Skoochy took off with the other kids.

I felt as if the world had stopped moving. Surely Tarrlok wouldn't be so stupid as to get involved in a turf war? And then it hit me what day it was. It was the day before the Revelation, and I had given the order to capture the Triple Threat Triad. And now Tarrlok and Bolin were about to be taken away by…well…by me, or at least the other me. We didn't waste a moment and got right back on Naga. Suddenly, Naga started to charge at something and I held onto Korra's waist to keep from flying off; when we finally stopped, I noticed that it was that fire-ferret that belonged to Mako and Bolin.

"It's Pabu!" Mako declared.

"No, Naga." Korra said. "Pabu's a friend, not a snack."

The little creature scurried over and settled itself on Mako's shoulders.

"We gotta hurry."

Eventually we arrived at the Triple Threat headquarters. While Korra and Mako tried to stealthily creep up to the door, I knew it would be a waste of time and charged up and slammed the door down and made my way towards the back, ignoring their astonished looks. I felt panic rush through me when I heard the sound of an engine roaring, and I ran as fast as I could. I saw Tarrlok and Bolin inside the truck, they looked absolutely terrified. The chi-blockers dropped those canisters that create a smoke-screen, and I couldn't see anything. Korra called for Naga, and soon we were in pursuit. Of course I knew that all efforts to stop them would be futile, but that didn't stop me from trying to fight when the chi-blockers tripped up Naga and the three of us had to fight. I still remembered everything I had learned about chi-blocking and was able to skillfully dodge any and all attacks. We were eventually overpowered, but luckily Naga charged up and scared off the remaining chi-blockers.

"I can't Bend. I can't Bend!" Korra shouted as she desperately tried to Firebend.

"Calm down, it'll wear off." Mako reassured her. "Those guys were chi blockers. They're Amon's henchmen."

I cringed at the word 'henchmen', it made me think I sounded like a villain in a children's story.

"Amon?" Korra inquired.

"Don't you remember, Korra?" I asked. "He's the leader of the Equalists; we saw one of his protestors when we first showed up in Republic City." Then an idea struck me, a way to show them where Tarrlok and Bolin had been taken without making it seem too obvious.

"What do they want with the Triple Threats?"

"Whatever it is, it can't be good." Mako replied. "I can't believe Bolin got himself into this mess!"

"Don't act like you're the only one who's upset by this." I told him. "My brother got taken too, and I am not going to let those guys get away with this." I was finally seeing things through the eyes of the people I had attacked in that other life; the idea that Tarrlok would get hurt, again, and have his Bending taken away by me, again, made me very angry and scared. "Clearly we have no idea where they went, but I think I know how we can find out."

We headed for the park and sat down near to where that protestor would be the next day.

"So, you think this protestor will know where Bolin and Tarro are?" Mako asked me.

"It's the only lead we have." I replied.

"So, why is Bolin running around with the Triple Threat Triad, anyway?" Korra inquired.

"Well, we…we used to do some work for them back in the day…" Mako answered a little nervously.

"What? Are you some kind of criminal?"

"No! You don't know what you're talking about. I just ran numbers for them and stuff. We were orphans out on the street; I did what I had to do to survive and protect my little brother."

"I'm sorry. It must have been really hard. Can I ask what happened to your parents?"

"They were mugged, by a Firebender. He cut them down right in front of me. I was eight."

So, that was his story? Ironic, really, isn't it? He actually lost his parents to a Firebender, but he doesn't feel upset by the fact that he himself is one; and yet I was the one who lied about my past and had developed a desire to eliminate Bending altogether. Korra soon slipped off into sleep and I put my arm around her; she was just as worried as I was about Tarrlok, I knew the two of them were very close and she hated the thought that he was in danger. Eventually, I found myself drifting off to sleep. We were awoken by the sound of that very annoying protestor making his declarations about equality, well…screaming them into a megaphone, anyway. I gently shook Korra awake, Mako woke up on his own, and I pointed in the direction of the protestor.

"That would be the guy we're looking for." I stated.

When we approached, the protestor was less than pleased to see us.

"You cannot silence me, Avatar!"

Korra responded by swatting the megaphone out of his hand.

"Shut your yapper and listen up." She said irately. "Some friends of mine got kidnapped by some chi blockers. Where'd they take them?"

"I have no idea what you're talking about."

"Oh, I think you do."

Korra Earthbended the platform that the protestor had been standing on up, causing him to fall off and a bunch of pamphlets to go flying. I knew exactly what those were and snatched a few.

"'Witness the Revelation tonight, nine o' clock.'" Mako read from one of the pamphlets. "What's this 'Revelation'?"

"Nothing that concerns the likes of you three!" The protestor responded.

"You better believe it concerns us, spill it." Korra demanded as she grabbed the man by the front of his shirt.

"No one knows what the Revelation is! And I have no idea what happened to your friends. But if they're Benders, then my bet is they're getting what's coming to them."

I couldn't believe that I had had followers who were so obnoxious; okay, maybe that's a bit of an exaggeration as there is always an exception, but still.

"Where's it happening?" Mako asked.

Unfortunately, we didn't get our answer as a police officer showed up and we had to bail out. We eventually came to Republic City station; I had to find a way to get Korra and Mako to go to the rally without being too obvious that I knew where it was.

"Why didn't the Equalists put a location on these?" Korra asked.

"Probably because they didn't want just anybody waltzing into their big 'Revelation', whatever that is." Mako answered. "I bet the information is hidden on here somehow."

"Hey, guys." I said. "I think I've got it." I held up one of the pamphlets that had the dot on it that showed where the location was, and put it up next to the map of Republic City that we were standing next to.

"That must be where it is! Noak, you're a genius!" Korra exclaimed as she hugged me and I felt myself puff up with pride a little.

"I try."

I was not going to let anything happen to Tarrlok, as soon as I got him out of danger I was going to hug him, and then I was going to start yelling at him for doing something so stupid in the first place. Of course I knew that my other self would never 'hurt' him, he would still take away his Bending and I don't think Tarrlok would be happy about having to go through that a second time, to say the least of the explaining I would have to do if I needed to use my Bloodbending to restore his Bending.

Tarrlok's POV:

I was terrified, almost as terrified as I had been the last time Noatak had been about to take my Bending away. Bolin looked so scared I thought he would wet himself, and that is not a pleasant thought. I resisted the sudden urge to laugh as Amon, or rather the other Noatak, told his phony story to everyone while Bolin and I were being held off-stage with the members of the Triple Threat Triad. When we were led onto the stage, I felt the glares of all those Non-Benders boring into me with indescribable hatred. I guess I did sorta deserve it; after all I did in that other life. But I learned my lesson! I thought the point of all this was that we were being shown mercy for our mistakes. When Amon, or Noatak, saw me I sensed that he recognized me at least a little, I simply glared at him in response in an attempt to say "You big jerk, let me out of here! You're no better than Yakone!" with my eyes. But, he just proceeded with his little 'show', and I realized that he was taking the Bending of every person on that stage except for me. When he finally got to Bolin, the poor kid tried to point out that it was a misunderstanding. I rolled my eyes and shook my head, there's no way he could talk himself out of that situation, we were so done for. At least, that's what I thought, until a miracle in the form of a cloud of steam filled the room. I jumped when I felt a hand on my shoulder.

"You okay, bro?"

"Yes! Thank you! You're the best big brother ever!" I completely forgot in that moment that he was the big brother that had been about to take my Bending away, again. We hurried out of there as fast as we could. We ran into a little trouble when we met up with the other two boys, as the four of us were attacked by that Lieutenant guy who electrocuted the ladder we were on. Luckily, rescue came in the form of Korra, and we managed to get out relatively unscathed. When we made our way back to Air Temple Island, after dropping Mako and Bolin off at the Pro-Bending arena, I noticed that Korra was pretty freaked out. Oh, right, that's because she was terrified by Amon's (Noatak's) ability to take away people's Bending. I was shaken from my observations when Noatak suddenly grabbed the front of my shirt.

"Are you insane? What were you thinking going off with the Triple Threats like that? And then you went and got captured! Do you know how worried we were?"

I responded by giving him a look that said "Are you fricking serious? Do you not remember who it was who had just tried to take my Bending?"

"I only went because I wanted to make sure that our friend Bolin wouldn't get hurt. I tried to talk him out of it, but he kinda stopped listening when that Shady Shin guy tossed him some yuans. Oh, I got paid too, here's your share." I handed him the money I had gotten from Shady Shin, and he looked at me confused. "What, he may have been a crook but his yuans are still good."

Noatak's expression was unreadable, I loved confusing him like that, it was so funny. Anyway, back to Korra. She really did look freaked out; when Noatak realized that as well, he put a hand on her shoulder to reassure her. The boat finally pulled up to the island, now to explain to Tenzin where we had been all last night and the day before.

Hey, everyone. Thanks for your patience with me. I think I'm going to reconsider having any Makorra at all in the story, as I have yet to see how I can work it into the plot. My idea was to have Mako have a crush on Korra, and she kinda likes him but only because she isn't sure how Noatak/Noak feels about her. Anyway, drop me a review, tell me what you think, and the next one is a personal favorite of mine. Catch ya later.










9. You're Safe


Just Like the Good Old Days

Hey, hey. I've been waiting forever for this one; this and the one after this are two of my favs. Anyway, I don't own Legend of Korra or the lyrics to "Protecting Me". Oh, this is just a reminder to check out my spin-off/one-shot, I would like more reviews on that, it's entitled "Noatak's Dream" and you can find it on my profile.

You

You're always there for me

When I need you most

Day and night you're by my side

Protecting me

When I feel like crashing down

You seem to be around

There you are

You're not that far

'Cos whenever wherever baby

You'll protect me

No matter what

Hold me tight

With all your might

And you'll never let me go

Protecting me

You

You listen to me when

I speak out loud and you

You know right when my heart's been bent

When my life's tumbling around

You take me off the ground

You tell me everything's ok

Whenever where ever baby

You'll protect me

No matter what

Hold me tight

With all your might

And you'll never let me go

-"Protecting Me" by Aly and AJ

You're Safe

Noatak's POV:

I had been having nightmares lately, the kind that caused me to wake up with a scream. I dreamt that I was watching my older self take away Korra's Bending and I couldn't do anything to stop it. It made me feel awful, sickened with myself; it made me more uncomfortable around Korra than when I had had dreams of an 'intimate' nature about her, luckily those had subsided, mostly. I got out of bed, it was the middle of the night, I saw Tarrlok shift uncomfortably in his sleep, no doubt he was having bad dreams too. Of course he would. I decided to walk over to Korra's room to see if she was sleeping okay. The temple made me feel very nervous, even if it was supposed to be a haven of peace, it creaked and had strange shadows at night that put me a little on-edge, of course I was used to being on-edge but it's different when you think your past self is out to get you or someone you care about. When I was outside Korra's room, I heard a loud gasp that bordered on a scream; I instantly flung open the screen door.

"Korra, are you alright?"

"I-I'm fine, Noak. J-just a bad dream."

"You too?"

Korra looked at me and I went in and sat down next to her.

"I had a pretty bad dream, that's why I'm here, I was…worried."

Korra gave a small smile and hugged me and I hugged back. I hated how I was scared, I hated that she was scared, I hated that everyone was scared because of me.

"What was your dream about?" Korra murmured.

"I'd rather hear yours."

"Nah, you go first."

I let out a sigh; when Korra asked me to tell her something I couldn't say no, I don't know what it was about her that just made me want to open up.

"Very well; I dreamt that I was sleeping and I heard noises in the hall, I poked my head out and saw dark figures, I tried to follow them but they attacked me." I didn't tell her the rest as I was certain that it would make her more scared. Yes, that is how the dream started, but I neglected to mention how I had followed the figures towards her room and was captured and dragged inside to watch as my past-self took away her Bending.

"Oh," she responded, "uh…yeah…that's a lot like what happened to me." I sensed that she was leaving stuff out just as I had done; only she was much more obvious about it.

The following evening, Korra was practicing her stances while Tarrlok and I were standing on the side, listening to the radio, when suddenly the music went static and an all-too-familiar voice came on."

"Good evening, my fellow Equalists. This is your leader Amon. As you've heard, the Republic Council has voted to make me public enemy number one, proving once again that the Bending oppressors of this city will stop at nothing to quash our revolution. But we cannot be stopped. Our numbers grow stronger by the day. You no longer have to live in fear. The time has come for Benders to experience fear."

As my other-self spoke over the radio, Tarrlok and I noticed that Korra had a terrified look in her eyes. Sweat was dripping down her face, and I was certain she was shaking. I couldn't believe I had had such an effect on her, I felt guilt wash through me like a wave.

The next evening, it was dinner time and Tarrlok refused to get out of bed. He'd been having trouble with sleep as most of us had, but he had decided to replace it with taking extended naps during the day. Now he was just being stubborn.

"Come on, we have to go to dinner. It would be rude not to show up."

"Mmph." Tarrlok mumbled into his pillow. I rolled my eyes.

"Come on," I said as I grabbed him by his ankles, "up you get."

Tarrlok let out an irritated whine, but I just kept pulling until he slumped to the ground.

"This would be easier if you would just cooperate."

"I wouldn't even be in this situation if you hadn't been doing all that fear-mongering and anti-Bending stuff. As far as I see, this is all your fault."

I knew his words were true, but he probably only said that because he was cranky about his bad night's sleep. I pulled him up to his feet by the scruff of his parka; it had been getting colder lately so we had begun to sleep wearing our parkas. He grudgingly relented, giving me that pout of his; I could swear that Korra uses the same pout when she wants to get her way. And we eventually managed to make our way to the family dining room, where we were met with quite the surprise.

Tarrlok's POV:

We had just walked into the dining room, and Noatak was apologizing for us being late, when we caught sight of a visitor. I began to feel awkward at seeing my older self here in this temple, oh, that's right; I was here to recruit Korra for my task-force. I mentally slapped myself; I should've stayed in bed. Stupid, stupid, stupid.

"Hey, boys!" Ikki, the youngest of the Airbender kids exclaimed as she rushed over to us, bombarding us with questions. "Why are you late for dinner? Did you know we have a visitor? Was Tarro sleeping late again? Noak, why do you always wear a ponytail like Korra? You know it makes you look girly."

Noatak and I ignored the barrage of questions, and proceeded to go and sit by Korra, I sat on her left and Noatak sat on her right, we were both trying to ignore the curious looks that my older self was giving us. It's so weird to see yourself the way other people see you.

The older me then came over to us, though he/I was mostly focused on Korra, I couldn't help but notice that he was interested in finding out who me and Noatak were.

"You must the famous Avatar Korra. It is truly an honor. I am Councilman Tarrlok, representative from the Northern Water Tribe."

"Nice to meet you." Korra replied.

Noatak rolled his eyes and I shot him a glare. Say what you will, my older self has some serious charm. Then, Ikki leaned over the table and looked at my older self curiously.

"Why do you have three ponytails? And how come you smell like a lady? You're weird." She said, I knew that Noatak was struggling not to laugh. I remembered how Korra had had a similar reaction to me when Noatak and I appeared in the South Pole all those years ago.

"Well, aren't you…precocious?" My older self stated. Ikki continued to glare at him/me, while he turned his attention back to Korra. "So, I've been reading all about your adventures in the papers. Infiltrating Amon's rally, now that took some real initiative."

"Well, Noak over here did most of the work, he figured out how to find the rally." Korra responded as she gestured to Noatak, who just shrugged as if it was nothing. I care about my brother, but sometimes he can act like a smug bastard (pardon my language). I noticed that Korra was starting to get a questioning look on her face as her eyes darted from me to the other me.

"Well," my older self continued, "Republic City is certainly much better off now that you and your friends have arrived."

"Enough with the flattery, Tarrlok," Tenzin said irately, "what do you want from Korra?"

"Patience, Tenzin, I'm getting to that."

"It's pretty obvious, isn't it?" I spoke up drawing everyone's attention. "He wants her to join his taskforce, am I right, Councilman?"

"Uh…yes, that is correct, how did you…?"

"Let's just say I'm pretty good at guessing."

Noatak scoffed at me.

"Yeah, you did such a great job guessing your way into getting kidnapped by Equalists." He said sarcastically.

"Hey, that was not my fault."

"Boys," Tenzin said in a serious tone, "kindly cease your fighting, we are in a place of peace."

"Yes, Master Tenzin." We both said in synchronization.

"Anyway," the older me continued to speak to Korra, "I need someone who will help me attack Amon directly, someone who is fearless in the face of danger. And that someone is you."

"Join your taskforce? I can't." She replied calmly.

Everyone stared at her in shock except for me and Noatak.

"I must admit, I'm rather surprised. I thought you'd jump at the chance to help me lead the charge against Amon."

"So did I." I heard Tenzin mutter to himself.

"I didn't." I said.

"Me neither." Noatak added.

"I came to Republic City to finish my Avatar training with Tenzin. Right now, I just need to focus on that." Korra stated.

"Which is why this opportunity is perfect, you would get on the job experience while performing your Avatar duty for the city." The older me explained. "And I'm sure that if you joined, your two friends here would be willing to accompany you."

"We'd follow Korra to the ends of the Earth." I whispered, though I was sure that my older self heard me.

"Korra gave you her answer; it's time for you to go." Tenzin said.

"Very well," the older me said, "but, I'm not giving up on you just yet. You'll be hearing from me soon. It has been a pleasure, Avatar Korra." As he left, I noticed he gave one final look at me and Noatak.

"Bye-bye, Ponytail-man." Ikki exclaimed.

I knew we would not be seeing the last of me.

Korra's POV:

Something weird was going on, I was certain that I knew Tarrlok from somewhere before. Truth be told, I think he looked a lot like an older version of Tarro; they looked like they could even pass as father and son. Weird, huh? I got this feeling that Tarro and Noak were hiding something, or they knew more than they were letting on, just the awkward way they had been interacting around Tarrlok. Noak and Tarro did have a mysterious past that they never talked about, and I've got this crazy theory that maybe Tarrlok is their long-lost dad or something. Does that sound like reasonable logic? It does to me.

Well, on another matter, I've been missing out on Pro-Bending practice all this week, I bet Mako's going to get ticked with me when I come back. I don't know why, but I've been finding I like Mako a lot; at first, he was so infuriating, but I think I might be developing some feelings for him. He's pretty cute, and strong, and he hasn't been a friend of mine my whole life so I don't see him as a brother. Maybe I shouldn't give up so easily on Noak, but he never really gives off any indication that he likes me as more than a friend or an adopted sister, so why shouldn't I notice attractive guys that aren't him? Wait, maybe I need to rephrase that.

Tarrlok's POV:

We had just been sitting around on the temple steps, hanging out with Bolin, who had shown up to thank Korra for saving his Bending, when my squeaky-voiced assistant from my other life came up to us.

"Tarrlok sends his compliments and urges you to reconsider his offer." He said as he handed Korra a large gift-basket, the same as the one I had sent her in that other life.

"Tell him I haven't changed my mind." Korra responded.

The assistant then left.

"Who's this Tarrlok guy?" Bolin asked Korra. "Is he bothering you? Huh, 'cause I could have a word with him."

"Heh, no it's not like that. He's just some old guy who works with Tenzin on the council."

I started choking on glass of lychee juice. Old? She thought I was old? I just knew that Noatak was laughing inside, again, he never laughs at people to their faces.

"Oh, good, good, that sounds better, I like that better." Bolin replied.

Just then the assistant came back, this time carrying two extravagant gift-baskets.

"Tarrlok also asked me to give these to your two friends." The assistant said as he set down the baskets in front of me and Noatak before leaving again.

Noatak shot me a look, and I just shrugged in response.

"I guess Tarrlok's out to get you guys on his side too." Korra said.

"He probably just thinks that we might try to encourage you to join that taskforce." Noatak said. It did seem like the type of thing I would do.

Eventually, the invitation to the gala came, and Noatak and I had to go shopping for some suits while Korra went to find a nice dress. I found a decent suit, the coat was navy-blue with a light-blue under-jacket, it was a simple style but nice; Noatak got himself an ensemble similar to mine in style, only it was all in a rich ocean-blue except for the white shirt. When Korra came out of the dress section, I recognized the dress she wore as being exactly the same as the one she had worn to the gala in in the other life. This was going to make for an interesting evening.

Noatak's POV:

We entered the gala with wide eyes; my little brother had certainly spared no expense when he held this gala. In the other life, I had relied on my informants that had attended the gala to give me information on what had happened; I knew right away that this whole thing was a set-up, and I resolved to do all I could to keep Korra away from anything potentially threatening. Speaking of which, the older Tarrlok came up to greet us.

"So glad you could make it, Avatar Korra." He greeted her, throwing a side-glance at me and the younger Tarrlok, this was getting really confusing. I instinctively locked arms with Korra so as to make sure we wouldn't get separated in the crowd; such a thing would give the older Tarrlok an opportunity to isolate her and lead her to the reporters. "And I see you brought your friends, the more the merrier." I rolled my eyes, even if I hadn't known his whole scheme it was still transparent enough that I would know not to let my guard down. Tarrlok (the younger one) was looking very anxious; I knew how awkward this whole situation was for him. The older Tarrlok proceeded to lead the three of us over to meet people, eventually we were introduced to Hiroshi Sato, and the awkward just kept on coming. Just then, who should walk up to us but Mako, who was arm-in-arm with Asami Sato, Hiroshi's daughter.

"It's lovely to meet you. Mako's told me so much about you." Asami said to Korra.

"Really? Because he hasn't mentioned you at all. How did you two meet?" Korra inquired, I sensed a note of jealousy in her tone. She was jealous that Mako was clearly with Asami? The notion irked me, greatly.

"Asami crashed into him on her moped." Bolin said, appearing out of nowhere.

"What? Are you okay?"

"I'm fine," Mako replied, "more than fine. Mr. Sato agreed to sponsor our team; we're back in the tournament."

"Isn't that great?" Bolin exclaimed.

"Yea, terrific." Korra answered with very little enthusiasm. Korra didn't seem to feel any better when the older Tarrlok accosted Chief Bei Fong and reintroduced the two women, and Bei Fong proceeded to deride Korra. I sensed that it was getting close to the time when the older Tarrlok was going to get Korra over to the reporters; I looked over at the younger Tarrlok who seemed to read my thoughts and nodded. I knew that there would be only one way to keep Korra away from the older Tarrlok, and I swore I would never resort to this measure unless it was absolutely necessary.

"Korra," I said, "would you care to dance with me?"

She gave me a look of absolute befuddlement.

"Uh…you dance?" She asked. I could feel my cheeks turning red. I knew the annoying Firebender…I mean Mako, was glaring at me. What was his problem? Isn't he already dating that Asami girl? It certainly looks that way.

"Yes, I have some experience dancing."

"And where was I when you learned that, because I certainly don't know how to dance."

I took her hand and began to lead her towards the dance-floor.

"It's easy, and I'll help you." Spirits, I swore I would never ever do this again, but it's too late to back out now.

Tarrlok's POV:

"Save the next dance for me!" I called after them. As they walked away, my face fell. So, once again my brother is favored over me. I should've seen it coming. It didn't hurt as horribly as I thought it would, but it was still a little bit of an injury to my pride at least. My older self turned to me.

"So, how long have you and your brother been friends with Avatar Korra?" He asked.

"Since we were children. Korra's mom found us lost in a blizzard." I answered. I noticed him flinch when I mentioned the blizzard.

"So, I know your brother's name but I don't recall being told your name." I could feel him looking at me in curiosity, like I was some sort of freak from the circus, it just made this so much worse.

"I'm Tarro."

"So, Tarro, are you originally from the South Pole like our dear Avatar?"

"No, Noak and I grew up in the Northern Tribe." Idiot! You shouldn't be revealing so much truth! "We sorta…ran away…"

"Oh really, and why did you do that?"

"Uh…I…we…hey look a hog-monkey!" I shouted and then ran for it. I knew that was a bad escape attempt, but I don't make good decisions under pressure. I then looked around for Korra and Noatak; when I saw them they were still on the dance-floor. I hadn't seen Noatak dance in years, not since that other life, and he had had to stop when dad found out. That was not a pleasant day for either of us, and I don't wish to dwell on it. I don't think I'd ever seen Noatak look so happy before, not even during our second childhood, he was blushing like a fool and had a dopey grin on his face. Korra was also blushing, and she seemed much happier than she did earlier. Even though I envied my brother, I couldn't help but feel happy for him.

Korra's POV:

I couldn't believe it, Noak was dancing with me, and he was…good. I felt like I had two left feet compared to him, but he didn't even wince when I accidentally stepped on his foot. I felt heat start to rise in my cheeks when he put his hand on my waist and pulled me close to him. I felt so incredible dancing with him. He made me feel special, and not Avatar special, but Korra special. The fact that he cared about me as more than just the Avatar was a good thing after all. To him I would always be Korra, and that was what mattered all along. We had just finished our dance, and I sensed that our faces were drawing closer together; when suddenly, I felt a hand on my shoulder yank me back to reality. I looked over and there was Councilman Tarrlok.

"Avatar, I hope you don't mind, but there is a matter of importance." He said.

"Excuse me, Councilman Tarrlok," Noak said with a note of aggravation, "but I believe you just interrupted something."

"It won't take a moment." He then steered me away from Noak and over to where a gang of reporters was waiting.

Noatak's POV:

I glared at Tarrlok all the rest of the evening, both of them. I never realized before just how pressured Korra was in that interview, my informants had all just given me a vague description, they never indicated that Korra had been put under that level of antagonization from the press. I knew I was being a bit too hard on the younger Tarrlok, as he was genuinely remorseful for what had happened. Both of us agreed to join the taskforce as well, but simply for Korra's sake. I sensed that Korra was afraid, especially on the first mission. We were infiltrating a chi-blocker training site, the one under the bookstore. I noticed how Korra gasped in barely contained fear when she saw the banner with the image of the mask on it. I mentally kicked myself once again. I also was getting the vibe that both of the Tarrloks were enjoying beating up Equalists perhaps a little more than they should. When Korra ran after two of the escaping chi-blockers, I saw both Tarrloks follow after her; naturally, I pursued as well. Korra was about to get taken down by another chi-blocker who had been lying in wait, when the younger Tarrlok froze him to the wall.

"Nice timing, thanks, Tarro." Korra said.

"Excellent job, kid." The older Tarrlok congratulated him.

"Well," the younger Tarrlok responded, "we do make a good team."

"Yeah, we do." Korra agreed.

Afterwards, we were all made to pose for photographs of us with the captured Equalists. I still don't think they should have made such a big deal of this, as if it wasn't awkward enough for me to be attacking my former supporters. Then came the fateful press conference, the one that I dreaded. I knew what would happen, and it was disconcerting to once more hear those words.

"Amon, I challenge you to a duel! No taskforce, no chi-blockers, just the two of us tonight at midnight on Avatar Aang Memorial Island. Let's cut to the chase and settle this thing, if you're man enough to face me."

Later that evening, Tarrlok and I watched as Korra set off for her "showdown". I knew that my older self wouldn't do anything to her, but it was still nerve-wracking. I barely registered the argument going on between Tenzin and the older Tarrlok. Then I saw it, even from here, the blasts of fire as Korra attempted to defend herself. I didn't hesitate, even though I knew my older self had sworn to save her for last, I leapt right onto the water and created an ice-board that I propelled straight to the island. I knew Tenzin and my brother were right behind me, but I went as fast as I could. When we got there, unsurprisingly, my older self and the chi-blockers had already left, and I ran straight over to Korra and helped her sit up, discreetly pressing a chi-point that would help her regain consciousness more quickly.

"Korra." I said. "Are you alright?"

"Yeah," she scarcely more than whispered, "I'm fine.

"What happened?" Tenzin asked. "Was Amon here?"

"Yeah, he ambushed me." She answered weakly.

"Did he-did he take your Bending away?"

Korra produced a small flame in her hands.

"No, I'm okay."

"Ah, thank goodness."

Korra suddenly broke out into a fit of sobs, and caught me off-guard as she clung to me for comfort. I responded by wrapping my arms around her, and holding her tight to let her know that she was safe.

"I was so terrified." She choked out. "I felt so helpless."

I felt a pang of guilt wash through me yet again. I never knew that my threat had reduced her to tears. I really felt like the bad guy.

"It's okay, Korra." I whispered to her. "You're safe now."

Korra then looked at Tenzin.

"You-you were right…I've been scared this whole time." She buried her face into my chest, as if she were trying to hide. "I've never felt like this before and-and I don't know what to do!"

Tenzin knelt down beside us and put a reassuring hand on her shoulder.

"Admitting your fears is the first and most difficult step in overcoming them." He said.

Korra was still weak from being knocked out, so as we left the island I carried her. I hadn't seen her so terrified since we were kids and that polar-leopard attacked us. I stayed by her side the rest of the night; I couldn't sleep anyway so I just held her as she cried herself to sleep. I hated this; I hated knowing that I had caused this amazing girl, this amazing young woman, to cry and be afraid. Tarrlok stood by, concerned, and wanted to stay as well but I told him to just go to bed and he did. I promised myself that I would never let anyone hurt her, not even me; but now it seemed that that promise was easier said than done. But no matter what, I would keep on fighting for her, I would protect her.

Hope you all liked this chapter, I love how I worked in a dancing scene, I think it was so cute. And notice how what Noatak thinks in that final sentence is sort of a reversal of his "I will destroy you" from when he was Amon. Okay, love you all, see you soon.










10. Tough Love


Just Like the Good Old Days

Thanks for being patient with me. I do not own Legend of Korra.

Tough Love

Noatak's POV:

The day after Korra's little encounter with 'me' on the island, Tenzin insisted that we resign from the taskforce, not that any of us were complaining, though the job of informing the older Tarrlok of our resignation unfortunately fell to me. How it happened I'm not sure, perhaps because I could be better at persuading the older Tarrlok that none of us were coming back; though I still couldn't understand why Tenzin couldn't do it himself, maybe it was because it should come directly from one of us. Still, this was definitely going to be an awkward encounter. I went with Tenzin to the Council Hall the following morning, and he pointed me in the direction of Tarrlok's office (As if I didn't already know). I knocked on the door and the assistant let me in. The older Tarrlok was sitting at his desk, looking over some papers and didn't look up when I entered.

"Who is it?" He asked the assistant in an unnecessarily hostile tone. "I'm very busy."

"I beg your pardon, Councilman Tarrlok, sir." The assistant answered. 'But, it is one of Avatar Korra's friends, and he says it's important."

Tarrlok looked up then, and when he saw it was me he noticeably flinched. Undoubtedly, he probably was still a little uneasy about me as I surely looked the same as I did when I left him during the blizzard.

"Ah, yes, leave us." He ordered the assistant, who immediately left the room.

I approached him without hesitation, he couldn't intimidate me, to me he was the same as the Tarrlok who was fast asleep back at Air Temple Island. He looked a little nervous about seeing me, only natural, it had been the same when we had been in the taskforce, it was like he didn't even want to look at me if he could help it.

"Noak, is it?" He asked.

"It is. I've worked on your taskforce since Korra joined. I should hope you would remember my name by now." I replied.

"Yes. You told my assistant that you had something important to tell me, what is it?"

"I am here on behalf of myself, my brother, and Korra to inform you that the three of us are resigning from the taskforce."

He looked disappointed.

"I'm sorry to hear that. And I'm certain the press will be unhappy as well."

I narrowed my eyes at him and he flinched again.

"That was a sneaky and underhanded thing you did to her." I said, barely containing my anger for what he had done to force Korra into joining the taskforce. "But I suppose part of it was my fault for not being more effective in keeping her away from you at that gala. After Korra's encounter with Amon," I tried not to wince at the sound of my old fake name, "I don't think it's a good idea for her to stay on the taskforce, and Master Tenzin agrees." He let out an irritated 'hmph' when I mentioned Tenzin. "My brother and I only joined so that we could keep Korra from getting hurt, and so we see no reason to stay either."

He stood up at this, trying to put on that politician's swagger of his.

"Are you sure I can't convince you otherwise? You and your brother are both very powerful assets to the taskforce."

"No, there is nothing that can convince either of us to stay." Part of that was a lie, the younger Tarrlok had not been too happy about us leaving the taskforce; in fact, he had tried to convince me and Korra to stay on it. I suppose he hadn't completely learned his lesson. "Korra will be returning to her Pro-Bending training, she's missed out on it enough as it is."

"So, she considers Pro-Bending to be more important than fighting Equalists?" He was trying to bait me; I could see right away what he was doing.

"Don't talk about Korra like that, you don't know her." I became very serious, I knew that I could intimidate him if I kept a calm appearance, Korra probably would've risen to the challenge, but I kept my temper under control. "This is not a joke, Councilman; I suggest that you stay away from us. If you don't, then I will not hesitate to stop you. And, let's just say, it would not be advisable for you to get on my bad side."

"Who do you think you are, coming in here and threatening me?" His tone was rising, I could sense him slipping.

"I'm someone who doesn't want to lose all he cares about a second time." I said coldly, turning my back and walking out. I hated that I had to speak to my brother like that; but, then again, this man was not entirely the same as the Tarrlok who was still passed out and drooling when I got back to the island. As I walked out, I was able to detect that he hadn't moved; he was just staring after me, as if he knew that I was exactly the person I reminded him of.

Korra's POV:

Finally, I was able to get back to Pro-Bending again. I had been gone for several weeks, and I really needed to catch up. I was amazed at how quickly I had been able to catch up. I was really happy that Noak and Tarro were able to come to so many of my practices; they had a lot of good advice to help me improve. I was still getting a little flustered when Noak would help me; he has sort of a hands-on approach. Wait! Not like that! I mean, he physically helps me with my stance, like he moves my arms if they're not in the right position, and stuff like that. Not anything inappropriate. I noticed that Mako was watching our exchange, and there was a look of…jealousy? on his face. Why would Mako be jealous of me and Noak? He already has a girlfriend, he shouldn't be concerned with who I choose to be interested in. I had been thinking more and more about my relationship with Noak since the gala when he asked me to dance with him, spirits that boy can dance, and I've been wondering if he was just doing it to keep me away from Tarrlok or if he did it because he wanted to. I have definitely figured out how I feel about Mako though, I suppose when we first met I had a little bit of a star-struck fangirl crush on him, but he just sort of brushed me off and now he has a girlfriend so it doesn't matter. But why is he getting all irritated because of how I interact with Noak? And what business is it of his anyway?

Noatak's POV:

I was outside the temple, helping the two Airbender girls to feed the flying ring-tailed-lemurs. Even though those children could be incredibly annoying at times, I couldn't help but feel sorry about what I had tried to do to them and their father in that other life.

"So, Noak," Jinora said, "how's it going with Korra?" I froze, and it wasn't due to the snow falling around us. "You've been spending a lot of time together lately." I could see the knowing look in the child's eyes.

"Uhhh…" Was all I could manage to reply.

"Oooh, yeah!" Ikki exclaimed. "Tell us all about the magical romance!"

"What?" I responded, then tried to shake off their comments by chuckling and ruffling their hair. "Listen to you two, I-I'm not interested in Korra like that, least of all any romantic stuff. And besides," my face began to fall into a glower, "she's probably only interested in that stuck-up, arrogant, pushy Firebender." I then forced myself back into a nonchalant appearance. "But, just in case I was interested in Korra like that, what would you suggest I do?" I was taking advice from children?

"Ooh!" Jinora answered. "I just read a historical saga where the hero fell in love with the enemy general's daughter, who was supposed to marry the prince. You should do what he did!"

"Which was…?"

"He rode a dragon into battle and burned down the entire country. Then he jumped into a volcano. It was so romantic."

"Uhhh…"

"No, no, no!" Ikki protested. "The best way to win a girl's heart is to brew a love potion of rainbows and sunsets that makes true lovers sprout wings and fly into a magical castle in the sky, where they get married and eat clouds with spoons and use stars as ice cubes in their moonlight punch. Forever and ever and ever!"

"The volcano is starting to make sense now."

Just then we heard light chuckling.

"Oh, hi, Pema." I greeted the woman, I couldn't believe I hadn't sensed her approach, I should know better than to let my guard down. "Uh, how long were you standing there?"

"Long enough." She replied. "But trust me; I know what you're going through. Years ago I was in the exact the same situation, with Tenzin."

"Daddy was in love with someone else before you?" Ikki asked.

"That's right."

"So, may I ask what you did?" I inquired.

"Well, for the longest time, I did nothing. I was so shy and scared of rejection, but watching my soul mate spend his life with the wrong woman became too painful. So I hung my chin out there and I confessed my love to Tenzin. And the rest is history."

The two little girls sighed at the romantic story, but it wasn't that simple to me.

"That's a nice story, Pema, but I'm not really the 'confess-your-feelings' kind of person."

At my response, Ikki pouted and Airbended herself so that she was right behind me and grabbed my ponytail and began to yank it, hard.

"Stop being such a meanie, Noak!" The child demanded. "Tell Korra all about the wonderful love that you have for her! Do it! Now, now, now! You boys are so stupid because you can't tell a girl how you feel!"

Pema had to pull the child away from me before she ripped out my hair with her frantic tugging. It was worse than the harassment these children inflicted upon me when we first met. Ikki had launched at me with seemingly endless questions and comments about why I had the same hairstyle as Korra and why we looked so 'cute' together, while Tarrlok and Korra had simply been snickering at my humiliation. But, this little incident had made me realize that I needed to at least make an effort to show Korra how I truly felt about her, and I would do after the Pro-Bending match tonight.

Tarrlok's POV:

Once again, Korra had done a spectacular job at her Pro-Bending match; of course, Noatak and I already knew she would be amazing. I was still a little upset by the fact that we had to quit from my taskforce (or the other me's taskforce, whatever), as well as the fact that it became clear that Korra had feelings for Noatak but she only saw me as a brother figure, but I suppose you can't have everything. Noatak and I had been on fairly tense terms recently, and I wanted to make up with him as well as to reestablish my friendship with Korra, so I figured that the three of us should all go out to dinner tonight; you know, as a way to celebrate Korra's team getting into the championship and all that. As soon as Korra and her teammates returned victoriously to where Noatak and I were waiting, I gave a friendly high-five that she happily returned.

"Korra," I heard Noatak begin to say, "there's something I wanted to talk to you about."

"Really, what is it, Noak?" She asked.

"Well, I-" He didn't finish what he was going to say as Miss Sato suddenly came in to congratulate her boyfriend. I noticed that Korra got a rather disgusted look on her face when she saw how lovey-dovey Mako and his girlfriend were being; I had to admit it was kind of making me feel uncomfortable too. As Bolin walked over, I noticed he was going to say something to Korra too, and I just figured he was going to ask her if she wanted to go out and celebrate the team's victory like me, so I just decided to beat him to the punch.

"Hey, Korra," I said, "how about we all go out to dinner to celebrate?"

"That sounds like a great idea, Tarro." She replied.

"Great, the four of us can all hang out tonight." I turned to Mako and Asami. "I would invite you two as well, but you both seem a little preoccupied." Mako responded by glaring at me, but I just shrugged. That Mako guy really annoyed me, he clearly had feelings for Korra even though he already had a girlfriend, it was ridiculous. I noticed that Bolin was a little off-put by my intercession, I didn't quite understand why…oh, had he been about to ask Korra on a date? Oh well, too late now, not that I regret it much. I just casually slung my arms over Korra and Bolin's shoulders in a friendly manner and looked at my brother. "Just us friends all hanging out to celebrate a triumph."

Noatak's POV:

I was going to kill him. That's the second time in this new life that someone by the name of Tarrlok got in the way of me having a moment with Korra. Alright, true he managed to stop Bolin from asking her out, but he could've just distracted him instead of shanghaiing us all into a friendly get-together. So we all found ourselves at Narook's, eating noodles together. Korra's table-manners were just as awful as they had always been, I didn't mind though as I found it to be rather endearing. It was good to be eating Water Tribe food again, and I sensed that Korra was happy about it as well, not that the food on Air Temple Island isn't good but there's just something about eating your native cuisine that is very fulfilling.

"So, how'd you guys like it?" Bolin asked us, his mouth full.

"It's delicious, and totally authentic." Korra responded in kind. "I didn't realize how much I missed Water Tribe grub."

"I second that." Tarrlok agreed, raising his hand like he would if they were taking a vote on the council. Old habits die hard I guess.

"I must admit," I added, "this place does make quality noodles." Just as they had done in that other life.

Just then, I noticed Korra's attention get diverted to something and I also moved my gaze in that direction.

"Hey," Korra said to Bolin, "who's that creepy guy over there who keeps glaring at us?"

"That's Tahno and the Wolfbats." Bolin replied. Oh yes, I knew who those people were alright. "The reigning champs three years running. Don't make eyes contact." He warned us, holding up his hands; of course, Korra completely disregarded what he said and sent a powerful glare back at the Wolfbat captain in response. This was going to get interesting.

"Uh-oh, here he comes." Bolin stated as Tahno and his cronies got up from their table and started towards us. "Now don't mess with this guy, he's a nasty dude." Bolin immediately resumed eating, trying his best to look as small and helpless as possible. I remembered the arrogance of those Wolfbats in that other life, right before I took their Bending away.

"Well, well, well, if it isn't the Fire Ferrets. Pro-bending's saddest excuse for a team." Tahno drawled once he reached our table. "Tell me, how did a couple of amateurs like you luck your way into the tournament? Especially you, Uh-vatar." Korra scoffed in response. "You know, if you'd like to learn how a real pro Bends, I could give you some private lessons." He leered at Korra, and I instantly felt like I was going to snap at the innuendo in his suggestion.

"You wanna go toe-to-toe with me, pretty boy?" Korra responded, standing up challengingly and glaring at Tahno.

"Go for it, I'll give you the first shot."

"Korra, don't," Bolin whispered to her, "he's just trying to bait you; if you hit him, we're out of the tournament."

I stood up then, I wasn't about to let this guy get away with talking to Korra in such a manner, even if I did know he would get his due.

"Maybe she can't hit him, but I sure can." I said.

"It's okay, Noak, I got this." Korra assured me, outing a hand up to indicate that she could handle this herself. She looked Tahno dead in the eyes, and before I even realized what had happened, she brought her fingers to her lips and whistled, summoning Naga who burst through the window of the restaurant with a ferocious roar. Tahno fell backwards, only to be caught by his teammates and groupies; once he regained his composure, h motioned for his associates to follow him and they skulked back to their booth. I was impressed that Korra hadn't risen to the bait, and that she hadn't either pounded Tahno's face in or incinerated him with her Firebending, that girl never ceases to amaze me. We all broke out into fits of laughter.

Later on we all sat down at the bar for drinks; Korra and Bolin got into a belching contest, much to Tarrlok's disgust and my amusement, and afterwards we all went out to Harmony Tower to look at the amazing view. Korra was absolutely enthralled by it, and I had to admit it was nice being up there with her. It would have better if someone hadn't decided to make this a group outing and that Korra and I could enjoy this alone. Every time I tried to get Korra away from the other two so I could tell her how I felt about her, something happened and it didn't come to pass. By the time we got back to the island, I went straight to mine and Tarrlok's room and started banging my head against the wall.

"What are you doing?" Tarrlok asked.

"Banging my head against the wall." I replied casually.

"I can see that. Any particular reason why?"

"Oh, I think you know perfectly well why."

"No, please enlighten me." I could see that sneaky politician's smirk on his face.

"Every time I tried to talk to Korra alone, every time, something happened! And it was all because you had to take us all on a friendly evening out. Why couldn't you see that I clearly wanted to ask her on a date? Why did you…" I trailed off when his grin just kept widening and I thought he would burst out laughing.

"Well, well, well, big brother. Who would've thought it? A former Bloodbending leader of an anti-Bending revolution, who threatened to destroy the Avatar, is falling in love with her."

I felt like I had just been slapped in the face. Along the way in all of this, I kept pushing away the fact that I had once been Korra's enemy, I had sought to destroy her, and here I was being a jealous, angst-ridden teenage boy. The spirits should've sent me and my brother to the deepest, darkest region of the Spirit World rather than this, the ultimate lesson in ironic punishment. I had fallen for Korra, completely and hopelessly, body and soul, and it took me until now to finally admit to myself that it was more than just teenage hormones and the fact that she was probably the single most attractive woman I had ever seen. This could not end well.

Korra's POV:

I was on my way in to play for our quarter-final match, we are so close to the finals that I can practically taste it, and Mako was standing there waiting. He looked irritated, I really don't get why.

"What kind of game are you playing?" He demanded.

"Uh…Pro-Bending? We've got the quarter-final match." I responded.

"No, I mean with the guys. What are you playing at, Korra?"

"What's your problem? Have a little spat with your girlfriend or something?"

"What? No! That's not…urgh! I'm just looking out for my little brother, okay. He hasn't stopped going on about you, and I don't think it's a good idea for you to be leading him on like that."

"What are you talking about?" Now I was really confused. "We were just hanging out with the guys and having fun, not that you'd understand what 'fun' is."

"It's just that…I…" Hold on a minute, I knew what was going on now.

"Wait, you're not worried about Bolin, you're jealous. You have feelings for me."

"What? Jealous? Don't be ridiculous."

"Ha. You're just so full of yourself that you thought I would instantly start falling all over myself for you like so many of your fangirls. Alright, I'll admit that at first I was a little star-struck by you, I mean you're a big-shot Pro-Bender and all that, but you didn't even acknowledge my existence until I showed how great I am in the arena. You're jealous that I'm becoming friends with your brother and the fact that Noak and I are already as close as we are. Admit it, you like me."

"No, I'm with Asami." He protested, but I could hear the denial in his voice.

"Yeah, but when you're with her, you're thinking about me and what me and the guys are doing, aren't you?"

"Get over yourself!"

"Only when you do. I'm just being honest."

"You're crazy!"

"And you're a liar and a jerk!"

Man, I was so mad at him I just stormed off to get ready for the game. The nerve of him! Thinking that he can just flaunt his relationship and then tell me I can't even spend time with the guys. And how dare he accuse me of leading Bolin on? We're just friends and he knows it. But that jerk can't even stand the thought of me spending time with friends because he thinks that all girls should just fall for him, he's just as bad as that Tahno guy with a slutty broad on each arm, only in a control-freak form. Ugh, whatever, I have a match to win.

Tarrlok's POV:

As Noatak and I watched, it became clear to both of us that something was going on between Korra and Mako. They were clearly arguing amongst themselves, which is never good for a team, and they almost seemed like they were going to lose, but luckily Bolin stepped up to the plate for them and won them the game. After the match ended, I high-fived Korra and Bolin.

"Great game, guys." I said. "But Korra, what was up with you and Mako? You guys get in an argument or something?" I knew full well that Mako was within earshot.

"Huh." She scoffed. "He was getting all jealous because I've been hanging out with you three. I mean, it's none of his business who I hang out with, am I right?"

"Pfft, totally."

She then turned to Bolin. "And he also had the nerve to accuse me of leading you on, Bolin. Can you believe him? We're just friends, right?"

"Yeah." He agreed, though with some slight sense of disappointment. "Just…friends."

As Korra walked off to change out of her uniform, I put my hand on Bolin's shoulder in a friendly manner.

"Welcome to the friendzone, buddy. There's always room for one more."

He nodded sadly.

"Hey, there's nothing wrong with being friendzoned. It just means that our relationship with her is sturdiest, but any romantic relationship will always be uncertain. No matter what, we've got to be there for her." He nodded in agreement. "And besides, are you sure you had genuinely romantic feelings for her?"

"Huh?"

"Well, when did you start thinking that you two were meant to be together or whatever sentiment you had?"

"I guess I started feeling that way after I almost got 'equalized' by Amon."

"And there it is. You're not in love with her; you're in love with the fact that she saved your Bending. It's just hero-worship, and it can't replace true friendship."

He seemed to brighten at that. Wow, I never knew I could give such good advice. I thought the whole 'inner wisdom' hoo-ha was Tenzin's shtick. I guess sometimes you can surprise yourself.

"Hey," I added, "how's about we go for a best-buds only night. We can eat our weight in noodles and talk about manly stuff."

"Yeah, with no girls or annoying big brothers to bug us!"

And so we made our way over to Narook's once again.

By the next morning, we learned that staying out all night and scarfing down noodles was not such a great idea. Luckily we had our 'annoying big brothers' to carry us home.

Korra's POV:

Last night, after Bolin had managed to snag us a victory, I had another yelling match with Mako. He really just can't get over himself. Lucky for me, Noak showed up and managed to get me away from him and back to the island. I really hope Mako learns that the world doesn't revolve around him and we can just go back to being friends. Noak was really comforting, and I sensed that he wanted to say something to me but he was struggling to get it out, he'd been like that a lot lately. This morning, Noak and I both realized that Tarro hadn't come back all night since he and Bolin went out for their 'guy time', when they got back it turned out that 'guy time' means getting wasted on noodles right before our big game. Tarro spent most of the day asleep on the bench in the locker room, Noak finally managed to bring him round when the game started up, and they both called out wishes for good luck, we would definitely need it. Mako was still mad and Bolin was a wreck, we clearly didn't seem like we would win. We eventually got to a point where we would need a knockout to win, and Mako and Bolin got blasted into the pool. It was all up to me now. I was not going to let the team down because of my fight with Mako, even if he was the one who started it, so I grit my teeth and Pro-Bended like I'd never Pro-Bended before.

"It didn't seem possible, folks," I heard the announcer, Shiro Shinobi, say, "but the Fire-Ferrets are headed to the finals!"

I did it! I got my team to the finals! I was ecstatic as the guys came over to hug me and pat me on the back in congratulations. I turned to Mako, firmly resolved to stop whatever was making him be a jerk.

"Look, Mako, I know you're confused or whatever, but I really want us to be friends, okay?"

He sighed and nodded in agreement. Just then, those arrogant Wolfbat jerks came in. Tahno made a few snide comments before heading off to his match. Asami then came in to see her boyfriend and to compliment me on my victory. I have to say, Asami's a pretty cool girl, why she likes Mako is a complete mystery to me though. I then turned my attention to Bolin, who had gotten a nasty blow to the shoulder; as I healed him, I heard the bell ring and the winners announced. The Wolfbats had won? Already? We all hurried over to see it for ourselves, and sure enough those three jerks were standing there triumphant. I looked over at their opponents who were being carried off on stretchers. This was not a good sign.

Hey, hey, folks. How'd ya like my new take on this episode? Mako's a total jerk, and I felt like making that clear to everyone, including Korra. Well, hope to see you soon. Bye.










11. Day Off


Just Like the Good Old Days

Filler. Glorious, pointless filler. Why? A. Because I can, B. Because there were no filler episodes in LoK, and C. I thought this would be fun. So, to conclude, I don't on Legend of Korra. 

Day Off

Noatak's POV:

Korra had the day off from Pro-Bending practice, and I was determined to take full advantage of that. I knew full well that Master Tenzin would surely be planning to have Korra do more Airbending training, but I was two steps ahead. I knew the only way to get to spend the day with Korra was to do a very sneaky and underhanded thing. Swallowing any pride I had left, I knocked on the door.

"Good morning, Noak." Pema greeted cheerily. "Is there something I can help you with?"

"Actually, yes, Pema." I replied. "You see, Korra has been training so hard at Pro-Bending practice lately, that I was thinking that she should have the day off from Airbending."

She gave me a knowing look, completely understanding the hidden message in my request.

"You two have fun. Just leave Tenzin to me." She turned to go back into the room, but then paused. "Oh, before you leave," she pulled two slips of paper from her pocket, "take these." She handed me the slips of paper and I realized that they were tickets.

"Uh, thanks, Pema. What are these for?"

"Oh, just something I think the two of you will enjoy going to see together." With that, she closed the door. I looked down at the tickets; they were for a play in town tonight. 'The Phantom of the Opera'. I had heard of this play before, but never seen it; I hoped Korra would like it.

When Korra finally woke up, I was waiting outside her room. Even though she had the scruffy look of someone who had just gotten out of bed, I still thought she looked as amazing as always. When she saw me, she looked confused by the fact that I was just leaning against the wall opposite her door, wearing a big grin on my face.

"Noak, what's going on?" Korra asked with suspicion.

"Oh, nothing much." I replied with a casual shrug. "Just hanging out I guess, thinking about what we're going to do since you have today off."

"Don't mock me, Noak. You know perfectly well that Tenzin wants me at Airbending training."

"Oh, well, if you say so."

"What did you do?" She asked, her eyes narrowing and a curious smile starting to form.

"Oh, me? I may have gone to Pema and asked her if you can cut Bending practice today, and she just may have given permission."

I was completely caught off-guard when Korra tackled me in a hug.

The day passed much too quickly. We walked around Republic City, ate lunch together, and even got into a snowball fight in the park just like back at the South Pole when we were kids. It was a simple day, but one that we both enjoyed. We joked and we talked. Korra shared her growing anxiousness about the Pro-Bending Championship; I tensed when she mentioned that subject, as I knew what was coming but I couldn't warn her, it was eating me alive to have such knowledge that I couldn't share. But, I did not show my fears; I gave her reassuring words and encouragement, not allowing her to worry about the future when we had today to focus on.

Eventually, evening came and we headed for the theater. I knew Korra had never been to a play before, and I had to act like I hadn't either. A few minutes in and I was beginning to realize that the spirits have a cruel sense of humor (as if I didn't know already). The play itself was wonderful, but there was something about it that made me feel like I was being mocked by the Universe. The play was about a man in a mask who is obsessed with a young singer, and uses threats, violence, and surprisingly catchy songs in order to try and win her. Korra seemed to enjoy the play though, and after we left the theater she started to recite a few of her favorite songs from the piece; she actually has a very nice singing voice, but only those who know her like I do know that.

"In sleep he sang to me, in dreams he came. That voice it calls to me, and speaks my name. And do I dream again? For now I find, the Phantom of the Opera is there, inside my mind."

The irony was so thick you could cut it with a knife. Oh, I am definitely going to have some weird dreams based off of this play when I go to bed.

I would have made it longer, but I hit a creative wall for some reason and just had to get this out of my head as quickly as I could. Just consider this a drabble or something. The reference to Phantom of the Opera is just something that was rooting around in my head, as I have gotten on a Phantom of the Opera addiction, and I just couldn't help but see the parallels with Amorra.










12. What To Do?


Just Like the Good Old Days

Hey, sorry this took so long; I got distracted by Amorra Week. And about the previous chapter, I just really needed to do an Amorra allusion to Phantom of the Opera, it's not meant to be taken seriously, just in case the use of a real-world thing was confusing for you. Anyway, I do not own Legend of Korra.

What to do?

Noatak's POV:

I was pacing the floor, trying to figure out how I could possibly do something to stop what would happen at the arena tonight. Of course, it's difficult when you're trying to outsmart yourself. Tarrlok was watching me, probably hoping that, at any moment, I would get an idea. When we heard my older self announce on the radio that the Pro-Bending arena must be closed down, I wasn't surprised that Korra marched us all over to City Hall to protest the closing of the arena. I was torn on this matter; on the one hand I knew it was all a trap and that my older self was hoping the arena would stay open so that he could Equalize those cheating Wofbats, but on the other hand I couldn't support the closing of the arena as Korra would see it as a betrayal of friendship. I decided that it was best to remain silent but do everything in my power to try and make sure that nothing would happen. I remembered all the details of my older self's plan, and I knew how the Equalists were going to smuggle their weapons into the arena tonight; I just wish there was a way to inform Chief Bei Fong without causing suspicion. As I waited for Korra and her teammates to enter the arena for the match that they had been training so hard to win, my heart sank when I realized how unfair this whole thing was. Korra and her team actually play by the rules, yet they're going to lose to those cheating Wolfbats. For the first time in ages, I felt a little of the Amon in me resurface, I was actually looking forward to seeing those jerks get their comeuppance; I only felt bad for Korra and her teammates. I actually did feel bad for Mako and Bolin as well; they needed the Championship winnings more than most. Life really isn't fair, but of course I already knew that.

"Good luck tonight, Korra." I said, acting as though everything was fine. "I know you'll do great." Truth is, she would do great, but that wasn't enough to stop what would happen.

"Thanks, Noak, that means a lot." I tensed when she pulled me into a hug. I just wish that things could change, but some things just can't be helped.

I could feel every beat of my heart as I watched, Korra really was magnificent. I was seething with rage when those arrogant Wolfbats started up their underhanded tactics. They'll get theirs soon enough A voice in my head told me. Tarrlok and I both knew that we should be ready to help Korra and the others when the Wolfbats used the water with rocks in it to force the Fire Ferrets off the platform. What I hadn't been expecting, however, was someone trying to attack us. We had been heading down to the platform at the pool around the arena where Korra and her teammates were about to be knocked into, when I suddenly sensed someone attempting to strike me while my back was turned. I whipped around and caught the hand of an Equalist, who stared in shock from behind his mask, and instantly had him pinned and unconscious within moments. Tarrlok was not so fortunate when the Lieutenant suddenly entered and electrocuted him before he even realized what happened. That got me angry, very angry, and I began to fight with him. I clearly outmatched him, I may have been returned to my younger form but that doesn't mean I've lost my old fighting abilities. I was confused when he suddenly retreated; I remember that the Lieutenant would never retreat unless ordered to. Then it hit me when I heard Shiro Shinobi announce the knockout. Tarrlok was starting to wake up from being electrocuted, so I quickly grabbed him by the front of the shirt and ran as fast as I could. I was not going to let this happen. We got there and the Lieutenant was nowhere in sight. Odd. Tarrlok and I then moved to help Korra and the Fire Ferrets out of the pool, when the sound of screaming rang out from the crowds. Then I sensed him, and managed to duck out of the way before one of the kali-sticks struck me. Korra tried to Waterbend at the Lieutenant but he managed to zap her and the other two Fire Ferrets unconscious. I was in attack mode, and was lashing out with all I had. However, I was so focused on fighting my opponent that I wasn't paying attention to where I was moving, and I ended up slipping into the pool. Soon, I too felt the electric shock rendering me unconscious.

Tarrlok's POV:

I couldn't believe it when I saw Noatak go down like that, I had expected him to be move observant. I suppose his anger got the better of him this time. I was still a little shaky from being electrocuted earlier, but I got into a battle-stance and was prepared to fight nonetheless. I noticed, out of the corner of my eye, that some other Equalists were pulling my brother and my friends out of the water and tying them to one of the support beams for the arena platform. I managed to duck and run, I knew I might be able to help if I distracted this Lieutenant guy long enough for the others to wake up. I darted into the corridor and naturally he began to chase me. I swore I would never use Bloodbending again, but once I ducked into a side-room, I closed my eyes and used the ability to detect whether or not he was close by. I could easily have just bumped him off, or subdued him, but using Bloodbending was still as abhorrent a notion to me as it had ever been. Once I was certain that he had left, I raced back to help the others. I got there, just as they were coming to, and also just as Amon was starting his speech.

"I believe I have your attention, benders of Republic City. So once again, the Wolfbats are your Pro-Bending champions. It seems fitting that you celebrate three bullies who cheated their way to victory, because every day, you threaten and abuse your fellow Non-Bending citizens just like the Wolfbats did to their opponents tonight. Those men were supposedly the best in the Bending world and yet it only took a few moments for me to cleanse them of their impurity. Let this be a warning to all of you Benders out there: if any of you stand in my way, you will meet the same fate. Now, to my followers: for years the Equalists have been forced to hide in the shadows, but now we have the numbers and the strength to create a new Republic City. I'm happy to tell you that the time for change has finally come. Very soon, the current tyrannical Bending regime will be replaced by a fair-minded Equalist government. You and your children will no longer have to walk the streets afraid. It's time to take back our city."

I felt chills running through me as he spoke. It's hard to believe that the man saying all those things is my older brother who is currently tied up and just barely waking up after being electrocuted by one of his followers. But, I just tried to focus my attention on getting my four associates free.

"Tarro?!" Korra exclaimed when she finally came to he senses.

"How did you get away, dude?" Bolin asked.

"Maybe now isn't the best time for questions." I replied.

The eerie voice of my brother's older self continued in his speech.

"For centuries, Benders have possessed an unnatural advantage over ordinary people. But thankfully, modern technology has provided us with a way to even out the playing field. Now anyone can hold the power of a chi-blocker in their hand. My followers and I will not rest until the entire city achieves equality, and once that goal is achieved, we will equalize the rest of the world. The revolution has begun!"

With that final exclamation, I heard the sound of glass shattering and was thankful that we had cover so that we wouldn't get injured. Those damned ropes must have some sort of alloy in them that makes them hard to cut through, and it was taking forever to get them undone. Then came the sound of the explosion and I got startled.

"It's okay, Tarro, just a little explosion." Bolin assured me. I raised an eyebrow in response, silently telling him that I knew what it was, and resumed untying them. Finally, I got them loose, and Korra immediately jumped towards the water. Bolin slapped me on the back. "Great job, buddy." He declared.

I then moved to help Noatak, who was still only semi-conscious.

"I'm going after Amon!" Korra shouted to us.

"Be careful!" I yelled after her as worry engulfed me.

I helped Noatak try to stand, but he seemed a bit shaky on his feet. He looked up and realized that Korra was going after his older self. He tried to break away from me and follow her, but I held him back.

"She'll be okay." I muttered to him. "You're in no condition to fight."

He calmed and let me lead him as we followed the other brothers to a safe location. Being electrocuted had really done a number on Noatak; I had never thought he would be down this long. By the time he was completely back to normal, the fight was over. Korra rushed over and hugged us, and we hugged her back as if we were afraid that if we let go she would disappear. During the last part of the fight, we had seen her as she was about to fall to her death, and it was only due to the fact that Chief Bei Fong had helped her that that awful notion didn't come to be. Mako and Bolin came over as well and expressed their relief that Korra was okay. We all knew what was going to happen now, and Master Tenzin voiced our thoughts.

"Republic City is at war."

On the way back to Air Temple Island, I noticed that Noatak was still holding onto Korra as she fell asleep. I felt a twinge of envy that I thought I had suppressed awhile back, but it's still hard seeing them together when I myself still have some feelings for Korra. But, whatever makes her happy is fine with me.

Korra's POV:

After this disaster of a Championship, I was exhausted. Well, you would be too if you had come that close to dying. I was so relieved when we were on the boat back over to Air Temple Island; everything just seemed safe there, like nobody would dare to hurt anyone at such a sacred place. I soon found myself drifting off, and I felt my head collide with something, I instantly realized that it was a person. I hadn't been aware of whom I had been sitting next to, and I began to wonder who it was. I knew it wasn't Tarro as he always seems to have a strange floral scent around him that kinda reminds me of Councilman Tarrlok, I began to wonder if it was Noak. The thought made me get nervous. Was I making him feel awkward? Would he try and wake me up or edge away? I was relieved when I felt the sensation of strong arms wrapping around me protectively. It made me feel safe. I didn't fully get to sleep until I was lying in my bed. The arms that had held me on the boat ride had carried me into my room as well, and I remembered back a few weeks ago when Noak had carried me to my room after my encounter with Amon on Aang Memorial Island when I was too weak to walk. As I slept tonight, I couldn't help but feel as though someone was watching over me, making sure that nothing would hurt me.

Yes, I finally got another chapter done. I would like to dedicate the rest of this story to thebloodwebondin as I heard about her condition and it broke my heart that one of my favorite Amorra/Korrlok writers was not well. When she posted about what she is going through on tumblr, it made me want to tearbend. And I just want to say that I'll be praying for her as she goes through treatment, and I encourage everyone else to do the same. Light a candle, ask for a blessing, offer condolences, anything. I have a cousin who went through the same thing she's going through, and they made a miraculous recovery, I just hope the same thing happens for her. Thank you and I'll try to update soon. God bless.










13. How to Make This Work


Just Like the Good Old Days

Sorry this took so long. I don't own Legend of Korra.

How to Make This Work

Noatak's POV:

I hadn't slept at all last night. I just couldn't. I knew what was coming very soon. There had to be a way for me to help Korra find out about the new weapons and Hiroshi Sato's involvement with the Equalists. I was interrupted from my musings on this when Korra knocked on my door and showed herself in.

"Hey, Noak, I just talked to Tenzin."

"What about?"

"About letting the guys come to live here. Mako and Bolin can't stay at the Pro-Bending arena anymore after what happened."

The memory of the other night stung me once again.

"Yeah, I guess."

"Hey, are you okay? You seem kinda…off."

"I'm fine, Korra." She didn't look convinced. "Really, I'm okay. I just…I've had a lot on my mind lately."

"You wanna talk about it?" She sat down next to me on the bed and I felt nervous at our close proximity to each other. "Because, you know you can tell me anything, right?"

"It's just-it's just…I've been getting this bad feeling lately. I know something's gonna happen and I don't know how to deal with it. I'm worried, Korra. There's something going on and I don't like it."

"Hey," she put a hand on my shoulder, "it's okay. We're all worried. But, everything's gonna turn out fine. I promise."

She got up and left to go and retrieve our two friends. Of course, I already happened to know that Asami Sato was going to invite them to live at the Sato mansion. How could I not know about it? Hiroshi had gone into a tirade at headquarters after he found out. I then heard the sound of someone else entering the room.

"Hello, Tarrlok."

My brother just stood there, I wasn't even looking at him but I could tell he was giving me a glare.

"You can't keep this up, you know?" He said. "You have to find a way to help Korra find out what she needs to know without her having to put herself on the line like last time. If her friends hadn't shown up to help her, who knows how things would have turned out. You could at least do me a favor and give me all the information you remember about what the Equalists are up to."

"To do what?" I snapped. "Send an anonymous tip-off to the authorities? How do you know that they won't just assume it's a hoax or a trap?"

Tarrlok didn't flinch at my outburst.

"Just tell me the truth. You owe me that much. And we owe Korra that much."

"Fine." I relented. "Where should we start?"

"How about we start with when the Equalists are going to plant those crates of weapons at Cabbage Corp? It will help keep an innocent man from losing his business and it might slow down the progress that the Equalists are making."

I let out a sigh. The Cabbage Corp incident had indeed bought the Equalists valuable time. I still felt guilty about the frame-up; it had not been one of my proudest moments to have Mr. Gan-Lan arrested for a crime he didn't commit. Tarrlok looked at me, his expression completely serious, and I told him what I knew.

Tarrlok's POV:

Noatak told me everything about the Cabbage Corp set-up. I knew when and how the Equalists were going to carry out this little caper, now I just needed to think up a brilliant scheme to get them all caught and arrested.

"This is the dumbest idea ever, Tarrlok." Noatak hissed at me as we stood outside the police office a few hours before the Equalists were due to arrive and plant the false evidence in Cabbage Corp. We were dressed in large trench-coats and fedora hats like informants in a radio mystery series. I frowned at him.

"It's not dumb, and stop calling me by that name. What's the point of having code-names if you're not gonna use them?" He rolled his eyes and I stuck out my tongue in response. It was childish, but we had gotten used to bickering in this way.

"Fine. But why does my codename have to be 'Angry-jerk'?" He snapped.

I gave him the look that silently told him 'you just answered your own question'.

"Can't we please just cooperate on this? It's important."

Noatak let out an irritated huff.

"Let's just get this over with. Tenzin will get miffed if he finds out that we're out at this time of night."

"Yeah, yeah, yeah." I dismissed his statement with a wave of my hand. "Now come on, Agent Angry-jerk. We've got intel to report."

"You've been listening to too many late-night crime-drama radio broadcasts."

"Just follow my lead." I retorted.

"Lead away, Agent Annoying."

"It's 'Agent Awesome'."

"Ego issues much?"

"Can we just do this already?"

He shrugged and I led the way to the back door of the police station. I pulled out a wire and a small nail-file and began to pick the lock.

"Tarrlok." Noatak said, but I ignored him. "Tarrlok." Still ignoring. "Tarrlok." His tone was very aggravated.

"What? Can't you see I'm concentrating?"

"The door isn't locked."

I felt like someone had hit me in the face with a shovel.

"I knew that." No I didn't. "I just…wanted to look cool." Okay, that was true.

Noatak just rolled his eyes and opened the door. Police informants always came in this way and we soon managed to get to Chief Bei Fong's office. I really hoped that she wouldn't recognize our voices or anything. We kept the necks of our coats up and the brims of our hats lowered so no one would see our faces.

"Chief Bei Fong." I addressed the esteemed Chief of Police, purposefully making my voice lower so as to sound more adult.

"What do you want? I'm very busy as the moment." She replied.

"My associate and I have reason to believe that the Equalists are planning on setting-up Lau Gan-Lan by planting Equalist weapons in his factory. They should be arriving to carry this out in just a few hours from now."

"Uh-huh." She didn't sound convinced.

"Chief Bei Fong." Noatak stepped forward; also changing his voice (he was much better at it than me). "You must listen to us. If this goes unchecked, an innocent man is going to have his reputation ruined."

She seemed to be buying Noatak's explanation.

"Very well." She sighed. "If you two are so adamant, I suppose it's worth looking into."

"Thank you, Chief Bei Fong. That's all we can ask." Noatak turned to leave.

"Also," I quickly started to add as I followed my brother out, "don't trust Hiroshi Sato. He's an Equalist and-" I was cut off by Noatak grabbing my arm and yanking me after him.

"What?" I fussed at Noatak as we headed back toward Air Temple Island. "She has a right to know."

"One step at a time, Tarrlok. We were pushing our luck as it was."

"So, what are we going to do now?"

"We're going back to the island and we are going to get some sleep and check the news in the morning."

"Aw, come on. Surely we can go out and bust into some Equalist hideouts. I'm sure you know where all of them are."

"This isn't a game! Do you have any idea how confusing this is for me?! All you can think about is breaking into places and beating people up to get your picture in the newspaper!"

"Nuh-uh." I protested. "I care about this city. And who said anything about being in the newspapers? I was thinking we could be like vigilantes or something."

Noatak looked at me like I'd lost my mind.

"You're insane. Getting this second life has made you go completely mad. It was bad enough you had to go all murder-suicide on me when we could have just gone and rebuilt our lives. Now look at us. Come on, Tarrlok. Tell me, what part of this situation makes you think everything is just sunshine and rainbows?"

"We're alive." I shrugged.

"Yeah. Big whoop." He deadpanned as he threw his hat into a trashcan.

"Come on, Noa." I said pleadingly as I walked faster, trying to catch up with him as he stormed away. "Don't be like this. Can't you just enjoy life?"

"Enjoy life? Of course I enjoy life. I've enjoyed the life we've been leading since our second chance occurred up until we set foot in this damned city."

"Come on, Noa." I stopped him. "What's really bugging you? Is it Korra?"

"What? Korra's not bugging me. Why would you say that?"

"You know what I mean." I leaned against the building behind me and crossed my arms. I sighed and closed my eyes. "What's the problem?"

"It's everything, okay!?" He yelled. Noatak never usually exploded like this; ordinarily, he was calm and collected all the time. "I hate this. I hate not being able to change everything completely. I'm just so angry with myself over all the mistakes I made. And I'm upset that this is all bringing Korra so much trouble. And yet, you act like nothing's wrong and drag me off to play detective-vigilante-whatever like it makes a difference. Well it doesn't. It's not going to change anything. And we've put Korra through all this, even though none of it was her fault. It's not like she asked to be the Avatar and yet we went and did all this. And the worst part is that we actually care. Back in the days when we did all this, we didn't know her. We didn't care about her. You played her for your little glory-hogging schemes and I tried to destroy her for no reason other than the fact that she was born with unique gifts and responsibilities that set her apart. I know she's a human being like everyone else, but she is also special and neither of us saw that. All we saw was someone we could use for our own goals, and we preyed on her weaknesses until she finally reached the breaking point with us and brought us both down. And we deserved it."

We both stood there in silence for a long time. Eventually, I broke the tension and placed a hand on my brother's shoulder.

"Come on." I said. "Let's go get some noodles or something at Narook's before we get back to the island." Noatak threw me another disbelieving look and I shrugged. "I'd say you're in need of comfort food, so we are going to get noodles. And maybe some sea prunes too if you knock it off with the looks."

Korra's POV:

I woke up this morning and went to find the guys. They were both sitting in front of the radio listening to the news. I started to say good morning but they shushed me as a report suddenly came on.

"Chief Bei Fong." The reporter inquired. "How did you know that the Equalists were planning on framing Mr. Gan-Lan?"

"I received a tip-off from two anonymous informants who arrived at my office last night and urged me to launch an investigation of the possibility of Equalists infiltrating Cabbage Corp and planting the 'evidence' of Mr. Gan-Lan's alleged involvement."

"Then, do you have any leads as to who the real manufacturer of the Equalist weapons is?"

"As my sources were leaving my office last night, one of them blurted out his belief that Hiroshi Sato is an Equalist. Therefore, in light of the reliability of my sources, we will be instigating a search of Future Industries."

"Wow." I voiced my thoughts. "It sure was lucky for Mr. Gan-Lan that someone warned Bei Fong before the Equalists ruined his life." Tarro and Noak both nodded but remained silent. "But, Hiroshi Sato an Equalist? That seems a bit far-fetched." The guys didn't respond to my attempt at lightening the mood. "What's with you two?"

They briefly exchanged looks.

"Tired." They both answered at the same time.

I brushed it off. If they wanted to tell me something they would tell me when they wanted to, I could never force answers out of them.

Noatak's POV:

"Why are we here?" I asked as we walked up to the front door of the Sato mansion. "Mr. Sato is being investigated for involvement with the Equalists. I don't think this is a good idea."

"Come on, Noak." Korra replied. "I promised the guys we'd show up. And besides, do you really believe that Hiroshi Sato is an Equalist? He endorsed the Fire-Ferrets. His daughter is dating Mako, who is a Firebender."

"Maybe the supporting your team was just a cover. And maybe Asami doesn't know her father is an Equalist." I stopped and caught my slip. "I mean, you know, if he is an Equalist. But we won't make assumptions until it's proven."

"Exactly, that's why it's important to show that we're not going to jump to conclusions because of what some random person said."

I exchanged a look with Tarrlok and he just shrugged.

We were shown through the mansion by the butler until we reached the swimming pool where our friends were waiting.

"Earthbending bomb!" I heard the familiar voice of Bolin shout right before there was a loud splash.

The butler announced our arrival to the others.

"Avatar Korra, Master Noak, and Master Tarro have arrived."

"Hey, guys!" Mako greeted us.

"Glad you made it!" Asami added.

"Welcome to paradise!" Bolin concluded.

"Looks like you guys settled right in." Korra stated with a sly smirk.

"Pretty much," Mako responded, "except someone forgot to ask her father if we could stay here."

"Yeah, but I smoothed it over with him." Asami pointed out. I felt the sudden urge to laugh, if only she knew. "It's easier to ask for forgiveness than permission."

After a bit more light banter, Korra decided to get right to the point.

"So, what do you have planned for us today?" She asked Asami. "Let me guess, shopping, makeovers..."

"Ooh! Ooh! I vote makeovers!" Both Bolin and Tarrlok shouted at the same time.

Korra and I both turned to look at my brother in disbelief.

"What?" He replied with a shrug.

"I had something a little more exciting in mind." Asami told us.

Korra's POV:

Wow, I had never thought that racing satomobiles would be on the agenda. I thought for sure that Asami was just some prissy rich girl, boy was I wrong. I'm actually starting to like this girl, and in a way I actually feel kinda bad for her that she's dating Mako, she can obviously do better. Okay, maybe I'm being a little hard on Mako, but he started it. Anyway, Asami took me for a spin in one of the satomobiles and we totally creamed the other driver in the race, it was awesome! Afterwards, I felt like I needed to straighten myself out as I probably looked a total mess after that race. After taking care of 'personal needs' I set about washing up; that's when I noticed the makeup on the sink counter. Why in the world did girls wear this stuff? Was there something about it that guys found attractive? My thoughts instantly switched to Noak, would he notice me more if I acted like these city-girls? I thought it was worth a try. Boy was I stupid. I practically slammed the powder-puff for the face-powder against my face. Note to self, never use makeup in the same way you would attack a bad guy, either that or just stay away from makeup in general. Coughing and wiping the powder out of my eyes, I walked into the hallway and noticed Noak and Tarro crouching beside the door to Mr. Sato's office, I was going to ask them what they were doing when I heard what Mr. Sato was saying on the phone. It made my blood run cold.

"I regret to say that the plan at Cabbage Corp didn't go as it should've. Apparently, someone tipped-off the police. Yes, yes, I understand, but we've lost too much time already. No, no-I assure you that I will do everything I can, but it's not easy with the police breathing down my neck. It seems their informant let something slip that made the police suspicious. Don't worry, I intend to make good on my promise. Trust me; by the end of the week, we'll be ready to strike."

I couldn't believe it. Hiroshi Sato? An Equalist? I looked at the guys who turned to me with serious looks. Then, I noticed what Tarro was holding. It looked like a recording device.

"What's that?" I whispered.

Tarro whipped the thing out of sight.

"Nothing." He replied, but I already knew he was lying.

"Where did you two get a recorder?"

They exchanged nervous looks.

"We borrowed it." Noak stated. At the same time, Tarro answered: "Birthday present."

"Tarro, your birthday's not for another month." I quietly snapped. "And don't you guys lie to me."

"Is this really the time?" Noak retorted. "We've got information that we need to get to the authorities."

"Fine, but how are you gonna get that thing out of here without getting noticed?"

A devious smile crossed Tarro's face, causing Noak to facepalm.

"Not the trench-coats. Please, Tarro, for the love of Yue, no." He moaned. Okay, now I was really confused.

We heard sounds, we began to worry that someone was coming.

"We don't have a choice." Tarro said.

For whatever reason that Noak and Tarro had brought a trench-coat with them, we managed to keep the recorder hidden underneath it. We quickly made our way for the door where we were accosted by our friends.

"You're leaving?" Asami asked us. "But, I thought-"

"Uh, sorry. We forgot, we're supposed to air-sit, I mean baby-Bend, I-I mean babysit the Airbender kids. Bye!"

"Thank you, we had a lovely time." Noak said as I grabbed his arm and dragged him out as quickly as I could. As we were leaving, I managed to overhear Bolin say something.

"Is it just me, or does Tarro look different somehow?"

"He was wearing a trench-coat." Mako answered.

"Huh, you'd think we would've noticed that earlier."

Tarrlok's POV:

The message was no less eerie when we replayed it on the recorder for Chief Bei Fong and Tenzin.

"So, it was Sato who manufactured those gloves for the Equalists?" Tenzin asked us.

"Yes." Noatak replied. "The three of us overheard the conversation and recorded it as proof."

"Wait a moment," Bei Fong interrupted, "where did you three get a recorder?"

Noatak and I exchanged looks for at least the second time today.

"Never mind how they got their information," Korra interjected, "the point is, we now have proof that Hiroshi is up to something. And we think it may even be bigger than just the electric gloves."

"I have a theory-" Noatak started before I cleared my throat. He rolled his eyes and sighed. "Fine. Tarro has a theory."

"Thank you." We had decided as of the other night that I would divulge the information he had, so as to make it less awkward for him. "We suspect that Mr. Sato is working on a bigger project, something none of us have encountered thus far. Whatever it is he's working on, he would know better than to keep it hidden in any part of Future Industries. It would be the first place anyone would look." I then turned to look at a map of Republic City, holding up one finger in the way that detectives always do when they deduce stuff. "Therefore, I suspect that he has a secret base of operations."

I could feel Noatak rolling his eyes behind my back, but I knew everyone else was listening intently.

"I would imagine that he would want to keep a location like that close-by, but in a secret location so the authorities won't find it."

"But, why would Hiroshi help the Equalists in the first place?" Korra asked.

"He does have the means…and he has a motive." Bei Fong pointed out.

"A motive?"

"Twelve years ago, the Agni Kai Triad robbed Sato's mansion." Tenzin explained. "A Firebender killed Sato's wife during the break in."

"That's terrible."

"And therein we find our answers." I continued with a smug look on my face. "Master Tenzin, I do believe you've answered two questions." Everyone gave me confused looks except for Noatak. "We know why Mr. Sato would be involved with Equalists. The death of his wife would prompt him to have anti-Bender sympathies. And, where better a place to hide the location of his endeavor for revenge, than in the very place where those sympathies began?" Everyone gave me awed looks, except Noatak who just rolled his eyes again, but I soaked up the admiration. "The Sato mansion."

Korra rushed over to me and pulled me into a hug.

"Tarro," she said, "you are a Water Tribe genius."

I saw Noatak smile at me a little, which confused me.

"You know, little bro, I don't care what everyone says, you're pretty smart." He told me.

I beamed for a moment until I realized what he was implying.

Noatak's POV:

I knew that the mecha-tanks still had a few kinks at this stage; Hiroshi had needed those extra couple days to finish them in the other life. We would hit fast and hit hard, we were moving in on the Sato mansion immediately. I knew Tarrlok felt on top of the world for being credited with 'figuring out' the truth about Hiroshi Sato, even though I was the one who gave him all the information. I had to give Tarrlok credit though; he sure knew how to put on a good show and play his part well. We all stormed in, complete with a large number of police officers. I knew for a fact that Hiroshi wouldn't be prepared if we found the secret factory right now, he would be expecting us to search Future Industries like in the other life, which took a few days and gave him the time and opportunity he needed. As we entered, we ignored the shocked looks on the faces of our friends, and headed straight for Sato's office. Of course he denied everything.

"Then you won't mind if we search the premises?" Chief Bei Fong asked.

"I-of course not." Hiroshi replied. I could sense that his heartbeat had picked up its pace as he became nervous. He hadn't expected us to search the estate. We had him cornered.

We looked around the grounds, until we came upon the workshop.

"Chief," I said to Bei Fong, "perhaps someone should keep an eye on Mr. Sato while we inspect his workshop. Just as a precaution." Of course I knew perfectly well that Hiroshi would head straight to the secret factory if he realized we were on to him.

"Good idea, kid." She turned to some officers. "Kindly escort Mr. Sato out here. If we find anything, I don't want to take the chance of the suspect evading our watch."

"Yes, ma'am." The officers said and went to retrieve Sato.

"I suggest we take a look in the workshop." Bei Fong stated as the search tea moved towards the building in question.

Asami Sato was still professing her father's innocence, Mako was practically fuming, and Bolin just seemed really confused as always. We followed Bei Fong into the workshop.

"Are you satisfied?" Asami inquired with irritation. "Will you drop this now?"

"Not just yet." Bei Fong replied. She then Metalbended the armor off the bottom of her foot and struck it to the ground, using her Earthbending to sense the vibrations. "There's a tunnel under here running deep into the mountainside."

"What? There's no tunnel." Asami insisted.

Bei Fong then Metalbended the floor up to reveal the secret tunnel underneath.

Bolin gave a gasp.

"Do you think your dad knows about this tunnel?" He whispered to Asami.

Just then, the Metalbender officers entered with Hiroshi, who had a look of shock on his face when he saw that we had located the tunnel.

"This is all a big misunderstanding." He tried to convince us, but no one was buying it. Even Asami looked skeptical. "I assure you, I can explain this."

"I think this merits a little investigation." Bei Fong stated.

Korra's POV:

I still couldn't believe what we found down there. Giant mechanical things that were impervious to Bending attacks, luckily only a few of them had been finished. If Hiroshi had even had two more days before we found his secret factory, it would have been disastrous. Asami was shocked and horrified upon learning the truth about her father, before the cops began to drag him away he pleaded with her to help him, but she just turned away ashamed to even look at him.

"I'm sorry about your father." I told her as we waited on the front steps of the mansion as more officers came in and out to continue investigations and to confiscate the offending weapons.

"I can't believe it." She replied. "I can't believe he would do something like this."

"I really wish this didn't have to happen. I'm so sorry, Asami."

"No, you have nothing to be sorry about." She turned to me with a sad smile. "You're a good friend Korra. I'm sorry I didn't believe you when you and the police showed up."

"Hey, it's not your fault. I probably wouldn't have believed me either."

Mako and Bolin came to sit down next to us.

"Hey." They said.

"Hi." I replied.

"I just can't see how this is all even possible." Mako thought aloud. "Sponsoring our team and everything. It just doesn't make any sense."

"I know, it still seems hard to believe, even after what we all just saw."

I glanced up at Noak and Tarro, who were busy relaying more information to the police. They both glanced over at me for a moment and gave small, reassuring smiles. A silent understanding passed between the three of us, things were going to be different, that much was certain.

Phew. Finally. Took me forever to focus long enough to finish this chapter. I finally decided that Noatak and Tarrlok should make some serious changes to the story, hope you liked it. Please review.










14. These Things Will Change


Just Like the Good Old Days

Sorry I haven't updated in a while, I was stumped on what to do for this chapter. Please note, I will be chopping up 'When Extremes Meet' as the change in events means some things are gonna go differently. I don't own Legend of Korra. But if I did then Korra would've ended up with either Tarrlok or Noatak (or both). Oh, the name I got for this chapter was derived from Taylor Swift's song 'Change'.

These Things Will Change

Noatak's POV:

"What do you mean he escaped?!" I heard Asami shout as we all waited at the police station. It was the day after Hiroshi was arrested, and somehow he managed to escape from custody.

"Miss Sato, please calm down." Chief Bei Fong warned her. "We are doing all we can to track him down but it's not easy as the Equalists probably have secret hideouts. He could be anywhere. Just have some patience and we will do what we can."

Everyone was getting worried. I knew perfectly well that Hiroshi Sato would help the Equalists develop more weapons, and that was the last thing we needed right now. We all stood up and headed out of the police department. Asami, Mako, and Bolin asked if they could come and stay on Air Temple Island now that the Sato mansion was pretty much off-limits; naturally we consented. Korra, Tarrlok, and I waited for them to arrive with their belongings at the Air Temple dock. I noticed Korra's concerned look, none of us had said much since the incident and I could tell there were things on her mind.

"Korra, are you alright?" I asked.

"Just…I'm worried. With Hiroshi on the loose the Equalists have a valuable ally. Who knows what he'll invent to help them?" I knew exactly what he would invent to help the Equalists. And it was not good.

I put an arm around her shoulder and she leaned her head against me. I could feel myself starting to blush slightly at the close contact. What's the matter with me? I shouldn't be letting myself get so flustered. But every time she gets this close to me, my heart just beats a little faster and I feel dizzy. Is this what love is supposed to feel like? It's so strange, but not entirely unpleasant. Soon the boat pulled up with the others.

"You're finally here!" I heard Ikki exclaim as she waved to the new arrivals. "Welcome to Air Temple Island. Your new home."

"Yes, welcome to my domain." Meelo added.

"Well, aren't you sweet, little monk child." Bolin replied.

Suddenly, Pabu jumped off of Bolin's shoulder and began scurrying around.

"What's that fuzzy creature?" Meelo asked.

"That is a fire ferret." Jinora explained. "An arboreal mammal common to the bamboo forest of the central Earth Kingdom."

"He's cuuuuute!" Ikki squealed, making the little fire ferret give off a frightened shriek and run from the Airbender child. Meelo then Airbended himself onto Naga's head and began to tug on her ears shouting "Yip-yip" like he would a sky-bison. The rest of us chuckled at the amusing antics of these children.

"Thanks for sending the Air Acolytes to help us with the move." Mako said to us.

"Yes, they've been amazing." Asami agreed. "Such tireless workers."

Korra, Tarrlok, and I glanced behind our friends to see the Air Acolytes struggling to handle the huge quantities of luggage that Asami had brought with her. Korra and I exchanged questioning looks.

"I thought you were only bringing a few things?" I inquired.

"Trust me, it could've been worse." Mako assured us.

"No problem," Korra responded, "everyone here wants you guys to feel welcome."

I noticed how Mako was looking at the way I still had my arm around Korra's shoulder. Perhaps not everyone was deserving of being welcomed. We held a brief glare at each other before moving onwards towards the temple.

"And now for the grand tour!" Ikki declared in her ridiculously fast way. "The flying bison sleep in those caves down there. And that's the temple Grandpa Aang built. And that's the greenhouse where we grow the vegetables we eat."

"I have a couple questions!" Bolin spoke up and then began a stream of questions that were spoken at the same speed that Ikki uses. "Is this an all vegetarian island? Is that where you train Airbending? Do we have to wear Air Acolyte clothes? Do we each get our own sky bison? And final question, how many trees are on this island?"

Ikki thought for a moment and then responded no less quickly.

"Yes. Yes. No. No. Ten thousand five hundred and fifty two."

After a long, awkward pause, I cleared my throat and broke the silence.

"I think Tarro and I will show you two" I said to Mako and Bolin "to the boy's dormitory if Korra will escort Asami to the girl's."

"Sounds like a plan." Korra agreed.

As Tarrlok and I led the other two boys away, with Meelo and Jinora following behind us, I had the strangest feeling that something awkward was going to happen.

"Mako, Bolin," Jinora said, "did you know that Noak likes Korra?"

Inside my head, I was letting out a horrific shriek as lighting flashed and fire blazed behind me and my eyes went white and bugged out of my skull in outrage.

"Uh, no we were not entirely aware of that." Mako replied, I could sense the annoyance in his tone. What is his problem anyway? This is the millionth time that he has given off an attitude of unjustifiable jealousy whenever Korra has expressed interest in someone other than him.

"Well of course he likes Korra!" Bolin exclaimed, his naïve innocence hindering him from realizing the true meaning of what the child had said. "I mean, we all like her! She's a wonderful friend."

"Well, that's not exactly what I-" Jinora started, but I swiftly cut her off.

"Jinora, could you please excuse us? You too, Meelo."

Jinora glowered at being dismissed but she took her little brother by the hand and led him off.

"So…you and Korra are…together?" Mako asked me.

"Uh…not exactly." I replied. I did not like where this conversation was headed. Tarrlok gave a muffled cough to get our attention and we continued on to show our…guests to their room.

Tarrlok's POV:

After the awkward conversation with Mako and Bolin, Noatak disappeared for a while. I assured the others that he was fine and went to look for him. Surprise, surprise, I found him broodingly looking out over the landscape like he did when we were younger in that other life. I advanced closer and he must have sensed me approach as he suddenly tucked something into his pocket. I didn't see what it was, just a flash of light blue.

"What are you doing out here?" I asked him.

"You wouldn't understand." He sighed.

"Try me." I replied as I sat next to him. He didn't respond. "What are you hiding?"

"I'm not hiding anything." I could detect a bit of defensiveness in his tone and pouted.

"Don't give me that. I saw you put something in your pocket as soon as you realized I was approaching."

When he continued to give me the silent treatment a devious smile crept over my face. Before he even had a chance to react, as his reflexes are not as good since he stopped using Bloodbending, I snatched whatever it was in his pocket and darted away.

"Give it back!" He demanded as he tried to tackle me.

"Nuh-uh."

"Tarrlok, I'm serious." He said, his voice becoming low and threatening, it reminded me of when he spoke as Amon. "Hand it over."

Instead of listening, I looked at the object in my hand. It was a smooth, round, light-blue stone. Funny, the only kind of stones I've seen these used for is betrothal nec-

"Oh my spirits."

"Tarrlok, I'm warning you."

"Oh. My. Spirits!"

"Shhh." He slapped a hand over my mouth. "You want all of Republic City to find out?"

My eyes had gone wide. He couldn't be serious? In the middle of a war? Now?

"If I take my hand way, do you promise to keep your composure?"

I nodded and mumbled "Yes" through his hand. He pulled his hand away.

"You're gonna…you and Korra…what the…how the…when…?"

He pinched the bridge of his nose in vexation.

"I knew you wouldn't react well to this. Yes, I've been thinking about this for a while now. I can't keep hiding how I feel about her. I'm-I'm going to let her know soon and…if things go well…"

"In the middle of a war?"

"With all the changes we've made to how things are going I don't know how everything's going to turn out. If-if something goes wrong, I want to have at least one chance to…"

I could hear the words dying in his throat. I put a hand on his shoulder and returned the stone to him.

"So…what are you gonna carve?"

Korra's POV:

Noak had been acting really dodgy lately. The way he and Mako looked at each other made me think that there had been something of a disagreement between them. I didn't like that there was animosity between my friends, it made me uneasy. I've also been feeling more self-conscious around Noak. Every time he looks at me I feel worried that there's something wrong with me, but when he doesn't look away and instead smiles at me I feel like I am the most perfect person in the world. I just wish I knew how to tell him how I felt. Things are just so weird right now.

At least it's nice to have another girl my age around, and Asami's pretty fun.

"So, Korra," Asami said to me as we hung out after I'd finished practice, "I hear you like Noak."

"What?" Panic raced through me. "Wha-No I-I…we're just…I mean I…" I let out a sigh. "Is it really that obvious?"

"Sweetie, I could see it a mile away." She replied, her red lips curling into a smug smirk. "And for the record, he obviously likes you too."

"R-really?" My heart started to beat a little faster.

"Oh yeah. And I think it's sweet. You two are so perfect for each other. You even look a little similar. Frankly, when I first met you both, I thought you were twins until he asked you to dance at that gala."

The memory of the gala hit me like I had been run over by a satomobile. Tarrlok had been sending me requests that I rejoin his taskforce, but I had refused again. This time I would be ready in case there was any more funny business. Something didn't sit right with me about Tarrlok; he'd been pursuing Equalists a little too aggressively, even taking it out on ordinary Nonbending citizens. I was interrupted from these thoughts when Noak appeared, heading right towards us. I looked frantically at Asami, who just smiled knowingly at me.

"Oh, uh…hey, Noak." I said nervously rubbing the back of my head. "Did you want something?"

"Um, yes, actually." He replied. There was something different in his voice, he sounded unsure of himself for once. "I was wondering…would you do me the pleasure of accompanying me for dinner this evening?"

The way he asked clearly indicated that he was asking me out on a date. I may not have much experience with the real world, but I'm not that naïve. I felt warmth flood my cheeks and I knew I was blushing. Nervously, I nodded. A bright smile broke out across his features. Maybe Asami was right.

Noatak's POV:

The evening had been one of the most wonderful nights of my life. Even more than when Korra and I had gone to that play a few weeks ago. The entire time I was a nervous wreck though. I kept fidgeting nervously with my thumbs under the table. Korra seemed to notice my nervousness and began to look a little shy herself. This was the unexplored territory. For the longest time we had been nothing more than just friends, and we were both anxious. I suddenly realized that my hands were sweaty and a shiver of panic went through me. How could this happen?! I'm a forty-something-year-old in a nineteen-year-old's body, this should not be happening! We chatted casually, I don't even really remember the topics, it was just anything we could think of. It wasn't like I had just asked some random girl I didn't know to go out with me, I knew Korra by heart. I had grown up with her. I cared about her. I…I do believe I love her.

"Korra." She looked up when I spoke. "There's something very important I want to tell you."

"Yes, Noak? What is it?"

"Korra, I…"

Cliff-hanger! Bwahahahaha! I'm so bad. Sorry, folks, but it had to be done. I know, I know, we all hate cliff-hangers. Anyway, what do you think is gonna happen? Will Noatak finally be able to confess his feelings for Korra? Will something happen to interrupt them before they have a chance? You'll have to wait and see.










15. Kidnapped


Just Like the Good Old Days

I am so sorry for the wait I've put you all through, and I thank you for your patience. I have been procrastinating and had a dreadful amount of writer's block; PLUS! I've gotten re-obsessed with Harry Potter, so I have been getting started on some fanfics for that; to say the least of all the end-of-year stress I had to deal with. But, I have come back to you at last. I don't own Legend of Korra.

Kidnapped

Noatak's POV:

"Korra, I…"

"Attention! Attention!" the radio in the restaurant blared and I felt as if the Universe had decided it wanted to, for lack of better words, screw me over. "This just in. There has just been a jailbreak at police headquarters! Equalist chi-blockers are at large. Armed and dangerous. Last seen heading…" I didn't even need to hear the rest to know what was happening, or that my date with Korra was to be unceremoniously cut short.

Korra quickly slammed down some money on the table and pulled me towards the door. Within moments, we were racing through the streets of Republic City on Naga. We soon caught sight of the familiar figures on motorcycles as well as a truck that I knew contained the escaped Equalists. Hard to believe that I had once been the one to order their escape; and now, here I was stopping them.

We were barely keeping up with the much quicker vehicles when help arrived. Tarrlok, Asami, Bolin, and Mako were racing up towards the Equalist truck in Asami's car.

"Nice of you guys to show up!" Korra shouted to the others.

The case began to heat up. The others nearly crashed into another truck that crossed in front of us until Korra and Bolin Earthbent a ramp so the car could be safely propelled over it; Naga followed by jumping on top of the vehicle and then down the other side. Mako and Bolin began a barrage of lighting and earth at the Equalists, while Tarrlok shot ice projectiles that he drew from the rainwater on the streets; then a smoke-screen was released that engulfed everything. Korra just managed to Earthbend the car around the corner before it could crash. The Equalists hadn't realized we had made the turn, which meant we had the element of surprise on our side. Korra charged Naga forward and took down two Equalists on satocycles; the Equalists, however, ended up on the hood of the car. Mako blasted at them with fire, but they were too quick. Knowing the risk, I, myself, leapt off of Naga and onto the car.

The Equalists were, naturally, shocked by how easily I evaded them; I could tell they were probably newer recruits as their form was rather sloppy. Asami then came to the rescue by electrocuting the two assailants with an Equalist glove that she had undoubtedly taken from her father's workshop when the police were removing the offensive weapons. Our opponents down, I moved to the back-seat of the car. Asami then drove the car right alongside the truck and Mako shot a blast of lightning at the driver, sending the vehicle crashing.

Before we knew it, our pictures were being taken by news reporters.

That's when an angry, adult Tarrlok came charging over to us.

"Avatar Korra," he demanded, "What do you think you're doing?"

"Oh, hey, Tarrlok," Korra drawled in amusement. "Nice of you to show up, finally. Here, we captured the escaped convicts for you."

"What you did was tear up the city and impede the real authorities in their pursuit of these criminals."

"Hmm, that's funny…I didn't see your little taskforce or the cops, the whole time. If it wasn't for Team Avatar, they would have gotten away."

Tarrlok then turned to Chief Bei Fong.

"Chief Bei Fong, please, help me out here," he pleaded.

Bei Fong gave a smirk.

"I admit, the Avatar has a point," she said. "I am interested to know why my officers were so inefficient that a bunch of teenagers had to take the law into their own hands."

It seems that Bei Fong has learned a few things since we first came to the city; if she still thought the same way about us as she first did, we would be headed straight to prison. After a brief argument with Tarrlok, Bei Fong took the prisoners away. Tarrlok then turned to face us.

"I'm warning you, right now," he said threateningly. "If you aren't going to be a part of my taskforce, then stay out of my way."

That's when our Tarrlok stepped forward.

"Your taskforce is nothing but a vainglorious attempt to garner favor with the public; when, in reality, all you are doing is pushing the Non-Benders farther away. At least we actually care about protecting the citizens rather than just getting publicity and fame. If anyone needs to stay out of anyone else's way, it's you out of ours."

Obviously, the older Tarrlok was taken-aback. I was actually very proud of my little brother in that moment when he faced down himself; that certainly took a great deal of courage.

However, once the adrenalin of the case had stilled, I remembered exactly what was supposed to have happened this evening and gave a groan. My attempt to express my feelings to Korra had, once again, been thwarted. It was time to find some form of consolation.

Tarrlok's POV:

It had been a quiet evening at the Air Temple. I knew that Noatak and Korra were going out, so I and the others were just hanging around and doing nothing in particular. That was when we heard the news report about the escaped Equalists. Deciding that something had to be done, we loaded into Asami's car and set off. It wasn't long before we spotted Noatak and Korra on Naga. We all joined together as a team and swiftly brought down the Equalists.

Standing up to myself was terrifying, and yet thrilling. I knew it wouldn't be the last we would hear from me, but it was satisfying to know that I had shown myself to be the better man.

The following day brought news of the Council's new policy regarding Equalists and Non-Benders. Once I really thought about it, it came back to me that it was a horrible decision that had pushed people too far and led to my downfall.

As night was beginning to arrive, I realized that I hadn't seen Noatak since earlier today. He had told me the Equalist escape had interrupted him just as he was about to tell Korra how he feels about her. I figured I better find him, and soon.

Noatak's POV:

Ah, alcohol, my old friend. It'd been a long time since I was able to take a drink when things go wrong. It seems that every time I tried to talk to Korra, something would happen. I remember this bar from my previous existence; I used to come here a lot before the Equalist Movement really got started.

"Noa, what are you doing?"

"Hey, Tar, how's it going?" I asked in a monotone.

"I could ask you the same thing. What are you doing here?"

"Having a drink and wallowing in self-pity."

I heard Tarrlok sigh in frustration but I didn't care.

"You're doing this because your date with Korra got interrupted and you weren't able to tell her how you feel about her, aren't you?"

"Gee, I thought that much would be obvious," I said with a heavy note of sarcasm.

"You've got to stop this, Noa. You're only going to cause trouble for yourself."

"Look, Tar, I really just need to be left alone right now, okay?"

"Fine. I was only trying to help. I'll leave you to your self-destruction."

I heard him leave the bar but didn't look up. I'm not sure why, but my head began to feel funny. That's odd. I only had one glass of rice wine; and that's not even strong. At least, not compared to stuff like Cactus Juice. My vision was becoming oddly blurred. What was in that stuff? I got up from my stool and began to head towards the door but my feet gave way and I fell. As I stared up, I saw several people lean over me. That's when a familiar voice echoed through the silence.

"Well, it looks like we caught one of the Avatar's little friends. Amon will be pleased."

My last thought before everything went black was Oh crap.

Korra's POV:

Tarro eventually turned up at where we were waiting; he didn't have Noak with him, though.

"Noak's not feeling well, at the moment," he said. "Apparently, something happened last night that set off one of his 'moods.'"

It was getting kind of late when an announcement blared over the car's radio about Equalists in the Dragon Flats borough. We quickly hopped into Asami's car and shot straight off for the location. When we arrived, however, it turned out that it wasn't Equalists at all; it was a crowd of Non-Benders who were angry about Tarrlok's new policy.

When I looked around for the person in charge, I saw Tarrlok himself; he was in a heated argument with Bei Fong.

"You can't treat civilians like this, Tarrlok!" Bei Fong shouted. "These people have rights!"

"I am trying to protect this city," Tarrlok retorted.

"Well, you're doing a pretty crap job of it," I snapped, getting their attention.

"Avatar Korra, you and your friends have no business here," Tarrlok said.

"We're not going anywhere. You don't have the right to treat these innocent people like criminals."

"For once in your life, Tarrlok," Bei Fong added, "Listen to someone other than yourself. I will not allow my officers to be used to threaten the public."

"This is an Equalist rally," Tarrlok insisted. "There is nothing innocent about it."

"They're not Equalists," Asami protested. "They're normal people who want their rights back."

"They are the enemy. Round up all these Equalists!" Tarrlok shouted at his taskforce.

"Stand down!" Bei Fong ordered her officers; some of whom disregarded her orders and began to aid the taskforce.

To say I was pissed off would be an understatement.

Tarrlok's POV:

When Korra began to rescue the people that my older self was arresting, I knew there was going to be trouble. Remembering what happened next, I just noticed that the older me was about to seize Asami.

"Asami, look out!" I shouted just as the steam of water was about to catch her wrist.

I ducked in front of her and began to fend off the attack.

"Arrest her," my older self shouted at two of the taskforce members.

"What?" Mako protested. "You can't do that!"

"Actually, I can. She's a Non-Bender out after curfew and her father is a known Equalist conspirator."

"Leave her alone!" I declared.

"Arrest those three as well." My older self pointed towards me and the other two boys.

I ducked just as a taskforce person was about to grab me; too late for the others.

"Tarro, run!" I heard Korra shout. That's when I saw her move protectively in front of me and I was reminded of that night in the blizzard so long ago. "Stay away from him," I heard Korra growl.

I looked up and saw a shocked look on my older self's face; clearly his thoughts were similar to mine. His apprehension passed quickly and he threatened to arrest Korra as well unless she and I returned to the Air Temple. Mako called over to us to reassure that they would be okay and that we needed to get out. I put a comforting hand on Korra's shoulder as we watched the others taken away.

"So sad to see your little 'Team Avatar' broken up," sneered my older self. "You had a good run."

"This isn't over, Tarrlok," Korra said threateningly.

"Oh, I believe it is."

As Korra and I headed back to the car, I noticed that Bei Fong was continuing what we had tried to do in releasing the captured Non-Benders. I still couldn't believe what a jerk I had been; I knew there was danger coming.

As soon as we got back to the Air Temple, we went straight to Tenzin. We had no luck at the police station; it seemed that Bei Fong had been 'relieved of her duties' for interfering with 'justice' and now Saikan was in charge.

When we again returned to the Air Temple, I turned to Korra.

"Korra, I know you're angry," I said. "But, please, don't do anything brazen or rash. There's no telling what Tarrlok might do and we just need to think things through."

"Okay, Tarro," she replied. "I'll try to be patient."

When I saw that Korra and Naga were missing the following morning, I knew just where I needed to go. I really hoped that Noatak was okay; having to find his way home, drunk, is never an easy feat.


Yes! I finally got off my lazy butt and wrote another chapter! Whoo! Just to clarify something; because Lin Bei Fong had arrested Hiroshi Sato before he could lead everyone into a trap, she did not end up resigning as Police Chief; however, because she stood against Tarrlok in this chapter, she ended up getting removed from her position. Just thought I should make that clear. Thanks for reading, please review.










16. The Great Escape


Just Like the Good Old Days

Redbayly: Hey, folks! Sorry about the delay. I've been very busy with some other fanfics, namely my Harry Potter fic that I started over the summer. Now, however, I am back at college and I have a very busy schedule so I won't be able to update all the time.

Sokka: Did you ever? And shouldn't you be working on that project of yours?

Redbayly: Sokka?! What the…how the…? What are you doing here?!

Sokka: *Sarcastic* Nice to see you, too, Red. I was just sort of puttering through the fics and I stumbled across this. *Stares intently* You sick, sick person.

Redbayly: Aw, shut up, Sokka.

Sokka: It's not like you've been using character commentary in any of your other works anymore. I mean, seriously, the public loved it the last time. Remember when you were going over reviews for 'Long Lost' and someone said that even though they liked the story they thought that it was the character commentary that made the fic. 

Redbayly: Well…I did have a lot of fun doing character commentary; especially because I don't have real people to talk to.

Sokka: Yeah, I thought you were gonna get over that this year?

Redbayly: I'm working on it! I'm shy, okay? Writing is the only thing that lets me be me.

Sokka: Hmm, I noticed that a lot of other fanfiction writers use that same excuse.

Army of Fanfiction Writers: Shut UP, Sokka!

Redbayly: Anyway, seeing as how I'm starting up the character commentary for stories again, could you please give us the disclaimer, Sokka?

Sokka: Fine, but after this I've got a date with Yue.

Redbayly: I thought you and Suki ended up together in the end?

Sokka: Pfft! Not according to the fans. Most of them have it in their heads that I should've ended up with Toph. Seriously, there were thousands of fanfics and fanart in that genre. If I can get away with being paired with a twelve-year-old and not look like a pedophile, then dammit I can go on a date with Yue! Of course, knowing your shipping preferences I would currently be on a date with a certain psychotic Fire Nation princess.

Redbayly: *Grins sheepishly*

Sokka: *Sighs* Whatever. Redbayly does not own either Avatar the Last Airbender or the Legend of Korra. And you can all thank your lucky spirits that that is the case.

The Great Escape

Noatak's POV:

The first thing that passed through my head as I felt myself slowly regain consciousness was: Oh, this is so not good. Unfortunately, my brain hadn't managed to send those precise words to my mouth and it came out more like: "Please pass the seal jerky." When I finally managed to shake myself out of my stupor, I realized that I was secured rather firmly to a chair in a darkened metal cell and my chances of escape seemed to be nil. Through a subtle use of Bloodbending, I was able to detect two Equalist guards outside. Now, I could easily have escaped from this cell, were it not for the fact that a) I swore never to actively use Bloodbending to control someone ever again, b) using Bloodbending to escape would lead me to have to kill the guards, something I would prefer not to do, and c) if I use Bloodbending and don't kill the guards then it would cause a huge mess of trouble that one of the Avatar's friends is a Bloodbender.

"Hey, I think he's awake by now," said one of the guards.

"Check on him," replied the other.

The door creaked open and I was slightly blinded by the bright light the permeated the dark cell. The figure of the chi-blocker was a dark silhouette against it.

"Yep, he's up."

"Should we take him to Amon?"

"No. We were instructed to wait for Amon to arrive in person. We can't risk the boy escaping."

"Watch who you're calling a 'boy,'" I snapped, though it sounded groggier than I had aimed for.

"Hmph, you better watch your mouth, Bender," the first guard sneered. "Our leader will be here soon, and he doesn't take kindly to backtalk."

Have you ever had one of those weird moments when someone talks about you to your face without them realizing who you actually are? Well, that was exactly what I was going through. I waited anxiously; all the while desperately trying to keep my heartbeat even. I tried to distract myself and meditated. I remembered the happier times with Korra and Tarrlok back at the Southern Tribe.

A six-year-old Korra was trying and failing to tie up the laces on her boots. I had knelt down in front of her to help her.

"It's not that hard, Korra; here" I took one lace in each hand as I remembered what my mother used to say when she helped me tie my shoes the first time. "The two hunters cross paths as they march up the hill," I said as I wove the laces through the holes. "Then they meet and join forces." I crossed the laces over. "They chase the snow elk around the hill." Around. "One makes a lasso while the other drives the snow elk closer." Loop and around again. "They pull the lasso tight and bring home their catch. See, Korra? Now you try."

I'll never forget the smile she gave me when she did it herself. It was so innocent, so full of gratitude. I hadn't known then that this was the girl I would fall in love with. How blind I must have been.

"Hey, you!" shouted one of the guards. "You're gonna answer some questions."

"Gee, I am sooo looking forward to it," I retorted sarcastically.

"Well, it's nice to know that you intend to cooperate," someone replied dryly.

I went stock-still. Glaring down at me from behind the mask that haunted my memories was my older self. Amon. I tried to think back to what I was like when I was him. Seeing a younger version of myself would probably make me very suspicious and likely cause a number of bad memories to resurface.

"So, you are one of the Avatar's friends?" he, or rather I, said.

I refused to respond. I simply tried to stay detached. I tried not to look into his eyes. I remember Tonraq once told me not to show your enemy that you are afraid; they will exploit that and use it to tear you down. I chose to keep my mind on something else. I decided to think about Waterbending forms and how you move through each one.

"I asked you a question."

"And I'm ignoring you," I said, failing to keep back a smirk. "Don't I have the right to remain silent? Oh, wait, that only works if you're working legally rather than for a group of psychotic terrorists."

I could feel the anger radiating off my older self. In a perverse sort of way, it felt like I was getting back at my father. The other me, I'm ashamed to say, was as much like Yakone as I had striven not to be. For whatever reason, speaking to myself like this made me more confident. Of course, I probably wasn't in any real danger as I could easily ward off his/my ability to "take away Bending." Unfortunately, I knew this conversation was far from over.

"Leave us," he/I instructed the guards.

The door slammed shut and the only light in the room came from a single light-bulb dangling overhead. There was a tension in the room as thick as a snowstorm on the tundra; and I should know all about that.

"Tell me who you are." I stayed silent. "I said tell me." I had never known just how much like my father I sounded when I spoke in that low, icy tone.

"You want to know who I am?" I said sharply, losing some of my control. "Fine. My name is Noak. I am a friend of Avatar Korra and have been since we were children. My brother and I were taken in by her family when we were lost in a blizzard."

I noticed him/me hesitate ever so slightly before he leaned down to look me right in the eyes. It almost felt like he could read my thoughts; wow, I never realized just how unnerving that could be.

"So, you and the Avatar are very close." It wasn't a statement. "Perhaps you know where she is, then?"

"What are you talking about?" I asked.

"This morning, Councilman Tarrlok announced that my chi-blockers attacked City Hall and abducted the Avatar. However, as you can probably figure out, that is not the case."

"Well, your lackeys were busy kidnapping me last night, so I wouldn't put it past you."

"Be very careful how you speak to me, boy. You do know that I can take away Bending."

"Is that supposed to be a threat? Because, really, it was quite pathetic. Either you're just trying and failing to get that evil dictator quality or you were just always the big bully on the playground."

Well, that certainly ticked him off as he kicked the chair and knocked me to the ground. I couldn't believe it; was I always this much of a jerk?

"This is your last warning, boy. If you start being insolent again then I will take away your Bending."

I stayed silent. I knew that my older self was probably enraged just by looking at me; I was a reminder of a horrendous childhood that had come back to torment him.

He yanked the chair upright, causing my neck to kink uncomfortably.

"Now, are you going to cooperate?"

"I don't know where Korra is," I lied smoothly, "and even if I did I wouldn't tell you. I would never betray her like that."

"Fine," he said softly. "Then answer some questions about yourself." Ah, here it comes. "Who are your parents?"

"I don't even know anymore." That part was truer than I would have ever cared to admit. "Korra's mother found me and my little brother lost on the tundra during a blizzard."

"What were you doing out there?"

"How should I know? I was seven when it happened."

"Hmm." He turned his back to me. "The men who brought you here searched you. Do you know what they found?" He pulled something out of his pocket; a smooth stone that dangled from a blue ribbon. I recognized it as the betrothal necklace I made for Korra. Oh, crap!

Tarrlok's POV:

It hadn't taken long for me to find Naga; or, rather, for Naga to barrel into me and begin licking my face excessively. As I managed to get her to back down, she began to whimper and I knew she was out here trying to track down Korra.

I heaved a sigh.

"Well, girl, looks like it's up to us."

While I already knew where we were going, I also knew that it would take about a day and half to get there without a car. Naga may have been fast, but not that fast; plus, she would need to rest after a few hours. I wish Noatak was here to help me, but I'm sure by now he knows what's going on and will meet me there. I hope.

Korra's POV:

Why didn't I listen to Tarro? If I had then I wouldn't be in this metal box after having been Bloodbent by a sociopath. Tarrlok is not going to be letting me out of here anytime soon. I curled up against one side of the box; why does Tarrlok even have this thing anyway? I hated to admit it, but I was scared. It's dark, and cold, and I am all alone in a confined space. Do you have any idea how much that gets to a person? What's worst is that, if I don't get out of here, I'll never be able to tell Noak how much I care about him. I stared up, imagining I could see the moon, and thought back to a happier time.

I was ten. It was the annual Festival of the Wolf in the Southern Water Tribe. 

My Tribe traditionally has seven sacred festivals in the year, eight if you include the Glacial Spirits Festival that was introduced by the Northern Tribe. The Festival of the Wolf commemorated the trials and tribulations of the early settlers of the South and the hardships of their struggle against not only the unfamiliar terrain but the evil spirit Hakidonmuya. It is one of my tribe's most important festivities.

Anyway, I was ten years old and we were at the festival. Noak held my hand as we walked about the festivities. I remember that my favorite part was when the Shaman and the Prophetess, our spiritual leaders, retold the story of how Avatar Setna vanquished Hakidonmuya and sent her back to the Spirit World. After the storytelling, a Waterbender and a Wolf Warrior would perform a ceremonial dance to reenact the event. I used to get into arguments with Noak about who won the battle. I always insisted that Setna won because she banished Hakidonmuya; Noak, however, replied that Hakidonmuya may have lost the fight but she achieved a victory of her own when she bit Setna's son Catori and placed the Curse of the Snow Wolves on him.

As I focused more on the memory of the festival, flashes of other memories came to me. Memories not my own.

It was Aang. I was getting visions of Aang.

Noatak's POV:

I have to get out of here. It's been two days since I was brought here and I know my older self is getting ready to go look for Korra right now. What advantages do I have? Let's see, he/I decided I wasn't enough of a threat to keep tied up. I was transferred to a more open cell with bars rather than a door. Only two guards in front of my cell and others are patrolling. Hmph, too easy.

The guards clearly didn't realize that I knew chi-blocking; evidenced by how I quickly and easily disabled them while their backs were turned to me. I reached through the bars and managed to find the keys to the cell on one of them. Using the skills I acquired in the years before I became Amon in the other life, I managed to sneak out of the detainment facility undetected and made my way to the loading dock.

I managed to overhear that my older self and a team of chi-blockers would be going in a specific vehicle to search for the Avatar. I incapacitated a chi-blocker, swiped his uniform, and managed to sneak aboard the truck with no one the wiser. My older self was clearly too focused on the task of capturing Korra to perform a security check. I admit that I had been rather careless that day in the other life. Before I knew it, we were speeding away, getting closer to where Tarrlok was keeping Korra hostage.

Korra's POV:

It was unbelievable. I managed to get through to Aang's memories of Yakone's trial. There is no further doubt in my mind; Tarrlok is Yakone's son. That's how he was able to Bloodbend me without a full moon. While this information is all well and good, it doesn't exactly help me with my current situation, or my long-term goal of defeating Amon. C'mon, Aang, I need more help here! I may be your reincarnation but I'm not a freaking mind-reader!

Well, someone's certainly impatient.

It was a female voice, deep and calm and oddly familiar.

"What? Who's there?" I said aloud.

If you can't work out on your own how I was able to respond to your thoughts, then perhaps you're not ready after all.

"Come on, I'm only seventeen. Just tell me who you are."

Let's just say that you're making progress with your spiritual connection. As for who I am, I have a feeling we will meet soon enough. However, I'm sure you'd much rather know how you're going to get out of here.

"That would be helpful."

Tell me, Korra, what do you know of the concept of jings?

"Positive jing when you're attacking, negative jing when you're retreating…"

Very good, and the third?

"Wait, three jings?"

Oh, honestly, what has that White Lotus organization been teaching you? Really, they'll let anyone into that group these days. It's times like this that really make me wish that you could see some of Avatar Aang's memories of King Bumi of Omashu. Now there was a guy who knew about jings.

"Okay, okay, I get it. What's this third jing?"

Neutral jing. That's when you do nothing.

"Yeah, that's real helpful," I replied sarcastically.

The voice in my head seemed to sigh in frustration.

Kids these days. Take my word for it, Korra, all you can do is sit and wait for the right time to strike. I will be seeing you sooner than you realize, Korra. Until then, farewell, young Avatar.

"Gee, thanks?"

Little did I realize then that the mysterious voice in my head would turn out to be right.

Noatak's POV:

The truck pulled up outside the cabin. The snow was coming down like tiny shards of glass. While my older self led the chi-blockers inside, I lingered. Once they were out of sight, I pulled off the disguise; it was a good thing I still had my coat on because the temperature was getting lower by the second. I discarded the hated uniform; I couldn't bear to look at it anymore. I managed to dodge behind a nearby tree just as my older self emerged with the older Tarrlok. Then, just like before, Korra burst out of the building.

As my older self moved in to attack, I propelled myself over so that I stood in front of her.

"Noak!" I heard Korra shout in surprise.

I didn't turn around, though. I stared down my older self.

"This is your first and only warning, Amon," I called out. "You ever even touch her, and I will end you!"

I quickly grabbed Korra's hand and managed to make a snowboard out of ice and got us down the hill just as my older self tried to pursue us. As if by sheer luck, we met my brother and Naga at the bottom of the hill.

"Guy!" he called out to us.

"Tarro," Korra said in a tired voice; she sounded very weak. "What are you doing here?"

"I came to rescue you." He then looked in my direction. "I guess someone beat me to it, though."

"Actually, she rescued herself," I said. I turned to look at Korra, she really seemed to be in bad shape. She had some cuts and bruises, undoubtedly she was hungry and possibly even dehydrated. I noticed she began to shiver so I pulled off my coat and put it around her. "Here, you need this more than I do. Come on, let's get out of here."

Tarrlok took the reins while I held Korra; she seemed too tired to keep herself upright on her own. Soon enough, we managed to get back into the city where we were met by Tenzin and the others. I knew that trouble would be coming, but I wouldn't stop protecting Korra no matter what comes to be.


Redbayly: FINALLY! I finally got this chapter done.

Sokka: You sure did. I have to admit, this was way better than your earlier chapters.

Redbayly: Ugh, I know. If my readers didn't like this story so much I would have deleted it ages ago.

Sokka: Hey, Red?

Redbayly: Yeah?

Sokka: What is a Bloodbender's favorite drink?

Redbayly: What?

Sokka: A Bloody Mary. Eh? Eh?

Redbayly:*Blinks once*

Sokka:*Pouts* Shut up.

Redbayly: Well, until next time, see ya, folks!










17. War Dance


Just Like the Good Old Days

Redbayly: Hey, folks, I'm back again!

Sokka: Nobody cares.

Redbayly: Oh, Sokka, still being a troll I see.

Sokka: But…I don't have warts or live under a bridge.

Redbayly: Ignoring that. Welcome back to "Just Like the Good Old Days." Before we begin today's chapter, I have something of an announcement to make.

Sokka: You've finally decided to start brushing your hair again so you won't look like a red-headed Janis Joplin?

Redbayly: Oh, shut up, Sokka. As you all most likely know by now, the new season of Legend of Korra is out. However, I have a few problems…

Sokka: Ain't that the truth. Your first problem is you're writing this rubbish when you should be studying.

Redbayly: *Sweetly* Sokka, if you don't stop acting like a hater, then I'm afraid I'll have to send you to the torture chamber.

Sokka: You fiend! You wouldn't dare subject anyone to that! 

Redbayly: I'm sorry, Sokka, but your choice is either to play nice or be subjected to several hours of Rebecca Black music (if you can even call it music).

Sokka: I'll be good.

Redbayly: Anyway, as I was saying. In addition to the AU factor of having Tarrlok and Noatak involved in Korra's life, I'm going to make several canonical changes. For one thing, I don't get why the Southern Water Tribe is under the jurisdiction of the Northern one (they split up for a reason!); so, instead of Unalaq being chief of both tribes, the South will have their own chief.

Sokka: And I'm sure all Sokka fans will be pleased by who it is. Even if the character will be an OC.

Redbayly: Also, even though Bryke already revealed the identity of the first Avatar (some guy called "Wan"), I have had a headcanon running for about three years about the first Avatar. So, the first Avatar in this story will be different. Also, I have come up with a religious system for the Southern Water Tribe (as I really hated how they were described as being completely un-spiritual). 

Sokka: Well, you've made your announcements; can I just do the disclaimer, already?

Redbayly: Sure, go ahead.

Sokka: Redbayly does not own Legend of Korra. *Whispers* Which is most definitely a good thing.

Redbayly: I heard that. Also, please note while reading the beginning of this chapter that I have been on a Native American music kick for the past few days; added onto the fact that I'm taking a Native American Religions class. And, considering the Water Tribes are pretty much ripping off Native American culture…

Sokka: Hey!

Redbayly: Well, let's just say that I draw some inspiration from some things I've been learning when I write about the Southern Water Tribe and beliefs, rituals, and spiritual activity. Just to make one thing clear, I am in no way an expert on Native American culture and any use of Native American names, customs, or any sort of practices was learned completely second-hand.

Sokka: You're just trying to make sure you don't offend anybody, aren't you?

Redbayly: Well, yes.

Sokka:*Sighs* Another person going politically correct.

War Dance

Korra's POV:

I was sitting amongst other people of the Southern Water Tribe; we were all encircling a large fire that crackled and hissed as the arctic wind rushed by. Noak was sitting on my right side, Tarro on the left; my parents were seated in front of me. My mother's family was also sitting nearby; however, my mother and father were in a primary spot as they are the respective heads of the Polar Bear-Dog Clan. My mother's older sister, however, was seated apart as she is the female head of the Wolf Clan and needed to sit in prominence for them. I noticed that everyone was unusually still; then, out of nowhere, chanting began.

Drums began to beat and rattles shake as I noticed the heads of the clans rise from their seats and begin to dance. It was not the joyful dance of one of the sacred festivals; no, the sharp, aggressive movements of the dancers and the sorrowful "eh-ya-he-he, hey-ya, hey-ya, weh-ya-ha-ha" of the chanters was clearly a sign that this was a war rite. 

As the dance progressed, I noticed the faces of the clan leaders changed to people I have never seen. Their clothing looked older, less ornate, and even patched or frayed or even stained with blood. 

Amidst the flames there were figures, bizarre animalistic shapes that danced in time with the music. As I looked around, I saw that everyone else was wearing war-paint and ancient-looking battle-gear. When I listened closer, I could hear the Shaman and the Prophetess singing in the ancient language; I recognized the words as hymns to the Five Great Guardian Spirits of the Southern Water Tribe: Setna, Awonawilona, Bilagaana, Kangee, and Coahoma.

The music picked up tempo, there were hollers and hoots and all kinds of exclamations being made. 

"Welcome, Korra, daughter of Tonraq and Senna of the Polar Bear-Dog Clan," said a familiar female voice. It was the voice I had heard in my head while I was captured. I looked around me but could not identify the speaker. 

If I had to venture a guess, I would say I was finally going through the rite of the Vision Quest. The White Lotus had prevented my going through the Vision Quest on my sixteenth birthday because of how risky it can be; ordinarily, those undergoing the Vision Quest, or "Crying for a Vision," are sent out onto the tundra with very little food or fresh water in order to meditate alone in the dark in the hopes of receiving a vision from the spirits. Even though I find meditation boring, the Vision Quest is a sacred rite of passage and I had felt cheated when I wasn't allowed to go on it.

"Here I am," I replied. "Who are you? Where are you?"

"I am all around you, Korra. I am in you, and you are in me. So it has been for ages past, so it shall remain for ages to come."

I looked back at the war dance.

"Why are we preparing for battle?"

"Times of great conflict are soon to be upon you, Korra. You must be ready. Your friends will be with you and will help you; listen to them."

"Please tell me. I know you wouldn't when I was imprisoned by Tarrlok, but please tell me who you are."

"I am all that was, and all that will be."

Why must the voice in my head talk in riddles?

Noatak's POV:

"How's she doing?" Tarrlok asked.

"She still fast asleep," I replied. "I've managed to heal the cuts; good thing, too, as they were starting to get infected. I've also patched up the bruises."

Tarrlok gave me a slight 'look'; we both knew that you could only heal bruises with Bloodbending as they are internal wounds; let's just say Tarrlok and I had a lot of practice from the past.

"She also seems to be having a very vivid dream," I continued. "She keeps saying things in her sleep."

"What kind of things?"

"Mostly names of Southern spirits and a few lines of the old language."

"Hmm." I could see Tarrlok becoming thoughtful.

Just then, the door slid open and in came Asami, Bolin, and Mako.

"Is she awake yet?" asked Asami.

"I'm afraid not," I replied. "She's clearly exhausted. She's done a good deal of fighting and been kept locked up for about two days without food or water. Speaking of which, we might want to have some food ready for her when she wakes up."

"I'll get it," volunteered Mako. He seemed a little too eager for my liking.

"Very well; kindly bring some ginger root and hot water as well, will you?"

We exchanged somewhat hardened stares for a moment before he turned and left.

"What's the ginger root and hot water for?" asked Bolin.

"Ginger tea. It's one of Korra's favorites and is also a natural energizer that will help her recover more quickly."

There was a brief pause before Tarrlok spoke.

"Noak, you mentioned that you were kidnapped by the Equalists and interrogated by Amon."

"Yes, he tried to get information about Korra and my connections to her. He also took the…" Damn it! My older self still has the necklace I was carving for Korra!

"Took the what?" asked Bolin. "He didn't take your Bending, did he?"

"No," I said. I made eye-contact with my brother and he seemed to understand what I was saying.

"He took the necklace, didn't he?"

"What necklace?" asked Asami.

I could feel my face beginning to heat up.

"Noak was making Korra a betrothal necklace," Tarrlok answered for me.

"Wow, congratulations, dude," said Bolin. "Oh, wait, but Amon took it. Why would he do that?"

"He wanted to know why I had it," I said. "I guess he wanted to know just what my relationship with Korra is." I'm going to get that necklace back; even if I have to kick my older self's butt to do it.

Tarrlok's POV:

I was beginning to become a little wary of my brother. He had this determined glint in his eyes that indicated he was thinking very seriously about something. He was also probably still ticked off at me because of what my older self had done to Korra; that is why it is most definitely in my better interest not to make him angry at me.

It was another hour before Korra finally began to wake up.

"Hey, guys," she said in a scratchy voice.

"Korra, how are you feeling?" Noatak asked.

"Hungry."

Everyone in the room chuckled.

"We were anticipating that." He poured her a cup of the ginger tea. "Here, this will help you wake up."

Korra drank the tea and almost immediately began to look better.

"Thanks."

"Come on, we have food waiting for you in the dining hall," I said.

"Wait, are you sure you should be moving around so soon, Korra?" Noatak said in a worried voice. "I mean, shouldn't you get more rest?"

"Noak, I'm fine," she assured him. "I'm not an invalid. And if you even think of trying to help me to walk, I will so punch you in the face."

"There's the Korra we know," Asami said teasingly.

We walked with Korra over to the dining hall. She immediately began to eat; were she anyone else, I would have thought she hadn't eaten in a month. Police Chief Bei Fong and Tenzin began to ask Korra about what happened while my older self was keeping her prisoner.

"Well, first off," Korra said, "Tarrlok isn't who he says he is. He's Yakone's son."

I could feel Noatak stiffen beside me. I kept my eyes shifting from side to side; an unfortunate habit I have when I'm nervous.

"It all makes sense now," said an astonished Chief Bei Fong. "That's how Tarrlok was able to Bloodbend us without a full moon."

"But how did you escape?" asked Tenzin. "And where's Tarrlok."

"Amon captured him…" Korra paused, "And took his Bending."

"What?"

"Yeah, he showed up out of nowhere. He would have gotten me, too, if Noak and Tarro hadn't been there."

I noticed Tenzin give us an appreciative look.

"Good job, boys." He then became very serious. "How did you find Korra?"

"I became worried when Korra wasn't there that morning after Mako, Bolin, and Asami had gotten arrested," I replied. "I found Naga wandering the streets and had her track Korra to a cabin in the mountains."

Noatak took a moment before he spoke.

"Believe it or not, I actually got a ride there with Amon," he said. "The night Korra was kidnapped I had a few problems of my own. Someone had spiked my drink at a local hangout and I was captured by the Equalists."

Tenzin and Bei Fong both stared in disbelief.

"Amon interrogated me about my connection to Korra. He was curious about who I was. I managed to disarm the chi-blockers guarding my cell and stowed-away on the truck that Amon and his accomplices used to get to the cabin."

"Noak, I'm sorry we couldn't find you," Tenzin apologized. "We assumed you were with Korra and had hoped to find you both."

"It's alright, Master Tenzin. In fact, I think I stumbled upon some information that you might find interesting…" Noatak got a rather devious look on his face; I would definitely not want to be in his older self's place right now.

Noatak's POV:

I knew that if there was ever an opportunity to undo the damage I had done in the past, it was now. I told Master Tenzin and Chief Bei Fong about how I 'suspected' there was going to be an attack launched against the members of the city council and that another form of communicating with the United Forces should be sought as it was 'likely' that the Equalists had the wires tapped. Within half-an-hour, Bei Fong had sent out a dispatch of officers to ensure the council members were safe and several White Lotus sentries were ordered to covertly send a message to the United Forces.

Now, the only thing left to do was to stop the raid on the police headquarters.

"What do you mean we're not going?" I demanded after Tenzin shot down my suggestion.

"Noak, you and the others will be staying here while Lin and I go to the police headquarters," he replied. "I'm entrusting you with a serious responsibility to make sure that everyone is safe."

My frustration must have shown on my face because Tenzin placed a hand on my shoulder.

"I need to be sure I have responsible people looking after my family," he continued. "You may feel like you need to be out on the front lines with everyone else because I can see that you are more of an adult than most people twice your age. But, please, stay here and look after things while I'm gone."

Grudgingly, I nodded in assent.

Not an hour later the bombs began to fall on the city. In retrospect, that might not have been my best idea when I was Amon.

"We heard explosions," said Korra as she approached where I was standing. "What's going on?"

"It would seem that the Equalists are bombing the city," I replied.

"Right, you two stay here, we'll go and get 'em."

"What?" both Tarrlok and I replied.

"Why should we stay behind while you four are out fighting?" I said resentfully.

"Tenzin told you to look after Pema and the kids; therefore, me, Bolin, Mako, and Asami will go out there."

"And why do I have to stay behind?" Tarrlok practically whined.

"Because I know how well the two of you work together and in case either of you gets in trouble you'll have someone to watch your back."

I shared a look with my brother and we both slumped at the realization that she had a valid argument.

"Glad to see we're on the same page," Korra concluded a little too smugly.

After giving us both a parting hug (that nearly crushed us) Korra raced off with the others. I really was growing to hate it when I wasn't able to be there fighting alongside her. I could see Tarrlok was just as ticked off about this situation as I was. Well, I suppose things could be worse.


Redbayly: Hey, folks. Sorry about the short chapter but I just wanted to get another one done to make up for keeping you all on hiatus for so long.

Sokka: You could have made it longer you know. And you're splitting up a single episode.

Redbayly: I'm busy, alright! I've got tons of work to do! I am in college, in case you've forgotten.

Sokka: Okay, okay, sheesh. Anyway, looks like things are getting tense, huh?

Redbayly: No duh.

Sokka: The Equalists are probably very excited about their Revolution getting under way.

Redbayly: Yeah?

Sokka: In fact, it will probably be the day they remember as one of the most important days of their lives.

Redbayly: Uh-huh?

Sokka: But, for their leader, it was A-monday.

Redbayly:*Faceplants on table and begins to sob*

Sokka: Um, Red, are you okay?

Redbayly: I-it's just…y-you're s-so stupid.

Sokka:*Grumpy-face* I guess we'll see you all next time. Please leave reviews or I'll have to put up with Red's constant whining about how nobody loves her.










18. A Different Kind of Battle


Just Like the Good Old Days

Redbayly: Sooo, I've been thinking…

Sokka: Uh-oh.

Redbayly: And I was wondering if Tarrlok should have a romantic interest in this story. I already thought out a character, and she's going to appear whether she is a romantic interest or not, and I just wanted to know if it was okay with my readers.

Sokka: I'm pretty sure that they, like me, don't care.

Redbayly: Sokka, I thought you were gonna play nice now?

Sokka: Pfft, as if, taunting you is just too much fun.

Redbayly: Don't forget, unlike Bryke, I am actually going to go into what you did after the end of the original series.

Sokka:*Snorts* Yeah, your headcanon version of what happened.

Redbayly: Well, yeah, but it's an awesome headcanon. After you finished your career as Southern Water Tribe Councilman in Republic City, you returned to the Southern Tribe where you took over as Chief once your father got too old. You're married and have four children, all of whom will appear in the section that is my new and better thought out version of Book 2: Spirits. 

Sokka: You're just excited about getting to that part because you wanna spit in the eye of canon.

Redbayly: Well, duh! But, more than that, I'm looking forward to doing something that Bryke refuses to do. Give the fans a background story and more lines for Senna!

Sokka:*Shakes head* You and your headcanons.

Redbayly: Just do today's disclaimer.

Sokka: Redbayly does not own Legend of Korra or Avatar the Last Airbender. And thank reason and logic for that.

Redbayly: Don't you mean "thank God" or even "thank the spirits"?

Sokka: Hah! You expect a skeptic like me to do that? I only worship one spirit *pulls out picture of Yue* my beautiful, beautiful moon princess.

Redbayly:*Stares* You really haven't got any brains at all, have you?

A Different Kind of Battle

Korra's POV:

It was a really good thing that we had stopped Hiroshi Sato before he had finished those mecha-tanks of his; if there had been any of those here today, things would have been much harder. As it was, we made it to the Police Headquarters before the attacks started and the police managed to rescue the council members before the Equalists got to them. However, we were currently facing off against a very skilled army of chi-blockers who were pretty dead-set on capturing us.

That was when I noticed the Equalist airship headed for Air Temple Island.

Noatak's POV:

I just had to jinx us.

Just when we thought we were safe, that damned airship started to head in the direction of the temple. As I looked around, I could see nothing but terror on the faces of the Air Acolytes (most of whom were Non-Benders) and I couldn't help but feel like the biggest jerk in the world.

"Everyone, please remain calm," I instructed. "Everything will be fine as long as we don't panic."

"AHHHH!" came a loud wail from Pema.

"What did I just-"

"The baby's coming!"

Oh no. No, no, no, no. This cannot be happening.

Pema was led back inside by two of the Acolytes and now I had a serious decision to make. I am the only official Healer present and it would probably be best for me to help; and yet, at the same time, there was that selfish desire to play the hero. I took in a deep breath and turned to my brother who was looking intently at me.

"Well, what are you waiting for?" he said. "You're a Healer, now get in there and heal."

"But, what about protecting the island?"

"I think I am more than capable of handling a few chi-blockers. Now get in there right now."

I had never heard Tarrlok speak to me in such an authoritative way. Knowing it would be pointless and inexcusable of me to argue, I followed after the expecting mother.

The Acolytes had helped her get into bed and she seemed a good deal calmer; however, I knew right away that this was not going to be an easy task. During my Healer's training with Master Katara, I had helped a few women deliver children; of course, I had mostly just stood by and assisted, I had never done something like this by myself.

"Okay, Dohna, Gu-Lang," I said to the two Acolytes, remembering their names. "I am going to need towels, hot water, scissors, some string, soap, and I will need one of you to help keep her supported."

They immediately set to work. Gu-Lang, the older woman, helped Pema to sit up while Dohna raced off to fetch the supplies. To say I was nervous would be an understatement; I had never, ever done anything like this and I was relying totally on a few years of observation.

"Time between contractions…" I started before being cut off by another shriek from Pema. "Two minutes, twenty seconds."

Pema was breathing very rapidly now.

"The children, where are they?" she asked.

"Don't worry. They're in the other room, totally safe," said Gu-Lang.

I, however, didn't sense the Airbender children in the next room at all. I didn't raise the subject, though, so as not to bring any distress to the woman in labor. I could only hope that the others were having a better time of this than I was.

Tarrlok's POV:

I faced the White Lotus sentries, knowing they probably wouldn't care what I had to say because in their eyes I was just a kid, but I spoke all the same.

"Be prepared to fight," I said. "On this day, we are fighting not for glory, but for the right to be as the spirits made us. These Equalists don't care how many people they have to hurt in order to prove their point. They would take away from us our birthright, nay our heritage. Our Bending may not solely define who we are as humans, but it is still a part of us and it is something we shall not surrender. We shall go on to the end. We shall fight them on Air Temple Island and defend it whatever the cost may be. We shall fight them on the beaches, and in the fields, and in the streets, and in the hills. We shall never surrender."

I was surprised by just how much applause I got from them. It really is amazing how a few well-spoken words can inspire people.

"Here they come!" someone shouted.

I turned just in time to see one of the cables from a zip-line shoot out of the airship. The chi-blockers were soon upon us, racing up towards the steps.

"Steady. Wait for it. Now!"

We began to strike at the chi-blockers with everything we had. Unfortunately, another cable came down, sending more chi-blockers. Perhaps this wasn't going to be as easy as I thought.

We soon had to pull back into the main courtyard. The chi-blockers, led by that weird guy with the moustache, quickly advanced on us. That's when a sudden idea struck. I hastily whispered instructions to the White Lotus sentries and they immediately complied. I and one of the Waterbenders sent out a wave of water that we immediately froze as the chi-blockers advanced, while the Earthbenders followed us by sending up a rock wall that the advancing enemy was unable to avoid. They had been running at us so fast that they slipped on the ice and crashed into the wall. Unfortunately, not all of them were down-and-out so easily.

We were still up against at least half a dozen chi-blockers and the sentries quickly fell. I had suddenly found myself knocked to the ground and about to be electrocuted when help came from and unexpected source.

"Get away from him!"

I looked up to see an incoming flash of orange. Jinora had swooped in on her air-glider and blasted a couple of the chi-blockers into the roof. She was soon followed by Ikki, who rode in on an air-scooter.

"Get off our island!"

I could only sit there in total shock as Meelo appeared out of nowhere and dispatched several chi-blockers with what I could only call…fartbending? Okay, I really need to stop drinking lychee juice before epic battles.

Before I knew what happened, the Airbender kids had taken down every chi-blocker and were currently helping me up.

"Did we do a good job, Tarro?" Ikki asked me excitedly. "Did we? Did we? Huh? Huh?"

"You guys did great," I replied simply. "Really, we wouldn't have made it without your help."

Noatak's POV:

Two hours of carefully attending to a screaming, emotionally disturbed mother was doing a great deal of damage to my nerves. I would have thought, after having three children already, that Pema would be more capable of dealing with childbirth; of course, Master Katara had told me that women all experienced pregnancy differently and that, for some women, it becomes harder to deal with.

"If Tenzin ever thinks of touching me again," she yelled at one point, "I will cut off his…"

And that's when I chose to blank out what she was screaming. I focused instead on seeing the child out of her. I was very tempted to just use Bloodbending and get it over with and cause her less pain, but I would not allow myself to do that. I swore not to use it again, and I will not.

That's when I realized there was a problem. I used sensory Bloodbending, the only kind I still use, to see what was keeping the baby held up. And then I saw it, the cord was wrapped around the child's throat.

"Uh-oh."

"Uh-oh?! What do you mean 'uh-oh'?!" Pema shouted.

"The cord is wrapped around the baby's neck."

"Then untangle it!"

"It's not that simple! One wrong move and the child could suffer serious damage or worse."

"I don't care what you do! Get this baby out of me and don't mess up!"

Bracing myself for what I was about to do and hoping with every fiber of my being that someone would be waiting for me with a bottle of fire-brandy outside, I set to work.

Korra's POV:

We raced over to the temple as fast as we could. Tenzin was in a panic and Bei Fong looked like she would murder anyone who hurt the people at the temple. I was shaking. Noak and Tarro were there. What if they couldn't hold them off long enough?

Asami clearly saw my anxiousness and placed a friendly hand on my shoulder.

"Don't worry, Korra," she said. "If anyone can hold off the chi-blockers it's those two."

I nodded in response, but there was still that worry coursing through me. If Noak and Tarro got captured or…I didn't want to think about that. I had almost lost Noak without even realizing it; I couldn't stand the thought of never being able to tell him the truth about how I feel about him. I knew it wasn't just a crush or some brief romance of youth; what I felt for him was real, deep; it was something that went straight to my very heart and I knew that if I lost him then it would feel as if that piece of my heart was ripped out.

Tenzin landed the sky-bison in the courtyard and we were immediately greeted by the Air-Babies.

"Oh, thank goodness you're all right," Tenzin said.

"We caught the bad guys!" Meelo declared.

"What?"

"Um, I can explain," said a very nervous-looking Tarro.

"Tarro, what is going on?" Tenzin demanded. "Where's Noak? Were my children fighting?"

"Uh, long story short…we kind of had a situation."

The door of the temple suddenly opened and Noak emerged. He looked very shaken, very tired, and the front of his clothes were stained with…

"Is that blood?" I gasped. "Noak, are you…"

"I'm fine," he replied in a slightly cracked voice. "Just had to deliver a baby, nothing too major."

"You delivered a…?" Tenzin sputtered. "Wha-what…is Pema…?"

"She's fine, sir," Noak said calmly. "A little weak from the labor, though. There were complications, but I dealt with them."

Tenzin rushed inside.

"I need something to drink," Noak said. "Preferably something strong that will make me forget everything I just went through."

I smiled at him and pulled him into a hug.

"You're a good person, Noak," I told him. "Come on, I wanna see the baby."

"But I just…" He gave a sigh and allowed me to lead him back to the room.

It was one of the most adorable things I have ever seen; Pema holding her new baby boy with Tenzin and the other kids there. I hoped then that one day I would be able to experience something like that. There was just such a feeling of love in the room that everyone seemed compelled by it. Without realizing it, I reached for Noak's hand and he gave it a soft squeeze in response.

"We have much to be thankful for," Pema said after a while. "These two were our heroes today." She nodded at Noak and Tarro who both looked rather sheepish.

"Well, Jinora, Ikki, and Meelo really came through for me," Tarro admitted. "I was practically dead-meat before they showed up to save the day."

"I was simply fulfilling my obligations as a Healer," Noak added. "I saw someone in need of help and provided it to them."

"Well, you certainly helped Rohan," Pema said. "Who knows what might have happened if you hadn't noticed the danger he was in."

"Thank you, boys," Tenzin said. "I knew I could count on you."

Noak scuffled his foot across the floor slightly and cleared his throat.

"You know, Master Katara usually says a blessing over a new child whenever she helps deliver them," he said. "Should I…"

Tenzin gave him an approving nod.

Noak stepped over to the family and raised his hands in the way that I remember the Shaman doing whenever he says blessings or prayers.

"We thank the Five Great Spirits of the South that they have seen fit to give this child safe passage into the world," he recited. "May Kangee keep his vigil over you, may his wings comfort you, and his guidance lead you all your days. May Bilagaana stay by your side, bringing you prosperity and the bounty that nature gives to man. May Coahoma guard you, may she cut down those who would wish you harm and keep your heart free from evil. May Setna, the Great Mother, lend you her love and wisdom; may you forever keep to the path that leads to freedom that she built for all. And, above all these things, may Awonawilona bring you happiness and peace all your days; may it give you cause for joy and never sorrow.

"We also ask for the protection of the Sacred Seven at this time. May their ancient wisdom keep us safe during these times of trouble. We call upon you, Huata, Ahanu, Kachina, Migisi, Gaagii, Chilaili, and Ehane, to watch over this family; for they are your spiritual descendants and need you now." He concluded with an invocation in the old language.

We all paused for a few minutes, allowing the obvious power in that prayer to sink in. If there was ever a time to need the help of the spirits, it was now. I knew we didn't have much time left. As much as it pained me to break up this scene, we had to get out.

"I'm so sorry to interrupt," I said, "but, more airships are coming."

I saw Ikki look up at Tenzin.

"Everything's not gonna be fine, is it, Daddy?" she said.

Noatak's POV:

We followed Tenzin out to the courtyard where we saw more of the airships drawing closer to the island.

"What do you want to do, Tenzin?" Korra asked.

"I need to protect my family and get them as far away from this conflict as possible," he replied. "If Amon got his hands on my children…I hate to even think it."

"If you're leaving, then I'm going with you," said Bei Fong.

"But-"

"No arguments. You and your family are the last Airbenders. There's no way in the world I'm letting Amon take your Bending away."

I couldn't help but admire Bei Fong. She was truly dedicated to the people she cared about. That's when I remembered, they were all heading into a trap and I had no idea how to warn them. This was bad. Very, very bad.

Tenzin then urged us to go into hiding for the time being. Korra resisted at first but then grudgingly relented. We all bid farewell to each other. I noticed that the Airbender children all hugged Tarrlok before following their mother onto the sky-bison. Korra got the others onto Naga, while Tarrlok and I planned to ice-board alongside them down to the water.

Not five minutes after Tenzin and his family left, a cable shot down from one of the airships allowing dozens of chi-blockers to land on the island. The White Lotus sentries told us to go while they held them off. We were getting away without a problem…until…

"Moustache guy!" Bolin shouted.

Sure enough, the Lieutenant leapt out at us; more precisely at me. I was knocked sideways but managed to dodge his kali-sticks.

"Noak!" I heard Korra shout.

I knew how to dodge each strike. As good a fighter as the Lieutenant is, I am better. Unfortunately, Tarrlok didn't seem to realize that I was handling the situation as he had shot over to where I was, clearly intending to help me.

"Go on, get out of here!" I shouted.

He didn't listen and instead charged straight at the Lieutenant. We were ducking and dodging but we couldn't get near enough to take him out. I saw more chi-blockers coming in and I knew we were going to be outnumbered.

"Guys, go!" I yelled at the others.

We made to follow after them; however, no sooner was I twenty feet away than Tarrlok was suddenly surrounded.

"No!"

"Go on, Noa!" he called out. "I'll be fine! Just go!"

I couldn't leave him, but there were so many.

"Noa! I am ordering you to leave!" He ducked a blow.

I had to leave. But I couldn't abandon him again. I saw that glint in his eyes and I knew he would never forgive me if I turned back to help him. Swallowing the pain that began to surface, I raced after the others and we made our escape into the bay.

Tarrlok's POV:

I was tied up alongside the White Lotus sentries. Unlike them, however, I didn't hang my head in grief; I kept my shoulders squared and my back straight. I wasn't about to go down like a coward like last time. I was going to lose my Bending with my pride intact because I knew I had done the right thing this time.

My mouth went dry when Bei Fong was dropped down beside me in chains; it had started to rain, a fitting atmosphere. Each raindrop felt like a tiny shard of glass. I looked up, face clear of any emotion, as Amon approached. That is who he was; this wasn't Noatak. Noatak was currently a nineteen-year-old struggling to confess his feelings for Korra. Noatak was a young Healer who had just delivered the youngest of the Airbender children only a few hours ago.

"Tell me where the Avatar is and I'll let you keep your Bending," he said to Bei Fong.

"I'll never tell you anything, you monster!" she shouted.

"Very well."

It was horrible. Seeing that brave woman who has dedicated her life to Republic City go down like that. I suppose what I was feeling was empathy, but, at the same time, immense respect and admiration. I would soon follow her as Amon turned to face me.

"You, boy," he said calmly. "You are one of the Avatar's friends. Tell me where she is or what just happened to your police chief will happen to you."

I gave a very undignified snort.

"You really expect me to trust you? You'll just take my Bending no matter what." Rain slid down my face, hiding my angry tears. "Do you even know what the word loyalty means, Amon? Loyalty is when you care enough about a person that you will do whatever you can to make sure they are safe. Even if I knew where Korra and the others are now, I would be committing a crime against my love and loyalty to them by telling you." I looked him dead in the eyes, hoping that my words cut into him. I was just so angry. "You can burn in the deepest pits of Naraka. You are just as much of a villain as any Bender who ever used their powers to oppress others. You are a tyrant, a dictator. You don't really care about anyone but yourself, do you?" I smirked to myself. "But I have friends, real friends, people I consider to be worth fighting, even dying for. So don't you insult me by acting like you actually deserve my respect. Like you actually think I would betray my family." I stared at him, unwavering. "Well, take my Bending, already? Unless you're not man enough to do it."

He moved closer, our gazes were still locked. I knew, or rather hoped, that I had gotten through to him. That I had somehow connected to Noatak. Sadly, I was mistaken as he began to reach his thumb to my forehead.

"Just pray that my big brother doesn't find out about this," I said, grinning despite my anger at him. "Because, when he finds out, he's gonna kick your ass."

He hesitated for a moment, but then pressed his thumb to my forehead. I was overcome by the pain of it for a brief moment before collapsing on the ground. My Bending was gone.


Redbayly: *Sobbing* Can you hold me?

Sokka: Uhh…

Toph: That bastard took my baby girl's Bending! Again! I'll kill him!

Redbayly: What about Tarrlok? He lost his Bending again.

Aang: *Sniffles* Red, can you make us some brownies?

Redbayly: *Tearily* Yes.

Aang: With vanilla ice-cream?

Redbayly: *Nods* *Breaks out in tears again*

Sokka: *Buries his head in his hands* How do we live with them?

Toph: We don't, Snoozles. We're dead, remember? But, I am going to find a way to come back from the dead so I can beat up Amon for taking Lin's Bending!

Sokka: *Sighs* If it's not crybabies, it's psychos. Anyway, since Red's preoccupied with her feels-fest…

Redbayly: WAAAAAHHH!

Sokka:…which I'm pretty sure was brought about because of tonight's episode of Legend of Korra, I guess it's up to me to clarify some things from the chapter you just read. Redbayly has devised a whole belief system for the Southern Water Tribe composed of five major spirits (Awonawilona [who is an actual figure in a certain Native American legend, I think for the Zuni], Setna, Bilagaana, Kangee, and Coahoma). In addition, there is the Sacred Seven (Huata, Ahanu, Kachina, Migisi, Gaagii, Chilaili, and Ehane); these are the first seven Avatars born in the Southern Water Tribe, all of whom did something significant in their lifetimes and are revered as protective spirits in their own right. You will be seeing more of these spirits in chapters to come as they are an integral part of Red's headcanon. Also, that part where Tarrlok says "burn in Naraka"; Naraka is Red's word for the Avatar universe's version of Hell and comes from something in the Hindu tradition.

Well, we're getting close to the end of the first season in this story and I know Red is excited about how she is going to completely redo the second season. Think of it as an AU within an AU. I think that's everything for now. Goodnight, folks.










19. Against All Odds


Just Like the Good Old Days

Redbayly: *Quietly sobbing in the corner*

Toph: What's her deal?

Sokka: Hmm? Oh, Red's upset because someone bullied her into deleting one of her fanfics.

Toph: What? It's not one of ours, is it?

Sokka: No, it was her Harry Potter fic. You know, the first multi-chapter one she's ever written.

Toph: You mean "He's Not Dead Yet"?

Redbayly: WHHHHHYYYY!

Sokka: Yep. Some person apparently hated it so much that they decided to do anything they could to put an end to her fic, even threatening to report her for copyright infringement because she used song lyrics.

Toph: Why that son of a…

Sokka: Yeah, Red's pretty broken up about it. It was her first ever bashing-fic, too. I don't even like Red that much, but I hate people who go out of their way to hurt others just because they can.

Toph: Even if it's fanfiction?

Sokka: Even if it's fanfiction.

Aang: Well, at least on the plus side this means Red will have more free time to focus on this story.

Toph: True, but the loss of her single most popular fic has really done damage to her self-esteem.

Sokka: That fic had more than a thousand reviews, follows, and favorites. It truly is a sad day for fanfiction. An aspiring fanfiction writer was bullied and threatened for writing a fic that wasn't even supposed to be taken seriously.

Aang: I'm gonna go give her a hug; that always cheers her up. *Walks over to Redbayly and hugs her*

Redbayly: *Breaks out into a fit of hysterical crying* Why do people have to be so mean?! 

Aang: I know, Red. It's gonna be okay. You can just go over your story, change what you don't like about it, take out anything that violates the stupid fanfiction rules (that over half the fandom doesn't follow anyway), and you'll be back in the game. Just believe in yourself and you can accomplish anything.

Redbayly: *Sniffles* Says Mister Kung-Fu Action Jesus who beat the Fire Lord when he was only twelve.

Aang: *Gives her a warm smile* You are a good writer, Red. Don't let anyone tell you any different. After all, who spent days brainstorming headcanon Southern Water Tribe traditions?

Redbayly: I did.

Aang: Who originated the back-story that Korra's mom is Sokka's daughter?

Redbayly: I did.

Aang: Who's…um, who's…who's a freckle-faced, red-headed Amorra-shipper?!

Redbayly: I AM!

Aang: Who's ready?

Redbayly: I'm ready!

Aang: Who's ready?!

Redbayly: I'M READY!

Aang: Now, get out there and fanfic!

Redbayly: Booyah! Do the disclaimer!

Aang, Sokka, and Toph: Redbayly does not own Legend of Korra. But, she's gonna keep trying!

Against All Odds

Noatak's POV:

It has been three days since we were forced to flee. Three days since I had to leave my brother behind for the second time. Since we escaped into the underground, we discovered what could only be described as a secret society underneath Republic City; Benders and Non-Benders alike coexisting and helping to support each other. All of them opposed the Equalist movement and were more than willing to provide us with food and shelter while we wait for the United Forces to arrive.

I hadn't spoken much with anyone lately. They all clearly sensed how I was feeling about leaving Tarrlok behind and most likely wanted to give me some space. The thought that I could abandon my brother again kept gnawing at my conscience. I should've gone back. I should've gone down fighting beside him. I guess the truth of all this is that Tarrlok is the strong one after all and I am the weakling for running away when things get bad.

I was gearing up to go out on a reconnaissance mission when I felt a hand on my shoulder.

"Noak," came the soft sound of Korra's voice, "I'm worried about him, too. But, please, talk to us. I know you're probably thinking that you should've gone back to help him, but we both know it only would have meant both of you would get captured."

I turned to look at her. I could see concern and determination in her eyes.

"We will get Tarro back," she continued. "I promise." She gave my shoulder a light squeeze before turning her attention to the matter at hand. "Come on, we have to get going; that intel isn't going to collect itself."

I gave a half-hearted smile before pulling on the chi-blocker mask and following her up the ladder.

Tarrlok's POV:

I wasn't sure how long I had been unconscious; what I did know was that I certainly wasn't on Air Temple Island anymore. My vision was rather blurred, but I could see the outlines of jail bars a few feet in front of me. I realized I was lying down on some sort of cot. I sat up, gave a slight groan as sensation began to rush back into my head, and then the full impact of my situation hit me. I was a prisoner of the Equalists…again!

"Ugh, why must this happen to me?" I muttered.

"Awake at last?" came a cold voice.

I gave a startled yell of surprise as I recognized who it was. Amon. He was standing just outside the cell, watching me intently.

"Oh," I said with irritation, "it's you. What do you want? Come to torture a defenseless sixteen-year-old for information he doesn't have? Or were you just bored of running over puppy-kittens with your truck?"

Even though I couldn't see it, I know I was irking him.

"Your insolence will cost you dearly, boy," he said.

"Is that really the best you can do? Please. I've known otter-penguins to make better threats."

"I know you have information I want. Tell me where the Avatar is."

"Aww, is someone having a hard time trying to find the Avatar? The 'great Amon' is actually incapable of taking down a teenage girl?"

"Why you little-"

"Don't feel too bad; after all, Fire Lord Ozai got his butt kicked by a twelve-year-old, anti-violent child. Your inevitable downfall won't be anywhere near as humiliating as his."

If there's one thing I remember most about Noatak it's that I was always able to get under his skin. My brother and I may have been the best of friends, but I always did find it amusing to do something to get him angry. Normally, Noatak is completely unflappable; however, I always know just what to say to get on his nerves.

"If you still think that pathetic excuse for an Avatar stands any chance against me, you are more foolish than I suspected," he growled. "As we speak, the Equalists grow stronger. Your precious Avatar has abandoned you, run off like a coward; she has fled at the mere sight of my army."

"She'll never be gone," I said defensively. "She is more powerful than you can imagine, Amon. You are the fool if you think your plans will ever succeed. Remember, the Avatar is the good guy, and the good guy always wins in the end."

Before he had a chance to respond, there was the sudden sound of a door opening.

"Sir, we have the prisoners."

"Good, bring them in."

I walked over to the bars of my cell to see who was being brought in and I felt a pang run through me when I saw it was Tenzin and his family. From another cell nearby, I heard someone shout "NO!" It sounded like Bei Fong. It probably was. I doubted that she would be allowed to go free if I wasn't.

"I don't care what you do to me, but let my family go!" Tenzin said.

"I'm afraid not, Councilman," said Amon. "You and your children are the last Airbenders. Soon, I will eliminate Airbending from the world."

"I see, so you're basically finishing what the Fire Nation started a hundred and seventy years ago," I snapped.

"Tarro?" said Tenzin, realizing I was there. "What are you doing here? I told you and the others to escape."

Amon ignored his outburst and turned back to face me while Tenzin and his family were locked in a cell across from where I was.

"You might not appreciate what we are striving for, boy, but one day you will understand that Bending no longer has a place in this world," he said in a low voice.

"You clearly don't know what it feels like to lose your Bending," I replied. "It's like there is a large void inside of you that can't be filled. You go through with your plans for 'equality' and I assure you that you will be the most hated man in the world. If you aren't already."

I could see him narrow his eyes behind his mask. He didn't say anything else and simply turned and left.

Korra's POV:

"Can you believe Hiroshi?" I snapped once we were safely back underground. "'The Avatar's on the run.' I'm not running from anyone. Let's go back up there and knock some heads. They'll never know what hit 'em."

"Bad idea," Noak said. "As much 'fun' as beating up Equalists sounds, we are vastly outnumbered and such an act would only make things worse." He gave me a sympathetic look. "I know you hate sitting back and waiting, but we can't take any unnecessary risks. I overheard some of the chi-blockers talking about some sort of weapon that they're going to use against the United Forces fleet tomorrow."

"What? When did you hear that?"

"When we split up, I managed to sneak into a group of chi-blockers. Several of them were talking about some kind of device. It's supposedly faster than an airship and capable of a great deal of destruction. We need to get a message out to General Iroh."

We quickly headed back to where the others were waiting; when we entered, I noticed Asami gave us a grin.

"Well, you two were certainly gone a while," she said in a sly tone.

"Uh, yes, reconnaissance is rather time-consuming," Noak replied.

"Whatever you say."

"Welcome back," came a cheery greeting from our friend Gommu, the hobo that Noak, Tarro, and I met on our first day in Republic City. "Hope you worked up an appetite, because dinner is served."

Gommu brought us over to where some sort of brown, soupy substance was brewing in an old pot. It looked pretty disgusting, but I accepted a bowl without complaint.

"Thanks for letting us hide out with you the past few days," I said.

"Honored to oblige. My associates and I heartily oppose Amon's so-called 'Equalist' policies. We got Benders and Non-Benders living together down here, but do ya see us fightin'? No siree. We've figured out how to harmoniously co-exist."

"You are a wise and noble hobo," Bolin said before taking a spoonful of the stew. "Mmm, this is the best-tasting street gruel I've ever had, seriously."

"I culled it from the finest dumpsters the city has to offer."

Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Asami spit out her serving and hand it to Pabu. Hearing where the ingredients came from began to put me off eating it too.

"As long as it was cooked long enough to kill bacteria, it's perfectly fine," Noak whispered to me.

I was moderately reassured by what he said and just ate anyway. It wasn't so bad. There was a stray hair or two in it, but other than that it was edible. We began to slip into silence and it really unnerved me; usually, when I eat with friends, we share stories and laugh; I guess it was a testament to just how far things had slipped into depressing since the Equalist takeover.

"So," I said breaking the silence, "anyone know any good stories?"

"The only thing that would be appropriate now would be a horror story," said Mako somberly.

I gave him a glare. Really, would it kill him to be more optimistic? I honestly don't know what Asami sees in him.

"I meant something that could diffuse the tension in here," I retorted. "Noak, I know you're practically an encyclopedia of stories. You memorized every one we ever heard from Katara."

I could see him pausing to think for a moment. I know how much he loves storytelling and he's really good at it. After a minute, a small smile formed on his face.

"I know a story that is perfect for tonight; it's completely true, but it's not like what they tell you in the history books. About seventy years ago, the Southern Water Tribe was nothing but a pale shadow of what it once was and not even a fraction of what it would eventually become. There was only one tiny little village that had fallen into serious disrepair. All the warriors had left to go and fight against the Fire Nation army, leaving behind the women, children, and elderly. Among these villagers were the Chief's two children, Sokka and Katara. Sokka was a warrior-in-training and Katara was the last of the Southern Waterbenders.

"One day, Sokka and Katara were out fishing when they got pulled out by the current. An argument began between the two siblings; an argument that caused Katara to accidentally Waterbend. She was so angry that she inadvertently shattered a glacier behind her, causing a large, round iceberg to rise from beneath the waves. Inside that iceberg was a boy…"

We all sat, enraptured in his retelling of the return of Avatar Aang. How he managed to remember everything was incredible. He told the story as if he had lived it himself. By the time he finished, it was time for all of us to get to bed. I made my way over to Naga, but I watched Noak have a few quick words with Gommu; he was probably asking about a way to get in contact with General Iroh.

I leaned up against Naga, trying to close my eyes and get some rest, but it just wouldn't come to me.

Noatak's POV:

I knew that I would have to be very careful with how I gave out information. I warned Gommu that his transmitter might be tapped, as I secretly knew it was, but I had to get a warning to General Iroh before he got here. In hindsight, I probably should've done this earlier; I have really been off my game recently and I need to fix that.

"General Iroh," I dictated, "your fleet is in danger. Equalists possess weapons of mass-destruction. Have also set mines in the outlying bay of the city. Withdraw to safe location. Do not respond to this message and keep radio contact to a minimum. Mission jeopardized. Repeat, mission jeopardized. Stand by until all clear."

I know we need the United Forces' help, but I refuse to have so many lives on my conscience. If that fleet gets into the harbor, there will be untold damage and death. If I can save even half the lives that were lost, I will do whatever I can.

Once the message was sent, I returned to the others. I noticed that Korra was still awake and made my way over to her. I took a seat by her side and put a comforting arm around her; I began to feel heat rising in my face when she leaned into my side and rested her head on my shoulder.

"Can't sleep?" I said.

"No. I have this awful pit in my stomach," she replied.

"I sent the warning to General Iroh. We can't risk having all those men and women getting hurt. If they come in right now, it will be a suicide mission. Tomorrow, we'll pack up and go meet with the general in person."

"Really? You know how to get there?"

"I have a basic idea of where they are and we can get ourselves there easily. We'll leave before sunrise."

"It's so crazy; a few months ago we were in the South Pole and I was preparing for my Firebending test, and now we're in the middle of an all-out war and Tarro's a prisoner and likely had his Bending taken away. It's just…it's so…"

"Scary," I finished. I held her a little tighter. "It's going to be alright. We've been through so much lately. But I believe in you, Korra. You've come so far from being a goofy little girl who wanted nothing more than to ride otter-penguins all day; now, you're this amazing, brave, selfless, and beautiful young woman who wants nothing more than to help the world and live up to the high expectations people have for her. I know you're still learning; you still have a long way to go before you are a complete Avatar, but I know you can do it. You've done it more than a thousand times already."

I could tell she was drifting off to sleep. Her heartbeat had slowed and her breathing had become very soft. I rested my head on top of hers as I slowly felt myself fade out of consciousness.

Tarrlok's POV:

After Amon had left, there had been a long, awkward silence. Even the Airbender children were quiet for a change. This was a disaster.

"Tarro," Tenzin said at last, "are you alright?"

"Oh, just great," I replied a little more harshly than I intended. "Just had my Bending taken away, making me feel like a part of who I am was just ripped out of me; but other than that I'm just peachy."

"Don't give up, Tarro," I heard Ikki call out. "Korra's still out there. And so are Noak, and Asami, and Mako, and Bolin. They'll come save us!"

"Victory!" Meelo shouted excitedly.

"You Benders keep it down!" shouted one of the guards.

"You keep it down, mean man!" Ikki shouted.

"Fight! Fight! Fight!" Meelo chanted.

The guard was clearly getting annoyed.

"Ugh, I can't deal with this," he said. "Lien, take over, I'm going on my break."

"You're not off for fifteen minutes," the guard named 'Lien' responded.

"Oh, what's the harm? Their chi is blocked, it's not like they can cause any trouble."

The first guard walked off, leaving Lien behind to oversee all of us.

"I am so sorry you both got hurt in all this," Tenzin said to both me and Bei Fong, who was in the cell right next to mine.

"It's not your fault, Tenzin," Bei Fong answered. "How exactly did they capture you?"

"It appears they had anticipated our attempt to flee and ambushed us with some kind of new aircraft. They were faster than anything I've ever seen. They kept charging at us and nearly knocked us down. I had no choice but to land or we would have gotten killed. Unfortunately, there was another ambush waiting on the land."

"I am so sorry."

"You don't have anything to be sorry about," said Pema, speaking up at last. "You did everything you could to save us. Thank you."

"Hero lady!" Meelo shouted.

I know I couldn't see her, but I would've bet a whole stack of yuans that Bei Fong was smiling.

Heartfelt, emotional moment aside, I needed to figure out how I was going to get us out of here. I certainly had no intention of allowing anything to happen to either Tenzin or his family, I owed them too much. I also couldn't just sit back and wait for the others to come in and save us. Master Katara always said that sometimes you have to take fate into your own hands. And that was just what I was going to do.

Korra's POV:

The sun wasn't even up when we snuck out towards the bay. The cold, salty air whipped at our faces, reminding me of back home in the south. It's moments like this that I really miss my family; not just my parents, but everyone. We were always a very tight-knit bunch, my mom's family at least; my dad and his brother always argue whenever the latter comes to visit. Thinking of my family is rather painful now; I keep wondering what will happen if I fail, if I don't return home. In my mind, I can see my mother crying in my father's arms while someone tells them their only daughter is gone forever. It's a dark thought, I know, but it's the image that keeps playing in my mind.

"You ready?" I heard Noak ask me.

I gave a brief nod before helping him make an ice-raft to carry all of us out into the water.

"Stay vigilant," he warned me. "There are mines in the water."

"How do you know?" Mako asked.

"I can sense them. If you were a Waterbender and as attuned to your element as I am, you would be just as capable of detecting things like that."

Carefully, we propelled the craft out further on the water. Occasionally, we had to make more cloud cover when the fog started to thin. We skated past Air Temple Island; I could see several Equalists airships around it and bright lights, clearly there was something going on.

"Don't look," Noak said quietly.

I couldn't help it. I looked. There was a long line of people, I could see their hands were bound and they were being kept in check by Equalist guards. That's when it hit me. They were lined up to get their Bending removed! I could feel tears stinging my eyes at the thought of all those men and women who were about to lose their Bending forever.

"Kangee's talons," I muttered. "They're…"

"I told you not to look," Noak said in a hollow voice.

I didn't realize I had begun to shake until someone set a hand on my shoulder. I turned to see it was Asami, she also looked saddened but she was giving me a kind expression all the same.

"Don't worry, Korra," she said. "We will put a stop to this."

Everything suddenly came rushing through and before I knew it I was quietly sobbing in the older girl's arms. I don't know what it was that made me break; usually I'm so good at hiding my feelings. Asami's hug reminded me of my mom's, it made me feel safe, reassured. After having gotten to know Asami better since she had moved to Air Temple Island, I realized that she really was a good person and I was lucky to have her as a friend. Rather than find this awkward, she patiently let me cry into her jacket until I was finally able to get a hold of myself again.

"I-I'm sorry, I…" I fumbled.

"It's alright, Korra," she said softly. "We all need to let it go sometimes. What you're feeling is only natural. It doesn't make you weak to cry, just human."

"Thanks, Asami. I know you probably have more reason to be upset than I do."

I know she understood what I was implying because she continued.

"It breaks my heart to see my father siding with the Equalists," she said. "He claims he's doing it to avenge my mother, but I think he's just ended up becoming as evil as the men who took her away from us in the first place. As much as it hurts me to fight against someone I care about, I know I made the right choice." She gave me a small smile. "What is happening now is no one's fault but Amon's; so don't even think of blaming yourself for this."

Comforted by her words, I was able to return to helping Noak pilot us out of the bay. We sailed further and further along the water.

"Are you sure we're heading in the right direction?" Mako asked as the sun steadily began to rise.

"Fairly certain," Noak replied. He then pulled out a map and unrolled it. "I sent a message for them to withdraw for the time-being, and the only safe place they could reach is a small inlet a few more leagues out."

We pressed on for another hour before, suddenly, several large figures loomed out of the fog. We found the fleet.


Redbayly: Booyah! Who's awesome?!

Aang: You're awesome!

Sokka: Can I go home now?

Redbayly: Oh, Sokka, you're so delightfully cynical.

Sokka: Yes, I am. Now stop hugging me.

Redbayly: Hey, folks, hope you liked my newest chapter. I really need some help here. Should Mako and Asami stay together? Because, if they break up, I plan on having Asami get together with General Iroh. Also, please, please, please leave reviews! And I don't just mean the fawning praise or the "I like this story, please continue"; I mean genuine reviews about what you like about it, what might need improvement, and what I should consider doing with it in the future.

Toph: And now it's time for brownies. 

Everyone: Yay!










20. Mission Improbable


Just Like the Good Old Days

Redbayly: Thank you, everyone, for your kind reviews, they really cheered me up. I also took note of how many people wanted me to keep Mako and Asami together and I must admit that they vastly outnumber the Iroh+Asami people like me. Oh well, I won't compromise the story just for the sake of something so trivial.

Sokka: In retrospect, the Irosami ship only works in the minds of crack-ship fangirls.

Redbayly: Then what do you call this story?

Sokka: The delusional ravings of a sleep-deprived college girl.

Redbayly: I hate you so much right now.

Sokka: I love you, too, Red. I love you, too.

Redbayly: *Sighs* Just…just do the disclaimer.

Sokka: Redbayly does not own Legend of Korra; which, when you consider the way the show is going so far, is probably not such a good thing as she has way more ideas for the new season than the current writers have come up with. Seriously, I've been reading her notes, and some of the things she's thought up are pretty interesting.

Redbayly: Really? I thought you hate everything I do.

Sokka: Well, you know me; I just don't like people on general principle. I think I really like some of the plot-devices you thought up involving new spirits and demons.

Redbayly: Huh, I wouldn't have pegged you for the spiritual type, Sokka.

Sokka: I'm not, I just think your reinterpretation of Southern Water Tribe beliefs and traditions has merit. Oh, and about the Southern Water Tribe traditions and rituals and stuff that you came up with…

Redbayly: Yeah?

Sokka: Not that I think it's bad, but why do you plan on having scenes where the male Water Tribe guys take off their shirts for certain religious ceremonies?

Redbayly: Fanservice.

Sokka: ? You…you really have some issues, don't you?

Mission Improbable

Noatak's POV:

General Iroh was exactly the type of person that could get respect from practically anyone he met. Despite the fact that he was only in his mid-twenties, he was already in charge of an enormous military division. Despite the fact that he was Fire Nation royalty, he was a very down-to-earth sort of person who was very easy to get along with, especially as his prime interest lay in preserving peace and protecting the innocent.

So why did I dislike him so much?

As soon as we had been granted access to his ship, General Iroh had come down to greet us. Or, rather, come to greet Korra. He had given her a respectful bow, said "It is an honor to finally meet you, Avatar Korra", and then kissed the top of her hand. I noticed, with a slight hint of annoyance, that Korra was blushing at the courteous greeting.

After the rest of us had been introduced, we followed the general into a meeting room to discuss the plan to reclaim Republic City from the Equalists. I knew full well that the United Forces would be powerless against the airplanes that Sato had invented, but I had to relay the information as carefully as I could as it would be very suspicious that I knew so much about something I was only supposed to have heard about it in passing.

"…We'll send out a scouting party in this direction to see if we can find this secret weapon," General Iroh said. "In the meantime, I will send out a message for reinforcements from Commander Bumi."

"Be careful how you send that message, General," I said calmly. "The Equalists are good at tapping into radio-waves and may intercept it."

"Duly noted. It was mentioned that communications might be compromised, so Commander Bumi and I developed a secret codebook for just such a circumstance."

Well, that certainly hadn't happened last time. The Equalists would certainly be in for a surprise.

After the general had sent out the dispatch and the scouting party, he returned to the meeting room.

"Well, while we wait for the reports to arrive, would anyone care for some tea?" he said.

Tarrlok's POV:

I knew time was running out; the guards kept talking about some sort of rally that would take place tomorrow afternoon, which I took to mean as being the "removal" of Airbending from the world.

There has to be a way out of here. There just has to be.

My thought process was interrupted by the guards finally deciding to give us food. I noticed, with some surprise, that the eating utensils included a fork, odd as most people still prefer chopsticks.

Wait a second. 

It might seem odd to think of using a fork as a means of escape, but, as Master Katara once said, the people of the Water Tribe are known for their resourcefulness and ability to adapt to situations.

I probably am quite lucky that the guards are not very attentive to what the people in the cells do; they appear to be of the inclination that because we're locked up or deprived of Bending we can't escape. Kind of hypocritical of them, if you think about it. But, as it turned out, even an eating utensil can prove useful as I discretely used it to unbolt the screws around the frame of the bars. It's also quite lucky for me that they were, in fact, regular screws and not bolts; that would have been a problem.

It was mind-numbingly dull work, with occasional instances of my hand slipping and accidentally jabbing my escape device into my fingers, but at least I was making headway. Now all that's left is to figure out how I'm going to take down the guards when I do get free.

Korra's POV:

I was having another difficult time trying to sleep. Reports had come back from the scouting party that there was, indeed, an airfield and warehouse just outside of Republic City that was housing a new kind of aircraft. There would be a mission tomorrow to destroy the machines and, while that was all well and good, something kept niggling at the back of my mind. It was like there was someone trying to tell me something but I just couldn't quite hear them.

Maybe you're just not listening hard enough.

"Gah!"

You again? Oh great, maybe I am going crazy.

I'll ignore that, for now. 

What do you want?

To help. I can tell that you have been feeling very conflicted lately.

Yeah. I just – I just don't know what to do. The mission tomorrow will make sure those aircraft are grounded and ensure the United Forces will be more capable of taking back the city. But, Amon's still out there. I feel like there's something horribly wrong that I don't know.

Do not be afraid, Korra. Trust that your friends will help you and don't give up. When I was young, I always tried to divert my problems elsewhere and never made an effort to confront them. Perhaps, if I had done more to speak out for what I believed, things would have been different. Now, it is your task to put things right. Remember, Korra, I am always with you.

Wait! Please, tell me who you are.

I could sense her leaving my thoughts. When she replied, it was barely a whisper.

You already know.

I gave a sigh. What on earth had made me think I was ready for this? Maybe it would have been better if I'd just stayed in that damn compound. No…no, I was right for leaving that place. I hated being a virtual prisoner there. Rather than help me, I think the White Lotus and that compound stunted my development as the Avatar. It stopped me gaining the necessary skills to survive in the real world. My lack of experience could quite possibly get me killed.

That's when things suddenly became real. I make one slip up that I don't know how to handle and it's possible that I won't live through it.

I barely registered when the door opened and Noak came in and sat down next to me.

"Still having trouble sleeping?" he asked.

I didn't reply, but gave an affirmative nod.

"So…tomorrow it ends." He paused. "I can't help but feel as though there's something we need to do."

"You felt it as well?" I said.

"Yeah. It's like there's something making me feel like we need to go back. That we have to take the fight to Amon, not just bring down his weapons."

"I…I think you're right. I'm tired of running away. But…at the same time, I don't know if I can trust that I'm making the right choice."

We both turned to face each other, our eyes meeting.

"Korra, do you remember what Chief Kaliska told us are the five marks of a warrior?"

"Logic, skill, strength, bravery, and…and instinct." I gave another short sigh. "You're right. I can't back down. I'll tell General Iroh in the morning that I'm going back to face Amon."

"You mean that we're going back."

"What?"

"You don't honestly think I'd let you go after Amon by yourself, do you?"

"But, it's dangerous."

"Like that will stop me. You're gonna have to do better than that to get rid of me, Korra."

I smiled and threw my arms around him. I would never ask him or any of my friends to put themselves in danger for my sake; but, just the fact that he would be there with me eased a great deal of the worry from my mind. I realized I'd been hugging him longer than I intended and drew back, trying desperately to hold back the warmth I felt rising in my face.

"Um, yes, well…" I fumbled with my words. "I guess we should be getting back to bed." The implication of that statement hit me and I blurted out a correction. "I-I mean to our own separate beds. I certainly didn't mean it like…"

Noak simply gave a small smirk and nodded. We stood up and I walked him over to the door. There was a brief and very awkward silence between us.

"Well, um, g-goodnight, Noak."

"Yeah. Goodnight…Korra."

As I was about to close the door, he spoke again.

"Korra."

"Yes?"

"I…I want to tell you something."

"What is it, Noak?"

He seemed to be struggling to find the words, if his rather uncomfortable expression was anything to go by.

"Korra, I…hope you sleep well."

"Oh, um, thanks, I guess."

As soon as I'd closed the door and began walking back to bed, I heard a slight 'clank' noise; like someone had just banged their head against the door.

Oh well, probably nothing.

Noatak's POV:

After I pulled myself upright after banging my head against the door, I turned down the hallway. Rather than return to my room, I decided to clear my head by going out on deck for some fresh air.

As I stared out at the water which reflected the glimmering image of an half-full moon, I couldn't help but think how badly I had screwed up back there. If Tarrlok was here he'd probably be laughing his ass off at my sheer stupidity and ineptitude. Not five minutes standing there, I sensed someone approach; the fact that, when the person spoke, I recognized him as General Iroh did nothing to improve my mood.

"Lady trouble?" he inquired.

"How did you-?"

"Let's just say I'm a people person; and you couldn't be more obvious if you had 'In love with the Avatar' stamped on your forehead. Would you care for some words of advice?"

"That would be much appreciated."

"Words of love are difficult to express; they are like the clouds, always changing and shifting."

"And…how does that help me?"

He paused, giving a contemplative look.

"I'm not sure. My grandfather was the one who told me that saying and I've never had much luck figuring out his 'words of wisdom.' What I think it means, though, is that words can only get you so far in expressing your feelings; sometimes, you need to give a more tangible sign."

I gave him a sideways look.

"Still not seeing how this is helpful."

The general simply gave a smile and patted me on the shoulder.

"I'm sure you'll think of something."

"I hate you so much right now; you know that, right?"

All he did then was chuckle and walk away.

By the time morning came around I wasn't so sure I was ready for this mission. I knew I would have to face up to my past eventually, I just didn't think it would be this sudden. The others had wanted to come with us, but Korra and I both insisted that it would be tricky enough for us to go, let alone half a dozen people. The others all gave their best wishes to us as we prepared to set off; and, soon enough, we were stealthily Waterbending ourselves towards Air Temple Island. I knew well enough that we wouldn't actually wait there for Amon; but Korra had to find out the truth of my older self's identity before she confronts him, and the only other person who could tell her was being held prisoner on that island.

Korra's POV:

My heart was beating rapidly as we drew closer and closer to the island. This was it; we could end this, now. It was still early morning when we reached the rocky shore and slipped on the chi-blocker masks. We stealthily made our way up towards the main courtyard; I was worried by the surprising lack of Air Acolytes, this temple was their home and the Equalists had invaded it. I glanced up to see the airship hovering over the temple just as I saw a very familiar figure boarding it.

"There's Amon."

"We need to get into the temple," Noak said. "We can hide there until he gets back."

"Then we ambush him."

We cautiously walked towards the temple, trying to act as though we weren't out of place. I was suddenly terrified when I heard a voice speak out from behind us.

"What are you two doing here?"

We turned to see it was that Lieutenant guy.

"We were just transferred here," Noak answered smoothly.

"Well, you're getting transferred again. Amon wants extra security at the arena today."

The arena? What could be going on at the arena?

"Oh, of course, for the rally," Noak continued. "I suppose the orders came in after we left."

"Whose unit are you with?"

"Ching-Lan."

"Ah, that would explain it. Ching-Lan informed me that you all were having communication problems. Just make sure you both are at the rally."

"We will, sir," I replied. Inwardly I was thanking all the spirits that Noak was with me; it was a miracle that he could come up with an alibi like that so easily.

As the man walked away, we snuck off towards the secret entrance. It really is lucky that Avatar Aang thought having secret passageways was a good idea. We made it in through the secret door and up into the main building.

"Let's hide in the attic," I said.

I noticed Noak hesitate slightly before following me up the ladder. I pushed open the trapdoor to the attic before helping Noak up inside. I was startled when I realized his masked gaze was focused on something behind me.

"I believe we have company," he said.

I turned around and saw, to my astonishment, that it was someone I had never expected to see again since his capture back in the mountains.

"Tarrlok?" I said as we removed our masks.

"I don't suppose you're here to rescue me?" he said in a very hollow and defeated voice.

"We had no idea you were here. Are there other prisoners on the island?"

"No. I'm the only one."

"And what makes you so special?"

There was a momentary pause before he said something I believed was the most shocking thing I have ever heard.

"I am Amon's brother."

Tarrlok's POV:

I was getting very close to finishing dismantling my cell bars when I heard the sound of people approaching. I quickly stowed all the screws I had removed out of sight just as a group of chi-blockers entered and went straight for Tenzin and his family. I watched, anger rising, as the last Airbenders were bound and led out of the cell while a crying Pema held her newborn son close as if she would never let him go.

"Don't worry!" I called out after them. "Everything will be okay, I promise!"

As soon as the guards left I went straight back to work, removing the last of the screws that kept the metal frame attached to the wall. It was certainly fortuitous that only one guard remained behind; it would definitely make this escape attempt easier. No sooner had I knocked down the cell wall than the guard in question came hurtling towards me.

Even I was surprised at how well I was able to dodge the attempted chi-blocking; of course, it probably helped that I had used a tactic that a good friend back in the Southern Water Tribe had taught me. The tactic largely involved me jumping on the attacker's back and twisting his helmet around so he couldn't see, but at least it worked. I would definitely have to thank Lomasi for teaching me that the next time I saw her.

Within a matter of minutes, the guard was lying unconscious and I swiped his keys. I first got Bei Fong out of her cell then rushed over to get Pema out. There were lots of other people trapped in the cells, but I knew we wouldn't have enough time to get everyone out just yet. What we had to do now was rescue Tenzin and the children.

I really couldn't wait for this day to be over.

Noatak's POV:

I tried to keep my expression neutral as the older Tarrlok recounted the memories of our childhood. It wasn't easy and I kept feeling my hands trembling. I hadn't known just how deep the pain of it all had truly affect Tarrlok, he hadn't even told me after we'd been given our new lives; I suppose it explains why he had been acting so childishly since we came to Republic City, treating the whole situation as if it was merely a game; my brother had regressed back into childhood. I wish it had been so easy for me; every day since we were taken in by Korra's family, I had had to strain to keep up the image of a child. I suppose it was only natural that there would be something Tarrlok could do better than me.

"That's one of the saddest stories I've ever heard," Korra spoke up at last.

"Avatar Korra, I am truly sorry for all that I did to you," Tarrlok said. "I thought I was better than my father, but his ghost still shaped me. I became a soldier of revenge, just like he wanted me to be. And so did my brother." I noticed that he was looking right at me as he said that. "The Revolution may be built on a lie, but I think Amon truly believes Bending is the source of all evil in the world."

"How did you figure out Amon is your brother?" Korra asked.

"When he took my Bending, the sensation was somehow familiar. I later recognized it as my brother's Bloodbending grip." I couldn't hold back a wince at that statement; I knew he noticed.

"So, he somehow uses Bloodbending to take people's Bending."

"I don't know how he does it, but, then again, I've never encountered a Bender as strong as Noatak."

"How in the world do we beat him?"

"We have to make sure his identity is revealed," I answered. "Once everyone sees that he lied to them, they will turn against him and the Equalists will stop attacking. For a while."

"For a while?"

"The Equalists may turn against Amon when they find out who he really is, but their aspirations will remain. The United Forces will be able to put down the violence for a certain amount of time, but there are still the problems that sparked the Equalist Movement that need to be addressed. Once we take down Amon, we will be able to buy ourselves some time until we can get the process started to bring the people's concerns to light. The main reason the Equalists even exist is because people in authority have abused their power and taken advantage of the less-fortunate."

"We can start right now," Korra agreed. "At the rally, if we can expose him as a Bender, we can take away the power Amon has over his supporters. Then, while the Equalists are scrambling for leadership and their weapons are being taken down by General Iroh and Commander Bumi, we can bring changes that will stunt any regrowth of the movement."

I felt a smile grace my lips; Korra was truly becoming a great Avatar.

She turned back to Tarrlok.

"Thank you for your help," she said in a sincere tone. He merely nodded. Korra then paused and turned to me. "We can't just leave him here."

"Go," Tarrlok insisted, "Amon can't know anyone spoke with me. Defeat him. Put an end to this sad story."

Korra began to walk back to the trapdoor. I didn't move, though; there was something I had to do first.

"Korra, could you wait for me downstairs? I just want a final word with Tarrlok."

She gave me a confused look before complying and going back down the ladder.

I turned back to look at Tarrlok; he was looking at me intently and I could just feel the question coming.

"Who are you, really?" he said.

I gave a short sigh.

"Who do you think I am?"

"You and your brother look like mirror-images of me and Noatak when we were younger. The only difference is that you two actually seem happy. I am wondering, though, where is that brother of yours? He usually doesn't leave yours or Avatar Korra's side."

"He was captured. He sacrificed himself to make sure we all got out alright."

"I'm sorry."

I didn't respond and he continued.

"Many theories have run through my mind about who you two really are. My most recent one is that you are both Noatak's children as I do not have any recollection of starting a family, as much as I wish I had."

I had to stifle a chuckle.

"You're…close, I suppose. Let's just say that my brother and I made mistakes in the past, and when we had given up hope of ever finding happiness or a second chance, well, the spirits had other ideas of what to do with us."

I saw him furrow his brow in thought before suddenly appearing to be hit with realization.

"You - you don't mean you're…that you and your brother are actually…Noatak and I?"

I genuinely laughed that time.

"Well done, blubber-brains, took you long enough."

"Noatak. I-it…it is you? How on earth…?"

"I suppose now is a bad time to discuss the existence of alternate universes, but let's just say that something happened that caused us to be sent back in time and returned to our younger bodies. I think whatever entity was behind it felt sorry for the misfortune we experienced as children and wanted to make it up to us; that, or it was karma's plan of making us see the error of our ways by allowing us to grow up with the Avatar and become her friends."

Tarrlok looked as though he was ready to cry, but I knew he wouldn't, he never allowed himself to cry in front of me.

"I was wrong about you, brother," I continued. "I am sorry for all the pain I have put you through."

"I don't even have to say I forgive you," Tarrlok said, "Because I saw that I already have. If I hadn't then that other me wouldn't be so happy to fight alongside you."

I bowed my head; I knew I had to leave now if there was any hope of ensuring Korra and I got to the rally in time.

"I have to go now. But, I promise, we will see each other again." I gave him a very serious look. "Don't give up on yourself, Tarrlok; you will find a way to redemption." As I made for the exit, I stopped one last time. "Oh, and if my older self shows up and asks you to leave with him, please don't contemplate blowing up your escape boat; it was bad enough the first time, but a second time just seems cliché."

I didn't have to see his face to know I had shocked him speechless.

Sneaking into the rally turned out to be easier than anticipated; in hindsight, I realize that my security really wasn't as good as I thought. If I hadn't already known that Korra had gotten in last time, I would have assured myself that the only reason she was able to this time was because I was with her. Everything was the same as it was before; the cheering of the crowds below and the brightness of the lights surrounding the stage triggered many unwanted memories of this day.

Before we walked out onto the balcony, I pulled Korra into the shadows for a moment and we briefly removed our chi-blocker masks.

"Korra, before we go out there and face Amon, there's something else I have to do," I said.

"Noak, what is it? You can tell me anything."

I had seriously considered telling her everything; my little revelation to Tarrlok certainly meant that I was capable of doing that. But I didn't.

"I don't know if I'm going to have another opportunity. This confrontation could turn really bad really fast and I don't want to go out there without making something very clear."

"Yes, Noak?"

"I…I…" I looked into her eyes; those deep, beautiful pools of aqua and I knew what I had to do. "Aw, screw it." I kissed her.

Korra's POV:

It took me a moment to register what exactly was happening. That was when a warm sensation spread throughout me and everything came rushing into the forefront of my mind. Noak was kissing me! It felt like nothing I had ever experienced. His lips were soft and gentle, yet passionate and almost demanding at the same time. Before I even knew what I was doing, I closed my eyes and kissed him back. My arms wrapped around his neck and I pulled myself closer.

I wasn't sure how long we were like that; a few minutes, maybe. When we did eventually pull apart, there was a sense of loss and all I wanted to do was kiss him again; but, at the same time, there was a surge of confidence that radiated through me and I knew we could get through this mission.

"Let's do this," I said before pulling my chi-blocker mask back on.

Together, Noak and I walked out onto that balcony and readied ourselves for whatever happened today. We exchanged a look through the goggles of our masks and nodded; we would be ready for anything.

Soon enough, Amon and his cronies appeared on the stage. I was going to take him down, and I would do whatever I could to make sure of it.

"Thank you all for joining me on this historic occasion," he said. "When I was a boy, a Firebender struck down my entire family and left me scarred. That tragic event began my quest to equalize the world."

It was time. This was the moment for me to act.

"That's a lie, Amon!" I shouted. I whipped off the chi-blocker mask and I noticed Noak do the same. "Or should I call you 'Noatak'?"

I know he was a good distance away, but I could feel his glare on me. The crowd erupted into shocked mutterings; I knew that they had no reason to believe me, it was certain that none of them did. All the same, I had to try.

"Everyone, calm down," Amon said. "We have nothing to fear from the Avatar. Let's hear what she has to say."

Not missing a beat, I continued.

"Amon has been lying to you! The spirits didn't give him the power to take people's Bending away! He uses Bloodbending to do it! Amon is a Waterbender!"

"You're desperate, Avatar," Amon responded to my accusation. "Making up stories about me is a pathetic last resort."

"Your family wasn't killed by a Firebender. His father was Yakone and his brother is Councilman Tarrlok!"

"An amusing tale." I could just hear the mockery in his voice and it only made me angrier.

"Don't you dare call her a liar!" I heard Noak shout.

"You don't believe me? Very well. I will show you the truth."

That was when he pushed back his hood and removed his mask. Right across his face was what looked like a horrendous burn; I was caught off guard for a moment, but I knew there had to be an explanation.

"This is what a Firebender did to me!" he shouted before replacing the mask back on his face.

"You still expect us to buy that?" Noak called out again and I noticed Amon turned to look directly at him. "I've seen people use stage makeup to create fake scars and burns in the past. How do we know this isn't a ruse?"

I was surprised when Amon didn't have a ready answer. That was when I noticed chi-blockers approaching us from our only route of escape. I tried to pull Noak away in order to get out of there; things weren't going well.

"I wouldn't leave yet, Avatar," Amon continued. "You'll miss the main event."

That's when I heard the sounds of one of those lifts they have underneath the stage. It began to rise slowly; then, when the platform had risen, I saw…a bunch of poles and empty shackles?

"Uh, your main event is what, exactly?" I said.

"What?!" He turned around, clearly surprised that the stage was void of, what I assumed, were supposed to be captives. "Lieutenant, where are the Airbenders?!"

My eyes widened in shock. He captured Tenzin and the others? No, that couldn't have been possible.

"I don't know, sir, they were right there!" the Lieutenant replied.

"I've had enough of this!" I declared, finally losing what little patience I had left. I leaned towards Noak and whispered: "Hang on." I felt him wrap his arms around my waist as I used Firebending to keep us supported while I ran along the wall to the stage. When we finally touched down, I began blasting fire at anyone in front of me.

Noak joined me in the fight, easily knocking down any chi-blockers who tried to take him out. I was vaguely aware of the crowds fleeing as I shot blast after blast of fire in Amon's direction. At the back of my mind was the worry that Amon had captured Tenzin and the others, but I reassured myself that they must have gotten away; I just hope Tarro and Bei Fong were as lucky.

Tarrlok's POV:

We ducked through another passageway only to meet another dead end. It was lucky that Bei Fong and I had gotten to the rescue in time; we'd arrived right as Amon was beginning his speech and took down the few guards that had been waiting below. Now, we were all desperately fleeing through the labyrinthine halls of the arena in search of an exit.

"Wait," I said, panting heavily from having to run. "Five minute break. Can't breathe."

"Come on, Tarro!" Ikki encouraged. "We have to get out or the bad man will catch us again and take our Bending."

"Bit late for me, isn't it?"

Once I finally got my breath back, I took the time to do a head-count and was terrified when I saw we were a person short.

"Where's Jinora?"

Noatak's POV:

Nothing could describe the anger I felt as I suddenly launched myself towards my older self while Korra continued to battle the chi-blockers. As I knocked him off stage and then pursued him into the back rooms to continue our fight, I could practically see that damned mask morphing in my father's face. I felt furious tears burning my eyes but did not allow them to fall. That was when I noticed something slip out of his sleeve; something blue. I immediately recognized it as the necklace I had made for Korra.

"You have something of mine," I said as I aimed a kick at him. I managed to send him sprawling back.

"You are an impressive fighter, boy," he said.

"I'm better with Waterbending."

"I'll bet. People like you glory in their so-called 'gift,' never realizing the evil that it brings."

I narrowed my eyes.

"It's people like you who are so full of self-loathing and hatred that you can't appreciate the good in your gift."

He stopped attacking for a moment and held up the necklace, as if taunting me.

"What exactly does the Avatar mean to you?"

Surprising even myself, I stopped.

"She is everything. She embodies all that I ever wanted from life and the beauty of everything I once considered bad. She helped me see that there is true good in every person and that I was actually worth something."

A sudden crash behind him drew my older self's attention away, allowing me a chance to strike again and to grab back the necklace, which I hastily stowed inside my pocket. Looking through the rubble to see what drew his attention I saw that it was Korra. He seemed to have forgotten about me and began to pursue her instead. I knew nothing good could come of that and followed swiftly after. I managed to get close enough and gain enough speed so that I was able to vault over my older self, kicking him in the chest and sending him to the ground again in the process.

"Korra!" I called out as I caught up with her.

We both noticed Amon begin to rise again and Korra responded by sending a blast of fire towards him. Korra then grabbed my hand and dragged me towards a storage room. That's when I remembered what happened last time I was in here; I had taken her Bending in this room.

No, not again. I won't let him do it!

I tried to warn Korra that he would be able to sense us, but she didn't give me the chance as she made me duck under a covered table with her to hide. I could feel her hand grasping mine firmly, clearly showing how frightened she was. I knew he would find us, but I would not let him take her without a fight.

The ominous tap, tap, tap of his footsteps reverberated throughout the room. Any second now he would do it; that's when something in me snapped. I released Korra's hand and shot from my hiding place. He seemed to be genuinely caught by surprise; I knew I would never have expected such a direct attack from someone seemingly trying to hide. I found myself grappling, hand-to-hand, with him.

"You'll never be free of your past, Noatak," I said to him. "It will never go away."

"Don't call me by that name, boy," he snapped. "You have no idea the power I possess."

"You haven't escaped Yakone's legacy at all. If anything, you've become just as cruel."

"Be quiet!"

"No. I refuse to let you win, because I am a better man than you. I may have run away in the past, but I won't be a coward ever again; unlike you, who continue to lie and commit crimes in a pathetic excuse for 'penance.'"

That's when I suddenly felt it; he was Bloodbending me. Now I know why Tarrlok wanted nothing to do with this; it was horrible, it felt like everything inside of me was being pulled up by invisible strings. I felt sick.

"I warned you not to trifle with me, boy," he said. He then waved his hand and Korra was yanked out of her hiding place.

"No!" I shouted as I heard her scream. Not again! Mustering my strength, I forced myself down; I suppose being out of practice for so long has hindered me a good deal. Nevertheless, it was worth it to see the shock and fear in what I could see of his eyes.

"Impossible."

"I warned you not to touch her," I growled.

He made another attempt to Bloodbend me, but I fought it off; this time with more ease. I could see Korra's face out of the corner of my eye; she looked both awed and somewhat afraid. I knew my older self was becoming worried; someone who was able to throw off his Bloodbending must be unreal.

"I am more powerful than you," I continued. "Your Bloodbending is useless on me."

He stopped, he still hadn't released Korra.

"Perhaps," he said. "But can you say the same of the Avatar?"

Before I could do anything to stop him, he pressed his thumb to her forehead and she dropped to the ground.

No! It wasn't supposed to happen this time!

"I told you I would destroy you," he said to Korra.

"Now I'll return the favor!" I shouted as I began to attack again.

I was punching towards any place I could, trying to hit him in a chi-point that would incapacitate him. He knew every move I made and I knew his. That's when help arrived. I honestly hadn't expected the Lieutenant to make an appearance like in the old timeline, but that thought was dispelled when the man in question suddenly slammed into my older self and knocked him back.

"Lieutenant?" my older self said. "Explain yourself."

"I saw you Bloodbending them," he replied. "Everything the Avatar said was true, isn't it?"

He pulled off his helmet and smashed it on the ground.

"You traitor! I dedicated my life to you!"

Just like last time, the Lieutenant moved to attack only for my older self to stop him with Bloodbending.

"No you don't," I said as I began to strike again. "You coward!"

He sprung an attack at me and we both fell out of another door to the room and into another long hallway. We were exchanging blows left and right when I noticed something that caused me to falter with worry; Jinora had just run into the hallway, and my older self noticed.

Korra's POV:

There was huge pit inside me, like everything had just been ripped out. I wanted to scream, to cry, to do something, but I didn't think I had the strength anymore. Everything that just happened was like a huge blur that was slowly coming in to focus. I steadily regained myself and got to my feet. I saw that Lieutenant guy still lying on the ground and, in a moment of compassion, checked to see if he was injured; he had attacked Amon and that meant we were on the same side.

"Are you alright?" I asked.

"I'm fine," he answered with a barely audible voice, "help your friend."

Friend? Noak!

I rushed out of the room as fast as I could, stumbling as I was still fairly disoriented. I gasped at what I saw; Amon had one hand locked around Noak's throat and was keeping him pressed to the wall, and then I saw who else was there. Jinora must have gotten lost during the escape and had stumbled into the hallway accidentally; Amon had her in a Bloodbending grip and was about to take away her Bending.

No, I can't let that happen. I won't!

Thousands of pleas for help echoed inside my head before they seemed to reach to some unknown being that heard them and responded. A powerful surge of energy coursed through my body as I felt the urge to punch my fist towards my adversary.

"NO!"

The energy shot out of my fist and impacted with Amon, sending him hurtling backwards. That's when I realized…

"I can Airbend? I can Airbend!"

Knowing I now had the advantage, I threw everything I had towards him. For one instant, he managed to regain his stance long enough to attempt Bloodbending me again.

"No…you…don't!"

With a kick, I send one final blast of air at him, strong enough to send him straight out of the window at the end of the hallway. There was a piercing crash as glass shattered and Amon fell.

I stumbled over towards the window just as Amon hit the water below. Noak moved to stand beside me with Jinora clinging to him as if for dear life. The eldest of the Airbender children then turned, her eyes filled with tears of relief, and threw her arms around me.

"Thank you, Korra," she said.

From the surrounding street, I heard the angry shouts from the Equalists about me "killing their leader" and how I was an "evil Avatar." Then, the surface of the water suddenly ruptured as a figure emerged on a pillar of water. It was Amon. He looked first at me, then his gaze turned to Noak and I thought I saw something in his expression falter. It almost looked like regret mingled with anger and confusion. Did that man feel any remorse? Anything to mean that he felt sorry for all the strife he had caused?

I didn't have enough time to find out as he propelled himself away as he saw his "faithful followers" turn on him. I never felt so relieved when Noak wrapped his arms around me and whispered: "It's over."


Redbayly: Now, it is finished.

Sokka: Well, this chapter, at least.

Redbayly: Heh, yeah. Hey, Sokka, what did you think of the newest episode of Legend of Korra? I was kinda impressed by Avatar Wan's story.

Sokka: But not enough to keep him as the first Avatar in your fic?

Redbayly: Pfft, hell no. I've had my headcanon Avatar for nearly three years now and I am not giving her up. To say the least of my plan for how the Avatar was created.

Sokka: Yeah, I think I like your idea better. Because, when you think about it, the Avatar Wan backstory kinda doesn't add up with the whole Airbenders learning Airbending from sky-bison, Firebenders learning Firebending from dragons, Earthbenders learning Earthbending from badger-moles, and Waterbenders learning Waterbending by copying the moon's ability to push and pull the water.

Redbayly: Hey, I just noticed something. Every form of Bending was learned from an animal except for Waterbending. But, yeah, you make a good point, Sokka. As much as I can appreciate Wan's story, I just don't care for it enough to consider it canon. However! I am planning to include Wan as a character in my headcanon backstory for the Avatar, even if he won't be the Avatar himself.

Aang: *Suddenly walks in on conversation* I'm just happy at the plans you're making for Asami. Everyone knows that Bryke have been really screwing with her life. I'm very proud of you for what you're going to do for her, Red.

Redbayly: Thanks, Aang. I really felt that Asami was being cheated by the writers and knew I had to devise something to make up for it. Really, the new season is kinda letting me down.

[And now a random Sokka moment]

Sokka: Hey, Red, wanna hear a joke?

Redbayly: I know I'm gonna regret this, but whatever.

Sokka: So, two Firebenders walk in a bar…

Redbayly: No.

Sokka: What? You don't let Firebenders in your bar? You racist.

Redbayly: What I'm saying, Sokka, is that I don't want racist jokes in my fic.

Sokka: Oh, then can I kill the Firebenders?

Redbayly: No!

Sokka: I'm just kidding. I wouldn't kill the Firebenders. No, I would toss plans for world domination in front of them and watch them fight to the death.

Redbayly: Sokka…

Sokka: I did the same thing with two Airbender monks, only I used a small boy.

Redbayly: Sokka, I'm warning you.

Sokka: And the winner had to fight Michael Jackson.

Redbayly: Sokka, seriously, stop. You can't tell jokes like that.

Sokka: Why not?

Redbayly: Because it offends people.

Sokka: Pssh, I'm canonically dead, what do I care?










21. Life Worth Living


Just Like the Good Old Days

Redbayly: Ooooh, I'm so excited! It's finally time to end the first season.

Sokka: And begin the long slide into your sheer insanity.

Redbayly: Incidentally, I kind of, um, *cough*, 'borrowed' a quote from Pride and Prejudice in this chapter.

Sokka: The book or one of the movies?

Redbayly: You're my editor, you figure it out.

Sokka: So, we're also gonna see a bit of Southern Water Tribe tradition and headcanon about my family in this chapter.

Redbayly: We also learn about the power of forgiveness, Sokka.

Sokka: Yeah, yeah, yeah.

Redbayly: Sokka, if you're not gonna take your job seriously, I can always ask Toph or Aang or even Iroh to do the disclaimer.

Sokka: Fine, but I still get to make a joke.

Redbayly: After you do the disclaimer.

Sokka: Killjoy. Redbayly does not own Legend of Korra. Now can I make my joke?

Redbayly: Whatever.

Sokka: Airbender walks into a satomobile dealership. The satomobile-dealer says "I appreciate the business but why are you even here? Can't you fly?" But the Airbender says "Yes, but your prices blew me away!"

Redbayly: *Blank stare*

Sokka: Shut up, it was funny!

Redbayly: And now, on with the drama!

Life Worth Living

Third Person POV:

Two brothers escaped the city they had once planned to rule; neither of them knew exactly where they would go, but they both knew they would never leave the other again. As they zoomed through the water on their speedboat, the older of the two became very solemn.

"Tarrlok, I know you were the one who told the Avatar and her friend who I am," he said; never taking his eyes off the water in front of him.

"Yes…I did," Tarrlok replied. "The truth had to come out."

"Do you have any idea who that boy was? Or his brother?"

Tarrlok was silent for a moment.

"Let's just say that there was a fitting irony that those two boys helped Avatar Korra bring us down."

"Do they have a connection with us?" Noatak still didn't look away from the open water.

"In a sense. They are what we would have been if fate had been merciful."

"Are you speaking literally or metaphorically?"

"Would you believe me if I said 'both'?"

Noatak slumped forward slightly, his thoughts whirring in his brain. He kept remembering that last moment when he saw the boy and the Avatar. There was no denying the boy looked exactly like him, added to the fact that he had fought off his Bloodbending with little difficulty. Was it even possible? Noatak shook his head and changed the subject.

"The two of us together again," he thought aloud. "There's nothing we can't do."

"Yes, Noatak," Tarrlok replied quietly.

"Noatak. Hmm, I had almost forgotten the sound of my own name."

Tarrlok's gaze briefly flitted to the shelves of Equalist gloves and then to the fuel tank. Before he even made any attempt to do anything drastic, he remembered what the other Noatak had said. Was it possible for them to have a second chance? Did they really deserve it after everything they'd done? He gave low sigh and turned his attention out to the ocean.

"It will be just like the good old days."

They continued on their way, never once turning back. There would be no report of an exploded speedboat. One thing was certain, though; this would not be the last the Avatar or her friends would see of Noatak and Tarrlok.

Noatak's POV:

It was a long trip back to the Southern Water Tribe. A lot of things had happened since our 'victory.' We had found Tenzin, his family, Bei Fong, and my brother waiting for us outside the arena. I didn't think Tenzin would ever let go of Jinora when she ran over to him; when we told him that Amon had nearly taken her Bending and that Korra saved her through unlocking her own Airbending powers, words could not describe the look of gratitude in his eyes.

The news that Korra's ability to Bend the other elements had been taken away was very hard for everyone. I knew I could return it to her, but it would mean having to admit who I am, or, rather, who I was. The more I have thought about this, the more I have come to the conclusion that I am not Amon; not anymore. Our return to the South was with the hope that Master Katara could somehow find a way to fix what my older self had done.

Master Tenzin flew us all there on his sky-bison and we landed just inside the White Lotus compound. I was surprised when we were greeted by Tonraq and Senna, who had apparently received word of what happened. Senna had thrown her arms around us and said, tearfully, how worried she had been. Tonraq looked more somber than anything but still said that he was proud of what we had managed to accomplish, even if it was with a cost.

We waited for several hours to hear if Master Katara could restore Korra's Bending. When she finally emerged, the old woman looked downtrodden.

"I've tried everything in my power," she said, "but, I cannot restore Korra's Bending."

"But, you're the best Healer in the world," Bei Fong insisted. "You have to keep trying."

"I'm sorry, there's nothing else I can do. Korra can still Airbend, but her connection to the other elements has been severed."

There was a moment of silence before Korra herself reentered the room. I don't think I have ever seen her so sad and it pained me more than anything to know that I had been the cause of it. She looked at all of us, her eyes filled with despair.

"It's going to be alright, Korra," Tenzin assured her.

"No," she deadpanned. "It's not."

Without another word, she pushed past us, grabbed her parka, and left. I didn't even think twice and followed after her.

"Korra," I said softly.

"Leave me alone, Noak."

"No. You're in pain and I can't stand to see that. Please, Korra, I need to talk to you."

I could sense her trembling; her eyes were steadily filling with tears. Then, without warning, she leapt up onto Naga and raced out onto the tundra. I braced myself for what I was about to do. I had been dreading this moment for years, but I knew it would have to come eventually. I was done hiding from my past. I was going to tell her everything.

Using my Waterbending to create an ice-board, I rocketed after her.

Korra's POV:

I reached the edge of the cliffs. This place was very special to me; my cousin Ciqala used to bring me, Noak, and Tarro out here a lot when we were younger. He told us stories and said I would be the best Avatar ever. I haven't seen Ciqala in a while. I wonder how he'll react when he hears the "best Avatar ever" is nothing but a failure. I thought of everyone I love and how disappointed they must be in me.

I couldn't hold back the tears. I dropped to my knees and cried. I barely registered the sound of approaching footsteps.

"I thought I would find you here," said Noak. Without waiting for an invitation, he dropped down next to me. "Korra, I want to talk to you about something. You probably won't believe it, but you should know that it is completely true."

I looked at him and met his gaze. I could see indescribable anguish reflected in his normally cheerful and kind eyes.

"There was once a boy who made all the wrong decisions…"

The story that then unfolded seemed surreal. What he said was impossible. Noak…no, Noatak, the very man who had only recently stolen my Bending, was sitting here telling me that he was from another reality, one where his brother had brought about both their deaths. I wanted it to not be true. I pleaded that it wasn't true. But I had never known Noak to lie about something so serious; but, then, was he even Noak at all?

I was angry. No, I was furious! I'm in love with him and he tells me this?!

I stood up and turned away.

"Korra, please, listen," he said. There was sadness in his voice. Was it real, or was it just another one of his lies? "I did something stupid, and cruel, and I know that it has hurt you. But, you must believe me, I am not the same person."

"No?" I demanded, blinking back the tears. "What makes you any different? You lied to me. For thirteen years, you kept it secret that you were, are, have been? the monster who took away the most crucial part of who I am. How can you expect me to listen to anything you have to say?"

He gave a deep sigh and then took my hands in his. I felt the impulse to pull away, but I didn't; I would give him one chance to prove what he said was true.

"Korra, since the day I truly met you, after your mother found me and my brother out in that blizzard, you have been changing who I am. I despise myself for everything I did to you, and I know I can never be truly worthy of your forgiveness; but, Korra, please listen to me. You showed me that I actually had a chance to make a difference; I was so close to actually killing my older self you couldn't imagine it. My brother and I, we've been doing everything we can to make things different from what they were in the last timeline. All I wanted, since you first told me that I was your best friend, is to try and make up for all the things I have done wrong."

I remembered that day he was talking about. I had been sad and missed my parents shortly after moving into the compound. He had come to me and held me in his arms, telling me everything was going to be alright. Was he really the same boy who did that for me? Had he really been trying to make up for his sins? Did he-did he really care?

"Korra, I know you have every right to turn away from me. But I will prove it to you that I am not the same man." He fumbled in his pocket for a moment before pulling something out. He reached out his hand and I saw it was a polished, pale blue stone that had been engraved with the hexagon, triangles, and inner circles that was the symbol of my family's clan; the stone was attached to a dark blue ribbon.

But, those are only used for…

My eyes went wide.

"You are the light that warmed my heart and melted the ice that encased it for almost thirty years. You have given me a life worth living," he continued. "You have bewitched me, body and soul, and I…I…I love you, Korra, and I never wish to be parted from you from this day on. Even if you don't believe me, even if you turn me away, I promise I will undo the block on your Bending. My feelings for you will not change, but say the word and I will never have the audacity to speak to you again."

Noatak's POV:

I expected her to turn me away. I knew I didn't deserve her and she had no true reason to forgive what I had done. My heart was beating quicker as I awaited her response. That was when I felt a gentle hand reach out to touch the necklace I held. I looked up, hardly daring to believe it.

There were fresh tears streaming down her face, but her eyes held a light that said she believed me. It was as if the weight of the world was suddenly lifted from my shoulders as she took the necklace into her own hand and then, without warning, threw her arms around me and pressed her lips to mine. I didn't even hesitate to kiss her back. It was like the power of the full moon combined with the warmth of the sun was pulsing inside of me; I had never felt so strong before.

Eventually we separated.

"I promised to restore your Bending whether you forgave me or not, and I will keep that promise." I could see the slight hint of trepidation in her eyes, but gave her a reassuring smile that seemed to assuage any fears or doubts.

I pressed my thumb to her forehead and focused everything I had to unravel the block over her chi-point. There was a moment of pure silence when I pulled away; Korra seemed to be locked in a trance. Then, suddenly, her eyes snapped open to reveal glowing, white light. By undoing the block over her Bending, she was finally able to access the Avatar State.

Tarrlok's POV:

They had been gone for some time and we were all becoming worried. When the two suddenly rode in on Naga there seemed to be a collective sigh of relief. As Noatak and Korra both dismounted from the polar bear-dog, something caught my eye; a flash of blue around Korra's neck. I glanced at Noatak who seemed to be smiling unwaveringly.

I was further taken-aback when she rushed right over to us, first pulling me into a bone-crushing hug and whispering "He told me everything" before running over to hug her parents.

I exchanged a look with my brother who smiled and nodded. He had told Korra the truth about us? For some reason, the thought made me feel much better than I expected it to. As Korra was hugged by her mother, I noticed Tonraq seem to be giving Noatak a very serious look, as though indicating the two of them would be talking later.

Korra proceeded to tell us that her Avatar powers were back and, more specifically, that she now knew how to restore Bending by using the Avatar State.

Nothing could compare to the feeling of having my Waterbending restored. It was like that empty place was suddenly whole again; the missing part of who I am was returned at last.

Today's surprises didn't seem to end. Not twenty minutes after Bei Fong and I had our Bending restored by Korra, two figures arrived and came over to greet us.

"Shaman Guyapi, Prophetess Ituha, what brings you out here?" asked Senna.

Shaman Guyapi was in his mid-thirties; a man of average height and dressed in a highly ornamented parka; he had a chin-beard that was long enough that he was able to tie beads into it to match the ones that held several dreadlocks in place in his dark brown hair. Prophetess Ituha, on the other hand, was almost as old as Master Katara; her iron-grey hair was tied in bunches on either side of her face; her clothes were of a more austere style compared to Shaman Guyapi's, but she did wear several long necklaces of various animal teeth over top of them.

"When the Five Guardians of the South send you a message, you have no choice but to respond," said Ituha.

"Imagine our astonishment when the eyes of the sacred statues suddenly illuminated," Guyapi continued. "Either Mother Setna has risen from the dead or the current Avatar has finally been acknowledged."

"Korra has accessed her Avatar State, if that's what you mean," Tonraq replied. "She just restored the Bending of-"

"We are well aware, Tonraq," Ituha cut him off, giving a kindly smile. "Avatar Korra, please come here."

Korra made her way over to the two spiritual leaders and I noticed Ituha's eyes focused in on the betrothal necklace.

"It seems our arrival here was fortuitous for more than one reason," the old woman said.

"Avatar Korra, it is truly a great joy to see that you have connected with your spiritual side at last," Guyapi continued. "Ituha and I have both sworn to do all in our power to assist you should you need it. We understand that you will likely be returning to Republic City to finish repairing the damage wrought by the Equalists, but, before you leave, we wanted you to know that anything you may ask of us will be given to you."

"There is a bounty of knowledge we possess regarding the matters of the southern spirits; I have a feeling that this will be very useful to you in the near future."

"Thank you," Korra replied respectfully. "I will seek you out if I have any such need. Speaking of which, may I have a word with you two for a moment?"

I had a pretty fair idea of what she was talking with them about.

Noatak's POV:

Having a little 'chat' with my future father-in-law was to be expected; I actually would've been disappointed in him if he hadn't asked for a quick word with me before we all set off for town. We were both currently sitting across from each other, each waiting for the other to speak first. I was thankful that Tonraq broke the silence first.

"You know, I always had a feeling it would be you who ended up with Korra," he said calmly. "I admit that I'm actually very happy that you did; I don't think there's another boy in this world I would trust with my daughter." He reached over and put a hand on my shoulder. "I am proud to think of you as my son."

I met his eyes and could see there was nothing but sincerity in what he was saying. Our conversation wasn't very long; he simply said that he was proud of me, that he trusted me, and that he would be there to help me if I ever needed it. That was more than my own father ever did.

"Take good care of my little girl," he continued.

"I will; I promise," I said.

His face lit up in a grin and he rose from his seat.

"Good. We better get going if we want to make it back to town before sunset."

I followed him out of the door and over to where everyone was waiting for us. Korra saw us approach and immediately tackled me in a hug; it felt so right, holding her in my arms like that, as if we were both made to fit each other.

The journey to town was shorter than expected. We must have been quite a spectacle; the Avatar and her friends, parents, and several well-respected authority figures appearing in town with a sky-bison and a polar bear-dog.

Korra ended up getting into a conversation with Shaman Guyapi.

"How's Lomasi been?" she asked.

"She is well," Guyapi answered, "she was disappointed that you three weren't at her birthday. You actually only missed it by a day."

"Oh, man, I can't believe it. She's sixteen now."

"Indeed. The most sacred of all ages."

"Why is that?" Bolin suddenly asked, jumping into the conversation.

"Sixteen is a composite of seven, five, and four, the holiest numbers in the Southern Water Tribe," Guyapi said. "Sixteen is therefore regarded as an age of maturity and wisdom."

"Where is Lomasi?" Korra asked. "I was hoping to see her."

"She has gone on her Vision Quest. She will be out on the tundra for four days. Hopefully, before she returns, she will have had her first experience with the other side."

"I wish we could stay until she gets back, but we have to return to Republic City," Korra sighed.

"Why don't you and your friends come for the Winter Solstice?" Ituha suggested. "Surely your business in Republic City will have been more or less sorted out by then."

"I think we might just do that."

Suddenly, we came to a stop. A figure was standing in our path.

"I believe an explanation is in order," the person said. "Now."

The person was a woman. She was very tall and a bit on the muscular side. Her hair was a medium brown shade, but streaked with grey that showed she was not young, and had been cut to shoulder-length with a wolftail in the back and two pleated strands that were fastened with blue beads along the right side of her face. In her wolftail she had fastened a comb shaped like a wolf's head that had a crescent behind it for the tail.

"Chief Kaliska, how nice to see you," said Guyapi pleasantly.

"Oh, stuff it, Guyapi," Kaliska snapped. "I would very much like to hear why no one thought to inform me that the Avatar was returning to the Southern Water Tribe."

"Well, it was a very personal matter," said Ituha.

Chief Kaliska sent a glare at the Prophetess.

"Personal, huh? So if it's personal that means you can't let your own chief know when her niece has returned home?"

I noticed that Mako, Bolin, and Asami's jaws all dropped open in shock. Then, her irritation suddenly evaporating, Chief Kaliska burst into laughter.

"Ahahaha! Oh, you all should've seen the looks on your faces."

Korra and Tonraq both joined in and I stifled a small chuckle myself; Chief Kaliska had a habit of winding people up. Korra dismounted from Naga and rushed over to greet her aunt.

"Oh, I've missed you, Korra," Chief Kaliska said, hugging her tightly. "You left so suddenly and were gone for so long that I had almost thought you'd dropped off the face of the earth."

"It's good to see you, too, Aunt Kaliska," Korra replied.

I noticed the chief's gaze flitted to Korra's neck, undoubtedly spotting the necklace. The two then began to whisper to each other and the southern chieftain looked in my direction.

"Be warned, ponytail-boy," she called out to me, "you hurt her, I skin you."

"Duly noted," I called back.

"Kaliska, is it really necessary to threaten him?" said Senna.

"Why, my dear sister, I'm surprised you haven't," Chief Kaliska replied. "I recall you making a promise to… what was it? Feed any boy who breaks your daughter's heart to the tiger-sharks?"

"Kaliska, nice to see you again," Tenzin greeted with a slight bow.

"Tenzy, how ya been?" she responded.

"Please don't call me that."

She then greeted Pema warmly and congratulated her on having a new baby. She also greeted Bei Fong in a cheerful manner and I was certain that the iron-fisted police chief smiled.

Chief Kaliska then seemed to notice Asami, Bolin, and Mako and suddenly whipped an object out of her belt; on closer observation I saw it was a metal fan, one of two I knew the chief to keep on her person at all times. She held the weapon towards the others in an intimidating manner.

"State your names, occupations, and association," she ordered.

"Chief Kaliska," I said calmly, "those are friends of ours from Republic City. Asami Sato, the heiress to Future Industries. And Mako and Bolin of the Fire Ferrets pro-Bending team."

"Oh, yes, I've heard of you three," she said, lowering the fan. She drew closer to them and then looked directly at Mako. "Firebender, huh?"

"Uh, yeah," Mako answered simply.

"You know, your people tried to annihilate my people."

I could see Mako was looking very uncomfortable under the chief's piercing gaze. Of course, the moment was completely ruined when Chief Kaliska again broke out laughing.

"I'm just teasing you; lighten up." She gave him a friendly punch on the shoulder, though I could tell he wasn't reassured at all. "My son Ciqala insists we listen to pro-Bending matches on the radio. You can imagine our surprise when we heard Korra was on one."

"So, were you supporting our team?" Bolin asked.

"Actually, I was supporting the Tiger-dillos. I lost five yuans in bet when you beat them."

Bolin gave her an awkward grin.

"Best five yuans I ever made," I heard Senna say in an undertone.

The rest of the trip to the house continued in this manner. Chief Kaliska seemed intent on making everything as awkward as possible and a few times I thought Bolin and Mako were going to faint whenever she made a jibe that related to them in some way; she didn't seem to tease Asami at all, in fact she appeared to like the young heiress a good deal and had even offered to show her a few hand-to-hand fighting techniques. Soon enough, we arrived.

Tonraq and Senna led us all into the main room of the house and we all took seats around the hearth.

Korra's POV:

I was glad to see everyone was getting along so well. Although, Bolin had pulled me aside and asked why I hadn't mentioned I am related to the Chief of the Southern Water Tribe. Ha! Just wait until he meets the rest of my family. My parents had invited everyone into the house while Shaman Guyapi and Prophetess Ituha quickly went off to retrieve what they would need for a betrothal ceremony.

I still couldn't believe it. I was engaged.

I clutched the pendant around my neck tightly, as if it might vanish. It was all so unreal. But I knew that this was what I wanted. I knew that Noak was not the same as Noatak; not the same as Amon. He might have his memories, his abilities, even a resemblance to him, but I could tell they were two very different people. I truly believed everything he had said to me. If he was the same person, he would never have cared about me even a fraction as much as I knew he did.

Guyapi and Ituha soon returned.

"We thank the friends and family of this young couple who are present here to witness this betrothal," Ituha said.

Tarrlok's POV:

I had seen Southern Water Tribe betrothal rituals before. There is a long-standing sense of tradition that comes with it; everything is very carefully planned out and ordered. It is ironic, in a way, that the Southerners have far more attention to rituals than in the north where an engagement is as simple as handing someone a betrothal necklace. In the south, while necklaces are sometimes given, anything of significance can be used in making a proposal; whale-tooth combs are actually the more usual offering given.

Shaman Guyapi lit a fire in the hearth, tossing in offerings of ocean sage in order to ward off bad luck and to promote well-being. Korra and Noatak were instructed to take down their hair from their ponytails; it was part of the symbolism associated with the rite. Prophetess Ituha then brought out a pure white blanket and secured it around Korra and Noatak's shoulders, fastening it in place with a firm knot. Then, both she and Shaman Guyapi sat across from the couple on the other side of the fire.

"When you choose someone as your spouse, you are making a commitment that you swear to uphold for the rest of your life," said Ituha. "It is a bond of trust and to break that trust is one of the greatest crimes a human can commit. To abandon, cheat, or harm your spouse in any manner is an act of total betrayal. You must not enter into this bond lightly; for, once you have sworn your oaths, there can be no going back. Only the strongest possible reason can ever be grounds for you to separate; deciding to separate because you have gotten into an argument is not an excuse."

"Marriage is about supporting each other," said Guyapi. "You work together to build each other up. If you truly love one another and give yourselves completely, there is almost nothing you can't do. You are two halves of one whole. You see your own flaws and the flaws in the other and you accept them and work past them to become better people."

"You both understand this?" asked Ituha.

Noatak and Korra both nodded.

"Do you still wish to proceed?"

"We do," they answered together.

"Very well, then," said Guyapi. There was a pause before he spoke again. "As you both claim membership to the Polar Bear-Dog Clan, we must determine if this marriage is licit as no two people of the same clan may marry if they were born into it."

"Korra, your father is the male head of the Polar Bear-Dog Clan through spiritual adoption," Ituha stated. "Upon his arrival in the Southern Water Tribe, he participated in the Healing and Rebirth ritual to become a member of our tribe, whereupon he was granted the family totem of the Polar Bear-Dog Clan which died off due to the events of the Hundred Year War. Your mother, Senna of the Wolf Clan, became female head of the Polar Bear-Dog Clan through marriage; however, the title of female head will fall to you as a true-born daughter."

"Likewise, we know that you, Noak, and your brother were found and adopted by Korra's family," Guyapi said to Noatak. "As you have no direct blood-relation to the Polar Bear-Dog Clan, we deem this marriage is permitted by southern law."

"Let us join hands," Ituha declared.

Every one of us, the friends and family, joined hands as we observed. I noticed that Asami, Mako, and Bolin seemed rather confused by what was going on; I shouldn't be too surprised, though; it's not as if there are that many traditional Southern Water Tribe weddings performed in Republic City as they specifically require the Shaman and Prophetess to be present.

Prophetess Ituha closed her eyes and began to recite a prayer.

"Oh, Great Mother Setna,

You have brought life to our tribe.

Through your sacrifices and your love, we live in freedom.

Your sons and daughters saw us become a nation unto ourselves,

It was through them that you continued your work,

Ensuring our posterity.

Give now, oh Mother, your blessing to this man and this woman.

Let them walk in your ways,

For they marry for love, as you hoped, and not out of greed, lust, hunger for power, or for social advantage.

Bless this woman, Avatar Korra, true-born daughter of the Polar Bear-Dog Clan.

Bless this man, Waterbender Noak, adopted son of the Polar Bear-Dog Clan.

We ask for your guiding light, and for the blessing of Awonawilona, the Great Spirit,

And for the protection of Bilagaana, Kangee, and Coahoma.

Bless this betrothal."

There were a few minutes of silence as everyone reflected on the meaning behind the words. Then, Shaman Guyapi rose from his seat and removed the white blanket from Korra and Noatak's shoulders without untying the knot. He then handed the blanket to Tonraq and Senna; it would be used later for the actual wedding ceremony.

"According to custom you must wait twelve months before the official wedding can take place," Guyapi explained. "This is called the 'Time of Strengthening.' It is there for you, as a couple, to become closer and to ensure that you truly wish to continue into the marriage bond. In the eyes of all who witness this, you may consider yourselves man and wife in every manner except in terms of the flesh."

Once it was all said and done, everyone was invited to stay for dinner instead of going back to the compound. Chief Kaliska decided to regale everyone with stories from her youth.

"…and so then, once Dad had finally gotten over the effects of the cactus-juice, Mom got so angry at him that he ended up having to spend the night outside the igloo. And it was the dead of winter, during a blizzard. By the next morning he was so frozen he looked like the statue outside the Southern Water Tribe Cultural Center in Republic City."

"That's not funny, Kaliska," Senna retorted. "It took us ages to thaw him out because I hadn't known I was a Waterbender then."

"Say what you want, Senna, I still think it was funny. Ooh, but do you want to know what's even funnier? The time Paytah tried to help you get your loose tooth out by tying it to a boomerang."

"We were children, Kaliska; Paytah was just…"

"Being his normal, idiotic self."

"Trying to be a good big brother," Senna corrected.

The conversation continued until late in the evening, at which point Chief Kaliska decided it was time for everyone to head home. Master Katara agreed and invited Tenzin, his family, and Bei Fong to stay at her house while the rest of us would stay here for the night; in the morning, we would all pack up and head back to Republic City.

Noatak's POV:

It had certainly been an interesting day. When it started, I had thought everything was going to come crashing down around me; I had expected to lose what I had wanted for so long. Then, once the truth finally came out, things only got better. I was engaged to the one person in the entire world I could truly admit I was in love with. I got to spend a wonderful evening with people I consider my family.

Now, as I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep, I realized that I had everything that really mattered. I had a life worth living.


Redbayly: Hey, Sokka, guess what?

Sokka: What?

Redbayly: Chicken butt!

Sokka: Uhh, I don't get it.

Redbayly: *Shrugs* I don't either. But, seriously, I just thought up a way to keep Wan, Raava, and Vaatu in my story but also keep my headcanons alive.

Sokka: Really? How'd you come up with that?

Redbayly: Well, basically, my original headcanon about how the Avatar was created was that four women, one from each Nation, combined their spiritual energies to create the Avatar Spirit on behalf of a supreme being in order to stop an ultimate embodiment of Darkness called "Hei-An" from destroying the world.

Sokka: So…?

Redbayly: Well, how I worked this out is that Wan, instead of being the first Avatar, will be the world's first Energybender and be responsible for tying the energies of the four women together into the Avatar Spirit which will be strengthened by attaching those energies to Raava who will use them to drive off Hei-An, who is working with Vaatu and another evil spirit called Hakidonmuya.

Sokka: Hmm, seems legit. But, I thought Unalaq said there are no evil spirits.

Redbayly: Unalaq is a dumbass who pretty much invaded your home tribe.

Sokka: Good point. Is Kaliska gonna hate him as much as I do?

Redbayly: She sure is. Hey, you wanna go get something to eat?

Sokka: Duh!










22. Family Reunion


Just Like the Good Old Days

[Please read introduction and footnotes]

Redbayly: Thank you all for your patience. Now, it's time to begin Just Like the Good Old Days, Book 2: Spirits. Remember, I don't own Legend of Korra. And now, if my dear friends will be so kind as to begin the intro…

Toph: Earth.

Iroh: Fire.

Aang: Air.

Sokka: Water.

Redbayly: Only the Avatar can master all four elements and bring balance to the world.

Sokka: Last time on "Just Like the Good Old Days," Korra and her friends defeated Amon who fled with his brother, seemingly never to return. Noak finally revealed the truth about himself and Tarro, and Korra not only forgave him for his past but the two are now engaged. 

Aang: Upon their return to Republic City, Korra and Noak decided to start working on a way to resolve the issue of the Equalists. As a result, the Republic City Council was deemed incompetent and was disbanded. Seeing as how it was the previous Avatar (a.k.a. Me!) who instituted the government of Republic City in the first place, Korra, following her fiancé's advice, laid out plans for a new council made up of elected officials from Republic City itself, comprised of both Benders and Non-Benders; the decision was passed. To promote world peace, the Four Nations Diplomatic Center was established so that ambassadors from each nation would still have some say in the lives of their citizens living in Republic City. Korra also restored the Bending of everyone who deserved to have it back; as in the White Lotus sentries, the Metalbending cops who'd been captured, the Wolfbats, and a number of innocent civilians who'd been abducted by the Equalists; only the triad members were denied having their Bending restored.

Toph: And the reforms didn't stop with just a new council. Noak also decided to speak with my daughter Lin about new police practices so that instead of just having Metalbending cops, anyone with the right skills can now join the police force. Amon's former Lieutenant was acquitted of his Equalist activities through the intercession of Avatar Korra; the Lieutenant was soon put in charge of the Non-Bender Defense League, a government-sponsored organization that instructs Non-Benders in self-defense and works with the police to fight triad activity.

Redbayly: Korra's engagement has certainly turned a few heads. Magazines and tabloids feature the young couple at least weekly. Upon being interviewed about her upcoming wedding, Korra responded that it would be a traditional ceremony in the Southern Water Tribe. Southern Water Tribe weddings are open events which means the press will be allowed access when the date of the wedding arrives. 

Iroh: However, danger lurks on the horizon. Strange dark spirits have begun attacking ships near the Southern Water Tribe while Korra, unaware of these events, continues her Airbending training with Tenzin in Republic City. Soon, however, Korra will know of what is happening, for the Winter Solstice is drawing ever closer.

Family Reunion

Korra's POV:

It's been six months since the battle with Amon and a great deal has changed. Asami has taken control of Future Industries, though I am worried her father's involvement with the Equalists has damaged the company's reputation. Mako got a job on the police force and has been out there kicking bad-guy butts. Bolin has taken charge of the Fire Ferrets; of course, without me and Mako there he hasn't really been having such a great go of it.

Despite what I learned six months ago about Noak and Tarro, I haven't thought of them as Noatak and Tarrlok. I still call them by the names I have always called them, even if there isn't anyone around to hear us talking.

Tarro has actually taken over my place as Waterbender on the Fire Ferrets; though I think he only agreed to it because he felt bad for Bolin.

As for me and Noak… I'd say we're closer than ever. It's been wonderful to finally get to spend time with him, just the two of us, without any of the old awkwardness or tension we had before we admitted how we felt for each other. However, I can't help but feel like he still has a great deal of insecurity; he's told me, quite clearly, that he doesn't really believe he's worthy of me. Personally, I think that's stupid; just because he's made huge mistakes in the past it doesn't mean he should keep beating himself up over it.

Noak's also been a huge help in reforming the system in Republic City. He's outlined the major areas for concern and has drawn up plans for how to address the problems, which I happily presented to the new council for their approval. The new Republic City Council is ten times as effective as the old one, mostly because they were actually chosen by the citizens themselves. There are ten delegates in total, five Benders and five Non-Benders, and they all seem quite eager to work towards fixing the problems that sparked the Anti-Bending Revolution in the first place.

I think, if anything, I'm the lucky one to have Noak there to help me. Without him, I probably would've just backed off from the political aspect of the problem and just had the United Republic sort things out themselves. Who knows what would have been decided then?

Noatak's POV:

We were all meeting at Narook's tonight. The others had mostly been leaving me and Korra to ourselves, so it was only right that we take a night off to talk about how things are going. As soon as Korra and I joined the others at the restaurant, I could practically feel the tension and anxiety coming off of almost everyone.

"So, how's Pro-Bending going?" Korra asked once we were all seated.

"It's been…really, really…" Bolin attempted to say enthusiastically before dropping his entire charade. "It sucks."

"That's putting it mildly," Tarrlok added. "We beat the record for fastest knockout in the history of the game. Unfortunately, it was us that got knocked out."

"Looks like we're out for the season."

"Suck it up, guys," Mako said. "All you have to do is work hard in practice and I'm sure you'll get better."

"Easy for you to say," I heard Bolin mutter.

"My company's in real trouble," Asami spoke up. "Thanks to my dad, no one wants to work with us. At this rate, I won't be able to get an endorsement from the Flameo Instant Noodle Company."

"Does anyone have any news that's not depressing?" I asked.

"I got a promotion at work today," said Mako. "Bei Fong says that I'm close to making detective soon."

"Congratulations," said Korra. "From what you've told us, it sounds like you've earned it."

"We have a little announcement of our own," I said. "You're all invited to the Glacier Spirits Festival with us."

"It's going to be amazing, guys. The Glacier Spirits Festival is one of the best celebrations in the south."

"That sounds great, Korra," said Bolin. "Is there fried food?"

"Just about everything they serve at the fair is fried," I answered.

"It would work out nicely," Asami agreed. "I was planning to go to the south anyway to meet with a business tycoon who might be able to help save Future Industries." She then turned to smile at Mako. "And, of course, I wouldn't go without my boyfriend."

I had to look away when Mako and Asami began to make lovey-dovey expressions at each other; I thank the spirits that Korra isn't interested in that type of romance.

"Well, this all certainly works out," Tarrlok conceded. "And we'll get to see everyone back home again."

"Of course," Korra agreed. "Mom gave me a call and said that the whole family is coming down for the festival. I think she's secretly plotting to have my aunts and cousins help her force me to go dress-shopping." She cringed at the thought.

"Don't worry too much about them," I said. "I'd be more worried about your uncle Paytah. Knowing him he's bound to get into trouble, especially since Tenzin's brother Bumi is going to be there."

"You're lucky that you have such a big family, Korra," Asami said, and I detected a hint of sadness in her voice. "You have so many people to care for you. All I have left of my family is an empty old mansion and a failing business."

"Hey, that's not true, Asami," Korra reassured her. "You have us. We care about you."

Asami seemed to brighten at that statement. Asami had told us some time ago that she wasn't used to having friends; she'd been sheltered for most of her childhood and she had trouble getting close to people as she was never sure if they liked her for her or her money.

"This vacation is going to be awesome!" Bolin suddenly declared.

Korra's POV:

We were currently sitting around on the front deck of the ship taking us to the Southern Water Tribe, the sun had already set off to the west and the salty ocean breeze rustled our hair.

"Oooh, look!" Bolin suddenly shouted. "A shooting star!" He pointed up into the dark blue stretch of sky above us.

Sure enough, there was a bright flash of bluish-white light.

"Everyone, make a wish," I said.

"I wish that I can save my business," said Asami.

"I wish that I'll get the chance to earn that promotion," said Mako.

"I wish that I'll finally be able to get a girlfriend," said Bolin. "What do you wish for, Korra?"

I exchanged a look with Noak and a smile crossed my lips.

"I think all my wishes have already come true," I said.

"Come on, there has to be something," Bolin persisted.

"Well, maybe, I dunno," I fumbled.

"Come on, anything!"

"Well, I guess I wish that I'll be the best Avatar ever." I started to blush. It was a childish sort of thing to say and I felt embarrassed admitting it. Of course, that feeling faded when Noak took my hand in his and smiled.

"There's nothing wrong with wanting to do the best you can at your responsibilities," he said. "In fact, I'd say it's very noble of you."

"And what do you wish for, Noak?" I asked.

"Well, my biggest wish, like yours, has already come true. But, I suppose it would be nice to know what I'm going to do for a living. Everyone else seems to have a job and I'm feeling kind of left out."

"I just wish that nothing goes horribly wrong for once," Tarro suddenly spoke up.

"What are you talking about?" I asked. "There's nothing-"

"No, but there will be something. And when said thing does happen, I'd prefer not to be killed, maimed, or eaten by it."

"Now you're just being negative," said Asami.

"No, I'm not being negative, I'm being realistic. Literally, every time we think things are going to be normal, something or someone has tried to kill us. So, I think I'm justified in a little bit of trepidation regarding our latest venture."

"Yeah, well, we're due for some normalcy for once," Noak protested. "I don't see how a trip home for a festival is any grounds to warrant your sudden paranoia. Where is this coming from, anyway?"

Tarro became quiet for a few moments, as if lost in thought.

"I don't know," he answered. "The idea was fine when it was first brought up, but the more I've thought about it, the more I've had this sort of ominous feeling. I can't really explain it."

"It's probably just your imagination," Mako said. "What could possibly go wrong?"

Noak suddenly slapped a hand to his face and I could just see what he was thinking. Mako just jinxed us, didn't he?

Tarrlok's POV:

If Mako had jinxed us, which I am almost certain he did, it didn't take effect for a good amount of time. We made it into port by the next morning without the slightest thing going wrong and were greeted by a large crowd. Standing amongst those present at the docks were Tonraq and Senna, whom Korra ran straight over to while Noatak and I followed. I was quite taken by surprise when Tonraq suddenly hugged both of us in welcome.

"Hope you three have been keeping out of trouble," he said.

"As much as we ever will," I said.

"Korra!" came a sudden exclamation before a flash of blue suddenly rushed in and grabbed Korra in a hug.

"Lomasi!" Korra said in surprise.

Lomasi was one of our friends from childhood, though she was certainly no child now. She was now about as tall as Korra, though dressed in far more feminine attire. She had also started wearing four braids in her long black hair that had been decorated with beads.

"I've missed you so much," Lomasi said. "Noak, Tarro, it's great to see you guys again."

I found myself pulled into another hug, this time actually being lifted off the ground by the sixteen-year-old Shaman's daughter. Despite her rather skinny appearance, Lomasi was very strong; in fact, it was quickly becoming hard for me to breathe.

"Lomasi. Air," I gasped.

"Oops, sorry," she said, releasing me. "I forgot; you have the endurance of a baby otter-penguin."

"What? I do not!"

"Now, now, Lomasi, play nice," said Shaman Guyapi, who had decided to make himself known. He then turned and gave a bow to Korra. "Avatar Korra, a pleasure to see you as always."

"Nice to see you, too," Korra replied.

"My apologies that my wife could not accompany me to greet you. Honovi said she had important business to see to and would be unable to attend."

"That's okay."

It didn't take long before other familiar faces appeared. Chief Kaliska, accompanied by her son, Ciqala, was there to see us. Ciqala was a young man, only in his twenties, and bore very little resemblance to his mother except for his dark blue eyes; in every other aspect, he looked like his late father, Ahote.

"Have you three been getting into mischief without inviting me?" Ciqala said. "Mom told me that you took out some big bad in Republic City."

"It was a little more complicated than that…" Noatak said.

"You've gotta tell me all about it."

"Wow," said Bolin, "look at all these people that came out to greet us."

"I think you mean 'to greet Korra,'" I corrected.

"Of course there would be lots of people here," said Shaman Guyapi. "Why wouldn't the Southern Water Tribe wish to give the Avatar and her friends, the heroes of Republic City, their due welcome?"

"Huh, and I thought the excitement was for them," Korra said, pointing towards a very ostentatious-looking ship.

"The great chief of the Northern Water Tribe comes to grace us with his presence; hooray," Tonraq said sarcastically.

"Why did he have to come here?" Chief Kaliska said, though I could tell it was a rhetorical question. "Every time Unalaq shows up for one of our festivals, all he does is complain."

"Calm down, you two," said Senna. "He'll be gone soon enough. You could at least try to be civil with him for once."

"I will if he does," Chief Kaliska muttered.

"Ituha has everything for the Peace Ceremony ready at the meeting hall, Chief Kaliska," said Shaman Guyapi.

"Oh joy," she replied unenthusiastically.

"Peace Ceremony?" Bolin whispered.

"You'll see," Korra replied.

Chief Unalaq was just as I remembered him, both from when I worked for him in my other life and from the encounters I had with him in this one. Throughout much of the past thirteen years, Chief Unalaq had made attempts to become Korra's spiritual mentor; however, every attempt had been thwarted by both Tonraq and Chief Kaliska. I knew why they would feel so inclined; I had worked for Unalaq before and the man was certainly the type you should be cautious around. Coming from me that is definitely saying something.

Along with Chief Unalaq were his two children; I found myself subconsciously attempting to hide behind Lomasi in order to escape their notice. Eska and Desna, for some reason, had always terrified me; both in this life and my previous one. Bolin, however, did not seem to share my sympathies.

"Whoa, who are the lovely ladies?" he asked, and I had to bite back a laugh.

"That's Eska and Desna, Chief Unalaq's children," Korra answered. "Desna is a guy."

Bolin then attempted to laugh off his mistake before asking which one was Desna.

"The one who isn't wearing makeup," I said.

Chief Unalaq suddenly came to a stop a few feet away from where we were standing, directly across from both Chief Kaliska and Tonraq.

"Greetings, Chief Kaliska," he said in a formal tone.

"Tunngahugit," she replied in the old language. "Welcome to our tribe, Chief Unalaq."

He then turned to Korra.

"Good to see you again, Avatar Korra."

"Good to see you, too."

He then faced Tonraq and I knew there was going to be trouble from how the two men were glaring at each other.

"Tonraq."

"Brother."

There was an extended and awkward silence before I noticed Senna give her husband a slight jab with her elbow.

"Good to see you again," Tonraq said, though he sounded as though he didn't mean it. Which he most probably didn't.

Unalaq gave him a short nod before moving on.

"Nice to see you again, Senna; I hope you've not had too much trouble keeping my brother from causing trouble."

"Thank you," she replied, clearly very uncomfortable with the whole situation but obviously trying to be polite.

"Shaman Guyapi, seasonal blessings on you."

"And to you, Chief Unalaq," he replied.

His attention then turned to me and my brother; he clearly noticed the way Noatak was holding Korra's hand as well as the betrothal necklace she was wearing.

"I had heard that my niece was getting married," he said. "Now I can see it with my own eyes."

"The wedding is in six months," Noatak responded.

"Can I assume that I will be invited to attend?"

Tonraq looked about to protest before being silenced by a glare from his wife.

"I guess so," Tonraq said grudgingly.

Chief Kaliska suddenly pulled a watch out of her pocket.

"It's getting kind of late," she said. "But we're still missing a couple people."

"That reminds me," Unalaq said. "Someone asked to accompany us down here. I believe you know her."

Our attention turned up to the royal barge where a figure was descending the gangplank. The person was a woman, middle-aged, and dressed in very expensive-looking clothing; her brown hair, that had a few lines of grey in it, was styled in a similar way to Master Katara's.

"Yue!" both Chief Kaliska and Senna declared.

"Kaliska, Senna, it's so good to see you," Yue said as the two other women rushed to greet her.

"You allowed my sister-in-law to join you on your journey down here?" Tonraq asked skeptically. "That's oddly generous of you."

"Not at all," Unalaq retorted. "The Southern Ambassador to the Northern Water Tribe is always welcome."

While another glaring contest started between the two men, the three sisters were gladly catching up with each other.

"It's been far too long," said Senna.

"Where's your husband and those sons of yours?" asked Chief Kaliska.

"They decided to stay up north for the solstice," Yue answered, almost sadly. "None of them seemed interested in coming down here with me."

"That's what you get for marrying a reprobate like Kohana. I warned you it wouldn't turn out well."

"I…he's not. We're fine, Kaliska."

Chief Kaliska did not look convinced, but did not press the subject. Suddenly, the tense atmosphere was shattered by a distant roar of an engine and someone shouting gleefully at the top of his lungs.

"I love waterskiing!"

A man was holding on to a rope that was attached to the back of an incoming motorboat. In the boat were a woman and two teenage girls.

"Look out!"

"We're headed straight for the-!"

Whatever was about to be said was cut off by the boat's sudden impact with the dock that sent the man flying towards the crowd.

"AHHHHH! Ooomf!" He collided, headfirst, with Chief Kaliska. "Hey, big sis."

"Paytah, unless you want to end up as bait for the tiger-sharks, I suggest you get off me," Chief Kaliska responded in a low growl.

Paytah straightened up and helped his sister to her feet.

"Sorry about that." He turned towards the boat. "Hien, I told you we need to get that boat inspected!" he called out.

"Sorry, sweetie!" the woman called back. "I'll get it to the shop tomorrow morning!"

Paytah brushed himself off before facing everyone with a big grin on his face. He was a tall, lanky man with reddish-brown hair that was cut diagonally at chin-length, tan skin, and icy blue eyes. While his clothing was Water Tribe blue, it was of a more Earth Kingdom style.

"Hey, folks," Paytah said cheerfully, as though he had not just had a sudden collision-course with Chief Kaliska.

"Paytah, a little help here!" Hien called out again.

He then turned to help Hien and the two girls out of the boat. Hien is Paytah's wife; a tall, black-haired woman from the Earth Kingdom. The two girls, Adsila and Hachi, are their daughters. Adsila, the eldest, looks a great deal like her father only with fair skin; from what I could remember of the times I have met her, I know Adsila is an Earthbender like her mother. Hachi, on the other hand, looks like Hien except for the light blue eye color that both she and Adsila got from their father.

"Paytah, what was that?" Senna asked.

"Senna, my dear baby sister, that was my latest discovery," he said. "I call it water-skiing. Got the idea from some people in the Foggy Swamp. I'm hoping it will catch on. Anyway! How are you, sis? And Tonraq, my favorite brother-in-law! You haven't been sneaking in to spy on the women's Waterbending class without me, have you?"

"Wait, you did what now?" Senna said sharply as Tonraq attempted to signal Paytah to stop talking.

"And Korra! My favorite niece!" He pulled Korra into a one-armed hug. "Heard you caused quite the stir in the big RC."

"Nice to see you, too, Uncle Paytah," she said.

Paytah's attention then got caught by the others.

"Aunt Katara, lovely as ever."

Master Katara simply smiled and shook her head.

"Kya, still a strong and independent woman who doesn't take crap from anyone, I trust?"

"Still an incessant chatterbox with complete social ineptitude?" she retorted with a smirk.

He grinned at her and the two shared a fistbump.

"Tenzy! I see your family's gotten bigger. Either that or I'm getting smaller."

"Hello, Paytah," Tenzin said with a clearly frustrated sigh. "How are you and your family doing?"

"We're just fine. My little Adsila recently graduated at the top of her Earthbending class."

"Dad, you're embarrassing me, again," said the girl in question.

"Bumi!" Paytah suddenly exclaimed.

"Paytah!" Bumi shouted back.

"Headbutt!" the two men shouted before ramming their heads together, causing them to fall backwards

"And not a brain cell between them," I heard Chief Kaliska mutter bemusedly.

"Why exactly did you marry him?" Yue asked Hien.

"Unfortunately, by the time I realized he was a moron, it was too late; I was already in love," Hien replied with a smirk.

"I hate to break up this little reunion," said Shaman Guyapi, "but we do have to be at the Meeting Hall before it gets too late. The Peace Ceremony must take place before midday or it will be invalid."

Noatak's POV:

The Meeting Hall is one of the only structures in the Southern Water Tribe that has remained intact since before the Hundred Year War; the only other such structure is the Great Southern Ice Temple, which was only rediscovered about forty years ago. Due to its significance to Southern Water Tribe heritage, it was only natural that important ceremonies would be held there; the Peace Ceremony is one of the prime examples of this.

We were met at the Meeting Hall by Prophetess Ituha and her young apprentice Lenmana. Lenmana is a skinny, bespectacled girl, about the same age as Ciqala, who has never struck me as the type of person suited to the vocation of a Prophetess; however, from what I have heard, Lenmana received visions when she was sixteen that made it quite clear that she had been chosen as the next Prophetess.

"Greetings, honored gentlemen and ladies," said Ituha with a reverent bow. "Noble chieftains, Avatar Korra." She bowed to each in turn with Lenmana mimicking her as best she could.

"Esteemed Prophetess," Chief Kaliska said, returning the bow.

"Everything is ready for the Peace Ceremony. Please, come inside."

Inside the Meeting Hall, a group of old men and women had clearly been waiting for us; this was the Council of Elders, the people responsible for the dispensing of justice and the law. All of them had lived in the Southern Water Tribe since before the arrival of the Northern immigrants; all of them were Non-Benders. There were six men and five women, not including Prophetess Ituha; the men seemed to be clustered together in towards the back of the room while the women were more spread out.

I took in the interior of the Meeting Hall. It was circular, as is the case with most igloos, and in the center was a fire pit. The walls, I noticed, had inscriptions in the ancient Water Tribe alphabet of phrases such as "The strength of the wolf is the pack" and "Come with peace and take happiness home; come with deceit and you shall be struck down"; in addition to the inscriptions, there were a number of artifacts such as warrior armor and battle pennants around the room.

Chief Kaliska sat cross-legged across from Chief Unalaq, who chose the 'more dignified' pose of kneeling, on the floor of the Meeting Hall. You could practically see the flashes of dislike in the eyes of the two chieftains as they stared each other down. I noticed Shaman Guyapi exchange a look with Prophetess Ituha and the two rolled their eyes in obvious frustration with the two chieftains.

With trembling hands, Lenmana handed a ceremonial pipe to Chief Kaliska; the pipe was an old relic that had been rediscovered thirty years earlier and was brought out for the Peace Ceremony between the Southern Chief and any visiting dignitary as a sign that neither meant the other any harm.

Chief Kaliska inhaled deeply from the pipe and then blew the smoke up into the air before passing it across to Chief Unalaq. Chief Unalaq eyed the pipe with distaste before putting it to his lips and inhaling, causing him to cough out the pipe-smoke much to the amusement of those assembled. After returning the pipe to Ituha, Chief Kaliska began recited a welcome; though it was clear to everyone she was forcing herself to be polite.

"I, Chief Kaliska, eldest child of Chief Sokka and the honorable lady Suki, and female Head of the Wolf Clan, offer welcome to you, Chief Unalaq of the Northern Water Tribe, and to your children, Princess Eska and Prince Desna. I hope your stay here will be beneficial to you and to the strengthening of ties between our two tribes."

There were a few more technicalities of the ceremony, but the main point of was made. The Peace Ceremony, from what I have heard of it, is an ancient Southern Water Tribe tradition that is so sacred that anyone who violates the act of trust is liable to having his scalp cut off as punishment.

I noticed that Korra was uneasy with the obvious tension between the different members of her family. I'd seen the way Chief Unalaq was practically always at odds with Tonraq and Chief Kaliska in the past; it often culminated into a shouting match that Tarrlok and I were, thankfully, able to keep Korra from hearing. I could only hope that, this year, things wouldn't get too out of hand.


Redbayly: Finally, I managed to get this chapter done.

Sokka: About time. Why did you take so long, anyway?

Redbayly: I had to write a paper for my Archaeological Laws and Ethics course. You see, I had to choose a book to read from a list (I went with Frauds, Myths, and Mysteries: Science and Pseudoscience in Archaeology) and use what I learned from the book to come up with a particular argument related to an issue in archaeology.

Sokka: And what did you come up with?

Redbayly: I decided to write about why people create archaeological hoaxes and how they affect the integrity of archaeology as a profession. I really enjoyed the book; it had a lot of information about particular frauds like the Cardiff Giant and Piltdown Man that I liked. Oh, and it convinced me, once and for all, that Atlantis does not and never has existed.

Sokka: Finally! You've finally seen reason.

Redbayly: Yep. Apparently, the original idea for Atlantis came from a guy named Criterias, who was a student of Socrates. Socrates had basically given his students an assignment to create a story based on his model for a perfect society and explain how that society would respond to a war.

Toph: Bwahaha! That's hysterical. One of the biggest urban legends is nothing more than a homework assignment!

Redbayly: Yeah, I can just imagine Criterias handing in his Atlantis story to Socrates, and Socrates sits there for a few minutes reading over it and then going "Beta minus. It's a nice try, Mr. Criterias, but there's no way this will ever convince anyone." And then Plato comes by, likes the story, and decides to 'appropriate' it.

Sokka: Man, I bet a lot of people feel like idiots right now if they ever believed Atlantis could ever have possibly existed.

Redbayly: Uh, Sokka, you do realize that the word "idiot" is not actually all that insulting, right? It comes from a Greek word that refers to someone who doesn't get involved in the political process. More specifically, a person who doesn't vote.

Toph: Guess it's one of those words where the meaning changed over time and misuse. Like how the word "gay" used to just mean someone or something was happy and cheerful and now it means someone is, well, we won't go into that discussion now.

Redbayly: Yeah, I think we've drawn out this topic far enough. Oh, before I leave for the night, I just want to wish everyone a happy Native American Heritage Month. My mom sent me an email about it a couple days ago. November 29th is the official Native American Heritage Day. If you don't believe me then just look up Native American Heritage Month

Anyway, thanks for reading. Please review.












23. Festival


Just Like the Good Old Days

Redbayly: *Angrily pacing back and forth, muttering swearwords*

Toph: Sheesh, calm down, Red, your pacing is giving me a headache.

Redbayly: Sorry, Toph, but I'm just really, REALLY angry.

Sokka: What happened?

Redbayly: You mean you haven't heard? You don't know what Unalaq tried to do in the newest episode?

Aang: What?

Redbayly: He just tried to destroy your granddaughter's soul.

Aang: *Stares in shock before his eyes narrow* Sokka, could I borrow your skinning-knife?

Sokka: Aang…you're not going to do anything drastic, are you?

Redbayly: He also tried to destroy Korra's soul after he forced her to open the Northern Spirit Portal.

Sokka: *Pause* I'll get my sledgehammer, crowbar, and disemboweling tools.

Toph: You mean? *Big grin* We're gonna f*ck him up? 

Redbayly: Yep. You wanna groin-stomp him or can I?

Toph: We can both groin-stomp him. It's girls' night, after all.

Aang: Hey, hurry up! If I'm gonna break every code of Airbender ethics, I don't wanna be late.

Sokka: Unalaq messed with the wrong family. You could say he's one una-lucky guy.

Everyone: *Glares*

Sokka: Uh, bad time?

Everyone: *Nods*

Sokka: Right, well, Redbayly doesn't own Legend of Korra. Probably a good thing as what we are about to do to Unalaq in this separate universe could be deemed as "inappropriate for young audience members."

Festival

Korra's POV:

As the attendees of the Peace Ceremony dispersed, I noticed Prophetess Ituha and Shaman Guyapi talking to my parents; I couldn't hear what was being said, but I saw my parents nod in obvious agreement. I wasn't able to think about it for very long before Lomasi suddenly grabbed my attention.

"Well, now that that's finally over with," she said, "you have got to tell me all about what you guys have been up to and you still haven't introduced me to your new friends."

"Oh, right, sorry," I started. "Lomasi, this is Mako, Bolin, and Asami."

She started when I said Asami's name.

"Wait, not Asami Sato the new head of Future Industries?"

"Yeah, that would be me," Asami replied slowly.

"Oh my spirits; my mother talks about you a lot," Lomasi said excitedly. "She's in business and knows about everyone."

"Really? What company does she work for?"

"Dancing Dragon Fashion. She's a vice-president in the company and our family is quite proud of her achievements."

"I should think they would be. I'm actually here for a business meeting myself."

"Let me guess. Looking for the head of the Varrick Global Industries?"

"How did you…?"

"When I say my mom knows about everyone, I mean it." She gave an apologetic smile. "Let's just say that your company's current…uh, situation is not exactly a secret."

"Lomasi," I whispered warningly, "you shouldn't say things like that."

"No, it's okay," Asami said dismissively; though I could tell she was more affected than she let on. "I'm here to save my business and it doesn't matter what people say."

"Well, if you're looking for the head of the Varrick Global Industries I'd be happy to point you in the right direction," Lomasi offered.

"Could you? That would be very helpful."

"Sure." She then turned to me. "I'll see you at the celebratory feast, Korra. You still owe me details of your Republic City adventures."

"And you have to tell me about what you saw on your Vision Quest," I replied.

"It's a deal."

Lomasi then led Asami and Bolin, who had volunteered to be Asami's assistant for the evening, off to wherever that business meeting was being held. As I watched them leave, I felt a very familiar arm wrap around my shoulders.

"Come on," Noak said softly, "we should go check out that festival."

Even though we'd been engaged for six months, that low voice of his still made me get a warm sensation in the pit of my stomach and brought a smile to my lips.

The festival was as remarkable as ever. It would be even better once the sun set and the multi-colored lanterns would be lit, but there was no denying the excitement that filled the air. Unfortunately, I don't think Unalaq would agree with that.

"It's a shame the Southerners have abandoned all connections to the spirits," said Unalaq.

"I wouldn't say all connections," Aunt Kaliska retorted sharply. "If anything, I'd say we're more spiritual than ever. My father told me that when he was young the people of the Southern Water Tribe rarely celebrated any festivals at all. The fact that we've grown and restored what was taken from us thanks to the Hundred Year War is evidence enough that we've reconnected to our spiritual and ancestral roots."

"Tell that to the sailors who've been attacked by angry spirits in southern waters."

"Wait, spirits are attacking ships?" I asked, surprised by this new information.

"I'm surprised the Avatar doesn't know about that."

"We had intended to tell you about it later this evening," Aunt Kaliska said to me. She then threw a scathing look at Unalaq. "However, now that Chief Unalaq has decided to bring it up, it looks like we can't wait anymore. Prophetess Ituha, if you would?"

"Certainly," the older woman replied before facing me. "There have been a number of incidents in which dark entities have attacked fishing ships a few miles out to sea. As far as we can tell from the ancient records and from what Mother Setna has told us through visions it is owed to a certain cosmic event that occurs once every ten thousand years. In recent weeks, the spirit attacks have gotten worse and have even taken place out on the tundra."

"What about the people who've been going on Vision Quests?" I asked. "Have any of them been attacked?"

"No," Shaman Guyapi answered. "Vision-seekers go southwest towards the sacred mountains to meditate in the caves. The dark spirits who have attacked on the tundra have struck only in the southeast, closer to the center of southern spiritual energy. I myself have gone out there and tried to reason with the dark spirits; the only reason I'm still alive is because of this." He pointed to a pendant on the front of his robes; it was similar to the pendant on a betrothal necklace and bore the image of a lotus flower rising from an upward-pointing crescent moon. "According to the texts in the temple library, the Mark of Setna is supposed to ward off danger; the legends say that the dark spirits that once terrorized the early settlers learned to fear anything associated with our tribe's foundress."

"Maybe those spirits wouldn't have attacked if no one had tried to settle this land in the first place," Unalaq retorted.

My Aunt Yue must have sensed an approaching argument, thanks to her years as a diplomat, because she immediately tried to direct the conversation elsewhere. Unfortunately for me, I was the main focus of that subject.

"So, Korra, your mother told me that you're getting married in six months?" she said cheerily. "Have you had time to go looking for a wedding dress yet?"

"Uh, well…" I tried to answer, but she cut me off.

"Great! We can go right now." She then lightly took my arm and tried to steer me away while simultaneously asking my two other aunts, my mother, and Adsila and Hachi to join us. "Obviously, the rest of you would have no interest in coming with us. So, I guess we'll all meet later at the celebratory feast."

"Perhaps my daughter could accompany you?" Unalaq suggested. "Eska?"

I could see Eska grimace slightly before exchanging a look with Desna. I knew Eska would probably rather eat rotten penguin meat than spend time with me and I also knew that she hated going anywhere without Desna standing right beside her. However, she appeared to concede and followed us.

I couldn't help but get a really uncomfortable feeling that I was not going to enjoy this experience.

Noatak's POV:

I suppose, in retrospect, that it was inevitable that Korra would be virtually abducted by her mother, aunts, and cousins; however, it did leave me and Tarrlok in the uncomfortable situation of having to deal with two men who clearly despised each other for reasons known only to them. Shaman Guyapi and Prophetess Ituha seemed to have decided that their presence was no longer needed and had left, as had Tenzin and his family; Korra's uncle Paytah had gone off somewhere (most likely to engage in an eating contest if my memories of him are accurate); and the only people who seemed to be even remotely on the same page as us were Ciqala, Mako, and, strangely enough, Desna.

"By Coahoma's claws," Ciqala muttered, "are they ever going to shut up?"

"How much you wanna bet that Tonraq finally snaps and tries to strangle Chief Unalaq?" Tarrlok asked.

"I believe that I will take you up on that proposition," said Desna.

We all turned to stare at him in shock. He simply looked back expressionlessly.

"I assume that you are astonished that I would do something as base as wagering with you," he continued. "However, I am not blind to the simple fact that my father and uncle have a deep-running rivalry that could very possibly end in violence and the fact that it is far more likely that my uncle will make the first move of attack."

There was a momentary pause.

"Did any of you guys understand anything he just said?" Ciqala asked.

"Not a word," Mako said.

Meanwhile, snippets of the dispute between Tonraq and Unalaq kept drifting our way.

"I am more than capable of instructing Avatar Korra in the ways of the spirits," Unalaq insisted.

"And I have told you that Tenzin is Korra's instructor," Tonraq retorted. "Anything else that my daughter can learn about the spirits will be taught to her by Shaman Guyapi and Prophetess Ituha. Your help is neither needed nor wanted."

"It's like they're a couple of children," I said to the others. "Neither one will ever admit he's wrong or back down until he gets his way."

"I am so glad we never fought like that, Noa," Tarrlok said.

All I could do was give him an incredulous look as I had no idea what to say in response to that.

"As much fun as watching two old guys fighting like a couple of preschoolers is," said Ciqala, "maybe we should move o…oh no." He stopped suddenly and darted behind us. "Whatever you do, don't let them find me."

"Who?" I asked.

He pointed towards two young women not far away from where we were.

"It's Liluye and Shada," he whispered. "Please, you can't let them find me."

"What did you do?" Mako asked.

"Nothing. They're just crazed stalkers. That's one of the downsides to being next in line to become Chief of the Southern Water Tribe. Granddad tried to warn me but I thought he was joking. Oh no, here they come."

The two women approached and I could see exactly why Ciqala was so worried. Liluye and her best friend Shada were acknowledged as man-stalkers, only it seemed they'd set their fixation on Ciqala and it didn't look like they'd be giving up on him anytime soon if the banner with "We love Ciqala" written on it was anything to go by.

"Noak, Tarro, it's so nice to see you both again," Liluye said in a sugary tone.

"Noak, is it true that you and Korra are getting married?" Shada added.

"Yes, in six months," I replied. Having to answer that question so many times has really begun to try my patience.

"Oh, how wonderful!" Liluye exclaimed. "It will definitely be something to look forward to."

"Anyway, have you seen Ciqala?" Shada continued. "We've been looking all over for him."

"It's quite rude of him to not make his presence known at a festival. I mean, he's the closest thing our tribe has to a prince."

"Except for the fact that the south doesn't have an established monarchy," I replied, "and hasn't had one for several millennia."

Neither of them seemed to have registered what I said as they simply requested that we let them know if we 'find' Ciqala. The man in question didn't seem inclined to leave his hiding spot until he was certain the two were well out of sight.

"Well, now that that situation was avoided," he said, "what do ya say we go find something fun to do? Some of the guys and I decided to set up a powwow."

"A what?" asked Mako.

"A powwow. They're held to honor the Five Great Guardians. Chief Unalaq may say that we Southerners don't have a connection to the spirits, but he couldn't be more wrong."

"I would be interested in witnessing this alleged gathering," said Desna, startling us as we had practically forgotten he was there.

"Uh, sure. You're more than welcome to come, but shouldn't we tell your dad first?"

"My father would not notice my departure anyway. Shall we go, then? It will be intriguing to discover if you Southerners are not as unrefined and primitive as I was led to believe."

If Ciqala was offended by that statement he hid it well. We followed him to a large circular area that was enclosed by walls of decorated tarps not too far from the fairgrounds; I'd been to this place a number of times in the past as it was used for many of the annual rituals and ceremonies that take place in the tribe.

The powwow largely consisted of traditional dances to welcome the coming of the solstice. Several of the young men had removed the top half of their clothing and had their chests painted with images of their family totems and various symbols of good fortune. There was one man dressed in large artificial wings and a crow mask to represent the spirit Kangee; another man dressed in thick white fur portrayed Bilagaana; while a young woman in a feline mask and tiger-seal skin clothes depicted Coahoma, the Red Panther Spirit. Only two of Great Guardians were not given performers in the dance; Awonawilona, the Great Spirit, cannot be portrayed by a human, and women only dress as Mother Setna in rites that pertain solely to her.

There were various other people participating in the dances. Even young children were dressed in festive attire and following along with the adults. It wasn't as elaborate as what one can see at occasions like the Wolf Festival or the Festival of Ama as those are both times of celebrating Southern heritage and deemed as two of the most important events of the year.

Soon enough, the sun had begun to sink below the horizon and we knew it was time to meet back up with everyone for the celebratory feast. I just hoped that Korra hadn't had as awful a time as I knew she did whenever she had to go shopping for anything other than weapons (that was one thing she certainly didn't mind shopping for).

Korra's POV:

People say that Naraka is the worst place a person can end up, except for the Realm of Eternal Darkness; clearly those people have never had to go shopping with my mother, aunts, and cousins before. After several hours of this, I was ready to run out screaming and I knew that Aunt Kaliska would be right behind me.

"Maybe, if we're real quiet, we can sneak over to the weapon's store and regain our sanity," Aunt Kaliska whispered.

I nodded and we both began to inch towards the doorway, only to have to stop and feign interest when Aunt Yue turned in our direction.

"Kali, doesn't this remind you of all the trouble we went through to arrange your wedding?" she said.

"Could we not bring that up, Yue?" Aunt Kaliska replied.

"Oh, come on, it wasn't that bad."

"Oh yeah? At least you never had to go through the embarrassment of Dad threatening to emasculate your fiancé."

"Might I inquire as to what you are discussing?" Eska finally spoke up.

"She's just a little edgy because of the circumstances surrounding her marriage," Aunt Yue answered.

"We will not speak of it," Aunt Kaliska said firmly. "I mean it, Yue. You mention that and I bring up the 'fishing incident.'"

I noticed Aunt Yue's eye began to twitch, as though she was having a very awful flashback.

"Hey now, none of that," my mom interjected. "We're supposed to be having fun and the last thing we need is more fighting. It's bad enough that Tonraq can't go five minutes without snapping at his brother, I don't want to see either of you arguing as well."

"I don't see why I should have to play nice," Aunt Kaliska said. "As the eldest, it's in my job description to embarrass the two of you and Paytah."

"You're also a Chief and nearly sixty," Aunt Yue pointed out. "Maybe you should at least try for some maturity."

"Mention my age again and I will press for the Council of Elders to revoke your status as Southern Ambassador to the Northern Water Tribe."

"Oh my spirits!" came a sudden exclamation from Aunt Hien. She darted back into sight, carrying a dress over one arm. "I think I found it."

Before I had a chance to protest, I found myself being dragged into one of the changing booths where I was promptly made to put on the dress that Aunt Hien had picked out.

"Okay, Korra, let's see how it looks," my mother said.

Judging by the rather awed expressions on the faces of my aunts and cousins (even Eska had the faintest hint of surprise) I suspected Aunt Hien had chosen the right dress. I turned and saw a mirror beside me and I myself was slack-jawed at what I saw.

It was a very traditional style, very long at the bottom but with an empire-bust and long, open sleeves. The skirt and sleeves were white, but the top and obi were a mix of light blue and pale purple. The hem, neckline, and sleeves were lined with fur, but not enough to become stifling. It was a simple design, but there was a very distinct elegance to the dress that made me almost unable to recognize myself in it.

"Well, it's getting late," Aunt Kaliska said after a minute. "We should wrap this all up and get to the feast."

After purchasing the dress we began to head out of the store; however, I paused when I noticed that Eska wasn't with us. I turned back around and saw her still standing by one of the dress-racks.

"Um, Eska, are you coming?" I asked uncertainly. I never really knew how to talk to Eska; she and Desna always sort of…creeped me out.

"Pardon?" she said, startled out of her thought. "Of course, yes, we should most definitely be departing for the celebratory feast. It would be very improper for us to arrive past the designated time."

"O…kay?"

Tarrlok's POV:

The grand dining hall was unlike what you would find at the Northern Water Tribe. While it was where the elite of society met for important occasions, it was set up so that nobody was seated above anyone else, not even the Chief. There were several long tables, able to seat large numbers of people; quite helpful as Chief Kaliska wanted all of her family seated together. Bolin, Mako, and Asami were also invited to sit with us, as well as Shaman Guyapi, his wife Honovi, and Lomasi; Honovi was a rather formidable-looking woman dressed in expensive fur clothing with her long black hair tied in waterfall braids, quite different from her daughter in personality despite their similarity of physical traits.

"It's quite undignified that the Chief of a tribe isn't seated separately from the rest of those in attendance," Chief Unalaq said.

"Yes, well, we of the Southern Water Tribe have never cared much for titles," Chief Kaliska retorted. "We believe that for people to cooperate, they must be treated as equals. None of the fancy posturing or aristocratic sneers of some nations."

I tried to turn my attention somewhere else and overheard Paytah speaking to Commander Bumi.

"Hey, Bumi, I won a contest," said Paytah.

"What did you win?" asked Bumi.

"Two tickets to see the Ember Island Players."

"Really? And what did the runner-up get?"

"Four tickets!"

"Dohohoho!"

My attention suddenly snapped back to the other side of the table when Korra spoke up.

"This is a wonderful feast," she said. "Probably the best one we've had in years."

"This is nothing," said Chief Unalaq. "When this festival was founded, the tribal elders would commune with the spirits. People would watch the brilliant displays of light as spirits danced in the sky."

The sudden snorts of laughter drew everyone's attention towards Chief Kaliska.

"Is something amusing to you, Chief Kaliska?" asked Chief Unalaq.

"As a matter of fact yes," she replied. "I just think it's funny that you're trying to preach to us about the sacredness of a festival that isn't even part of our native traditions. Do you even know the first thing about Southern Water Tribe spirituality?"

"I know that there is a great lack of reverence for the spirits here. From what I have seen, the Southerners do not pay much mind to sacred traditions."

"You mean your sacred traditions. Just because one group's way of life is different, it doesn't necessarily make it wrong. Personally, I would have done away with the Glacier Spirits Festival altogether if I wasn't worried about the repercussions. We have our own solstice tradition that has been drastically overshadowed by this Northern festival. Shaman Guyapi, if you would be so kind as to explain?"

The Shaman did not seem at all perturbed about being put on the spot like that; instead, he simply cleared his throat and turned to face us.

"The Festival of Lights," he explained, "has been our Winter Solstice celebration since it was started by Avatar Kachina, the third Avatar born in the Southern Water Tribe. The original rites, however, were abandoned about a thousand years ago, after an…incident nearly caused a young woman's death."

"There you have it, Unalaq," said Tonraq. "Not all traditions should stay the same; especially not if innocent lives are endangered by them."

"Speaking of traditions," Noatak spoke up, "Lomasi, weren't you going to tell us about your Vision Quest?"

"Oh, of course," Lomasi replied. "Well, as everyone knows, the Vision Quest starts on a person's sixteenth birthday and lasts for seven days. I had to travel out to the sacred mountains and sit alone in a cave until I started to hallucinate…"

"I think you mean 'receive the vision,' child," Shaman Guyapi corrected.

"Whatever, Dad. Anyway, I saw a dark blue crow circle six times overhead before darting into the ocean. Out of the ocean came a turtle-seal carrying two warriors on its back. The warriors were locked in a furious battle for dominance and neither one seemed like he was going to win. Then a woman in a fancy parka rode in on a wave and separated the two warriors, ordering them to cease their fighting and go their own ways."

"That's fascinating, Lomasi," I said.

"Not as fascinating as what I've heard about what happened to you guys in Republic City. Did you really stop an evil dictator from ridding the world of Bending?"

I glanced over at Noatak who was maintaining a passive expression.

"Well, I wouldn't say 'evil dictator,'" Korra replied.

"Really?" said Mako. "Then what would call a crazed megalomaniac who bombed out a city full of innocent civilians just to make his point?"

"Uhh…"

"Amon was a seriously nasty dude," Bolin added. "And I hope we never have to see him again."

Korra gave a nervous laugh and I could see that Lomasi was observing her reaction intently. Lomasi then gave a scrutinizing look towards my brother before turning to look directly at me; when our gazes locked, I felt like I was being scanned, like she could see right through my 'disguise' as Tarro. For a brief moment, I was terrified that she would suddenly call us out; however, she simply gave a small smile and returned to the conversation.

"Tell me everything," she insisted.

Noatak's POV:

For the approximate hour that followed, I was forced to relive some of the biggest mistakes of my life. Korra must have sensed my unease because she kept her hand firmly clasped over mine as we recounted what happened in Republic City.

The rest of the feast passed uneasily after that. Chiefs Kaliska and Unalaq were once again going at each other's throats, and it didn't help that Tonraq was subtly egging them on, finally escalating to the point where Unalaq revealed that the only reason why Korra had been made to train in the White Lotus Compound was because of her father and Tenzin (something that was truly shocking for most of us); I noticed that both Senna and Yue had begun to sink lower into their seats, as if trying to disappear from view and escape the growing conflict. Down at the other end of the table, I noticed that Master Katara was looking rather disappointed at her two eldest children who seemed to be teasing Master Tenzin.

After that, the main dispute again turned towards respect for traditions.

"Oh, of course we need to return to the old ways," Chief Kaliska said in a very sarcastic tone. "Brilliant idea. We can bring back cavorting mystics, the death penalty, ritual mutilation, and human sacrifice. Yeah, that's an award-worthy idea."

"Anyway," Yue spoke up, clearly trying to divert another ensuing argument. "Chief Unalaq, I believe everyone is expecting you to give a speech as one of our tribe's most honored guests."

"Ah, yes, thank you for reminding me, Ambassador Yue," he replied.

He rose from his seat and began to address the assembly.

"As Chief of the Northern Water Tribe, it is my honor to speak at this festival which was founded to bring our tribes together and restore the ancient balance between our world and that of the spirits. But I am saddened to see what it has become; a cheap carnival that celebrates greedy and trivial humans. I fear the time is fast approaching when the north can no longer stand idly by while our southern brothers slip into total spiritual decay. Angry spirits are already attacking ships in your waters. I only hope we are not too late to change course."

I could see that very few people had taken what Chief Unalaq said to heart; however, both Tonraq and Chief Kaliska looked annoyed. The tense atmosphere was suddenly broken by a very excitable man I recognized as Varrick, the head of Varrick Global Industries.

"Chief Unalaq, everybody, always great to have him in town! Now, let's have some fun with Wacky Wooshu's Dancing Otter-Penguins!"

Eventually, the ordeal that was the celebratory feast ended and we were allowed to go out and enjoy the festival, which was now in full-swing. As we walked around the fair with our friends, I noticed Bolin's attention was caught by something; I gave a slight wince when I realized he was looking at Eska and Desna.

"Wish me luck," he said before walking towards them. "Makin' my move."

"Your funeral," Tarrlok said.

"He's actually going to hit on Eska?" said Lomasi. "Is he really that naïve?"

"What's wrong?" asked Mako.

"Thing One and Thing Two over there have a few…issues, I guess you could say."

"They've always creeped me out," Korra added. "They smell like a grandma's attic."

"Now, Korra, that's not nice," said Adsila, who had walked in on our conversation. "I'll have you know that Granny's attic smelled like pelts, seal-jerky, and Grandpa's secret stash of cactus-juice."

"Hey, 'sila, you enjoying the festival?"

"It's pretty awesome. Certainly tops the lame Love Festival we attended in Garsai, right, Hachi?"

Hachi simply nodded demurely. She had always been a quiet girl and often just went along with whatever Adsila said.

"Uh, looks like Bolin's gotten more than he bargained for," Asami said, pointing towards where Bolin was practically being dragged away by Eska. "Do you think we should help him?"

"You go if you want to, but I'm not getting anywhere near the twins if I don't have to," Tarrlok said.

"So, Korra," said Lomasi, "are you planning on going to the Temple while you're here? Dad says that it's past time you entered the sanctuary."

"Actually, it's something I've been looking forward to," Korra replied. "I've always wondered what it was like inside the Temple."

"I go in there all the time, but I always feel like there's something powerful there." She then turned towards me and Tarrlok. "Sorry you guys won't be able to enter for a while."

"Why wouldn't they?" asked Asami.

"Men aren't usually allowed inside the main sanctuary. Only a male Chief, a male Avatar, the Shaman, a man seeking spiritual healing, and the groom in a wedding ceremony can enter. Speaking of wedding ceremonies, Korra, I hope I'm still welcome to be one of your torch-bearers at your wedding."

"Of course you are," Korra insisted.

"What's a torch-bearer?" asked Mako.

"I think in the mainland you call them 'bridesmaids,'" Lomasi answered. "Only they're more integral to the wedding rites."

"Well, it would be great it if you'd be one of my torch-bearers, Lomasi," said Korra. "And, Asami, it would mean a lot to me if you would be one as well."

"Of course, Korra," Asami said with a smile. "I'd love to."

We all slowly dispersed throughout the fair; Korra and I ended up at one of the game booths and I was certain that I saw Asami lead Mako off to get their photo taken.

"Happy to be home?" I asked.

"It's great," Korra said.

"I'm sensing there's a 'but' in that statement."

"It's just…at dinner, when Unalaq pointed out that it was my dad and Tenzin who kept me locked up in that compound. It just…it makes me feel…"

"Like they don't believe in you," I finished for her. "I suppose, on the other side of the spectrum, it could be just as bad. Look at me, you know who I had for a father."

"It's not the same thing, Noa."

"You're right. Because, unlike my father, your father and Tenzin actually care about you."

After Korra won at the gaming booth, walking away with a stuffed sky-bison, we continued to talk and look around the festival.

"You heard what Unalaq said: the South is spiritually unbalanced and it's the Avatar's job to fix it," she said. "But my dad won't even let me think about Unalaq teaching me. What do you think I should do?"

"Well, your dad doesn't seem averse to letting Shaman Guyapi and Prophetess Ituha teaching you about spirits. Maybe you should look to them first? After all, this whole problem has to do with Southern spirits and they probably know more about that area of spirituality than Unalaq."

"You're right. Maybe I'm just overreacting."

"Well, I do think you have every right to be annoyed at your father for keeping you shut off from the rest of the world, but remember, even though Unalaq said that every Avatar before you travelled the world to learn, most of them were at least sixteen when they started; the only really well-known exception was Avatar Aang. But I believe you're more than capable to deal with whatever comes your way, and I'll be right there with you in case you ever need help."

I was caught off-guard when she suddenly threw her arms around me.

"Thank you. I am so lucky to have you here to help me."

"It's not like you wouldn't be doing just fine without me," I replied. "And if anyone is lucky around here it's me."

She placed a light kiss against my lips.

"Love you."

"Love you more."


*Redbayly and Sokka are watching as Aang and Toph beat Unalaq senseless*

Redbayly: Hey, Sokka, I watched Phantom of the Opera over the weekend.

Sokka: Yeah?

Redbayly: And I kept thinking about Amon and Korra all throughout it.

Sokka: Red, you already made a chapter dedicated to your insane crossover.

Redbayly: I know, but I was thinking of maybe titling some future chapters after songs from the musical. 

Sokka: As long as there's no singing.

Redbayly: *Pouts* Killjoy. I'm also thinking of upping the rating on this story.

Sokka: Why? It's not like there's any sort of content that would require an M-rating…ohhh, I see what you're saying.

Redbayly: *Grins wickedly*

Sokka: Do me a favor. When you include scenes that involve sex could you let me know so that I can avoid being present?

Redbayly: Why? Are you a prude or sexually-repressed or something?

Sokka: Pfffft, I'm a Water Tribe man. I'm as prudish as a hyena-donkey. I just don't relish the idea of watching my granddaughter in an…intimate moment.

Redbayly: Right. Anyway, if any of my readers are confused about why Korra doesn't refer to Unalaq as "Uncle Unalaq" like she refers to Kaliska as "Aunt Kaliska"; well, that was intentional as Korra's maternal relatives had more direct contact with her growing up and her experience with her father's side of the family is far more limited.

Sokka: Also, please send in reviews. It helps Red improve her writing. Are there any of her OCs that you like? Is she maybe going a little overboard on the Southern Water Tribe traditions and stuff?

Redbayly: Now, here's an Omake for my fellow lovers of Tonraq and Senna:

Omake [Basically an extra/deleted scene]

Little Korra ran over to her father, clutching a letter in her hand.

"Daddy! Daddy! Daddy!"

"What is it, Korra?"

"Mommy asked me to give this to you."

She handed him the letter and Tonraq's eyes widened at what he read.

To my dear husband,

I was let out of work early today. I am currently in our bedroom, and I am naked.

What happens next is up to you.

Love,

Senna

"Daddy, why is your face so red? Are you feeling alright?"

"I'm fine, Korra. Why don't you and the boys go and play for a couple hours? On second thought, better make it at least five."

"Okay, we can all go penguin-sledding!"

"You do that, sweetie."

He watched his daughter run out of sight to go find the two boys he had come to think of as sons before turning around and running back to the igloo as fast as he could.










24. Temple of Ice


Just Like the Good Old Days

Redbayly: *Trashing her room and smashing her television and computer*

Toph: What's wrong with her now?

Sokka: She's just upset by the season finale.

Redbayly: Anarchy!

Toph: She's going to diverge from canon even more than before, isn't she?

Sokka: Yup.

Redbayly: *Picks up canon* Red smash canon!

Toph: Man, I am so glad we don't work for her in real life.

Sokka: Yeah, it's definitely a good thing she doesn't own any of us. 

Toph: Oh, and she wanted us to tell you that, in this fic, Senna is not just gonna stand on the sidelines when her family gets attacked. Apparently, Red is unhappy about the lack of a role that mothers get in the Avatar universe and has decided to do something about it. The fight with the spirit is going to go in a slightly different vein this time.

Sokka: Oh, and Red also wanted to say that she's hoping to start up a Senraq Week; seeing as how Senna and Tonraq are the only safe ship in either LoK or AtLA, it's only right that they should get their own week. Anyway, on with the fic!

Temple of Ice

Korra's POV:

As it got later, we all began to head towards the festival lodgings; I was really happy that my parents allowed me and Noak to share a room. Naga was resting in a corner while I was curled up on one of the sofas when Noak walked out of the bathroom; he was dressed only in a loose pair of trousers and he had taken his hair down. I began to feel a warm blush creeping into my face.

"Uh, Korra, are you alright?" he said.

I barely registered what he said as I was focusing on his exposed torso. How long has he been that toned? Oh, wait, is he saying something? Snap out of it, Korra!

"Hello, Korra, I asked if you're alright," he said, waving a hand in front of my face.

"Wha-what? Oh, yes, I…I'm fine."

He gave me a 'look' before a rather smug grin spread over his face.

"Really? Well, that's relief," he said, taking a seat beside me. He wrapped one arm around my waist and pulled me close so that I was resting against his chest. After an extended pause, he spoke again. "It's nice that we finally have some time to ourselves, isn't it?"

I gave a shy smile and hummed in agreement as he pressed his lips to my cheek. I turned to look right into his eyes, which were sparkling mischievously. All thought flew out the door when Noak suddenly pulled me into a deep kiss, his hands trailing down to rest on my hips. I wrapped one arm around the back of his neck while reaching up with my other hand to run my fingers through his hair.

I could feel a soft moan threatening to escape my lips as he began to kiss down along my jawline and then onto the skin of my neck that wasn't hidden beneath the ribbon of my betrothal necklace.

Unfortunately, our moment didn't last as Naga decided to bolt from the room.

"Naga, what are you doing?" I called after her, reluctantly pulling away from Noak, who let out a sigh of frustration.

Naga began to howl, loudly, and I knew it could disturb everyone else so I ran out after her.

"Naga, hush," I commanded.

As I ran outside, with Noak right behind me, I saw Naga standing near a precipice and continuing to howl. We tried to calm her down but she simply howled louder, causing the others to come outside.

"What's going on?" I heard Bolin say from a distance.

That's when something caught my eye. A large, dark creature had suddenly materialized out of nowhere.

"What. Is. That?" I said.

"Trouble," Noak replied.

Then, faster than anything I had ever seen, the creature shot towards me and knocked me back. I was sent sprawling until I collided with a small ledge and found myself face-to…whatever it was with the creature.

Noatak's POV:

I barely had enough time to register what had happened before I was sending blast after blast of water at the spirit that had Korra in its grasp. I was soon joined by my brother, Mako, and Bolin. However, the spirit seemed unaffected by our attack and simply dodged and darted towards us.

The creature knocked Bolin and Mako aside with its tail; luckily, my reflexes were good enough that I managed to dive out of the way, sending another Waterbending strike as I did so. Tarrlok narrowly avoided getting hit and began to Bend ice bullets towards the creature.

Korra was soon back on her feet and shooting fire-blasts towards the spirit. The creature swerved out of the way, not appearing to get injured or tired at all. We had just evaded several more strikes from the spirit when Tonraq joined the fight, riding in on a wall of ice. For a brief moment he managed to trap the spirit until it broke free and threw him back towards the lodges.

"Tonraq!" I heard Senna shout.

I was pulled from my worry for Tonraq when I heard Korra shout out as the creature flung her away.

"Korra!"

As Tarrlok and I continued to try and draw the creature towards us and keep it from going after Korra, I noticed that Senna had risen to take over Tonraq's place in the fight. For such a tiny woman who made her living as a Healer, it was plainly obvious who Korra got her Waterbending skills from. She had rocketed into the fight on an ice-board and was dodging every strike from the spirit.

That's when Tenzin appeared with Shaman Guyapi in tow.

"Spirit," Tenzin said, "why are you angry with us?! What have we done to offend you?"

The spirit gave one look at Tenzin before knocking him about twenty feet away.

I noticed Shaman Guyapi reach into a pouch at his side and pull out a small object.

"In the name of Setna, leave!" he shouted, tossing the object towards the spirit, which began to back off; it seemed afraid of whatever the object was and shot away.

Unfortunately, it decided to go in the same direction as Korra who had decided now was a good time to enter the Avatar State. The air had begun to swirl around her, pulling her up as she sent blast after blast of fire at the creature.

We were only in awe for a moment before Senna ice-boarded down towards the fairgrounds where Korra was battling the spirit; Tarrlok and I quickly followed. We arrived just as the creature had grabbed Korra with one of its long tendrils and flung her into a bunch of crates.

"Korra!" Senna shouted. She struck at the creature with a water-whip. "Hey, ugly, over here!" she shouted at it.

Tarrlok and I helped her and tried again to draw its attention away from Korra. This time it seemed the spirit had had enough and grabbed Tarrlok, throwing him a good distance away before rounding on me. Just as I readied myself to duck the blow something happened. Water began to spiral around the spirit and I looked around to see that it was Chief Unalaq who was doing it. As the spirals of water surrounded the spirit a glow emerged and it stopped attacking.

"Go in peace," said Chief Unalaq.

With that, the spirit disappeared in particles of light. I was so enthralled by what I saw that I almost missed the others arriving; though I did notice that Shaman Guyapi was helping Tonraq to walk.

When I regained control of my thoughts I rushed over to Korra and helped her up.

"Tonraq!" I heard Senna shout, and looked over to see her run to her husband. "Are you alright?"

"I'm fine," he answered shortly before immediately looking over towards us. "Are you all alright? Where's Tarro?"

"I'm okay!" came the distant sound of my brother's voice. "I'll walk it off!" He appeared moments later looking worse-for-wear but otherwise unharmed.

Korra disregarded the questions and approached Unalaq.

"How were you able to control that spirit when no one else could?" she asked.

"As your father could tell you, I have spent my life studying the spirits and learning their ways," Unalaq replied. "I could teach you everything I know."

"Convenient, isn't it?" someone suddenly spoke up. We all turned and saw Chief Kaliska drawing closer, Ciqala right behind her. "This is the first time a spirit has directly attacked a populated area and you just happen to be here in time to stop it from causing too much damage." Her eyes were narrowed.

"Kaliska, what are you talking about?" Tenzin asked.

"Simple, Tenzin. I find it far too coincidental that this just happened on the same day that our esteemed guest from the North shows up." She leveled her glare at Chief Unalaq.

"Aunt Kaliska, Chief Unalaq just saved us from a spirit attack," Korra defended. "What would he have to gain from having anything to do with it?"

"A valid point, Chief Kaliska," Chief Unalaq agreed. "What could I get out of causing a spirit to attack?"

"I have a few theories," Chief Kaliska said in a warning tone. "Just keep in mind, I will be watching you." She turned to her son. "Ciqala, go inform everyone that the crisis is over and that no one was hurt."

"Yes, mom," he replied before hurrying off.

Chief Kaliska then turned to Senna and Tonraq.

"Are you alright?" she asked.

"I'm okay, Kali, you don't have to worry," Senna replied. "Tonraq doesn't seem to be as fortunate, though."

"I already said I'm fine, Senna," the man in question insisted. As he pulled away from Shaman Guyapi, who had still been supporting him, he gave a sharp wince and clutched at his side; as I focused, I could tell that he had a couple of bruised ribs and a sprain in his shoulder.

"No, you're not," Senna said sharply, grabbing ahold of his good arm. "You're hurt, and you need medical attention." She gave us a parting look. "We'll see you all back at the lodges." With that, she led Tonraq away, clearly against his will.

"Back to the matter at hand," Shaman Guyapi said. "Chief Unalaq, your experience with the spirits is obviously not something to be dismissed; however, I feel that the choice should lie with Avatar Korra."

"Korra still has much to learn about Airbending," Tenzin insisted. "And I hope that going to the Air Temples will help her connect with the past Avatars."

Korra gave an irritated huff.

"The Air Temples will teach her nothing," Chief Unalaq retorted. "Only I can give her the training she needs to be a complete Avatar."

"Shaman Guyapi and Prophetess Ituha are more than capable of aiding Korra's spiritual education," Chief Kaliska snapped.

"Actually, Chief Kaliska, I feel that Chief Unalaq could help provide Avatar Korra with knowledge that neither I nor the Prophetess possess," said Shaman Guyapi. "I know much about Southern spirituality, but even I don't know how Chief Unalaq was able to calm that spirit." He then reached into his pouch and pulled out another small object. "I threw down a talisman and the spirit simply drew back. Clearly it wasn't as wary of the Mark of Setna as most spirits are. There's something very wrong happening and we need all the help we can get."

"Fine," Chief Kaliska said sharply. "Do whatever you want. If anyone needs me, I'll be sorting my hunting-knives." She turned and stormed off.

"I think I may have struck a nerve," Shaman Guyapi said calmly before facing Korra. "This decision rests in your hands, Avatar Korra. Only you can decide what is best for the progression of your training."

Korra gave me a brief look that clearly told me she wanted my advice.

"Could I have a moment?" she asked. Without waiting for a response, she took my hand and led me out of ear-shot. "Well, what do you think?"

I bit my lower lip in thought. I knew that Korra should definitely seek council from Shaman Guyapi and Prophetess Ituha; they are the most knowledgeable about Southern spirits. I honestly felt that Korra shouldn't completely dismiss Tenzin as her teacher as there was still much she could learn from him as well. As for Chief Unalaq, well, I kept getting strange vibes from him; when he spoke about not being involved with the spirit attack, I could tell his heartbeat had an unusual reaction, indicating that he might not have been entirely honest; and yet, at the same time, I could tell he was a valuable source of knowledge and was likely to be helpful at least to a certain degree.

I told Korra about what I thought, though I tried not to say anything outright about my sentiments regarding Chief Unalaq, and she reached a decision. We both walked back over towards the others and Korra cleared her throat to get their attention.

"Tenzin, while I appreciate all that you have done to help me I feel it is time for me to expand my range of spiritual education," she said. I was quite proud of the maturity with which she handled this. "At the same time, I would like to say that I still respect you both as a mentor and as family. I hope that, should the need ever arise, I can still rely on you for wisdom and guidance."

"Of course you can, Korra," Tenzin replied.

"Thank you." She then turned to Shaman Guyapi. "Tomorrow, I would like to visit the Great Southern Ice Temple and begin learning about my role as an Avatar of the Southern Water Tribe."

Shaman Guyapi smiled and gave a bow.

"Of course, Avatar Korra," he said.

Finally, she turned to Chief Unalaq.

"I thank you for offering to teach me what you know and look forward to beginning a new form of spiritual training."

Chief Unalaq smiled. That's when I began to get the weird feeling again. It was like there was a strange aura emanating from him that did not bode well. I noticed that Shaman Guyapi was looking very intently at Chief Unalaq, as well; as though he, too, could see what I saw; the Shaman must have realized I was looking at him because he turned his attention from Chief Unalaq towards me. He fixed me with and indiscernible expression, as if he were reading my thoughts; then, he gave a short nod at me and departed.

I barely noticed Tarrlok move over to stand next to me until he spoke.

"Soooo…any particular reason why you're not wearing a shirt, Noa?"

Third Person POV:

Back at one of the lodges, Senna was tending to Tonraq's injuries; not an easy task when he kept trying to run off and speak to Korra.

Most likely to warn her off accepting help from Unalaq, Senna thought with a roll of her eyes. In all honesty, Senna had no problem with Korra learning more about spirituality and had nothing against Unalaq teaching it to her.

"Hold still," she said to her husband. "If you keep trying to leave, I might just have to freeze you to the floor until I'm finished."

"Senna, please, I have to tell Korra that she is not to learn anything from Unalaq," he replied.

"Oh, Tonraq, stop being such a baby. I know why you have issues with spirits, but I don't see why Korra can't learn about them from her own uncle."

"You don't know Unalaq like I know him."

"What's the matter with you? Do you think he's going to try and replace you?"

"That's exactly what he's going to try to do. Unless I stop him."

"Sit down, right now," she said sternly, "or I'll get Katara in here to make sure you behave."

That was a serious threat. Tonraq had learned firsthand why his wife's paternal aunt was not a person you can argue with; especially not when she went into total mother-mode regarding patients. With a resentful huff, Tonraq sat back down and let his wife continue to heal his injuries.

"Very good," Senna said. "Now, stop being so paranoid. Unalaq is not going to replace you. You are Korra's father and she loves you. She doesn't even call Unalaq her uncle, but she always calls you 'Dad.' You have absolutely nothing to worry about."

"You didn't see the look in her eyes when she found out why she and the boys were kept in that compound. I should have listened to you back then. I should never have-"

He was cut off by a sharp thwack to his head.

"Ow! What was that for?"

"For being so hard on yourself. While I agree it was a stupid idea to keep the kids locked up in that compound, you've realized that and feel sorry about what you did. Yes, I saw that Korra was deeply upset by it, and yes, it may take some time for her to cool down; however, you can't make it up to her if you keep trying to hold her back."

"All the same, I don't like the idea of her training with my brother."

Senna pinched the bridge of her nose in frustration and let out a sigh. She couldn't understand why her husband and his brother only ever seemed inclined to fight with each other; and it certainly didn't help that Kaliska had hated Unalaq since the first time she met him. Two years before Senna met Tonraq, his brother had come to the Southern Water Tribe for diplomatic negotiations; Unalaq had been perfectly polite back then and Senna would even goes as far as to say that she had been on friendly terms with him.

She wondered how things had gotten so out of hand and she certainly didn't like the idea of anyone fighting, let alone members of her own family; but whenever she asked Tonraq why he seemed to hate Unalaq so much, he would fumble and come up with some pathetic excuse or try to divert the conversation.

"I'm sure everything will be fine," Senna reassured him. "If anything goes wrong, you know the boys will be there to make sure she's safe and vice versa. They're all old enough to look out for themselves, Tonraq."

When Tonraq's worried expression still didn't go away, Senna gave him a reassuring smile and a soft kiss on the cheek.

"They'll be fine, Tonraq. I know it."

Korra's POV:

I didn't sleep well that night, not even with Noak there to hold me as I drifted in and out of consciousness. Something kept stirring in the back of my mind, it was like a thousand voices screaming a message of warning; I knew something very bad was going to happen very soon. Noak seemed to have a troubled sleep as well; whenever I woke up he was already awake; I don't think either of us knew quite what to tell the other.

We must have gotten to sleep at some point because we were both woken up by a knock at the door of the lodge.

"Hey, you guys awake?"

It was Lomasi.

"Yeah, and you can come in," I replied.

She pushed open the door and came inside.

"Dad asked me to come get you two," she explained. "Said you were coming to the Temple today."

Noak and I both nodded.

"I heard about what happened last night," she added. "Never thought spirits would ever launch a direct assault like this. I doubt something like this has happened since the days of Avatar Ehane."

"We're fine," I said. "And I'm going to find a way to stop what's happening."

She gave a small smile before frowning slightly.

"I thought you might also want to know that Master Tenzin and his family are about to leave."

"What?" I gasped. I hadn't thought they would go to the Air Temples this soon. I shot right up and grabbed my parka before rushing out the door.

I just reached the edge of the precipice in time to see Tenzin and his family take-off on Oogi.

"They didn't even say goodbye," I said quietly.

I felt an arm wrap around my shoulders and turned to see Noak standing beside me, giving me a reassuring look.

"Do you think I made the right choice?" I asked him.

"Yes. I honestly believe you did," he said. "I think you may have wounded Tenzin's pride a little bit, but I know that, if anything goes wrong, we can still count on him for help."

I gave a brief nod and looked into his eyes. He looked so sincere and so certain. We started to draw closer and closer. Unfortunately, the moment was killed stone dead when someone put a hand on my shoulder and I turned to see Unalaq standing there.

"I know this was a hard decision, Korra," said Unalaq. "But it was the right one. Now it is time to put it behind you and begin your new training. I have great plans for you."

I wasn't sure why, but I got a very uncomfortable feeling in the pit of my stomach when he said that.

Tarrlok's POV:

I had just finished getting ready for the day when there was a knock on the door.

"Who is it?" I asked.

"Lomasi," the person replied. "May I come in?"

"You may."

She entered the room and I noticed she seemed amused by something judging by the grin on her face.

"Something funny?"

"Oh, Korra and Noak were about to kiss when Chief Unalaq decided it was the perfect moment to talk to Korra."

"Bet Noak is just thrilled about that," I said sarcastically.

She gave a soft giggle.

"Well, he wasn't pleased if the 'I so want to kill you' look he was giving Chief Unalaq was anything to go by."

"Are we going to tease him about it?"

"Yes, I think we are."

The two of us broke out into bouts of laughter.

I had always been fond of Lomasi, ever since Korra introduced us to her when we were 'children'; she was a lot like Korra at times, though she was a lot more level-headed and less inclined to jump headfirst into a dangerous situation. Lomasi was a Non-Bender but was perfectly capable of keeping up with the three of us; she even held her own in a hand-to-hand sparring match with my brother a few years ago.

"Shall we get going?" she said. "It's just we have a bit of a walk to the Temple."

We made our way outside and met up with the others; as expected, my brother was looking thoroughly put out.

"Something wrong, dear brother," I said slyly.

Noatak turned and glared sharply at me; which promptly caused me to have to force down a chuckle.

"We'll see you when you get back," Senna said to us. She hugged each of the three of us in turn before we turned and began to follow Lomasi to the Temple.

Mako and Bolin had asked to accompany us; however, Asami had more business negotiations to go through with Varrick. It was going to be quite a walk as the Temple is situated a good ways outside of the main part of the city. Luckily, Lomasi was perfectly happy to talk about the old days to pass the time.

"And over there was where we got into that huge snowball fight with Acaraho and his friends," she said, pointing towards a particular area. "We really creamed them, didn't we, guys?"

"Oh, yeah, I remember," Korra agreed. "Wasn't that after Acaraho made fun of you for being a Non-Bender and you tried to black his eye?"

"It was," Noatak agreed. "And we all know you would have done it, too, if your father hadn't stepped in and said that Southerners don't settle their differences like that."

"We settle our differences with snowballs," Lomasi finished.

It was getting close to midday when we finally arrived at the grounds of the Temple. It was somewhat pyramid-like in shape with tiered layers ornamented with finely sculpted pillars and statues all made of ice. We walked along the path before we reached the bottom of the long stairway; it really impressed upon me the size of the building as it towered over us like some man-made mountain. We quickly made our way up the steps until we reached the courtyard of the Temple. One the ground, I noticed an engraved circle that had been divided into four quarters to symbolize the four directions: north, east, south, and west. Directly in front of us was a pyre, perpetually burning in front of the grand entryway which was guarded by the sculptures of two polar leopards.

From out of the darkened entrance emerged the figures of Shaman Guyapi and Prophetess Ituha.

"Avatar Korra and friends, welcome to the Great Southern Ice Temple," they said with low bows.

"It is an honor to be here," Korra replied.

"If you will please follow me." Ituha beckoned Korra over to the entrance and she gave us all a reassuring smile before following him.

"Since you all can't enter the main sanctuary, Lomasi and I would be happy to show you the other parts of the Temple," Shaman Guyapi offered.

We followed them down a shorter flight of steps and then into another wing of the Temple.

"So, why exactly are men not allowed in the main sanctuary?" Mako asked.

"Well, no one's completely sure," said Guyapi. "Popular folklore is that when Mother Setna founded the Southern Water Tribe she wanted to reverse the positions of authority that had been in place up north. In the Northern Water Tribe, men had become the sole leaders of the community; therefore, Mother Setna wanted to allow women the chance to be leaders in their own right. Southern spirituality is very focused on the power of women; in fact, the ancient texts often refer to women as the 'Life-Givers' for there is no future without them, no posterity."

We continued down a long corridor. There were a series of rooms attached to it and Shaman Guyapi led us into the first one.

"This is where we house the sacred relics and ceremonial tools," he explained. "Feel free to look around, but please do not touch anything."

CRASH!

We all turned around to see Bolin standing beside a set of ritual battle gear that he had obviously just knocked over.

"Uhh…sorry," he said with a sheepish grin.

Guyapi gave an annoyed sigh before coming over to set the gear back up and shooting the young Eatherbender a warning glare.

We all began to look around at the strange implements and decorations. My attention was quickly drawn to an odd collection of knives and daggers.

"What are these for?" I asked.

"Ah, these are from the more, um…colorful parts of Southern tradition," Guyapi replied. He picked up a rather sinister-looking curved blade. "This little number was used by a particular sect during some of the tribe's early days. We've found a few others like it from excavations around the old caves in the sacred mountains. According to the records in the archives, the particular sect that used this was involved in some rather…unsavory practices."

I gave an audible gulp.

"What do you mean?"

"Well, they believed in sacrificing a young virgin every year to appease a being called Hei-An, 'the dark one,' and to honor the Snow Wolves. I'd say that is fairly unsavory."

"Whoa, what happened to them?" asked Bolin.

"Well, it's believed the sect was eradicated by Chief Eluwilussit, who had allegedly had a vision from Awonawilona, the Great Spirit, telling him to go forth and end the followers of the dark. Of course, it might have been a bit of political propaganda as Eluwilussit was also documented as being in a struggle to secure his claim to the chiefdom." He set the blade back and picked up a set of bronze daggers. "These artifacts, however, have a connection to a powerful legend. These daggers were said to have been used by Avatar Ehane to wound the demoness Hakidonmuya after she had abducted his younger brother Cheveyo to the Spirit World. It is said that Hakidonmuya cannot be slain, only wounded, and that these daggers are still imbued with her blood."

After explaining the use and history of several other knives and daggers, we all continued to look around. Noatak seemed to be paying particular attention to a shelf of assorted artifacts.

"What are these for?" he asked.

"Those are some of the Avatar relics," Guyapi explained. "The comb worn by Avatar Chilaili as her betrothal token, the yellow shawl given to Avatar Migisi by her Air Nomad lover shortly before his untimely death, the helmet worn by Avatar Ahanu who founded the Wolf Warriors, the matching bracelets worn by Avatar Melina and her twin sister Nashota…"

After Shaman Guyapi finished showing us the artifacts in that room, he led us back into the hallway. He gestured towards several of the rooms where Healing was being practiced by both men and women, Benders and Non-Benders.

"The goal of Healing is not simply about curing the physical wounds," Guyapi explained. "It is about ensuring all of the body is whole, including the spirit. One does not have to have Bending in order to cure the sicknesses of mind, body, or soul any more than one needs to be a man or woman to practice the art."

We continued deeper into the Temple before stopping in a relatively large room. At the back of the room was a doorway shrouded with thick, dark blue curtains.

"This is one of the holy places," Guyapi explained, "The only holy place where men are free to come and go as they please. The holiest of the holy is the main sanctuary but that is reserved only for the tribe's women and a select few men such as myself. Through those curtains is the shrine of the Sacred Triad, the first Waterbenders."

Behind me, I heard Bolin give an awed "oooooh" sound. I couldn't blame him; there was a distinct sense of power here that was clearly felt by everyone. Of course, I had heard about the three Mothers of Waterbending many times in the Southern Water Tribe; they were always shown great reverence during the Festival of Ama.

"Would anyone care to see inside the shrine?" Guyapi asked. "I must warn you, though, to maintain an appropriate degree of respect and not to speak while inside."

I exchanged a look with my brother and together we both approached the entrance to the shrine.

Korra's POV:

I could feel my heart quickening its pace as I entered the sanctuary. There was a genuine presence in this place, one of a powerful individual. The room was enormous, a fact only emphasized by the sounds of a few women chanting prayers to the Mother. The walls were lined with small panels bearing figures of past chieftains; I noticed one that I was certain was of my grandfather; then there were sculptures of each of the different totems, I even noticed that the polar bear-dog of my clan looked distinctly like Naga. It was strangely bright inside the Temple, odd as there were not many sources of light. There was a heavy scent of ocean sage and incense in the air, it was strangely comforting.

As I followed Prophetess Ituha further into the sanctuary, the statues at the very end of the room grew more visible along with the altar in front of them. In front of the altar was a round platform which contained water that surrounded a rectangular slab, undoubtedly a Healer's table; the water seemed to have a strange, ethereal glow to it.

Looking up at the sculptures along the wall, I saw the figure of a giant woman in a long, dress-like parka; I couldn't see her face, but I just knew she was smiling; this was clearly the statue of Mother Setna. Curled about her feet was the sculpture of her polar leopard, Anaba. There were seven smaller figures around Setna, three boys and four girls, her children, the first leaders of the Southern Water Tribe. Engraved into the base of Setna's sculpture were the symbols of the four nations.

I looked straight up at the statue's face, attempting to make out her eyes. All I could see were two, faint glimmers before a strange sensation overcame me and it was like I was being plunged into memories that weren't my own.

"You are the Avatar, the world's only chance for peace. You have a heavy burden to bear, but if you are strong then you can persevere. Do you accept your responsibilities and promise to do all in your power to protect the world?"

I answered in a voice that wasn't mine but was very familiar.

"I accept and acknowledge my duties as the Avatar and swear to use the gifts I have been given to protect humanity and to be the bridge between this world and the Spirit World."

"Avatar Korra, are you alright?" Ituha's voice brought me out of my daze.

"Yes, I-I think so."

She looked at me with that piercing stare.

"It is natural for you to experience strange phenomena in here," she said. "After all, Avatar Setna's presence is both around you and within you."

"Wait, Mother Setna was an Avatar?" I asked. No one ever said that before. All I had ever learned was that Mother Setna was the foundress of the Southern Water Tribe; I didn't know she was one of my past-lives, too.

"Of course she was. It would require a great deal of power for her to have brought all the first settlers down here the way she did; far more power than any normal Waterbender. Look at the statues of Setna's children and tell me you don't know which one is which."

I looked at the statues of the seven children and I could recall each one's name perfectly, as if I had chosen the names myself. The eldest child, Setna's firstborn son, standing tall and unwavering by her side was Catori, who was allegedly cursed by the demoness Hakidonmuya because of Setna's victory over her. Then there were Setna's eldest daughters: Ahyoka, Chenoa, and Denoma, her other two sons, Bidziil and Hania, and her youngest daughter Mapiya.

I looked over at Ituha, who nodded and smiled at me.

"You see?" she said. "You are able to remember everything your past-lives knew if you let their wisdom in. Help will always be given to you as long as you ask for it."

"Prophetess Ituha, there's something I should tell you," I said. "Months ago, when I was still having trouble with the Equalists, around the time I was kidnapped by the former councilman Tarrlok, I had a vision and heard a voice."

I then related everything to her about what I had seen. About the voice that had told me to be patient and wait for help to come and that had reassured me right before Noak and I had gone on the mission to stop Amon. I also told her about the vision I had had about the war dance and what the voice had said about a coming conflict.

"The answer is simple, Avatar Korra," Ituha said with a kind smile. "Setna has always spoken most clearly to Avatars of the Southern Water Tribe. While any Avatar may access her wisdom if he or she chooses, Setna has been known to speak directly to children of the South if they need her. She watches over more than just her reincarnations, after all."

I smiled at that statement. It was kind of comforting to know that there was some sort of powerful entity always watching my back.

And it's also nice to know that I wasn't going crazy after all.

As I turned to follow Ituha into another part of the sanctuary, I thought I heard a voice say: I heard that.

Noatak's POV:

I held in a breath as Tarrlok and I pushed aside the curtains and stepped into the small shrine. It was very dark inside with the only light coming from two sconces and a small incense-burner. As my eyes adjusted to the gloom, I saw the distinct statues of three women along the wall in front of us.

The woman in the center I recognized as Ama, the Great Builder. She stood there with her hands outstretched as if in welcome. To her right was Doli, the Great Warrior, in her hunting gear with her hair tied up in a ponytail like mine and Korra's. Then, to Ama's left was the demure image of Migina, the Great Healer, wearing her betrothal necklace, allegedly the first one ever made.

Even though I knew these were just images of the legendary first Waterbenders and not really them, there was a strange feeling in the air of the room that made me feel as though Tarrlok and I were being watched. In that heavy silence I thought I heard faint whispers that seemed to emanate from the sculptures; it was rather unnerving, but I was strangely enthralled by it at the same time. I figured the incense must be getting to my head and turned to leave, Tarrlok following right behind me.

"You guys certainly took your time," said Mako.

"What are you talking about?" I retorted. "We were only in there for a few minutes."

"No, you were in there for almost half-an-hour. I checked on my watch."

"Time moves differently for the spirits," said Shaman Guyapi. "Often times, when I enter a shrine or even the main sanctuary it feels as though I've only been there a moment, but when I emerge Lomasi is there to berate me for being late to dinner."

Lomasi rolled her eyes as her father chuckled.

"Anyway, Dad," she said, "do you think Korra has finished talking with Ituha in the main sanctuary? I was hoping she'd be with us when we go to see the archives."

"Patience, Lomasi, I am sure Korra will join us in due course."

Lomasi huffed in annoyance but didn't press the matter.

"I'm surprised your wife didn't decide to join us today," Tarrlok said to the Shaman.

"Honovi is…preoccupied with other matters for the time being," Guyapi replied hesitantly.

"By which you mean she got another assignment from her office and is too busy to spend any time with her family," Lomasi said bitterly.

Shaman Guyapi gave a low sigh but didn't comment. It was well-known amongst our circle of friends that Lomasi's mother was very dedicated to her job and had to go away a lot; Lomasi always said she wasn't bothered by it, but we all know differently.

"Shall we continue with our tour, then?" Guyapi said, changing the subject.

We proceeded out of the room and back into the corridor.


Redbayly: Finally got this done. Took forever, I tell ya.

Toph: Now that you're out of school for a while, are you going to update more frequently?

Redbayly: I'm gonna try, but I still have another story that I promised to re-upload and continue.

Sokka: *Sarcastic* Oh, joy.

Redbayly: Anyway, here's an omake I thought up for your enjoyment. Oh, and could I please get some suggestions for future omakes? They won't be part of the main storyline, but I'll include them at the end if I like them enough.

Omake: (Set before Korra's birth, when Tonraq was attempting to court Senna)

It was late in the evening and nineteen-year-old Senna was thinking about Tonraq, that young man who had recently moved from the Northern Water Tribe. He was a bit arrogant, but Senna liked to think she'd knocked a bit of sense into him (quite literally) during their recent sparring match in Waterbending class. As she continued to remember her encounters with Tonraq, her mind wandered to how nice his smile was and how attractive he looked with his hair all disheveled after Waterbending practice earlier that day.

Senna was suddenly pulled from her musings when her brother Paytah suddenly burst into her room.

"Senna, look out your window," he said.

"Wha-"

"Look out your window," he insisted before pulling her up and leading her over to the window. "Prince Charming is throwing snowballs." He pointed down below to where the very familiar figure of Tonraq was standing, tossing snowballs up at the window of her room in an obvious attempt to get her attention.

"Tonraq?" Senna said incredulously. "Tonraq, what are you doing?"

Tonraq cleared his throat, pulled out a piece of paper and began to read a poem of his own creation.

"Oceans deep are in your eyes,

With just a glance, I'm yours.

Much better is the air when you walk by,

And the sun shines brighter when you smile.

I have heard songs of many kinds,

But your voice is the melody I love most.

A gentle soul with a warrior's strength,

And a heart as pure as gold.

Then let me learn, my love,

If your kisses are as sweet as I have dreamed.

For if you would give me just one chance,

I would make it last forever."

Paytah scowled as a sappy grin spread over his little sister's face; you could practically see little hearts flying around her head.

"You're not seriously listening to this drivel?" he demanded.

Senna gave a soft sigh and that cinched it.

"Dad!" Paytah called out.

Suddenly, an older man burst into the room.

"What's wrong?" he said frantically. "Is the Fire Nation attacking? Where's my boomerang? Is there an assassin in the house?"

"No, worse," Paytah replied. "Senna's got a suitor."

The old man was taken-aback for a moment before he narrowed his eyes.

"I'll get the machete."










25. Campfire Confessions


Just Like the Good Old Days

Redbayly: Hey, everyone, I'm back! 

Sokka: Nobody cares.

Aang: Sokka, lay off Red for once. It is New Year's after all.

Toph: That's right, which means it's soon going to be time for our annual New Year's booze-up.

Redbayly: I thought I said no booze at the New Year's party this year?

Everyone: *Bursts out laughing*

Sokka: *Wipes away a tear* Ah, that joke gets better every time you say it, Red.

Redbayly: Just do the spirits-damned disclaimer.

Sokka: Redbayly does not own Legend of Korra.

Campfire Confessions

Korra's POV:

Everything I'd experienced today was still vivid in my mind. After seeing the sanctuary, Ituha took me to a secondary shrine dedicated to the Sacred Seven, the first seven Avatars of the Southern Water Tribe. Huata, Ahanu, Kachina, Ehane, Migisi, Gagii, and Chilaili; all of them symbols of my tribe's history and culture, but also viewed with a certain degree of fear. Ituha had told me that not all of them were ready for their role as the Avatar and many of them made some very stupid decisions in their youth. While my tribe has had many other Avatars since the Sacred Seven, they are still regarded as the most significant because of what they managed to achieve. I only hope I can live up to their legacies and not make the same mistakes they made in their lifetimes.

"Korra, are you alright?" my mom asked. "You seem distracted."

"Oh, it's nothing, Mom," I replied.

My family was all currently sitting down to dinner at Aunt Kaliska's house. My aunt, even though she's Chief, always insisted on living amongst the regular people, just like my granddad did when he was alive. So, instead of a huge palace, she and my cousin live in this igloo that's only somewhat bigger than an average one.

"So, kiddo, what's the sanctuary look like?" Ciqala asked me.

"It's…it's pretty cool."

Ciqala gave me a curious look but shrugged it off. That's one of the things I always liked about my cousin, he knew when not to push things.

"You have a lovely home, Chief Kaliska," said Asami.

"Thank you," said my aunt, "but please, dear, call me Kali. I never really like it when people call me 'Chief Kaliska,' it makes me feel old. Yue, could you give me a hand in the kitchen?"

My two aunts headed off into the other room while the rest of us continued with dinner.

"Man, this Water Tribe grub is great," said Bolin through a mouthful of food. "I think it even tops Narook's. What is this stuff?"

"Whale testicles," Adsila replied.

There was a tense pause before we all burst out laughing.

"Don't worry, Bo, it's not really whale testicles," I said. "It's actually turtle-seal brains soaked in squid-crab ink and brine."

Bolin gave an indifferent shrug before filling his plate with more of the native dish. Odd, usually when we tell people what it is they freak out. Can't imagine why, though.

My aunts had just reentered the room when there was a knock at the door.

"If it's Liluye and Shada, tell them I moved to the Si Wong Desert," said Ciqala.

But it wasn't Liluye and Shada; it was Chief Unalaq.

"Oh, great, what are you doing here?" my dad snapped.

"I am simply here for a few words with Avatar Korra, if you don't mind," Unalaq retorted.

"I don't-"

"Oh for goodness sake, Tonraq," my mom said in annoyance. "Just let the man have his say and stop acting like such a child."

My dad gave an indignant huff and refused to look at anyone.

"What is it, Chief Unalaq?" I asked.

"I was hoping to begin your training tomorrow," he said. "There is a very important task that you need to complete before the winter solstice arrives."

He gave a very vague answer when I asked what the mission was. All that was decided was that I would meet with him tomorrow to get ready for a journey onto the tundra. By the time he left, I was getting an ominous feeling again.

"I don't trust him," my dad said at last.

"Come on, Tonraq, he's your brother," my aunt Yue insisted. "If you can't trust family, who can you trust?"

"Oh, you mean like your family up north who refuse to even acknowledge their Southern heritage?" asked my aunt Kaliska.

"That is completely irrelevant and I am appalled by your accusations!"

"Yeah, well I was pretty appalled myself when you didn't come home for years after you married Kohana. Do you know how much you hurt Dad when you refused to even visit?"

"That's not fair. You don't know anything about…"

"Whoa, whoa, whoa!" I shouted. "Is there something the rest of us should know about?"

"It's nothing," Aunt Yue insisted.

"Oh, sure it's nothing," Aunt Kaliska said dryly. "It's perfectly fine to run off with a guy Mom and Dad disliked and hardly ever speak to your tribe and family ever since."

"You still haven't forgiven me for marrying Kohana, have you?" said Aunt Yue with an annoyed huff.

"Well, owing to the fact that your elopement with that reprobate broke Dad's heart and left me, Mom, and Senna to look after him after his health started to fail, yeah, I kinda haven't."

"Are you blaming me for Dad's poor health?! You weren't exactly helping matters with your little 'emergency wedding' to Ahote, in case you've forgotten."

Uncle Paytah began snickering at my aunts' argument until Aunt Yue snapped.

"And you!" she declared, pointing towards him. "You were no better than I was! Traipsing around the Earth Kingdom doing who knows what. You know, one of your little 'adventures' in Ba Sing Se nearly caused an international incident that could have caused untold problems for our tribe."

"No more problems than what that bastard Unalaq is going to cause," Aunt Kaliska retorted. "I know he's up to something, yet you won't hear a word against him. All you care about now is your stupid job! Your job and that delinquent you married! You don't care about any of the rest of us, do you, Yue?! You don't care about the Southern Water Tribe, you don't care about us, why did you even bother coming here?"

"To make sure you all would be safe!" Aunt Yue shouted before slapping her hands over her mouth.

"What?" we all said in disbelief.

"I-I…I shouldn't have…I have to go…"

"Yue, wait!" Aunt Kaliska stopped her, grasping her wrist. "What do you mean 'make sure we would be safe'?"

"I…I can't…everyone have a good evening!" She yanked her hand out of Aunt Kaliska's grip and rushed out the door before any of us could stop her.

"What was that all about?" Tarro said after an awkward pause.

Noatak's POV:

Something was going on. It doesn't take a genius to figure it out. The fight between Yue and Chief Kaliska was unexpected, as was the little revelation about why things were so tense between them. No one pushed Chief Kaliska for more information about what happened, though I could tell it was news to a number of people present. And what did Yue mean about making sure we would all be safe? She clearly knew something was going on, but I doubted she would give anything up; after all, the woman is a diplomat.

Korra and I were getting ready for bed. We were all staying with Tonraq and Senna, and Korra and I were given our own room (under the condition that we wouldn't do anything 'unseemly').

"I can't believe I never knew," said Korra. "I know Aunt Yue only comes to visit a few times every year, but I didn't think there was anything other than diplomatic responsibilities that caused it. I've never seen my aunts fight like that. It was…"

"Scary?" I finished for her. She nodded and curled up next to me. "Whatever is going on, no matter what happens, I promise we'll get through it, Korra."

"We'll watch each other's back like we always do?"

I gave her a reassuring smile and kissed the top of her head. I know Korra is capable of looking after herself, but I will never let anything hurt her if I can help it.

My dreams were very disturbing that night. I kept seeing horrible things happening. I remembered holding a dying man in my arms and pleading with him not to die. I remembered stumbling upon a place where I found a young girl weeping; she looked badly beaten and her clothes were torn and stained with blood. I remembered watching on in horror as an island was completely destroyed by a volcano and knowing that someone I cared about was still on it.

I awoke from my nightmares in a cold sweat to find Korra missing.

"Korra?!" I yelled out frantically.

"I'm out here!" she called from the other room.

I let out a sigh of relief and started to get dressed.

It was only a dream, I assured myself. Just a very vivid dream. It was probably just the result of my concern for Korra's safety. Nothing more than that.

Upon entering the main room, I realized how early it was.

"That's strange," I said. "Usually we have to drag you out of bed first thing in the morning."

"Well, I'm eager to know what Unalaq can teach me about spirits," she said.

We were interrupted by a sleepy yawn from Tarrlok, who had just entered the room. He looked very disheveled and was clearly not happy about being up early.

"Morning, Blubber-Brains," I teased him, earning a scowl in response.

"You know you don't have to go with us, Tarro," Korra said.

"No, no," he said dismissively, "I said I would stick with you all and I'm not going to back down just because I have to get up at the crack of dawn."

Someone's being passive-aggressive, I thought amusedly.

After we all had gotten a quick bite to eat, we set off to meet up with Chief Unalaq. I wasn't sure why, but the thought of going on this 'journey' he mentioned last night was making me very apprehensive. While Korra spoke with Unalaq, I was helping Tarrlok and Mako to assemble the supplies; Bolin was supposed to meet up with us and Asami had another meeting with Varrick.

As I was working, I noticed Ciqala standing nearby; he waved at me and gestured for me to follow him.

"I'll be back in a sec," I said before walking over to him.

"Hey, can we talk for a minute?" Ciqala said to me. I gave a brief nod and he gestured to a patch of ground. We both sat next to each other and there was a moment of awkward silence. "I care about Korra," he said. "She's been more like a little sister to me than a cousin. I know that you love her and that you have every intention of ensuring that she will be happy. I respect that, I really do. It's just…it's kinda hard to see the little girl who beat me at arm-wrestling when she was only six years old as a young woman about to take such a big step in her life."

"I think I understand," I replied. "Sometimes it's hard for me to think of my brother as anyone other than a goofy kid. But I know that he's capable of making decisions about what is important to him and I know that, even if he doesn't need his big brother watching his back, he's still happy to have me around."

I turned and saw the young man smiling at me.

"I'm glad we understand each other." He then pulled something out of a bag he kept around his shoulder. He held out an object to me. It was an angular piece of metal that bore a tiny imprint of a wolf's head in the corner. "This boomerang belonged to my grandfather. It took him forever to find it after he lost it in battle years ago. I think…I think he'd be happy if you had it. It would make sense that someone who's sworn to protect not just the Avatar but Chief Sokka's granddaughter should carry this. Put it to good use."

Hesitantly, I accepted the archaic weapon. As my hand touched the cold metal, I felt a strange surge; like the spirit of the original owner had placed his hand on top of mine to recognize the "passing of the torch." Well, I suppose in this case it would be the passing of the boomerang.

"Thanks, Ciqala," I said. "This is really-"

"Ciqala! Where are you?!" came two female voice.

"Crap!" Ciqala exclaimed. "See ya later, Noak!" He then made a mad dash in the other direction.

I stowed the boomerang in my bag before heading off to rejoin the group. Korra had finally come back, along with Naga, whom she was currently saddling.

"I thought you said Bolin was coming?" she said to Mako.

"He said he'd be here," Mako replied.

"I'm sure he's fine," I said, getting their attention. "We got everything we need?"

"I think so," Korra said as she mounted Naga. She then glanced over her shoulder and I noticed that Chief Kaliska had also decided to join our little group. "My aunt said there's no way she's letting Unalaq take us out onto the tundra without her there. Frankly, I'm actually kind of relieved; my aunt knows the land better than most and it's always a good idea to have more people helping out."

That was when we were interrupted by the arrival of a snowmobile. It was Tonraq, and he didn't look too happy.

"Tonraq, what do you want?" Unalaq said testily.

"I heard you're taking Korra to the South Pole," he replied. "I'm coming."

"Absolutely not! You're a distraction to Korra and a hindrance to what needs to be done."

"And what exactly 'needs to be done'?" asked Chief Kaliska suspiciously.

"That is none of your concern at the moment."

"It is if you're going to be messing around in my tribe's territory."

Unalaq eyed Tonraq and Chief Kaliska angrily.

"It's people like you who have put the Spirit World out of balance," he said. "You've ignored my warnings in the past and haven't learned since."

"What happened in the past?" asked Korra.

"It doesn't matter," said Tonraq. "What matters is the Everstorm."

"The Everstorm?" inquired Mako.

"It's a blizzard that's battered the South Pole for decades." Tonraq then turned back to Unalaq. "I'm coming, unless you think you can stop me."

The two men glared at each other before we were suddenly interrupted by the arrival of two figures. One was Bolin on a snowmobile of his own and the other was Lomasi who was driving a sled pulled by several arctic dogs.

"Sorry we're late," said Lomasi. "I'm sure you're surprised I decided to join you."

"We are, but we're more than happy for you to come, Lomasi," said Tarrlok.

"Well, I just figured you all would need someone who knows about the creepy things lurking out there on the tundra. You know, the Wendigos, Corrupter-Spirits, and Shadow Men."

"Wendigos?" said Korra.

"Corrupter-Spirits?" I said.

"And Shadow Men," Lomasi finished.

"Oh my," Tarrlok muttered.

"Uh, so, anyway," Mako spoke up. "Bolin, where'd you get the ride?"

"Varrick," Bolin answered enthusiastically. "He's awesome! He also gave me this fancy snowsuit. It's inflatable, with an internal heater, emergency beacon, and food pouches. I mean, if get lost, I can survive in this thing for like a month." He reached into the snowsuit to get something. "Who wants some freeze-dried cucumberquats? Nobody?...Did we interrupt a conversation?"

"No, the conversation is over," said Korra. She turned to her father. "Dad, come if you want, just don't interfere with my training." Korra gave me a hand as I climbed up onto Naga behind her.

Tarrlok's POV:

We'd been traveling all day. The sun had long since sunk beneath the horizon and the temperature was dropping rapidly. There had been a number of arguments, mainly involving Tonraq and the two chieftains.

"You know, ever since we got back to the Southern Water Tribe I've noticed something," I said.

"Like what?" Noatak asked.

"Well, I came to the realization that this place is fricking freezing!"

"Ha! Don't tell me you've gone soft, Tarro," said Lomasi. "This weather is like a mild chill on an otherwise balmy day." Her face lit up in a grin and she began singing some ancient Water Tribe song. As she sang I translated the lyrics in my head.

"Wind blowing through the hills,

Heya, my cousins, come home,

Carrying with it the spirits of old,

Heya, heya, come home.

Kangee circling overhead,

His comforting wings outstretched,

Going to bring back our warriors,

Going to bring them home.

Moon shining bright in the midnight sky,

Heya, my cousins, come home,

She glides through it to light your way,

Heya, heya, come home.

The Red Panther Lady there to keep you safe,

Coahoma is her name,

Her claws are ready to defend,

She tears down the Southerners' foes.

The oceans churn and teem with life,

Heya, my cousins, come home,

Waiting for the fishermen to return,

Heya, heya, come home."

I stopped trying to translate it. The lyrics sound much better when I hear them in the original language. I got distracted from Lomasi's singing when I happened to overhear a conversation between Korra and Chief Unalaq.

"So once we get to the South Pole, what happens?" Korra asked.

"You will open an ancient spirit portal," he answered.

"I'm sorry, what now?"

"At the South Pole there is a portal that connects our world to the Spirit World, but it has long been closed."

"Maybe it was for a good reason," said Chief Kaliska adamantly. "That ever occur to you, Chief Unalaq?"

"Your input is neither wanted nor needed, Chief Kaliska."

"Like Naraka it is. You just expect her to believe that some portal she's never even heard of that only you seem to know about is the answer to the attacks from all those evil spirits?"

"As I have told you in the past, Chief Kaliska, there are no evil spirits. There is Light and Dark in all of them; however, when they are unbalanced, Darkness takes over."

"You really are a moron if you believe that." She turned to Korra. "Korra, please don't listen to that garbage. There are evil spirits as much as there are genuinely evil human beings. And no, Chief Unalaq, I am not preaching a black and white morality," she replied to the argument he was about to make. "About thirty years ago, a man was arrested for kidnapping, torturing, and killing young women. When he was on trial, do you know what he said? He said: 'I was born with evil inside of me. I know what I did to those girls was evil and will condemn me to Naraka when I die. But if I were set free I would continue to do it. I do it because it's what makes me who I am.' Now, tell me that guy isn't evil?"

"Humans and spirits are different," Unalaq insisted. "The spirits would not be violent if they were appeased."

"You try saying that when a Wendigo shows up and tries to eat your flesh."

Chief Unalaq glared at her before turning back to Korra.

"Avatar Korra, if you can open the portal in time then balance will be restored and the spirit attacks will stop."

"What do you mean 'in time'?"

"There is a reason the Glacier Spirits Festival ends on the winter solstice. That's when the Spirit World and the physical world are close together. Only then can the Avatar open the portal. We cannot afford to wait another year."

"What do you mean 'another year'?" snapped Chief Kaliska. "There's another solstice in six months."

"I stand corrected, but it is important that the portal is opened as soon as possible. The winter solstice is tomorrow and-"

"Another correction to your flawed logic. The winter solstice would be tomorrow if we were going by Northern time. However, you are overlooking the time that is gained from the distance between the two Poles. Your Glacier Spirits Festival actually starts seven days before the Festival of Lights, which is celebrated directly on the winter solstice. So, technically, we still have just under five days before the solstice ends. Rather fortunate as the journey to the South Pole is long and hard. Of course, if worse comes to worse and we end up having to eat each other to survive, I motion that you be the first one we off."

"Chief Kaliska, with all due respect, I find you a repugnant individual."

"Same here, Chief Jerkbender."

The wind was starting to pick up. The animals that most of us were riding began to act skittish. That's when we saw the malevolent-looking figures in the storm.

"What are those?" Bolin said nervously.

"Dark spirits," Korra replied.

"Let's keep moving," said Tonraq. "We have to find a safe place to set up camp."

Noatak's POV:

It wasn't long until we got to a cave and set up for the night. I really did not like being out here; something kept telling me we should turn around and go straight home. Everyone was on edge.

Suddenly, the air was pierced by a horrible cry.

"Help!" the voice shrieked. "Someone help me!"

Korra shot up but Lomasi held her by the wrist and tried to pull her back.

"No one go out there!" she shouted.

"There's someone in trouble," Korra insisted. "We have to help!"

"It's a trick, Korra!"

"Help me!" the voice wailed on. "Please! I'm so cold!"

"No one speak to it!" Lomasi insisted. "You grant it access and it will kill us all."

I helped her pull Korra back to her seat as the voice continued its crying.

"What do you mean it's a trick?" said Korra. "It sounds like someone's hurt."

"That's just what the Wendigo wants you to think," said Chief Kaliska. "Trust me, Korra. If you go out there, that thing will kill you."

"Surely you're overreacting, Chief Kaliska," said Unalaq.

"I most certainly am not. The Wendigo is a nasty creature. It has many methods of killing its prey, but its favorite is to lure an unwary person into its clutches. It devours the flesh of the victim and wears the person's skin as a disguise. It then walks back to the group or hunting party and pretends to be that person. It then waits until everyone else is asleep and then…" She made a slicing motion across her throat.

"We've had Wendigos out here since the beginning of the tribe," Lomasi added. "They're supposed to be agents of the South's greatest enemy, the demoness Hakidonmuya."

"You've had a few brushes with them yourself, haven't you, Tonraq?"

Tonraq looked at the fire with a somber expression.

"Twice," he replied. "I was out on hunting trips. I was the only survivor the first time and had to be put under guard for several days before they believed I wasn't the Wendigo wearing a skin."

The sound of the Wendigo was slowly fading, as though it realized none of us were buying its charade.

"But the Dark spirits that we've seen don't seem to be like Wendigos," said Korra. "Why are they attacking?"

"Can we not talk about Dark spirits?" asked Bolin pleadingly.

"My brother doesn't like ghost stories," Mako explained.

Eska turned to Bolin.

"I will protect you, my feeble turtle-duck," she said in that eerie monotone.

"Thank you."

"Sadly, this isn't a ghost story," said Unalaq. "This is real. The spirits are angry because he's here." He shot a glance at Tonraq. "Haven't you ever wondered how your father ended up in the South Pole?" he said to Korra. "Why he's never taken you to visit his homeland in the North?"

"Unalaq, this is not the time!" Tonraq retorted.

"You're right. You should have told her a long time ago."

"Told me what?" Korra asked.

Tonraq gave a defeated sigh.

"I left the North Pole because…I was banished."

"You were banished from the North? Why?"

"Because I almost destroyed the entire tribe." He paused for a moment. "Twenty years ago, I was a general in the Northern Water Tribe, sworn to protect my people. My troops and I were stationed several miles outside the city walls when Unalaq came and reported that the capital was under attack by a horde of barbarians. No one is certain where they came from, but it is suspected that they were descendants of the Fire Nation troops that attacked the North during the infamous siege that managed to escape but never got back to the Fire Nation. I drove them out of the city and deep into the frozen tundra. We tracked them into an ancient forest. Many believed this forest was the home to spirits, and the barbarians retreated there because they thought we wouldn't attack on such hallowed grounds. They thought wrong.

"We captured the barbarians, but in the process, we destroyed the forest. I didn't realize the consequences of what I had done. By destroying the forest, I unknowingly let loose angry spirits. They threatened to destroy everything, the entire city. Unalaq was able to guide the spirits back to the forest, but the damage had been done. For being the cause of so much devastation, my father banished me from the Northern Water Tribe in shame. That's when I came to the South and started a new life."

Tonraq hung his head in sorrow.

I wasn't sure what to think about this. The man I had come to see as a father had nearly destroyed an entire tribe. I knew I should feel resentment against him for his folly, but I couldn't bring myself to. I had committed my fair share of mistakes. Who was I to judge him for decisions made in the arrogance of youth?

"Whoa," Bolin spoke up, "so you were supposed to be chief, but then he became chief. No wonder you guys don't like each other." Mako elbowed his brother. "Ow, what? Isn't that what happened?"

"I can't believe you kept this from me!" Korra shouted, standing up angrily.

"I was protecting you from the shame I brought on the family," Tonraq replied.

"Why do you keep hiding things from me and then tell me that it's for my own protection?! I'm tired of you protecting me!"

"Korra, stop!" I exclaimed. I stood up and took her by the hand. "Excuse us for a moment," I said to everyone.

"Don't go off too far," I heard Lomasi caution us as I led Korra outside the cave to talk.

Once we were out of hearing range, I turned to face her.

"Look," I said, "I know it was wrong for him to keep something like that hidden for so long, but, please, don't just turn your own father away like that." She wasn't meeting my eyes so I placed my hand under her chin. "Hey, look at me." Korra's eyes locked onto mine and I could see how angry and hurt she was. "I know it bothers you when people act like you can't defend yourself, but what your father did was as much for himself as it was for you. Remember how hard it was for me to tell you about who I really was?"

"That's different…"

"I don't think so. What happened all those years ago is clearly a painful subject for him and I actually think it took a lot for him to tell you even now. And remember, Korra, if your father hadn't come down here then he never would have met your mother. I know he hasn't made the best choices, but everything he's done he's done out of love for you. I wish my own father had loved me half as much."

I could see tears starting to form in her eyes but she quickly rubbed them out. I know she hates being seen as weak.

"Korra, if your father really thought you were helpless, would he have let us go to Republic City?"

"He only did that because you and Tarro were with me."

"In the old timeline, you came to Republic City alone."

I could sense her anger fading as her heartbeat slowed. I really hoped she looked past what her father had done.

"Come on," I said. "Let's get back to the campfire, it's freezing out here."

Tarrlok's POV:

I watched my brother and Korra sit down again; Noatak had an arm wrapped around her shoulders. There was a tense silence in the air for several minutes.

"You know, the story doesn't end there," Chief Kaliska spoke up. "I suppose that's where my family shows up. It was several months after Tonraq's banishment before he arrived in the South."

Flashback:

Tonraq was standing on the deck of his ship, looking up at the night sky.

"Tonraq, you should get some sleep," said a gruff-looking man.

"I'm not tired," Tonraq replied.

"You know you don't have to face this alone. We've been friends since we were children and I am not going to abandon you."

"Thank you, Hakan."

Hakan took another look at Tonraq before walking back towards the galley where he was greeted by another man, one with shaggy brown hair that hung over his eyes.

"He still moping?" the new man asked.

"Wouldn't you?" said Hakan. "He just lost his home and everything he's ever known. I just wish he'd say something, Len."

"Eh, what are you gonna do?" Len said with a shrug. "He'll talk when he's ready. Big oaf never did go for the 'talk about your feelings' crap." Len pulled out a flute and began to play a gentle melody.

"I just don't like seeing my best friend like this. There's got to be something we can do."

"You can start by not talking about me behind my back."

The two men were startled as Tonraq appeared in the doorway. His expression was blank, just as it had been since they left the North Pole.

"Tonraq, we, um…" Hakan faltered.

"Skip it," Tonraq said. "No one bother me, I want to be left alone." He marched across the room and into his private quarters.

"Eh, he'll be fine," Len thought aloud. "All he has to do is see a Southern Water Tribe girl and he'll forget all about missing home."

"Southern girls are really as pretty as they say?" asked Hakan.

"You know it. But they're very strong-willed and, uh, can be vicious when provoked." Len rolled up his sleeve to reveal several long gashes. "Southern chick did that to me when I made some stupid comment about girls being incapable of fighting. I'm just lucky the dame didn't decide to cut something off, which she would have done and not lost a wink of sleep over."

"He's gonna get his ass kicked on the first day by a girl half his size, isn't he?" Hakan said with a resigned sigh.

"Yup."

Tarrlok's POV:

"Now, things had been going well at the Southern Water Tribe since the end of the war," Chief Kaliska explained. "My dad had taken up the title of chief after my grandfather got so old he decided to retire. I was almost twenty when we moved back home from Republic City. Few years later and my mom gave birth to my baby sister, Senna. Senna was always tough, even as a little kid, and she was the pride of the family. Everyone just seems to get along with her. Wish I could say as much about myself. I was the 'problem child' I guess; well, until Yue ran off with Kohana, then everything I did never seemed so bad.

"Well, anyway, Senna was always quite popular. She and her friends could walk around town and everyone knew who they were. Let me see, it was Honovi, Nituna, Algoma, and Chepi; the four of them followed Senna and always seemed to try to be like her. Honovi and Algoma were the only other Waterbenders in the group and would go with Senna to practice every afternoon. It was on one such day that a certain banished prince showed up."

Flashback:

"I told you, guys, I don't want to go to Waterbending practice," Tonraq declared as his friends dragged him to the dojo. Well, more like pushed him towards the dojo. "I'm already a master Waterbender, what do I need practice for?"

Hakan and Len exchanged exasperated looks.

"Come on, just do it, man," Len said. "You've been in a sour mood since we got here last night. Just go in there and blow off some steam or whatever."

"We're going to arrange a meeting with the Southern chief to ask about immigrating here," added Hakan. "Please, Tonraq, just try to get along with the locals. With luck this place is going to be where we spend the rest of our lives."

Tonraq glared at his friends and muttered something about wishing he was back home where everyone used to worship the ground he walked on.

"Oh, right, that was before I nearly destroyed the city," he thought.

Tonraq turned and entered into the Waterbending dojo where a large group of very attractive women were practicing their forms. The leader of the group noticed his entrance.

"If you're one of Chesmu's lackeys, tell him that I'm still not interested," she said. 

Tonraq took a good look at the girl and realized she was the prettiest one in the room. She was very petite but clearly had some muscle tone under her clothes. She had long, dark (almost black) hair that she kept tied on either side of her head. Her big, bright eyes were the most remarkable shade of aqua-blue he had ever seen.

"I don't know who this Chesmu guy is," said Tonraq. "I'm just looking for a place where I can get a little workout."

"Well, you're in the right place, then," she said. "You must be new around here. Usually, this time is reserved for women to train."

"Heh, I guess that means you don't get enough opportunity to check out the competition."

"Excuse me?"

"Well, it's just that if you girls can't see how much better the men are at fighting you won't really know how to improve."

The woman's eyes narrowed dangerously.

"I guess it's something for us to be mindful of," she said dryly. "After all, us poor, fragile, Southern girls against some big tough guy like you; we wouldn't stand a chance."

"Yes, but don't feel too bad," said Tonraq obliviously. "I mean, I am the best Waterbender in the Northern Water Tribe."

"Wow, best Waterbender, huh? In the whole Northern Water Tribe? Maybe you'd be so kind as to give us a little demonstration?"

"Oh, well, I don't know…"

"Come on, girls! Don't you want him to show us how it's done?"

The other female Waterbenders all giggled deviously and nodded.

"Okay," said Tonraq smugly. "You talked me into it. Now, you stand right there. This might be kinda tough, but try to block me…"

Tonraq sent a blast of water at her that she quickly deflected.

"You go, Senna!" shouted one of the other girls.

"Uh, good," Tonraq said uncertainly, "but I was going easy on you."

"Sure you were," Senna replied with a smirk.

With that, the fighting recommenced until Tonraq was left prone on the floor, his ankle tied to his wrist.

Tarrlok's POV:

I was shocked. Even I had never been that suicidal.

"You can imagine what Senna said when she got home that evening," Chief Kaliska continued. "We were all sitting down to dinner when Tonraq and his two buddies show up to talk about their request to immigrate to our tribe."

"I certainly wasn't expecting to see the girl who beat me up earlier that day," said Tonraq. "Although, I admit I kind of deserved it."

"Yes, you really did," said Chief Unalaq with a harsh smirk, causing the two men to glare at each other again.

"Anyway," said Chief Kaliska impatiently, "Tonraq actually cleaned up his act more quickly than expected and even apologized for his behavior. After that, Tonraq and Senna became friends fairly quickly. It wasn't too long before the two decided to get married. Of course, Tonraq wanted to make his membership in the Southern Water Tribe official rather than just marrying into it."

"What did you do, Dad?" Korra asked, speaking for the first time since her tirade.

"I went through a Southern initiation ceremony," Tonraq replied solemnly. "It's called the Healing and Rebirth."

"I know what happens in that," said Lomasi. "It's a seven day rite wherein the initiate symbolically casts off his or her former heritage and is adopted into a clan."

"Exactly. On the first day, I had to march to the Temple while onlookers were instructed to shout abuse at me to remind me that I was an outsider at the time. None of them meant what they said as far as I know, but the practice is there to keep the person receiving it humble. That was the first time I was allowed into the Temple sanctuary. I was instructed to meditate at the foot of the statue and it made me realize all the mistakes I made. On the second day, I was told to go on a Vision Quest as it is a rite of passage for all Southerners."

"Why didn't you let me go on one, then?" Korra demanded.

"I tried to. That was something I wanted you to experience, but the White Lotus had decided it was too dangerous and stopped me from letting you. Just like they stopped me from taking you ice-dodging."

I saw Korra look down thoughtfully. I remembered how disappointed she was when she found out we weren't going ice-dodging.

"The Vision Quest was one of the most intense things I have ever experienced," Tonraq continued. "I still remember it. It was on the morning of the fifth day. I had been in that cave since the evening of the second without food or water. That was when I saw it…"

Flashback:

Tonraq was shivering in the cold. The small fire he'd made to keep himself warm was going out and he was starting to wonder if he'd even get out of this alive. Suddenly, the cold seemed to disappear. Tonraq felt warmth creeping up through him and he suddenly felt more alert than he'd ever been before.

He looked out at the storm and noticed a glinting light. As he looked closer, he saw that the light was a lantern being held by a little girl who was riding on the back of a giant polar bear-dog. The child looked up at him as she drew closer and Tonraq saw that her eyes were the same shade of blue as Senna's.

That's when the little girl spoke in a rich tone that was far too mature for someone of her age.

"You have been tried, you have been tested, and you have been found worthy," she said. She held up the lantern. "I am the light that shines through the darkness. I see into the hearts of all my children. You, Tonraq of the North, are now a son of the South."

With that, the child turned the polar bear-dog around and disappeared into the storm. Tonraq shot back into awareness and immediately began his long trek back to the Temple where he related everything he had seen. Prophetess Ituha and the Shaman who preceded Guyapi, a man named Aditsan, told him that he had been claimed by the totem spirit of the Polar Bear-Dog Clan and that he was destined for a great honor in his life.

Tarrlok's POV:

"The Shaman and Prophetess always know when someone lies to them," said Tonraq. "And they knew that I was telling them the truth. The day after I came back from the Vision Quest, I underwent a ritual healing to ensure I wasn't harmed from my experience. On the night after that, I was again processed to the Temple, this time escorted by the Southern chief, the man who would soon become my father-in-law. During that ceremony, I was officially declared a member of the Southern Water Tribe and the head of the long-dead Polar Bear-Dog Clan."

"And, of course, you married my little sister and the rest is history," Chief Kaliska finished. "So, I guess, things didn't turn out so bad for you after all, did they, Tonraq?"

"I think I'm much happier here than I was up North. The South is my home and I wouldn't change that even if I could." Tonraq shot one last hard look at his brother.

"Well, as much…fun as hearing stories around the campfire is," said Lomasi, "perhaps we should all turn in for the night. We've got a lot of ground to cover tomorrow."

Everyone was silent as we all began to go to our separate corners for the night. Korra still didn't say anything else to her father and simply fell asleep against my brother. I wasn't really aware that Lomasi was sleeping next to me until I felt her head fall against my shoulder. I managed to catch myself before I let out a startled yelp of surprise. As I looked at her resting there, I realized just how pretty she was.

Get ahold of yourself, I thought. You have the mentality of a man in his late thirties to early forties and she's a sixteen-year-old. You should not think that way.

I simply did my best to ignore that Lomasi was leaning against me and allowed myself to drift off to sleep as I watched the snow blowing violently past the cave entrance.


Redbayly: Finally got this done. Been working on it all day. So, I was recently re-watching some episodes from the original series and something struck me in the episode "Zuko Alone." When Zuko was helping to repair the roof of the barn and that kid Lee kept asking Zuko questions about his past, Lee's father said "It's not nice to bother someone about things he might not want to talk about. A man's past is his business." I felt that sort of resonates with what happened regarding Tonraq's confession and how Korra was all angry because he hadn't told her sooner.

Toph: Hey, Red, are you coming to the party or not? *Takes a swig from a bottle* 

Redbayly: In a moment, Toph. Say, how much have you had to drink?

Toph: Don't worry your pretty little head about how much I've had to drink. Why don't you go make some brownies or something?

Redbayly: You know, Toph, if you were a guy and had said that then I would accuse you of being sexist.

Toph: Whatever.

Sokka: Come on! We don't want to miss the big countdown!

Redbayly: Sokka, that's not for another three hours.

Sokka: There's no such thing as starting too early, now hurry up!

Redbayly: *Sigh* While we enjoy our New Year's party, please enjoy some omakes.


Omake: (Just a little moment I don't think I can work into the main story)

Adsila turned her head slowly so that she was looking right at Eska and Desna and a rather sinister grin spread over her face.

"If you are what you eat, I could be you by morning," she said.

Eska and Desna exchanged an uncertain glance and scooted a few feet away from the manically grinning Earthbender.


Omake: (Tonraq meets Guyapi for the first time)

"You seem troubled, stranger."

"I've been through a lot in the past few months," said Tonraq. "At the moment, I'm not even sure who I am anymore. I've lost everything I once thought made me who I was. But now…"

"That is quite the conundrum," Guyapi said, stroking his beard. "Let me tell you this, though; there's no problem you have that can't be solved with a little bit of this." He held up half of some strange green plant.

"What is it?"

"We've named it peyote, but you probably know it more distinctly as cactus juice."


Omake: (Tonraq's official initiation ceremony.)

He was currently sitting inside a tent, waiting for it all to start. Tonraq took a calming breath and held his hand up to his face. His skin was still smooth from where he'd shaved off his beard; he'd been required to do so as part of the ceremony as Southern men were only allowed to grow beards if they had done something worthy of respect.

He heard the tent-flaps open and looked up into the kind face of the Southern chieftain. Chief Sokka had become a father-figure to him since his arrival in the South; especially since his own father clearly didn't care enough not to banish him.

"Are you ready?" Chief Sokka asked.

"I am," Tonraq replied.

Chief Sokka held up a small bowl of black war-paint and drew several markings on Tonraq's face before setting the bowl down and motioning for Tonraq to follow him.

Tonraq followed him up the long pathway to the Temple. Everyone had come out for the event. All the clan leaders were dressed up in their ceremonial clothes and chanting. There were two lines of warriors in full battle-gear, each line stood on either side of the path. For a brief moment, Tonraq looked into the crowd and noticed Senna; she was dressed in wolfskin and had never looked lovelier.

He continued to follow up the steps to the courtyard in front of the Temple where the sacred pyre burned brightly. Chief Sokka accepted a knife from the Shaman and passed it to Tonraq. Tonraq, remembering what he had been instructed to do, held his hand just over the top of the flames and slit his palm with the knife. The sound of the music below was growing louder but Tonraq suddenly felt a sharp sting in his hand and yanked it back. When he examined the cut, he noticed that the wound had sealed shut and the blood dried. For a fleeting moment, Tonraq thought he saw the image of two large eyes shimmering in the flames of the pyre but shook himself back into reality.

He knelt down as Chief Sokka approached holding a small box. From the box, the chief removed a large, ceremonial necklace; it was carved from bone into a hexagonal shape and contained several smaller circles within it while the string it was attached to was decorated with animal teeth.

"By the will of Setna and the Southern guardians," proclaimed Chief Sokka, "I name you, Tonraq, as a son of Eyanosa, father of the Polar Bear-Dog Clan." He placed the necklace around Tonraq's head. "Arise, Tonraq, brother of the Southern Water Tribe."

Tonraq stood amidst the cheers and adulations of the people below. He was finally in a real home, a place where people accepted him in spite of his mistakes. And Tonraq planned to make the most of his opportunity for his new life, he would make every second there count.

(If you want to know what the people chanting sounded like, look up "Sioux Honoring Song" on YouTube; it's what I imagined Tonraq's initiation ceremony to and sounds incredible.)


Omake: (When Senna was a little girl, she and her siblings got into all manner of mischief. This particular omake is the result of watching too much Grim Adventures of Billy and Mandy)

Kaliska was lounging in a hammock humming as she read an ancient tome she had borrowed from the archives.

"Hi, Kali!" an enthusiastic voice shouted, causing the young woman to become startled and for her hammock to spin out of control before dumping her harshly in the snow. It was Paytah, Kaliska's annoying little brother, who had shouted.

The ancient document hit the ground with a thump, drawing Paytah's attention.

"Oooooh," he said in awe. As he reached over to pick it up, Kaliska swatted his hand and yanked the book away.

"No!" she said firmly. "You are not to touch this. It is not meant for the eyes of man, or idiots. The Spirit Book is the official, illustrated handbook of the Spirit World." She gave his hand another swat and clambered back into her hammock to continue reading.

That's when little, eight-year-old Senna approached.

"Kali, it's time for that manicure you promised me," said Senna. "Let's go."

"What? Now? But I was just getting into my-"

"Now," Senna repeated in a threatening tone before crossing her arms and scowling up at her eldest sibling.

Kaliska gave a resigned sigh.

"Fine." Kaliska dropped the book into the hammock and followed after Senna, still grumbling about her quiet time being interrupted.

Unfortunately, leaving a curious, twelve-year-old boy like Paytah alone with The Spirit Book was probably not a good idea. In a matter of minutes, Paytah had snatched up the tome, raced to the basement of the family's igloo, and began reading. However, he soon reached a page that began to illuminate the room in an eerie, greenish light.

Meanwhile, outside…

"Done," Kaliska said.

Senna inspected her nails and gave a short nod.

"Mhmm, adequate."

Just then, the air was rent by a horrific scream.

"That sounded like Paytah," said Senna. "He must've gotten himself stuck in the sea-prune jar again."

Kaliska, however, was overcome with a terrible realization.

"The Spirit Book!" she exclaimed.

The two quickly made their way back towards the house.

"Stupid boy," Kaliska grumbled. "He's probably fine…"

That notion was killed stone-dead, however, as they were accosted by the floating figure of their brother. His hair had come out of its wolftail, his eyes were glowing a malevolent green, and he was carrying The Spirit Book.

"You!" he declared, pointing at Kaliska. "Give me the Pendant of Setna!" He was referring to the sacred medallion that Kaliska wore around her neck, an ancient artifact that had once belonged to Avatar Setna, the foundress of the Southern Water Tribe.

"My pendant?" said Kaliska. "Why do you want that?"

"I require it for a ritual to open an inter-dimensional portal so that I may summon my master Yog-Sothoth," he replied.

"Yog-Sothoth? Is that some type of Fire Nation dessert?"

"Fool! He is an entity far beyond your comprehension! You will give me the pendant!"

"I will do no such thing, Paytah," Kaliska asserted.

"Then…suffer!" Paytah shouted, slamming The Spirit Book down onto her head, hard, and stealing the pendant while she was disoriented. He then turned and floated away, whistling cheerily.

Senna slowly walked around the prone form of her sister, just as Kaliska was lifting her head back up off the ground.

"Wow, you sure showed him," Senna said dryly.

"I must get the book back so that I can figure out how to fix this," said Kaliska.

"Obviously Paytah's too powerful for you to take on now, Kali. Alone, anyway." Senna marched over to the public telephone. "Operator, get me number 665." She waited for a moment for the line to be connected. "Hello, yeah, come on over." She then hung up the phone and began to wait.

"Who were you just calling?" Kaliska asked.

She didn't have to wait long to find out, though, as a sled driven by a burly young man with long, dark brown hair knocked her over. The man himself leapt off the sled and tackled her before she could get up.

"What are you up to now?" the man demanded as he held a whale-tooth dagger to Kaliska's face.

"Nothing, you lunatic," she answered sharply.

The man paused over her statement for a moment before shouting: "LIAR!" He then grabbed her by the front of her parka and began ramming her head against the ground repeatedly.

The two continued in their brawl until the man had Kaliska in a headlock, during which she bit down onto his arm, making him yell out in pain. The fight only stopped when Senna sent a blast of water at them.

"Will you two stop flirting?" Senna demanded. "Ahote, this is not what I called you for. Kaliska is not the problem."

This was not the first time Ahote had attacked and/or done serious bodily harm to Kaliska. When they first met, Ahote had somehow come under the impression that Kaliska was a demonic skin-walker posing as the eldest daughter of the beloved chief of the Southern Water Tribe. Even after he had been dissuaded from his delusions, Ahote maintained a level of fanatic paranoia in regards to the young woman.

"Huh?" Ahote said, unconvinced. He untangled his arm from around Kaliska's throat, causing her to fall to the ground with a thud, and approached the diminutive Waterbender. "Well, what is the problem, then?'

"Oh, I dunno, maybe that." Senna pointed towards the family's igloo which had flattened out into a greenish mess before shooting up again only to resemble an evil-looking ancient temple.

"So it's not normally like that, huh?" Ahote said. After a brief pause, Ahote began to walk towards the house. "You kids stay close behind me. I'll do the talking."

Together, the three of them entered the structure where they were greeted by the disturbing sight of bizarre-looking dark spirits floating or crawling around.

Ahote let out a gasp.

"Oh yeah, this definitely looks like the work of Yog-Sothoth," he said. "Yog is a supernatural being from another dimension. Bad stuff's gonna go down."

Suddenly, the sound of maniacal laughter filled the air as Paytah levitated down from above them. Paytah pointed to the floor in front of them.

"Look below!" A swirling, evil vortex had opened up in the ground and from within its depths a monstrous creature seemed to be emerging.

Ahote let out a war-cry and tried to attack the possessed boy, only to end up smacked against the wall.

"Muahahahaha! You'll soon learn respect for…huh?" Paytah was startled when Kaliska swiped the book out of his hands while he was gloating.

Kaliska quickly scanned the book for information on how to stop what was happening.

"The only way to seal the portal is to throw the book itself into it!" she exclaimed.

Kaliska tossed the ancient tome towards the portal only for it to be snatched out of the air by Paytah. Paytah laughed again and then swallowed the book whole. He then descended so that he was standing at the edge of the vortex, right in front of Senna.

"Okay," she said calmly. "Later, Paytah." She then pushed her startled brother into the portal which snapped closed as the house instantly returned to normal.

When all was restored, the three found themselves standing in the basement. A thump from upstairs indicated that Senna and Kaliska's parents had been released from the clutches of a malevolent monster that had been seconds away from devouring them.

"Great work, kid," Ahote said to Senna. "You saved the whole world from total destruction. You do realize that you've sentenced Paytah to an eternity in another dimension, though, right?"

"We all have to make sacrifices," Senna replied with an indifferent shrug.

Just then, the portal reopened a fraction and Paytah was tossed back out before it sealed back up again.

"They didn't want me," Paytah said sadly.

"Well, I guess that makes you a total loser," Ahote said with a laugh.

Paytah gleefully joined in laughing with the older man as the two sisters exchanged a look and headed back upstairs.

"What on earth have you kids been up to?" asked their very shaken mother.

Kaliska and Senna exchanged another look before nodding in agreement.

"It's all Paytah's fault."










26. Twisted Every Way


Just Like the Good Old Days
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Twisted Every Way

Third Person POV:

Many miles north in the Petola mountain range, a young Airbender had entered the sacred sanctuary of the great Southern Air Temple. Ten-year-old Jinora wasn't sure what was going on, but it was as if something was calling her there. Slowly, she climbed up to the highest part of the shrine and looked up to see an elaborate mural on the ceiling. She couldn't make out all the details of the work, but she was able to determine the main images. There was a central circular panel in which was depicted a young man in rustic clothes; the backdrop appeared to be white with swirling, light blue patterns. Encompassing the main panel were four other ones, each holding the image of a young woman from one of the four nations. Jinora looked intently at the images which suddenly seemed to have an ethereal glow about them; the eyes of the man turned white, the Waterbender's eyes a vivid blue, the Earthbender's a luminous green, the Firebender's a piercing red, and the Airbender's a golden yellow.

Jinora stumbled back in surprise and nearly bumped into a statue she hadn't noticed before. Distracted, she turned to see the tall figure of a Water Tribe woman, whose gaze was directed up towards the images on the ceiling.

"Which Avatar is this?" Jinora thought aloud.

There was something very familiar about the woman. She appeared to be dressed in fine clothes, her hair was down except for a topknot held in place by a lotus-shaped crown and hair-loopies like Jinora's grandmother's, and around her neck was what looked like a betrothal necklace engraved with the image of a lotus rising from a crescent moon. Despite the ostentatious appearance, the woman seemed to have a kind face and, even though it was just a statue, there was a very positive energy that surrounded her.

Shaking herself out of her daze, Jinora turned back and decided to return to bed, throwing one final glance back at the mysterious Avatar and the ancient mural.

Noatak's POV:

"Do you even know where you're going?" I heard Chief Kaliska snap at Unalaq.

"Of course I do, woman," he retorted angrily.

"I still say this whole venture is imbecilic. I suggest we turn back now before something happens."

"Typical Southern arrogance. Just ignore the problem and it will go away."

"How dare you! While your ancestors were sitting on their backsides and doing nothing during the Hundred Year War, my grandfather was actually out leading the men of the South against the Fire Nation. Imagine that, a leader who fights his own battles instead of allowing his people to do everything for him. Not that a spoiled little punk like you would understand the value of genuine hard work!"

The two chieftains had been arguing like this for much of the past two days. The only time they weren't arguing was when Tonraq was arguing with Unalaq instead. Korra still hadn't said anything to her father and I was getting rather worried; she never usually keeps things bottled up, preferring to wear her heart on her sleeve and make her feelings known.

But, I digress.

We'd finally set up camp one last time. Tomorrow, with any luck, we would reach the South Pole. I wasn't sure why, but the closer we got to the South Pole, the more I got a strange pounding sensation in my head. It felt like a warning, telling me to go back and forget all about this.

The atmosphere around the campfire that night was more than a little tense. Lomasi kept singing old Southern hymns or folk songs to try and lighten the mood ("It's also supposed to keep bad luck away," she explained). However, the tension finally reached such a point that I was the one who snapped first.

"What's so important about this so-called portal, anyway?" I said, more accusingly than I had intentioned.

I noticed Chief Unalaq give me a disdainful look.

"I mean," I tried to explain myself, "how exactly is Korra going to open it and why would the spirits stop attacking just because the portal is open?"

"You know, Unalaq, that's a very good question," Tonraq added, sending a glare at his brother.

"That is none of your concern," Unalaq retorted. "I am not certain, myself, how Avatar Korra is to open the portal but I do know that giving the spirits access to the physical world will restore balance."

"They already have access to our world, Unalaq," Chief Kaliska said in a low tone. "Some of them at least. I'd wager it's the truly powerful ones who can come and go as they please, but some of them are stuck here to cause problems for us."

"What do you mean by that, Chief Kaliska?"

Chief Kaliska took a deep breath and seemed to glower at a shadowy corner of the cave we were staying in. I looked over at the place but saw nothing and dismissed it.

"I don't understand why you seem so opposed to this mission, Chief Kaliska," Unalaq continued. "The South Pole has been abandoned for far too long and it's important that-"

"Don't talk about things you can't comprehend! My tribe has stayed away from the South Pole because of the bad memories it brings up."

"What bad memories?" asked Korra.

"We have many stories here of bad things happening at that spirit forest. One story is that it was the place of birth for Avatar Gaagii."

"What's so bad about that?"

"I can see you haven't been told of the legend. Not surprising as it's not one we tell lightly."

"Why not?"

Chief Kaliska looked around at all of us with her piercing gaze.

"Avatar Gaagii was called the 'Dark Avatar' and the 'bringer of vengeance' for a reason. His birth was not a happy one and it starts with a woman named 'Kenda.' Kenda was the eldest child of the chief and was, naturally, next in line to become chief herself. However, her younger brother, Akando, was a jealous and bitter man who only wanted power. The night after their father died, Akando entered Kenda's room and dragged her by her hair to the outskirts of the tribe. Out there, away from anyone who could have helped her, Akando did the unthinkable to his own sister while his supporters watched and laughed."

She left what happened unsaid, but the implication was obvious to all of us.

"Akando then told her to run and that if he ever saw her again then he would kill her. He said that no one would believe her and that everyone thought she had murdered their father to gain the chiefdom. Kenda fled onto the tundra, she was out there for months and didn't even realize she was with child until the fifth month when the signs were too obvious to ignore. She continued to wander, barely able to survive, until she reached the very place where we're headed.

"It's said she went into labor as soon as her feet touched the portal to the Spirit World and that wrath and hate were her midwives. When she had delivered her son, she was said to have seen a sea raven flying overhead and named the child 'Gaagii' because of the omen.

"Kenda raised her son out here in the wilderness, where she began learning dark arts, according to some legends, even practicing witchcraft. Her desire for revenge eventually poisoned her son's mind, consuming him with a mad drive to kill the monster who sired him. Avatar Gaagii never travelled to the other nations, choosing instead to teach himself the other elements, and gathered an army intent on overthrowing his 'father.' During one of their battles, Gaagii was fatally wounded and passed the task of revenge on to his daughter, Luyo, a Non-Bender born to one of his followers.

"That is why I fear the spirit portal. I know that something there must have preyed on Kenda's pain and anger, turning her dark and, therefore, corrupting her own son towards the pursuit of vengeance rather than justice. You see, Gaagii's daughter ended up succeeding where he failed; instead of letting herself be blinded by hatred, Luyo wanted only to redeem her family and to depose a tyrant who oppressed and abused his people."

A frigid wind rustled through the cave as she finished her story, sending chills down all our spines. I noticed that Korra didn't look as surprised by the story as I'd expected; perhaps because she had already lived it and hearing it recited only helped her remember it.

"While your story was quite moving, Chief Kaliska," Unalaq spoke up, sounding more irritated than before, "I do not see how you can attribute such a thing to the South Pole itself."

"It's because that place is cursed," Chief Kaliska countered. "Avatar Gaagii's story merely confirms it. People have gone missing or come back wrong after going in there. I'm telling you, it's a bad idea to go poking around in places you don't belong."

"Wise words, indeed," came a smooth voice, causing all of us to jump in surprise. "Of course, I never really listen to warnings myself."

We all turned to look at the shadowed corner of the cave that Chief Kaliska had been glaring at earlier. Something, or rather someone, was emerging from the shadows.

"It's been a long time, hasn't it, Kaliska?"

Korra's POV:

I was up on my feet and in a defensive stance within moments. One wrong move and whoever it was would be toast. That's when he entered into the light and I certainly wasn't expecting what I saw. It wasn't a man at all, but a spirit. He was very tall and very skinny with a white-and-dark-blue-striped body. He had appendages at the top of his head that resembled horns, but I figured they were probably ears because they had a flesh-like quality about them. He also had a bushy tail like an arctic fox-coyote. His smile was very unnerving as it seemed to practically split his face in two and revealed very sharp-looking teeth.

"Oh, great, it's you," my aunt said in annoyance.

"What's going on?" I heard Bolin ask in a frightened voice.

"I too would like to know what the nature of your familiarity with each other is," added Eska.

"Kaliska, I am shocked and offended that you haven't told anyone about me," the spirit said in mock hurt.

"Mostly because it's something I'd rather forget," my aunt retorted. "Last time I saw you, Ahote nearly tried to kill me because you convinced him that I was possessed by a Shadow Man."

"Come now, Kaliska, you can't seriously still be upset over a little prank like that?"

"Would someone please tell me what's going on?" I demanded.

My aunt sighed.

"Everyone, this is the Trickster Spirit."

The Trickster Spirit gave a low bow and, suddenly, his head popped off and rolled around the campfire before he picked it back up and reattached it to his neck.

"Sorry about that," he said, not sounding sorry at all. "People always tell me I'm a little top-heavy. Please, call me Trickster."

"What do you want with us?" asked Mako.

"Want? All I 'want' is a chance to catch up with my old friend Kaliska over here." He slung an arm around my aunt's shoulders in a friendly manner, which seemed to agitate her.

"We are not friends, and it's Chief Kaliska now," she said, disengaging herself from the spirit.

"Chief, huh? You telling me that Sokka passed away? That's a shame, I liked him."

"Liked chasing after his daughters, I think you mean." She turned to look at us again. "Every time we came out here to hunt, this idiot would cause untold trouble for us and nearly abducted Yue at one point."

That was when Unalaq decided to step in.

"Perhaps you were simply not showing this spirit the respect he deserves," he said. It was at that moment that the Trickster snuck up behind him and began to make silly faces. "The trouble with people like you, Chief Kaliska, is that you are unable to look past a spirit's actions to uncover the true purpose for their behavior. If you would simply take the opportunity to appease them, you wouldn't be having the problems with the Dark spirits at all."

We were all straining not to laugh as Unalaq continued to lecture, completely oblivious to the fact that Trickster was mocking him the entire time. I was starting to question my decision to learn from Unalaq as his discourse became more critical of the South, when my aunt finally snapped.

"Bilagaana's balls! Will you shut the Naraka up?!" She then glanced at Trickster, who had moved to a seat beside Desna during the distraction (and was doing his best to mimic my cousin's somber expression). "Trickster, do you actually have anything useful to share with us or are you just here as a hindrance?"

"Actually, I do have a reason," the strange being replied. "I happened to hear that you all are on your way to the South Pole. I gotta tell ya, that might not be such a good idea. The Great Guardians are getting restless, Coahoma nearly clawed me to shreds when I teased her about how she wasn't able to stop some of those Dark spirits getting into the physical world."

"You've actually spoken with Coahoma?" I asked. The Great Guardians had always seemed like an enigma to me, something I knew existed but never really understood.

"Of course! I pull pranks on her and the others all the time. It's one of the few things I can do to entertain myself since I was banned from the Spirit World, not that that's ever stopped me from going back there but it's better when the other spirits don't try to kill me on sight."

"Why were you banned?" asked Noak.

"Because most of the other spirits are jerks with no sense of humor," Trickster replied with a pout. "I got cast out a few millennia ago after I pulled this one prank on Agni where…uh, maybe it's better you don't know."

"O…kay? But, do you know why the Dark spirits are attacking?"

"Not really." Trickster shrugged. "The ones that have been sneaking down here to the South are normally pretty friendly and don't cause trouble. Something's got them angry, though."

"Perhaps it's his presence," Unalaq said, pointing towards my father.

"Nahhh, what Tonraq over there did just peeved a couple of Northern spirits, nothing to do with the South. Besides, the spirits who protect the Northern portal are lazy jerks who weren't doing their job. It was their responsibility to keep the forest safe, they were just upset because Awonawilona found out and punished them."

That certainly surprised me. I looked at Noak who nodded and glanced towards my father. When I looked at my dad he seemed to be conflicted. I suppose finding out that he wasn't entirely to blame for the spirit-attack all those years ago must ease some of his guilt. I was still angry that he'd kept something like that from me, but I wasn't mad about what happened; I know that I've done stupid things in my own life and he'd only been a few years older than I am now when he'd done that.

"I still say that the portal must be opened so that balance can be restored," Unalaq continued. "I happen to be knowledgeable on the subject."

"Your funeral, then," Trickster replied in an uncaring tone. "I'm not telling you that you shouldn't open the portal, just that it's not advisable. While I was wandering around the tundra earlier, I noticed there were a lot of those same Dark spirits waiting for someone to show up. Then, of course, you'll probably have to go up against whatever Kangee, Coahoma, and Bilagaana have done to keep people away from the portal. Those three take their job very seriously."

"We'll risk it," I said. I just had to see what all the fuss was about. "I think we're more than capable of handling anything that crosses our path."

"Don't say I didn't warn you." With that, Trickster faded away, leaving his grinning mouth behind. "Oh, before I go, just think I should give you a little warning." He cleared his throat and began to recite a poem.

"Twas the night before solstice and all through the land,

Something bad was brewing, you must understand.

When the Avatar opens the portal, you see,

It will bring about a great catastrophe.

The sky will be split with darkened lights,

Family squabbles shall become terrible fights.

Brother against brother, husband against wife,

Of course, when you think about it, that's just part of life.

When Chu'mana wends her way through the sky,

That's when you know you could very well die.

And so I will conclude, as I fade out of sight,

Poor old Trickster will see you if you survive tomorrow night."

With a final laugh, Trickster's smile faded away to join the rest of him. I looked around to see the shocked expressions. I could only hope that I wasn't making a horrible mistake in agreeing to open that portal.

Third Person POV:

"Lenmana!"

The young Prophetess-in-training dropped the stack of scrolls and tomes she had been carrying in surprise. As she began to pick everything up, she spared a glance at her mentor.

"Yes, Prophetess Ituha?"

"Leave the documents. We must hurry!"

The old woman grabbed her hand and dragged her towards the main sanctuary. Lenmana sighed in frustration, sometimes she really hated having been "chosen." They met a frantic-looking Shaman Guyapi as they approached the base of the giant statue.

"You heard the call as well, I take it?" he said.

"Setna is sending us a warning, I know she is," said Ituha. "Lenmana, go fetch the incense and ocean sage."

"Yes, ma'am."

"Prophetess! Shaman!" one of the Healers burst into the sanctuary, clearly terrified.

"What is it, Flo?" asked Ituha.

"Some of the patients…They've woken up from their comatose states and have started attacking the Healers! They've been possessed!"

"Subdue them as best you can," Guyapi ordered. "We need to know what Setna is trying to say."

"Yes, Shaman Guyapi." The young woman bowed and quickly ran back out.

"Lenmana! Hurry!" Ituha shouted to her apprentice.

"Here you are, Prophetess." Lenmana handed her the things she requested and stepped back a good distance.

Prophetess Ituha and Shaman Guyapi began to burn the offerings before the statue as they chanted together. As their prayers became faster and more urgent, the smoke from the burnt offerings engulfed them.

Lenmana watched, terrified, as the two spiritual leaders seemed to vanish. She knew they would be perfectly safe as they had done such rituals before, but she was dreading the day she would have to experience it for herself.

After little over half an hour, the two reappeared looking more shaken than anyone had ever seen them.

"This is dire," Guyapi said at last. "And there is no way to stop what is to happen."

"The path of Chu'mana is about to open," Ituha added somberly. "The Serpent Maiden rises in the North to make ready for the End of Days. Only the Avatar can stop this, but she is fooled by the lies of the Dark. What can we do, Guyapi?"

"We can only hope that Avatar Korra will see through the deceptions before her and keep the nightmare from being unleashed."

Lenmana listened to the two ramble about unspeakably horrible things to come and that the fate of the world rested on the shoulders of the seventeen-year-old Avatar. It was moments like these that made Lenmana really want to reconsider her vocation.

Korra's POV:

Things were looking bad and I was seriously starting to consider turning back. We'd been getting closer to the South Pole when we were suddenly attacked by spirits. Thankfully, no one was hurt, but our supplies were destroyed. My dad and my uncle got into an argument and something in me finally snapped and I told my dad to go home. I actually felt bad about it afterwards, it's just that I had to yell at someone and my father's lack of faith in my abilities as the Avatar just made me decide to lash out at him.

Noak was looking at me in that "I'm not going to say anything, but I'm really very disappointed" kind of way and that only made it worse. Tarro wouldn't say anything either, but that was probably because he looked too cold to say anything as the spirits had ripped up his parka during the fight. Lomasi was acting…odd, I guess I should say; she kept glancing up at the sky fearfully, as though she expected it to fall when we least suspected it. Aunt Kaliska kept glaring at Unalaq, then shooting a look at me and nodding in such a way that clearly implied "he's up to something, don't trust him." Truth be told, I wasn't sure why I was still going through with this when every part of me was screaming that something was wrong; it's just that it was like there was some small part of my subconscious whispering "you must do this, it is imperative that you do this, they just don't understand."

We continued on our way for another hour or so before reaching what appeared to be a forest frozen in ice.

"It's just like the forest Tonraq destroyed in the North," Unalaq said.

"So what do I do?" I asked.

"You must find your way to the heart of the forest where the dormant spirit portal lies. From here, you're on your own."

"Wait a second, there's no way she's going alone," Mako protested.

"Yeah!" Bolin agreed. "If she goes, we go too!"

"The Avatar must go alone," Unalaq insisted.

"Are you sure that's a good idea?" Noak said. "What if something happens? You heard what Trickster told us about the Great Guardians putting protections in place. Obviously, they wouldn't do that if they wanted people to walk into the forest and come back unscathed."

"I have every confidence that Avatar Korra can look after herself. Or are you suggesting that she is dependent on you to fight her battles for her?"

"I wasn't saying anything like that!"

"Enough," I said. "I'm going in there." I placed a hand on Noak's shoulder. "If I get into trouble I'll send up a flare with my Firebending, okay?"

"And I'll come running," he agreed with a nod. "I trust you."

I smiled and turned towards the forest.

"Korra, wait," Lomasi spoke up. She pulled something from out of the satchel on her belt and pressed it into my hand. "Keep it with you. It could very well save your life."

I looked at the object and saw that it was another of the talismans showing the lotus rising from a crescent moon. I slipped it up my sleeve, securing it around my wrist, and thanked my friend before advancing towards the forest, dread growing with each step.

Walking through that forest alone was both terrifying and exhilarating. There was something so familiar about it I could practically here the voices of people from the past who had entered. The voices were soft, barely above a whisper, but they were unmistakable.

"We're almost there, Cheveyo, just hold on."

"Ehane, I'm so tired. Just leave me here."

"No, I won't give up on you. There's the exit! Come on, we can make it!"

I recognized the voices. They were part of my memories of when I'd been in here. My train of thought was suddenly interrupted by a terrible screeching and I only just managed to avoid being struck by some sort of snake spirit. I ran deeper into the forest, barely escaping capture by more of the monstrous things. I managed to send up a wall of ice to keep the snake spirits from capturing me, when I realized I had reached my destination. There was a large space of glowing, white energy trapped beneath a layer of ice that didn't move when I tried to Bend it or melt when I sent fire at it.

That's when I heard a low growling behind me. I turned just in time to see a large, cat-like creature leap at me. It started to claw at my parka and attempted to bite at my throat. I pressed my own hands to it and tried to force the thing off of me, inadvertently allowing my sleeve to hitch and exposing the talisman. The creature caught sight of it and immediately backed off of me, darting into the trees.

Just when I thought things were starting to look up, the snake spirits from earlier had merged together and somehow found their way into the clearing, snatching me in a bone-crushing grip. Below me, I saw the cat creature jump back out and reach up; it looked like it was trying to claw at the snake things and help me. Just when I began to panic, I managed to get into the Avatar State, causing the snakes to loosen their hold. I reached towards the portal, straining with all my might, until…

As soon as my finger touched the ice, a wave of energy shot past me and a beam of light went up. I found myself falling to the ground with a thump as the snake spirits disappeared. Smiling at my success, I turned to leave when I noticed the cat creature sitting in front of me.

"What have you done?" the being said before vanishing.

Tarrlok's POV:

When those strange, green, winding lights entered the sky I knew something was up. I have seen the Southern Lights before and those seemed to be some kind of twisted imitation. This did not bode well. I almost missed when Korra suddenly emerged from the forest, shaken but otherwise fine.

"Hey, Korra, you're back!" Bolin exclaimed, rushing forward to greet her. "Hey, Korra's back!"

Noatak and I followed quickly after him, reaching Korra just as Bolin hugged her. His friendly welcome was short-lived, however, as Eska suddenly Bent a wall of ice to direct the young Earthbender's attention to her.

"Why are you initiating physical contact with another woman?" she said in a threatening tone.

I could only feel sorry for Bolin and what was going to happen to him. After a quick reunion, we all began the long trek back to the tribe. Korra seemed uneasy about something, but she wasn't sharing it with the rest of us.

"Something's not right," Lomasi said behind me. Since the snowmobiles were destroyed, I offered to let her ride behind me on the artic camel I was using. "Those weren't the Southern Lights, Tarro."

"I know," I replied. "The Southern Lights are not that color. Whatever those are, they make me think of snakes."

She gasped.

"That's what Trickster meant by 'When Chu'mana wends her way through the sky.' You remember that Chu'mana is the Snake Maiden in the ancient zodiac that appears in the stars when something bad is going to happen."

"I do. We should tell the others."

"Not with Unalaq around. I don't trust him and he'll only try to excuse away our concerns."

"Right, we'll wait until we get back."

For some reason, the journey back to the tribe took much less time, only about two days. We got back just as the sun was starting to rise. Unfortunately, we did not return to the welcome we would have liked as our attention went towards the fleet of Northern Water Tribe ships entering the harbor.

"What in Naraka is this?!" demanded Chief Kaliska furiously.

"Yeah," said Korra suspiciously, "what are all your Northern troops doing here?"

"Opening the spirit portal was only the first step in getting the Southern Water Tribe back on the righteous path," Unalaq replied. "There's much more difficult work to be done before our tribes are truly united."


Sokka: I swear, I am gonna rise from the grave and beat the sh*t out of that bastard Unalaq. How dare he invade my tribe?! He has absolutely no right! *Continues in an angry rank*

Redbayly: I guess Kaliska takes after her father in that regard. Well, anyway, here're some omakes. Enjoy!


Omake (Tonraq's marital advice):

"Um, Tonraq, do you mind if I ask you something?"

"Go ahead, Noak."

"How have you and Senna managed to stay together?"

"Um, well…"

Seventeen years earlier…

Tonraq tried to scream through the gag and struggled against the ropes that bound him to the bedposts. Senna was smiling down at him, dressed in an outfit made of fur that left little of her figure to the imagination, and winding a bunch of leather cords around her hands.

"Just a little bit of advice, sweetheart," she said in a sugary tone that didn't fool him for a minute, "if you ever try to run away from me, I will have to hunt you down like an animal, beat you senseless, and gut you with my hunting knife. Now, let's play a little game…"

"Uh, Tonraq?"

"Hmm?" The man snapped out of his flashback and regarded his future son-in-law. "Oh, straightforwardness, tolerance, and understanding, yes, those are the three things that have kept us together."

Tonraq took another sip of his drink as he and Noak sat together at the bar. The older man shuddered internally at what awaited Noak; Tonraq dared not think what Korra would be like what with the mix of both Senna's genetics and all those past-lives.

Korra, meanwhile, was the reluctant shopping companion of her mother and aunts. Luckily, years of ignoring authority figures had enabled Korra to tune out the perverse and twisted conversation about sex going on between the older women while Korra herself thought of more tranquil things like penguin-sledding and seal jerky.


Omake (what if Korra got words of wisdom from Aang):

"Avatar Aang, I need your help to stop spirit-monsters from destroying the South. What should I do?"

"Hmm, this reminds me of a similar instance in my youth when I was up against a spirit-monster." He pulled something out of his pocket and handed it to her.

"An acorn?"

"Trust me on this, Korra."

Later, when Korra was up against one of the Dark spirits.

"Here, have this plot-solving acorn," she said.

The creature accepted the offering and made its way back to the spirit forest.

"Well, that wrapped up nicely," Korra said. "Who wants to go for ice-cream?"

"It's the dead of winter," Mako said with disbelief.

Korra, Noak, Tarro, and Lomasi all gave him a sideways look.

"Tourist," they muttered together.


Omake (flashback moment, don't take seriously):

"Lady Kenda, are you alright?" asked one of the supporters of the rebellion.

"Quite, I simply had the odd sensation that someone thousands of years from now is walking over my grave. Oh well, back to planning the demise of my brother who was the reason I gave birth in agony to his bastard child."

"I'm right here, Mother," said Avatar Gaagii.

"Yes, and your presence reminds me every day of the atrocities I suffered. Go practice Bending the other elements, Gaagii; Mommy has a rebellion to plan."

"I don't see why I couldn't travel the world to learn-"

"Because I need you to help me murder your father, uncle, whatever; now go."

"Yes, Mother," Avatar Gaagii said with a defeated sigh.


Omake (I had entertained the idea that, instead of Suki, Sokka married…someone else):

"What do you mean you're going to lock my granddaughter up in a compound in order to turn her into a weapon?"

"We-" the White Lotus representative started.

"No. My grandchild shall learn her own way, OR I'LL ROAST YOU LIKE A PIG-CHICKEN!"

"Yes, ma'am," the man said in a quiet voice.

IIII

"Korra."

"Hi, grandma," the five-year-old said cheerfully.

"Today, I'm going to teach you how to use Firebending to deal with pathetic underlings who annoy you."

"Mom, do you have to train my daughter to become a fire-blasting lunatic?" asked Senna.

"Yes, Senna, I do. Now, Korra, you'll be meeting family from the Fire Nation in a few weeks. Remember what I told you about how Fire Nation royalty greet each other?"

"With a fireball to the face?"

"Perfect. Your great-uncle Zuzu won't know what hit him."

"Yaaaaay!"

IIII

"WHAT DID YOU SAY TO ME, YOU NORTHERN PUNK?!" screamed Chief Kaliska, fireballs forming in her hands. Her mother had taught her well and, after a few scuffles were resolved years ago, the South had been just fine with appointing their first ever Firebending chieftain.

"I said that you Southern peasants have no comprehension of-"

Whatever Unalaq was about to say was cut off by a barrage of fire-blasts that came from the enraged woman. Somewhere in the Spirit World, the late Princess Azula smiled as she sensed her daughter protecting family honor; she also sensed her favorite granddaughter kicking some poor sucker's ass in Republic City in much the same manner and felt a surge of pride that there were at least two women left in the world who possessed her remarkable people skills.










27. Seeking Answers


Just Like the Good Old Days

Redbayly: So, I've been thinking…

Sokka: Uh-oh.

Redbayly: I should really go back and rewrite the first half of this story. I started this back before I really knew how to write fanfiction and I'm kinda embarrassed by it. I followed canon way too much in the beginning and I don't think I portrayed Noatak and Tarrlok accurately. 

Sokka: Why are you even working on this today? Shouldn't you be having a birthday party or something?

Redbayly: Hmm? Oh, that's right. I'm twenty years old today: January 22, 2014. I guess everything's just sort of going like a normal day, except that I got let out of class because of the snow.

Toph: Aren't you even gonna have a cake or something?

Redbayly: Unfortunately, I don't think so. I was gonna go get a cake to bring to class today, but with the snow storm and everything…

Toph: Excuses, excuses.

Redbayly: Just do the disclaimer.

Toph: Redbayly does not own Legend of Korra, though it would probably have been the best birthday present ever. Well, aside from the original Avatar series, of course.

Seeking Answers

Third Person POV:

Two figures moved stealthily to the base of a giant, twisted tree that looked out over a large valley that appeared to be in the form of the Yin and Yang. The figures were shrouded in darkness but one of them stopped and knelt down while the other approached confidently.

"So, the Southern portal has finally opened," came an eerie voice from within the tree. "What news do you have for me?"

"Unalaq has brought the Northern military into the South and conflict is sure to arise," said the standing figure. The voice was deep and masculine, not unlike that of the one coming from the tree.

"Excellent. The plan moves forward."

"May I speak?" said the kneeling figure. The voice was that of a woman, but somewhat high-pitched and with an arrogant tone. "Surely now would be a perfect time to have the Dark spirits feed on the negative energy coming from the hostility between the two tribes? My girls are growing restless."

"Then remind them of the penalty for disobeying orders," the male figure snapped. "The tensions must be allowed to boil over and the Avatar must not be there when they start to feed. Need I remind you what happened the last time one of your little demons tried to feed when there was an Avatar protecting the Southern Water Tribe?"

The female figure looked away.

"My apologies, sir. I meant no disrespect."

"Remember your place, then," said the voice in the tree. "Are our plans still secret?"

"Coahoma tried to interfere," the male figure answered. "But she was not able to warn the Avatar about anything before the spiritual energy forced her back to her lair. I could sense that the Avatar is uncertain about whether opening the portal was wise, but I do not think she will close it right away. The girl clearly wants to wait and see what will happen."

"We can only hope that Raava will remain unable to communicate with her. If that should happen then everything will fall apart."

"Do not worry about that. The girl is incapable of connecting to her past-lives for longer than a few minutes at a time, except when something triggers the memories like when she was in the Temple."

"Good. See to it that it stays that way. You may go."

The two figures turned and left. As they reached the other side of the valley, the male figure grabbed the female's arm harshly.

"Do not embarrass me like that again," he said. "Remember who you are and who you were speaking to."

The female pulled her arm away.

"I do not like him," she said. "You are far more powerful than he is. And yet you act as if you are nothing more than his lapdog."

"You know why," he growled. "Do not question me. Ever." He began to walk ahead while his companion stood scowling at the ground, before he stopped. "Oh, and, Hakidonmuya, try not to let your…human sympathies show through so much."

"I have no human sympathies," Hakidonmuya said in a deadly whisper.

"Keep telling yourself that and you may one day believe it."

Unseen by the two, a dark blue crow with glowing white eyes watched them from a nearby rock before taking off into the sky and vanishing through the Southern portal.

Korra's POV:

This did not seem right. There was no reason to bring troops here. Unsurprisingly, my aunt was ready to vocalize what I was thinking.

"What the Naraka is this?" she demanded, gesturing towards the ships. "How dare you bring troops onto Southern territory without permission?"

"Now that the spirit portal is open, we need to protect it," Unalaq insisted.

"I can protect it," I said.

"I need you for something more important. There is another portal, in the North. Once you open it, spirits and man will be able to move freely between the North and the South in a matter of seconds."

"Okay, seriously, I can't be the only one getting creeped out here," said Aunt Kaliska. "Why would we want spirits other than the ones who protect our tribe to be able to enter at will? What could possibly come of allowing Northerners and Southerners to be able to travel from one place to the other in…" She paused, and a look of growing realization appeared on her face. "No…no way!" She pointed an accusing finger at him. "You're not trying to promote unity or 'spiritual enlightenment' or whatever other crap you claim. You're trying to conquer us and force our tribe to be under your control!"

"That is preposterous," Unalaq asserted. "I am simply attempting to bring our tribes closer and strengthen ties to the spirits in a way that will be better for the world as a whole and not just the South."

"Say whatever you want, Chief Unalaq. My eyes don't deceive me. As soon as that Northern portal is opened, I bet you'll have a whole other army ready to move in and seize absolute control over our tribe. Admit it! You're here as an invader!"

The accusation hung in the air and everyone was too shocked to speak. I hated to say it, but it was very suspicious. Why had I opened that stupid portal when every part of me was telling me not to? I should have just left it alone. But, now that the solstice is over, will I even be able to close it again.

I was interrupted from my thoughts when I noticed a figure hurrying towards us.

"Dad!" Lomasi shouted.

"Shaman Guyapi, what is it?" my aunt demanded.

"It's terrible," he said between gasps for breath. "The patients I told you about…they-they're possessed. Something caused a shift in the spiritual energy, allowing the beings that had a hold on them to take over."

"Can you and Ituha do anything?"

"We can try. We've been scouring the archives in search of the old rites of exorcism, but nothing we've found has been able to help."

She turned to glare at Unalaq.

"Chief Unalaq, I suggest you and your children return to the embassy," she said in a strained tone. "I would also suggest removing your troops from my people's land, but I have a feeling you won't. Believe me, though, this isn't over."

Unalaq gave a polite nod before he, Eska, and Desna left and headed back towards the city.

My aunt then put her hands on Guyapi's shoulders and looked him dead in the eyes.

"You know something is wrong, Guyapi, I can see it."

"What exactly is going on?" asked Noak. "Who are these 'patients' you mentioned?"

"Perhaps it is best you see for yourself," said Guyapi.

We all followed him back to the Temple and into the wing set aside for Healing. I have known Shaman Guyapi since I was born and nothing ever seems to scare or even remotely ruffle the man; now, however…

"For the past few months, we have been admitting people to the Healing rooms for a strange, coma-inducing condition that we can't explain," he said as we walked through the halls. "We did everything we could, but the patients simply would not awaken. Then, on the solstice, something caused the energy shift and every one of those patients shot awake and began to attack the Healers."

"How did they get like that?" Noak asked.

"Some had been out on the tundra before the spirit attacks got worse. Others…well, there was a group of five young people who were fooling around with spirit-boards."

"What now?" said Bolin.

"Spirit-boards. Charts with numbers, letters, and various symbols used to communicate with otherworldly forces. We think those kids summoned up something they couldn't handle and, well…"

There was a sudden crash and the sound of rage-driven cries before a figure appeared in the hallway in front of us. She was hunched over, her dark brown hair hanging limply around her head; her clothes were torn in places and she seemed to have ripped restraints on her wrists. She raised her head and I was shocked to realize that I knew her.

"Meli?" I said.

She looked directly at me and I knew right away that it wasn't Meli, a girl I had a passing acquaintance with. There was a darkness in her eyes and the expression on her face was one of pure malice. She let out a catlike hiss and began to speak in a voice that could only be described as inhuman.

"Avatar," she growled.

Just as she began to advance towards us, two women managed to grab her and started to pull her back out of the room as she frantically struggled to escape, making all sorts of bizarre cries as she did so.

"She was one of the five," Guyapi explained.

"Do you know what's possessing them?" said Noak.

"Yes. We believe they are the victims of Shadow Men."

"What are Shadow Men?" said Mako.

"Faceless beings of darkness that try to take hold of those who lack the strength to fight them off. They tend to prey upon the spiritually weak or those who have suffered a serious trauma or strain. That type of void provides them with easy access to a person's heart, mind, body, and soul."

"Is there anything I can do?" I said. "This all seems to have happened around the same time I opened the spirit portal. Maybe if I close it, these things will go away."

"I'm afraid it's not that simple, Avatar Korra. These people were already possessed; the Shadow Men just hadn't taken complete control until the solstice. Unfortunately, the Shadow Men are likely going to become stronger because of the rising negative energy. This energy will reach its zenith in several weeks' time on the day of Harmonic Convergence when the celestial bodies are all in perfect alignment."

"That's why I am going to march straight over to Unalaq and tell him to get his troops out of here," said Aunt Kaliska. "It's all his fault this is happening." She gave me one final look. "Korra, I know Unalaq says he's doing what's best, but there is something seriously wrong with him." She turned and stormed off.

"Korra, we need to find out more about this Harmonic Convergence," said Lomasi. "It could help us know what we're going to come up against."

"Okay, let's head down to the archives," I said.

"I've gotta go find Asami," said Mako. "We'll come back and help you guys look."

"I would like to have a quick word with you, Noak," said Guyapi.

"Alright, sir," said Noak. "I'll see you guys in a sec."

With that, Lomasi, Tarro, Bolin, and I began to walk deep into the lowest regions of the Temple.

Noatak's POV:

"Walk with me for a moment," said Shaman Guyapi.

The two of us proceeded to walk through the halls, occasionally looking in on the people being treated.

"I've been meaning to speak to you for some time, Noak."

"Indeed?"

"Yes. Several years ago, Master Katara told me you were one of her most proficient students of Healing. She said that you certainly gave her a run for her money, and she's one of the greatest Healers in the world."

"Is that so?"

"In the history of the Southern Water Tribe, the best Healers were often the Prophetess and the Shaman, whether they were Waterbenders or not."

"Really?"

He stopped walking.

"Noak, I am not going to mince words with you. For a long time, I have been keeping my eyes open for someone to be my apprentice. I'm not going to be around forever and I have been waiting for the spirits to send a worthy Healer for me to instruct in the art of shamanism."

"Sir, I'm only nineteen…"

"My master started training me after I received my vision on my sixteenth birthday. I became the official Shaman at twenty-seven. I have a feeling that you are the one that the spirits have chosen to be my successor. Is it not true that you delivered Master Tenzin's youngest child by yourself despite complications and the threat of siege?"

"Well, yes, but…"

"And is it not also true that you were able to recite the prayers, completely from memory, to bless the child's safe arrival into the world?"

"I was just repeating what I've heard Master Katara say when she delivers a child."

"Yes, but you remembered it. Most Healers can't remember the words. You recited them verbatim."

"I…" I couldn't really think of how to argue with him. I hadn't really put much thought into what I was going to do with my life. I suppose it would be only right to use my abilities to help people, and in a way that didn't involve a revolution and the removal of Bending from the world.

He gave me a warm smile.

"You see," he continued, "being a Shaman is a vocation, something you are called to do. You are able to see things in people that even they themselves cannot, and I see in you what my master saw in me."

"How does that work, exactly?" I said with a smirk.

"I think you'll know it when you experience it for yourself…Noatak."

Whatever I expected him to say, it certainly wasn't that.

Third Person POV:

Ambassador Yue was not usually a person you would expect to be particularly sneaky, or guileful, or capable of keeping secrets. However, the circumstances were such that she was doing her best not to be noticed by anyone, especially the Northern troops marching through the town, as she made her way to the public telephone service. She slipped a few coins into the machine and kept praying that someone answered.

"Hello? Yes, it's me," she said. "Altsoba, I need to speak with my husband or one of my sons. What? Where are they, then?" Her eyes widened slowly as she listened.

With a shaking hand, she hung up the phone and ran to find Paytah.

Paytah was currently kneeling in front of a large statue in the memorial shrine. He had a long, thin package by his side and looked very unsure of what to say.

"Hey, Dad," he started, "it's been a while, huh? My little girls are really grown up now; I think you'd be very proud of them. Adsila just turned nineteen a few months ago and graduated from Earthbending school. Hachi's sixteen and still doesn't like to talk much, but she's really a brilliant young lady." He took a deep breath. "Sorry, I never was good at talking about stuff. Guess that's something we always had in common, didn't we?" His smile faded slightly as he looked up into the statue's eyes.

"I'm sorry, Dad. I'm sorry that I was never as good at fighting as my sisters, that I never really achieved as much as they did. Kaliska, spitfire that she is, is chief of the whole Southern Water Tribe. Yue's done a lot for herself; went to a fancy university, became Southern Ambassador to the North, has three grown-up sons and everything. And Senna, well, you know all about little Senna; always the good child, mother of the Avatar, a master Waterbender.

"But, listen to me, going over old news like this. You probably see everything that's happened. Just wish I had something to boast about for myself. Of course, I suppose I'm not a total let-down. I brought you something."

He unwrapped the mysterious package to reveal a glinting, black sword.

"You wouldn't believe what I went through to find this. I was backpacking through Wulong Forest a month ago and found it embedded in a rock. Took me a while but I managed to pull it out. I know you always regretted losing it." He set the sword on the base of the statue and gave a sigh. "Just wish I could hear you one more time."

"Paytah!"

"Dad?! Wow, your voice sure has changed."

"Paytah!"

"You know, you kinda sound like Yue."

He suddenly felt a hand on his shoulder and turned around to see his sister Yue.

"Yue? When did you get here? I was just talking to…"

"Never mind that," Yue said breathlessly. "Something's come up."

"Okay, slow down. What's the matter?"

"I just made a call to the embassy back up North. My housekeeper said that my husband and sons haven't been there for several days and that Kohana was last seen talking with several of Chief Unalaq's councilors."

"I'm sure it's nothing to worry about. Unalaq wouldn't do anything to hurt them, would he?"

Yue suddenly looked uncomfortable about something.

"Or would he?" said Paytah suspiciously. "What has he done?"

"I…I can't…" she tried to turn and leave.

"Yue, wait!" He grabbed both her arms. "What has he done?"

Yue looked absolutely terrified. Her eyes began to fill with tears and she threw herself into her brother's arms.

"He'll kill us," she sobbed. "If I tell you anything he'll kill both of us."

"Yue, you have to tell me what's going on."

"I can't."

"Is there a problem in here?" came a voice from the doorway.

The two siblings looked up and saw Unalaq standing there.

"I just came here to pay my respects to your father's memory," he said. "Chief Sokka was a truly great man." He gave them a narrowed look. "There isn't something wrong, is there?"

"No," Yue answered with shuddering breath. "There isn't anything wrong."

"Very well, then. I will take my leave and I suggest that you do so as well." He gave them a final glance before turning and leaving the memorial shrine.

Tarrlok's POV:

We'd been searching for hours and hadn't found anything that explained the importance of this Harmonic Convergence thing. Bolin had fallen asleep about an hour ago, Mako and Asami were both carefully reading over each thing they picked up and scanning them for details, while Korra and Lomasi were desperately poring over books, tomes, scrolls, and various other documents at a rapid pace. Noatak had come downstairs a little while ago, looking contemplative about something. The archives were very extensive and ran underneath the entire Temple; the rooms themselves were once structures known as kivas, in which the early tribesmen performed ceremonies before the Temple was built.

I had just opened a particularly ancient tome when something caught my eye.

"Guys!" I called out. "I think you'd better see this!"

I was soon surrounded on all sides.

"It's called the 'Compendium of Sacred Time' by Avatar Kachina," I said. "Look at the details on the cover."

The cover was clearly a later addition to the text, but its message was clear. It contained the figure of a woman with long, dark brown hair and glowing eyes who was standing on top of the Earth with her hands outstretched while the other planets were aligned above her and a green, winding substance linked them all together with the sun and moon on either side.

I opened the book and skimmed through the pages until I reached two sections that bore the names: The Festival of Lights and Harmonic Convergence. I began to read the passages aloud.

"I write this now, as the last trace of the Southern Lights fades from the sky, because it reminds me now, in my old age, of why they nicknamed me the Light-Bringer. I made the Festival of Lights because of a tremendous imbalance of spiritual energy that had begun to emerge here in the South. We celebrate the festival on the solstice in order to maintain the balance so that the negative energy will not overtake the positive. We do this to protect our descendants because of the terrible implications should negative energy be high during the time of Harmonic Convergence.

"The Harmonic Convergence has always been a mystery to me. I know I will never live to see it happen, but I know my future incarnation one day will. During the years I spent on the tundra with the man who became my husband, my beloved Hemene, I learned much from studying the movements of the stars and planets. I learned the power behind the Southern Lights and how the spirits who guard our tribe use those lights as a means of protecting us from the Dark beings who try to escape every year on the solstice. It is only by celebrating the rituals I have discovered that we are able to keep away the negative energy successfully.

"I do not know what will happen on the day of Harmonic Convergence; however, when I spoke with my past-lives, I learned that the event will either bring great good or great evil, depending on the dominant force. The Prophetess had a vision about the Harmonic Convergence and gave me her prophecy:

In 8,000 years or more,

The shadows of strife shall gather,

Brother against brother shall turn,

Daughter of Setna shall rise from South and North,

Innocent blood shall taint the ground,

The spirits of the dead shall walk the earth once more,

The planets shall become joined,

The gates that lock away the Dark ones shall break,

And a new age will begin.

"I can only hope that what little I know can help my successor. If the Avatar to which this prophecy pertains is reading this, know that I am always with you and will give you whatever help you need if you ask it of me."

We were all quiet for a while. This did not sound good. I could see Korra was looking very conflicted and that she clearly regretted ever opening that portal. None of us said anything else as we packed up and headed back home.

The sight of all those Northern soldiers around town did nothing to improve my mood. I could only hope that things would get better soon.


Redbayly: Sorry it's so short, but I'm rather strapped for time right now.

Toph: *Pokes head in from other room* Oh, Red! I've got something to show you.

Redbayly: *Shrugs and walks to the door* Toph, I swear, if this is a prank-

Everyone: Surprise! Happy birthday, Red!

Redbayly: A surprise party? For me? I've always wanted a surprise party, but I never had one. Thanks, guys, this really means a lot.

Sokka: Eh, think nothing of it. Just blow out the candles and make a wish.

Redbayly: *Blows out the twenty candles in one breath*

Aang: Hooray! Now, tell us a story.

Redbayly: A story, huh? Alright. I'm gonna tell you all about the night I was born.

Sokka: *Sarcastic* Oh, great.

Redbayly: It was a cold, icy night of January 22, 1994. My father had been ordered to his base, because back then he was in the Navy. Unfortunately, I wasn't willing to cooperate with my parents' schedules and my mom was promptly rushed to a hospital in Washington D.C. My dad then got the telephone call shortly after he arrived at the base and had to make the treacherous journey through the ice to get there.

While he was sitting in the waiting room, he noticed a man in a white surgical uniform stop and look at him. He couldn't see the man's face except for his eyes, but he was certain the man looked a lot like his brother John.

Sokka: What's so important about that?

Redbayly: His brother John died years ago in Vietnam, trying to save the life of his co-pilot in an aviation assignment. My uncle was also studying to become a doctor before he died.

Anyway, the mysterious doctor turned and walked through the doors that led into the hospital ward. About a second later, a nurse came out and my dad asked her "Who was that doctor who just went through?" and she replied that no one had come through the doors, that all the doctors were already inside, and that if someone had gone through it would have triggered a sensor.

That night, the doctors treating my mother discovered, just in time, that the umbilical cord had gotten wrapped around my neck and they had to perform a c-section to save my life.

Say what you will about supernatural phenomena, but I am certain that my uncle was there in that hospital ward with me and my mom that night.

Thank you for the party, guys. And thanks to all my readers, please review.










28. The Descent


Just Like the Good Old Days

Redbayly: Hey, guys! Sorry I haven't updated since my birthday but I've been kinda busy lately.

Sokka: What could you possibly have to keep you busy?

Redbayly: I happen to be at college, Sokka. I just started second semester. I'm taking Origins of Civilizations, Lives of Wives, Intro to Women's Studies, and Gender and Maya Diaspora.

Sokka: Ha! Like you'll ever get anywhere with courses like that.

Redbayly: What's wrong with my courses?

Sokka: Bet it's just an excuse to shirk off learning stuff that really matters.

Redbayly: You're starting to sound like my parents.

Sokka: Good! They're intelligent and responsible people.

Redbayly: The courses are not as easy as you think, Sokka. They are very complex and involve a lot of critical thinking and-

Sokka: Blah, blah, blah, just making your excuses to not write fanfiction.

Redbayly: Wait. You mean this whole argument was about fanfiction?

Sokka: Duh, what did you think it was about?

Redbayly: But…I, you…wha?

Sokka: While Red tries to reengage her brain, here's a new chapter. Redbayly does not own Legend of Korra.

The Descent

Noatak's POV:

I was having trouble sleeping that night. Shaman Guyapi's conversation was still very vivid in my memory.

Flashback…

"How did you…?"

"As a Shaman, I am attuned to all around me. Since I received my vision at sixteen, I started to read auras, detecting positive and negative energy in anyone I came across. As the years went on, that power grew to the point that I could even see other people's past-lives if they had them or decipher intent at a mere glance. The first time I saw you and your brother, I could tell you were not from this universe and that the spirits had sent you here with a specific goal. Your redemption."

I hung my head thoughtfully.

"If you have the powers you claim, then what are you able to tell about Unalaq?" I asked.

"There is a force negating my ability to read him successfully. The force could be either good or bad, but it is so strong that I was only able to determine that he really does intend to unite the humans with the spirits."

"I don't trust him. Everything about him radiates evil."

"Are you certain of that?"

"Yes. He reminds me far too much of myself from my original life."

"Ah, yes, when you were passing under the alias of Amon and attempting to rid the world of Bending." He gave me a scrutinizing look. "I trust you no longer hold those sympathies?"

"Of course not!"

He started to chuckle at the expression on my face.

"Yes, I'm well aware, actually. If I suspected for a moment that you or your brother would do anything to harm either Avatar Korra or anyone else, I would have outed you years ago. As it is, you have yet to answer my original question. Will you become my apprentice?"

I had, of course, answered that, yes, I would train under him to become the next Shaman. It was never something I had ever considered doing, not even in my wildest dreams, but it felt strangely right. The more I thought, the more I realized that I had an ability that could be used for great good as well as great evil. Bloodbending could change from being my curse into being a life-saving asset. If I used Bloodbending for Healing, I could do unbelievable things; I could use it to restart hearts that have stopped beating or repair internal injuries without surgery. I can't believe I never thought of that before, and yet it was such an obvious thing.

A smile graced my lips as I descended into a much more peaceful slumber.

Tarrlok's POV:

Things were not improving. If anything they just got worse. The Northern troops shut down the Southern port, meaning that no one could go in or out of the tribe. Then, the troops barred anyone from assembling at the tribe's meeting hall, including the Council of Elders. Chief Kaliska was furious and she and a group of warriors attempted to gain admittance to the Northern embassy to have a few choice words with Unalaq, all of which were to no avail. The growing tension was sure to escalate and would undoubtedly result in war, a war that the South would not survive due to sheer numbers. That was why, in a bid for peace, Tonraq and Senna opened their home to the unsettled clan leaders.

Korra, Noatak, and I all sat by Tonraq and Senna as the meeting began. Chief Kaliska and Ciqala sat at the head of the group, the former scowling relentlessly.

"Thank you for coming, everyone," said Tonraq. "I know these last few days have been very troubling."

"Troubling," came an agitated exclamation. We all looked up to see the well-known businessman, Varrick, standing at the back of the room. "Troubling is when I get that itchy rash that won't go away and Zhu Li's not around to scratch it!" Did he seriously just say that? "This is shocking! Nay, sickening! But these kale cookies, opposite. Remind me to get the recipe later," he added to his assistant.

"What's your point, Varrick?" said Tonraq, his patience clearly wearing thin.

"My point is, Unalaq's already closed our harbor and barred our Council from assembling at the meeting hall, how long before he starts telling us what kind of cookies we can eat?!" He said the last part while simultaneously filling a plate with more of the kale cookies that Senna had made for the gathering.

"Probably a couple of days," his assistant, Zhu Li, replied.

"That was a rhetorical question, Zhu Li, you've gotta keep up!"

"I have to agree with Varrick," said another familiar voice. It was Honovi, Shaman Guyapi's wife and Lomasi's mother. "Not about the cookies thing, but about Unalaq. If that bay doesn't reopen, I could miss an important meeting with my company's heads in the Fire Nation. I could lose my job!"

"Not to mention I've got a cargo ship full of halibut that's rotting, thanks to this harbor lockdown," Varrick continued. "Who wants to buy a ship full of stinking fish?! Seriously, it's not rhetorical, I need sell these fish."

"Chief Unalaq said he's here to help the South," Korra spoke up. "He wants to show us how to restore balance with the spirits so they'll stop attacking."

"The only spirit I'm interested in restoring is our spirit of independence! Am I right, people?!" Varrick's statement earned loud applause from the clan leaders.

Korra was clearly about to speak up in defense of her uncle, but one of the clan leaders stood up to say his part. I recognized him as Elder Siluk, one of the oldest members of the tribe apart from Master Katara.

"I wish to speak," he said. "My brothers and sisters, this is not the first time an outside force has threatened us. Our tribe had to suffer near-total annihilation during the Hundred Years War and much of our original culture has never been restored, even if we have rebuilt. I was only a boy when my father and my uncle were killed while fighting alongside the other warriors and I do not wish to lose any more of my kin. What Chief Unalaq has done is an outrageous crime and we should not allow him and his troops to take away our rights, but we must remember that we are also few against many. Our people number in the thousands, theirs number in the hundreds of thousands. We are no match…"

"That doesn't matter," said Chief Kaliska. "My father was just one of a small group who took down an entire nation. Have we forgotten that it is not the size of the army but the strength of the warriors that matters most? I don't want war any more than you do, Elder Siluk, but we must also remember that our people have faced greater threats in the past. The Northerners started this, Unalaq started this, and now it is up to us to end this before it has the chance to get worse than it already is."

More cheers reverberated through the room. Korra looked very uncertain, Tonraq must have noticed it too because he turned to her.

"Maybe you could speak with your uncle," he said to her. "Tell him how frustrated we all are. He'll listen to what the Avatar has to say."

Korra gave an annoyed huff before marching out of the house. Noatak stood up and followed her outside. However, the issue was not dropped.

"It's time those Northerners learned why you shouldn't mess with the Southern Water Tribe," Chief Kaliska continued. "As chief, I invoke the Order of Coahoma. All those who stand against this oppression shall make the Red Panther's paw print on their doors and will offer neither food nor refuge nor aid of any kind to a member of the Northern army. You shall not have dealings with them except those of defense. Henceforth, any Northern attack on a Southerner will be seen as an act of war and will be treated as such."

"Kaliska, don't you think you're going too far?" Senna said anxiously.

"No, I'm keeping my promise to Dad. I am keeping our tribe safe from people like Unalaq."

"You forget, Chief Kaliska, that there are those of Northern descent in this very room," said Elder Taktuq with a slight glance at Tonraq. "How do we know that no one will betray us?"

"The Northerners who live here are Southerners by their initiation rites. No one can claim they are our tribesmen unless they are part of our clans, something for which we have documented proof. Those men and women are as much Southerners as you or I. All those in favor of my motion for the Order of Coahoma?"

There was near unanimous assent.

"Then it is settled. As of this moment, we are in Cold Warfare."

As the group dispersed, I noticed Lomasi waiting for me by the door. I followed her outside into the late afternoon chill as we both allowed the implications of what just happened to sink in.

"It's hard to believe, isn't it?" I said. "Feels like I just got out of a war and now I'm back in one."

"Yes, I think I understand what you mean," she replied with a thoughtful expression. "I don't like how this is going, though. When we Southerners are backed into a corner, we fight back and we fight fiercely."

"Yeah, I can see that. I heard that when the Fire Nation raided the South, the Waterbenders and warriors were so determined to defend that they fought down to the last man."

"Woman, actually. The last Waterbender to go down was a woman."

As we walked on, I could see people already painting the blood-red symbol of the paw print on their doors.

"Can we talk about something that doesn't have to do with war?" I asked. "I'd prefer if we stay on a more positive train of thought."

She gave me a warm smile.

"Alright, then. What if we-"

"Tarro!" came an elated shout. I turned just in time to see Bolin approaching us, looking rather worse for wear. "Thank goodness I found you. Quick, I need a place to hide from Eska."

"We could go to my house," Lomasi offered. "It's close by and I don't think your girlfriend knows about it."

"Thank you!"

Korra's POV:

Noak and I didn't talk much as we made our way towards the Northern embassy. Neither of us really knew what to say.

"Do you think he'll listen?" I asked.

"I hope so," Noak replied. "He really does have some respect for you. I could sense that much. I would just be careful about trusting him. Try not to let his flattery get to you, that's one of the key ways that men like him are able to manipulate people."

"Really?"

"Does the name 'Tarrlok' ring any bells?"

"Oh, right. But…he's not like that anymore."

"Maybe not, but the fact remains he has used that to get what he wanted in the past."

"I promise I won't let Unalaq sway me to his side through flattery. You know I'm not that gullible."

"I don't think you're gullible at all. I think you are a very strong, intelligent woman who underrates herself too much."

"That's not an attempt at flattery, is it?" I asked with a smile, causing him to smile back.

"To anyone else but you it would be."

We found Chief Unalaq in what looked like a surrogate throne-room. He seemed to be in quiet contemplation, alone in the darkness which lent a very eerie quality to his appearance.

"Our next training session isn't until tomorrow," he said suddenly, startling me.

"Sorry to interrupt," I replied. "It's about our conversation earlier."

"Yes?"

"I understand why you brought your troops here, but…I'm afraid it's sending the wrong message."

"Your father has been talking to you." Unalaq sounded somewhat angry when he said that, as if the thought of my dad speaking to me was a personal insult.

"And why shouldn't she?" Noak spoke up. "Her father is an intelligent man who has a great deal of respect from the Southerners. Something which he earned." The underlying insult was very clear. Noak was insinuating that the only reason why anyone respected Unalaq was because he had simply been there to inherit a title after my father's banishment.

"I simply meant that my brother has a tendency to…misunderstand my actions," Unalaq replied coldly, glaring at Noak.

"Well, it's not just him," I said. "The rest of the Southern Tribe sees the arrival of the troops as an act of war. There was a meeting at my parents' house-"

"Because someone ordered the meeting hall closed," Noak interrupted. I felt a little irked that he had cut me off, but I didn't think it was worth getting upset over. "Do you have an explanation for that, Chief Unalaq?"

Unalaq did not look pleased and I could feel the tension growing.

"Noak, do you think you could wait outside for a moment?" I said.

"What? But I-"

"Please."

I gave him an apologetic glance and he nodded. As he turned to leave he shot a warning glare at my uncle. I hated having to tell him to go, but I was worried that he was only making the situation worse; I supposed it was that side of him that wanted to speak out against injustice which, though noble, could sometimes go too far. Inwardly I agreed with him, but I wasn't about to jeopardize my chance to help my tribe by talking things out with Unalaq.

"The Southerners don't want a war," I continued. "But, there will be repercussions if something isn't done. The people at the meeting were very angry with what's been happening and I'm certain the sympathies extend beyond that group. It's possible that violence may even break out."

"That cannot happen," Unalaq replied firmly. "If the Water Tribes were at war, the other nations would take sides. The Dark spirits would thrive on this negative energy, and the world would be thrown into a battle between spirits and man. It would be catastrophic."

"How do we stop it?"

"We? No, Korra, this is a war only the Avatar can prevent."

This was sounding worse by the second. He brings his troops in and shuts down our harbor, and now he expects me to stop a war? There was something very wrong about this.

"I'm usually the one starting fights," I said. "I don't know how to stop them from happening."

"As the Avatar, you must remain neutral in this conflict. You will naturally want to help your people, but showing favoritism will not help our tribes find unity."

That was when I knew there was something going on. No Avatar, ever, has remained neutral in a conflict. I wasn't sure how I knew, I suppose it was just more of those past-life memories coming through, but all Avatars have picked sides in the past. The only times the Avatar has ever stayed neutral was in diplomatic negotiations, when who was right and who was wrong became clear. Avatar Aang certainly wasn't neutral when he took down Fire Lord Ozai, and I didn't even need wisdom from the past Avatars to know that.

"Maybe Tenzin was right," I thought aloud. "Maybe I'm not ready to be the Avatar."

"Tenzin lacks faith in you, but I have no doubt you will become the most admired Avatar the world has ever known."

"Thank you, Uncle," I said smiling. I turned to leave and my smile fell. Noak was right, he can't be trusted. If war breaks out, I know what side to be on.

I met Noak outside the embassy with Naga and we headed back into town. He asked what Unalaq and I had said and I told him everything, including my distrust of the man. Noak encouraged me to stay loyal first and foremost to the South as they were the ones being, essentially, invaded by the Northerners. I knew it must have been a hard thing for him to support as he himself was originally from the North. My attempt at peacemaking was put to the test about five minutes later.

A group of Northern troops and Southern civilians had gotten into a dispute and both sides seemed ready to attack. Noak and I rode in between them on Naga and I ordered them to stop.

"Tell these thugs to go back to the North," one of the Southerners said. "They're not welcome here anymore!"

"These Southerners need to stay in line," one of the Northern troops shouted back.

"Everyone, calm down!" I ordered. "We don't want any bloodshed here." First I looked at the Northern troops. "You are in our tribe and need to be more respectful," I said in a low voice. "You do not have the authority to speak to or treat us like that." Then I turned to the Southerners. "Violence won't get you anywhere. I am just as upset about this as you are, but we can't risk war. I suggest you all," I threw a look back at the Northerners, "all of you, walk away."

The Northerners and Southerners both glared at each other, but released the water they had been Bending in their preparation for a fight. I couldn't believe I actually stopped something bad from happening.

"They're not even worth our time," the Southern man from before said as he and his friends began to leave.

"Yeah, you better keep walking, you cowards," said the Northern soldier.

I shot the man a warning glare.

"You are officially on a warning, buddy," I snapped. "Don't give me a reason to join them next time you cause trouble."

As I steered Naga away, I noticed my dad standing in front of me. I was actually quite surprised to see him looking at me with pride; I thought he'd be disappointed that I hadn't immediately leapt in to the defense of the Southerners.

"You handled that very well, Korra," he said.

My dad just kept smiling proudly at me and it made me feel like I wasn't such a screw-up Avatar as I thought. Sure, I knew that Noak and Tarro both said they believed in me, but part of me always wondered if they just said that out of guilt for their older-selves' actions. But my dad, he almost never tries to sugar-coat the truth; if he seemed proud of me, then it was certain that he was and that was better than anything Unalaq had to say.

I gave a small smile back at my dad and motioned for Naga to keep moving. As Noak and I continued on our way, he turned to me.

"You really did handle that well," Noak said. "Probably better than I would have if I was still…you know."

I nodded, understanding that he was referring to his own experiences with war and oppression of the innocent.

"We should find something to take our minds off all this conflict," he continued. "How about we go out with the others? We haven't spent much time with them since we got back."

"Good idea," I said.

Tarrlok's POV:

Lomasi's family did not live in an igloo, her mother earned enough money so that they were able to afford an upscale townhouse in the main part of the city. However, even though the family was well-to-do, they decorated their home in a very traditional style with pelts, old Water Tribe artifacts, and various symbols of their clan, the Turtle-Seal Clan. Neither Guyapi nor Honovi spent much time at the house, though, as they were constantly busy with their occupations, leaving Lomasi alone with only her grandmother, Higalik, to keep an eye on her.

"You kids have fun," the old woman said as she left us in the living room.

"Thanks, Grandma," Lomasi called after her. "Anyone want some tea?"

"No thanks, I'm good," Bolin replied as he stared nervously out the window.

"What's with you?" I asked. "You've been as jumpy as a hog-monkey."

"Like I told you guys, I'm running from Eska. This morning, she had me lead her and her brother around town in a rickshaw. I've still got a kink in my back! Then she made me laugh at jokes that weren't funny and told me that I was going to move up North to be with her so that, as she put it, 'we will live out our days in icy bliss.' I can't imagine what kind of sick person would want to live like that."

Lomasi and I just stared at him until he realized what he'd just said.

"Not that there's anything wrong with people who like living in ice and snow 24/7," he said defensively. "It's just…I'm a Republic City boy, through and through. I can't last in a place where it's cold and snowy all the time. Any ideas about what I should do?"

"Just tell her the truth," said Lomasi. "Women appreciate honesty."

"But don't be too blunt or she'll think you're an insensitive jerk and go ballistic," I added.

"Be polite and sincere; reassure her that you don't want to hurt her feelings but you aren't sure the relationship is going the way you had hoped," Lomasi continued.

"But don't be too vague about it or she will misread your signals and interpret it as wanting to be closer than you were before."

"Try to divert the loss of a romantic relationship into a hope for potential friendship."

"Of course, you'll probably never be able to go out with anyone again if you two stay friends as she will likely threaten either you or your potential future date."

"Be a gentleman and keep a calm attitude throughout the entire process."

"And, if that fails and she still gets angry, run. Run as fast and as far as you can."

Lomasi seemed to have had enough of my comments because she turned to glare at me.

"You know, you're really not helping," she said.

"Says you; you're only thinking about the situation how you see it from a female perspective. I'm telling him how it's going to be from where he's standing. Guys see breakups in a very different way than girls, Lomasi. We can't always be 'kind, considerate, and understanding' at times like these. Sometimes breaking up is so terrifying for us because we have no idea how the girl will react. Okay sure, normal, sweet, rational girls like you are able to take break-ups in that kind of way; but, come on, we're talking about Eska here."

"You think I'm normal?" she said in a flattered tone, but I continued regardless.

"If I had to bet, I doubt very much that she'll take this well." I turned to Bolin and put a friendly hand on his shoulder. "Bolin, this is my advice: run, hide, and do not ever let her find you. My work here is done."

Just then, the door opened and my brother and Korra entered.

"Hey, guys," Korra greeted. "We were wondering if you wanted to join us for dinner."

"Asami and Mako already agreed," said Noatak. "Are you all in?"

"Sure," I said. "It's about time we had some fun."

Noatak's POV:

It seems the concept of 'fun' must be very subjective if its definition involves Eska and Desna somehow getting invited to join us. I had quietly asked Bolin what they were doing here, and his answer was that it was either invite them or suffer whatever punishment Eska might inflict on him for saying 'no.' I truly pitied the boy, he clearly had no idea how to stand up for himself.

"Ha, ha, isn't this fun, huh?" Bolin said nervously. "We never get to spend enough time together, ya know. So fun…"

Lomasi answered for all of us by dropping her face onto the table and burying it behind her arms. I exchanged a look with Korra; this was certainly not how I had hoped for us to spend the evening.

"Excuse us while we retrieve more sustenance," Eska said. She and Desna both rose simultaneously and left.

"Yeah, real fun we're having here," Tarrlok said dryly.

"You guys gotta save me," Bolin pleaded quietly.

"I thought you were breaking up with her," Mako said. "Just do it and get it over with."

"Did you follow any of the advice we gave you?" Lomasi said, suddenly looking up.

"I tried," Bolin continued. "But any time I bring up the subject, she threatens to freeze me in a block of ice and feed me to dolphin-piranhas."

"Yep, that sounds like Eska," Tarrlok said.

"Why didn't you warn me your cousin had the power to reach into my heart and crush my soul with her bare hands?" Bolin said to Korra.

"Uh, 'cause I thought it was pretty obvious?" Korra replied.

"No, no, not to me it wasn't." Bolin was now sounding frantic. "I'm very bad at reading people; you should know that by now." He was now grasping his head in despair. "Oh, man. I could've tried flirting with anyone else, even one of your Earth Kingdom cousins; but no, I had to choose the psychopath."

"You'd probably run into a similar problem with Hachi and Adsila. Not the psychopath part, but…no, actually, they're really nice and wouldn't have had any problem with you."

"Not comforting, Korra. Not comforting."

"What's up, people?" came another voice. It was Adsila, closely followed by Hachi.

"Hey, guys," Korra greeted. "We were just…"

"We heard," Hachi said softly. Truth be told, Hachi was a little bit like the twins, except that it was more on the grounds that she was so quiet and seemed to have little interest in anything…well, except for her books. "Your friend was bemoaning the fact that he entered into a relationship with Eska rather than either me or my sister." We all stared at her for a moment and I could sense that she was unnerved by it. "I'm sorry. I'll just be quiet."

"Mind if we join you?" Adsila asked, already pulling up a chair.

"Go ahead," I told her.

"Things really are looking bad, eh? Whole tribe's gone into cold warfare."

"Wait, what?" said Korra.

"Didn't you hear? Aunt Kaliska declared a state of Cold War. People have been putting up the mark of the Red Panther all day."

"They must have made the decision after we left," I said. "This is very bad. Unalaq already violated the Peace Ceremony. By Southern Water Tribe law, Kaliska can order his execution."

"But the South outlawed the death penalty years ago," said Asami. "Chief Kaliska couldn't do that legally."

"Ha! Do you really think she needs to do it herself?" said Adsila. "Aunt Kali just has to say she wants Unalaq gone and there will be a host of Southerners ready to do the job; and willing to go to jail for it."

"We have returned," came the dry monotone of Desna as he and Eska reappeared and took their seats. We all acted as though we hadn't just been discussing the possibility of their father getting murdered.

"Boyfriend, recount what we were not present for," Eska ordered.

"Uhhh…"

I would certainly hate being in Bolin's place.

Tarrlok's POV:

After the very awkward dinner finally concluded, Lomasi asked if I could walk her home. I was feeling very uncomfortable about how close she stood to me as we walked; it was almost like she was expecting me to do something but I had no clue what it was.

"It's very nice out tonight, isn't it?" she said.

"Um, I suppose."

"Pssst," came a voice from around a nearby corner. "Tarro, Lomasi, over here." I recognized the voice.

"Ciqala?" I said. "What are you doing here? Hiding from Liluye and Shada again?"

"No," he replied. "Well, actually, yes, but that's beside the point. How would you two like to get in on something to help our tribe?"

"What?"

"Come with me." He motioned for us to follow. "This isn't a discussion for the open."

Lomasi and I exchanged a look before following, wondering what on earth he could be talking about.


Redbayly: Well, I think I got through that nicely.

Sokka: What the Naraka, woman?! Why'd you cut it off there?!

Redbayly: Suspense, duh!

Sokka: But I wanna see what my grandson's planning to do to stop those awful Northies.

Redbayly: Weren't you in love with a 'Northie' at one point?

Sokka: Those lunatics can't hold a candle to Yue! She's probably furious with what her people are doing.

Yue: You bet your boomerang I am.

Sokka: Yue! *Hugs her*

Yue: Nice to see you, too, Sokka. As I was saying, I certainly didn't sacrifice myself to save people who do to others what the Fire Nation tried to do to us. My father is turning in his grave.

Redbayly: I'm sure he would be very upset.

Yue: Hm? No, I mean he is, literally, turning in his grave. It's dance night in the Realm of the Dead.

Redbayly: Yeah…..Anyway, here are some omakes I wrote.


Omake: (Avatar Migisi was a lot like Korra, in more ways than one)

The two men watched as Avatar Migisi once again sent blasts of fire at her sparring partner.

"Brother," said the younger man, "do you really think it's wise idea to let your daughter run rampant like that?"

"Oh, brother, I don't think it's wise to do anything," the other man replied. "I mean, here we are alive and well today when in a few thousand years we could be reincarnated as two feuding brothers with you as an evil megalomaniac intent on releasing the ultimate embodiment of chaos and attempting to kill me."

The younger brother stared.

"Why that's absurd. Oh, by the way, dear brother, I was just in the kitchen and I made you this delicious sandwich." He presented a sandwich that was clearly rigged up with explosives.


Omake: (slight change to the Peace Ceremony scene in which Kaliska shows she really is Sokka's daughter)

"Okay, anything to add before we start this ceremony?" Kaliska asked.

One of the old men of the Council raised his hand.

"May I be excused for a moment?" he asked.

"Why?"

"I gotta go. You know, go."

"No! We are about to start an important ritual. And that means no potty breaks!"

"But I really gotta go."

Kaliska gave an annoyed sigh.

"Okay, fine. Who else has to go?"

Every one of the elders raised his or her hand, causing Kaliska to slap her own hand against her forehead.


Omake: (the awkwardness of Suki and Sokka's married life)

Suki was in the middle of doing the laundry when her son entered carrying a bundle of sheets in his arms.

"Those your sheets, honey?" she asked.

Paytah nodded.

"Was it the dream about the clowns again?"

He nodded a second time before dropping the sheets into the hamper. Suki sighed and pulled out the jumbo-sized bottle of cleaning detergent. At that moment, her husband entered the room; he too was carrying a bundle of sheets.

"Those your sheets?"

Sokka nodded.

"Was it the dream about the Moon Spirit again?"

He nodded again. Suki gave another sigh before putting away the jumbo-sized bottle and reaching down to get the mega-jumbo-sized bottle of cleaning detergent.


Also, in case you are wondering about some of the names I have given to OCs, here are the translations to most of them according to the websites I found the names on:

Korra's family:

Kaliska-Miwok, "coyote chasing deer"

Ciqala-Dakota, "little one"

Ahote-Hopi, "restless one"

Paytah-Sioux, "fire"

Adsila-Cherokee, "blossom"

Hachi-Seminole, "stream"

Hien-Vietnamese, "meek, gentle"

Kohana-Sioux, "swift"

Additional Characters:

Ituha-unknown Native American (NA), "sturdy oak, white stone"

Lenmana-Hopi, "flute girl"

Guyapi-unknown NA, "frank, candid"

Lomasi-unknown NA, "pretty flower"

Honovi-Hopi, "strong, strong deer"

Hakan-unknown NA, "fire"

Len-Hopi, "flute"

Liluye-Miwok, "singing chicken hawk that soars"

Shada-unknown NA, "pelican"

Flo-unknown NA, "arrow"

Hakidonmuya-Hopi, "time of waiting moon"

Hei An-Chinese, "darkness" (or something like darkness)

Kenda-Dakota, "magical powers"

Akando-unknown NA, "ambush"

Luyo-unknown NA, "wild dove"

Mothers of Waterbending:

Doli-Navajo, "bluebird"

Ama-Cherokee, "water"

Migina-Omaha, "returning moon"

Sacred Seven:

Huata-Miwok, "carrying seeds in basket" and Moquelumnan, "Basket Carrier"

Ahanu-Algonquin, "he laughs"

Kachina-Hopi, "spirit, sacred dancer"

Migisi-Chippewa, "eagle"

Gaagii-Navajo, "raven"

Chilaili-unknown NA, "snowbird"

Ehane-Cheyenne, "our father"

Seven Children of Avatar Setna:

Catori-Hopi, "spirit" (name is actually feminine)

Ahyoka-Cherokee, "she brought happiness"

Chenoa-unknown NA, "dove"

Donoma-Omaha, "sight of sun, visible sun"

Bidziil-Navajo, "he is strong"

Hania-Hopi, "spirit warrior"

Mapiya-Sioux, "sky, heaven"

Great Guardians:

Coahoma-Choctaw, "Red Panther"

Kangee-Sioux, "crow, raven"

Bilagaana-Navajo, "white person"

Setna (also spelled "Sedna")-Inuit, goddess of the sea and marine animals (also the name of a male character in ancient Egyptian literature, a son of Ramesses the Great who was a skilled magician)

Awonawilona-Zuni, (name of the androgynous creator deity)










29. Cold War


Just Like the Good Old Days

Redbayly: Hey, everyone, sorry I took so long to update. I'm just really busy with my schoolwork right now.

Sokka: Oh, come on, Red, it's not like anyone even cares. I mean, no one really likes these fanfics after all, people only read them because they're dissatisfied with canon.

Redbayly: *Bursts into tears*

Toph and Aang: *Both glare at Sokka*

Iroh: I think it would be wise to apologize to Miss Redbayly. You know how sensitive she is and that was not a courteous thing to say to a lady.

Sokka: Hmph, no ladies here.

Redbayly: *Cries louder*

Toph: *Grabs Sokka by the front of his clothes* Care to rethink your statement, Snoozles?

Sokka: Uhhh…Redbayly doesn't own Legend of Korra and that's a real pity because she would have made it much better than canon?

Toph: Good boy. *Drops him* Also, a bit of warning, this chapter includes a somewhat "mature" scene, nothing too explicit, but just thought I should let you know.

Cold War

Third Person POV:

"Are we all ready?" the leader asked.

The members of the group all nodded. None of the people there were clearly identifiable, something caused by the dark, moonless night and the warrior face-paint they were all wearing; they were dressed in battle gear as well, but no one intended to actually kill anyone. At least, not on that night.

Stealthily, the group sneaked towards the bay; small teams got together and the Waterbenders made ice-rafts they all climbed onto and then propelled them up to the lead Northern ship. With ropes and grappling-hooks, the teams scaled the side of the vessel. The leader was the first one to reach the top and peered over the railing at the small group of Northern soldiers.

"When are these Southerners going to learn their place?" said one guy.

"Can't the stupid rubes see that we're just trying to help them?" another added.

The leader's blood boiled at those statements and he gave the signal to his comrades. Within moments, the deck was swarmed by Southerners, both Benders and Non-Benders, each one dressed as a Wolf Warrior, each one letting out furious battle-cries, and each one causing untold mayhem. They tied up or froze every Northerner they could find and pitched their cargo overboard.

"Aiiiiyaaa!" the leader shouted as he knocked out the Northern commander.

Looking on, a certain Waterbender was having some doubts.

Tarrlok wasn't entirely certain about this mission; true, he'd come to see the South as his home, but it still bothered him that he was attacking his own countrymen. He was happy to be helping a cause he supported, but he also wished it didn't have to require him to do exactly what he was doing now. He looked over to where Lomasi was battling two men twice her size and winning, managing to knock them both over the side of the ship; Tarrlok found he couldn't look away, Lomasi seemed like some beautiful and terrifying war-spirit with how she fearlessly took down any who stood in her way. That's when he realized exactly why he'd come out here.

Noatak's POV:

Well, that dinner could certainly have ended better. Perhaps it's my fault; I probably should have just made it a private occasion for me and Korra. Of course, knowing my luck, everyone else would have tagged along anyway.

After I had gotten ready for bed, I entered the bedroom Korra and I were sharing and I saw that she was still wide awake. As I got into bed beside her, I noticed she was looking at me in a strange way. She just seemed to stare at me with an odd glint in her eyes.

"I'm sorry dinner didn't go well," I said.

"It's alright," she replied softly. "Even though it wasn't your fault, I'm sure there's a way you can make it up to me."

Now, while I could never profess to being naïve, I must admit that innuendos can sometimes go over my head. It's not necessarily my fault considering my sexual experience has been fairly limited throughout my life and because my father's method of explaining it to me when I was ten years old involved a rather graphic and blunt description that had, understandably, caused me to repress a great many thoughts about sex.

Of course, these repressed feelings are not exactly capable of withstanding getting pulled into a very deep, demanding, and tantalizing kiss from my betrothed, especially not when she was making no attempts to hide what it was she wanted right then in that moment. I would be lying if I said I was not interested in reciprocating.

I knew for a fact that neither of us were very experienced when it came to matters like this, so a lot of what we did was nervous fumbling and exploration. Somewhere in it all my shirt came off and I heard Korra whisper my name. There was a foreign feeling of heat building inside me, a warmth that spread through my veins; it was not an unwelcome sensation, but it was…strange.

Truth be told, I had never been so intimate with another person; physical contact, especially of this sort, had been beyond me to a certain extent. In my first life, my focus had shifted primarily to finding out what to make of my life, my quest for power, and later my obsession with ridding the world of Bending. When I began this, my second life, things I had never had time for suddenly became important again; living out a happy childhood with my brother, learning and playing alongside friends, discovering the joys and the pains of my teenage years, and finding out who I was in relation to both mind and body. All these things had been denied me by my father, a father who saw me and my brother only as weapons to be cultivated.

Experiencing physical urges I had once repressed, and being able to learn with someone I loved absolutely, it is hard to put into words. I suppose you could say that when you open up to another person in such an intimate manner, you reveal who you really are underneath everything you show yourself to be outside.

Tarrlok's POV:

I was wrecked the next morning. I had not had such a long night in ages.

"Good morning, Tarro," Senna greeted as I left my room.

I mumbled a reply and she handed me some breakfast.

"Korra and Noak aren't up yet," she continued with a knowing smirk. "I think they were up late…talking."

I was certain she was implying something, but I was too tired to pick up on what it was.

"You were out pretty late yourself," she continued gently. "Now, I know you're over sixteen and capable of making your own choices, but you know it's not good to stay out past midnight. What exactly were you doing?"

"Mrmph," was my articulate reply.

I never stayed out late when I was sixteen in my old life. I never saw the need to. I didn't have many friends back then and my mother had needed me to help her because my father was dying, finally passing two days before my eighteenth birthday (it might seem cold of me to say so, but that was probably the best birthday present I could have gotten). I had no way of knowing how my mother was doing; she had still been alive in the old timeline, something which made me feel even guiltier about blowing up the speedboat so long ago. I had told Noatak about it several years ago; he had not been pleased and wouldn't speak to me for several days.

I do hope my mother is alright. She would probably beat down all that stood in her path if she knew both Noatak and I were alive and down here in the South; she'd probably be even quicker to get here if she knew Noatak was getting married.

"Morning," came a sleepy voice. Korra entered the sitting room, closely followed by my brother. They both looked tired but had rather bright smiles. I didn't know and didn't ask what was going on; their business was their own.

They had both just sat down to breakfast when there was a knock on the door. This was quickly followed by the door swinging open to admit Senna's brother Paytah.

"Senna! Senna! Senna!" he said frantically.

"What? What? What?" Senna replied.

"Unalaq! Unalaq! Unalaq!"

"Yes? Yes? Yes?" Senna said patiently.

"He said! He said! He said!"

"Out with it, Paytah!"

"Unalaq has sent his troops on a raid through the tribe; he's searching for any Southerners who were involved in an attack on his ships last night! He's arrested several people and Kaliska is in an uproar! She says that if the Southerners are not released then she will resort to violence!" He took in a deep breath. "Hey, are those kale cakes?"

"Paytah!"

"Sorry."

"This is a disaster. What are these people thinking?"

"It gets worse. Unalaq thinks that Ciqala was behind the attack and has sent out a dispatch to capture him."

"What?" Korra exclaimed. "He can't do that. Ciqala wouldn't do something like that. I might, but Ciqala-"

I cleared my throat awkwardly and everyone turned in my direction.

"Tarro?" said Korra.

"Well…it wasn't Ciqala's idea."

"Is there something you want to tell us, Tar?" said Noatak.

"We weren't trying to hurt anyone," I insisted. "We just wanted to let them know not to mess with us."

"Who came up with it?" said Senna.

"Ciqala was leading the mission, but the idea was started by Unnuk and his crowd."

"The guys who hang out at the tea houses?" said Korra. "The ones who protest against the White Lotus becoming a public organization instead of staying secret?"

"Yeah." I nodded. "Ciqala met me and Lomasi outside the restaurant last night and asked if we wanted to get in on something to help the tribe. He took us to a meeting lodge, the location of which I cannot tell you, and Unnuk briefed us on the mission. Lomasi wanted to go and I wasn't about to abandon her."

"Well, it's nice to know the youth still have some sense of honor," came a voice from the door. We all froze for a moment, and let out relieved breaths when we saw that it was Chief Kaliska.

"You scared us there, sis," said Paytah.

"You should be less worried about me, and more worried about Unalaq," said Chief Kaliska. "He's gone too far this time. He is openly persecuting our people and we should respond in kind."

"Kali, there's something else," Paytah continued. "Yue tried to talk to me the other day. She was terrified that Unalaq had done something to her husband and sons. She kept saying that she couldn't tell me anything or Unalaq would kill us."

Chief Kaliska narrowed her eyes.

"I'll talk to her," she said. "Korra, do you still want to stop this peacefully?"

"Of course," Korra replied.

"Then speak to Unalaq. You're the Avatar; you're the only one he's even remotely likely to listen to." She then turned to Senna. "Where is Tonraq?"

"He left early," Senna said. "I thought it was strange and he didn't tell me what he was going to do."

"Try and find him. Unalaq probably has him at the top of his hit-list."

"Unalaq wouldn't arrest his own brother," Senna said aghast.

"Listen, Senna, I know Unalaq spent a year in our tribe for a diplomatic mission and that you two were friends, but he is not a good man. Understood?"

Senna nodded.

"Good, now let's head out. Try to stop some of these arrests if you can."

As we left the house, I stopped Paytah.

"I didn't know Senna was friends with Unalaq," I said.

"It was twenty-two years ago," he replied. "And it was more like she was the one person in the entire South Pole who could stand him. Senna has trouble thinking the worst of people and tolerated his self-righteous crap. Look, all that matters is stopping him; stick close to your friends today because things could get bad."

Third Person POV:

After his time as a councilman in Republic City, Sokka of the Southern Water Tribe had returned to the place of his birth to continue raising his family. His eldest daughter, Kaliska, had been almost twenty when they journeyed back to the South and moved into the igloo that Aunt Katara had made for Grandpa Hakoda to live in; the return of his firstborn child had seen Hakoda retire from his position as chief, handing the responsibility over to Sokka. The igloo had changed very little over the years, with only a few additions made by the time Senna, the youngest, had turned twelve.

This was the home that Yue had run away from and yet it was the one place in the entire tribe that she actually felt safe. Even though Kaliska inherited it following their father's death when their niece, Korra, was only four years old, Yue still felt connected to the place. That's why she did not argue when Kaliska brought her there to talk. There were many things that needed to be discussed.

"I need you to be honest with me, Yue," said Kaliska as the two sat across from each other in the main room. "I can't help you if you don't tell me what the problem is."

"If you knew something that a loved one had a right to know, but the knowledge of it could get that loved one killed, would you tell them?" said Yue.

"Depends on what that knowledge is. Why?"

Yue took a sip of tea and wouldn't meet her sister's eyes.

"When was the last time we talked like this, Kali? Really talked."

"When you came home for Mom's funeral," Kaliska answered. "You didn't come to Dad's; I always wondered…"

"You know as well as I do why I didn't come home. Mom would have been furious with me if I had and I only came to hers because it was too painful to stay away."

"Did you hate Dad?"

"No! No, never!"

"Mom was sad that you didn't come to Dad's funeral." Kaliska gave her sister a piercing look. "She'd only be furious if you were keeping something from me that I need to know. In war, information is essential; reveal too much and the enemy knows your secrets, but reveal too little and your allies suffer." She set her cup of tea on the ground in front of her and began to speak in a deathly calm voice. "Tell me what you're hiding."

"I can't," Yue gasped, tears beginning to form in her eyes. "You have no idea what you're asking of me."

"As your chief, I order you to tell me what is going on!" Kaliska demanded, suddenly harsh.

"I can't!" Yue shouted back frantically. "If I do, he'll kill you! Just like he killed Ahote!" She gasped as she realized what she just said and slapped her hands to her mouth.

"What?" Kaliska said quietly.

"I…I shouldn't…you have to understand…"

"WHAT HAPPENED?!"

Kaliska grasped her sister by her shoulders a little harder than necessary. Yue was not even trying to hold back her tears anymore.

"TELL ME!" Kaliska persisted.

"U-Unalaq," Yue sobbed. "When Ahote came up North five years ago, he found out something about Unalaq and tried to warn me. When I met him at the palace to find out what it was, I got there in time to see Unalaq and his guards surround Ahote. Unalaq had them drag Ahote out of the city and kill him and to make it look like a hunting accident."

Kaliska released her grip on her sister's shoulders, her hands shaking. A red mist seemed to fill her vision and all she could think about was how painful she would make Unalaq's death; she was out for blood. She slowly and silently turned to the door.

"Kaliska, where are you going?" Yue said fearfully. "Kali, please, I had to keep it secret. He's got my husband and my sons. He threatened to kill all of us if I said anything. You have to understand!"

Kaliska stopped. She glanced back at her sister's tear-streaked face and then headed right out the door.

Korra's POV:

Things were definitely not looking up. We had to break up a number of fights and I had to issue a number of threats to keep things from getting out of hand; several times I even had to follow through on my threats. I was in the center of town when I suddenly felt someone grab me, put a hand over my mouth, and pull me into a side-street. When I prepared to blast my attacker, I saw that it was Ciqala.

"Shh, Korra, please don't make any noise," he whispered. He looked around to make sure there wasn't anyone listening. "I don't have much time. Unalaq's troops are looking for me and it would not end well if I got captured."

"Unalaq wouldn't do anything," I replied quietly.

"Yes he would. Korra, I should tell you that I did lead the attack on the Northern ships; however, things have gotten out of hand. Several members of the group I'm in are considering assassinating Unalaq and I think Varrick has been egging them on. While I don't care what happens to Unalaq, his death could spark a full-on war and that would destroy our tribe."

"What should we do?"

We heard some shouts nearby and I could see Ciqala getting anxious.

"It's more about what I'm going to do," he said softly. "If Unalaq's death looks like it was caused by Northerners then we won't get in trouble."

"Don't tell me you're actually going to…" I was horrified. Ciqala was actually contemplating murder.

"If I don't, then the insurgents will and that would be disastrous. Korra, the only way for this to end is for Unalaq to go down."

I thought for a moment.

"I should do it, then," I said.

"What?"

"If I take Unalaq down then it will just be the Avatar removing a tyrant for the sake of peace."

"Korra, you've never killed anyone; strange as it seems. Your record is even cleaner than Avatar Aang's. I couldn't ask you to do that."

"But it's my obligation to-"

"Shh!" We both glanced to make sure no one heard us. "I've already settled the matter, Korra. I'm going to the embassy to finish this and I want you to promise me that you won't interfere, even if something goes wrong."

"Ciqala…"

"Please, Korra. I know that there is going to be an attempt to kidnap Unalaq tonight; I have to make sure that I get him before the resistance group does."

"And if you get captured and killed?"

He gave a somber smile.

"Well, I never wanted to be chieftain, anyway."

"That's not funny, Ciqala."

"Just promise me you won't get involved. Promise me."

"I promise."

He gave me a quick hug and then disappeared into the shadows. I wasn't so sure I could keep my promise.


Redbayly: Hey, sorry I had to stop here but I just really needed to get the next chapter up because I haven't updated in months. I'm not sure how soon I'll be able to update again because I'm in the last stretch of my spring semester and have a ton of work to get done.

Sokka: Don't know why you'd bother, it's not like you're going to amount to anything.

Toph: Do you need me to threaten you again, Snoozles?

Sokka: *Cringes* No. I'll be good.

Redbayly: Oh, one more thing, remember when I mentioned that thing about Atlantis? Seems that some of my information was a misinterpretation of what I was reading. Firstly, the guy I mentioned was Critias (I misspelled it as "Criterias"); secondly, I think I might have gotten confused about his role in creating the Atlantis story because it turns out one of the books that Plato wrote about Atlantis was named Critias after the man in question. Sorry about the suddenness of this but I don't want to be accused of disseminating falsehoods.










30. Down Once More


Just Like the Good Old Days

Redbayly: Hey, folks, sorry about the delay, I had a lot of work to finish up the past few months. I also had quite a bit of stuff to do for the first few weeks of my summer vacation, in particular going to my cousin's graduation from West Point and then going to Arkansas last Thursday so I could attend his wedding on Saturday.

Sokka: I still say he and his girlfriend were rushing things. I mean, he literally just became a second lieutenant in the Army and now he's married.

Redbayly: Sokka, you and I both know that the only reason you don't like Chandler is because she's a vegetarian.

Sokka: It's just not natural! What kind of sick individual doesn't like meat?!

Aang: *Glares* Ahem.

Redbayly: Well, whatever the case, I brought you all cake.

The Gaang: Whoohoo!

Redbayly: And it's red velvet. Never thought I'd see that in a wedding cake.

Toph: What is red?

Redbayly: How do you not know what red…

Toph: *Grins*

Redbayly: Ohh, uh, right, blind. Sorry.

Sokka: *Mouth full of cake* Wash abou' tha dishclaimer?

Redbayly: Sokka, don't talk with your mouth full. It's rude. And…disgusting.

Sokka: Heh, I'm dead, what do I care?

Redbayly: Fine. Toph, could you please do the disclaimer?

Toph: *Mouth full of cake* Noes proobleh, bred. *Swallows and then belches loudly*

Redbayly: *Slaps herself on the forehead*

Toph: Redbayly does not own Legend of Korra.

Down Once More

Third Person POV:

Night had fallen over the Southern Water Tribe. It was a clear night with a starry sky and a half-full moon. On nights like this, one would not expect something bad to happen. A figure dressed in the armor of a Northern soldier slipped into the embassy, making his way up to where the Northern chief was sleeping. He was not the only person on his way there, though; his mother, the infuriated chieftain of the South was steadily approaching with one goal on her mind: vengeance. Not far off, a group of Southerners, intent on getting rid of Unalaq, were also getting closer.

Watching from high upon a snowy rooftop was a blue crow. His presence went undetected, but he was still there, the ever-watchful guardian. While he was not omnipotent, Kangee did have certain powers to protect children of the South. He had been present at many conflicts in the past; helping those he could to return home to their families. He had been there the first time the North had invaded the South, seen the horrors inflicted on the descendants of Setna; it had been he who watched over the dead chief's eldest daughter, Qimmiq, until she was grown and ready to take back their land. Kangee had been there when the Fire Nation stole the South's Waterbenders; though he could not free them, he stayed to give them comfort in their prison cells until the handful of survivors were freed by Fire Lord Zuko at the war's end. During the war, Kangee had left that post only three times; the first was during the Siege of the North, when he protected young Sokka and Katara without them having realized; the second was when he flew to Ba Sing Se when he sensed the Avatar's life was in danger, it was he who helped channel enough energy into Katara's healing attempt that allowed the spirit water to bring Aang back from the Realm of the Dead; the third time was during the Day of Black Sun and he sensed Water Tribe warriors going into battle, Coahoma had been there as well and helped him to keep the warriors alive.

Now he was in the South, doing all he could to protect its people from destruction. He was alone that night as both Coahoma and Bilagaana had been forced to return to the Spirit World. As Kangee was one of the Higher Spirits, he could move between worlds freely and was able to provide as much help as he could to the Southerners.

A new noise broke through the night's stillness and Kangee turned to see its source. It was the young Avatar and her two male comrades. Kangee had watched these three since childhood, though he knew the boys were more than what they seemed. That the Avatar knew of their pasts as well and was still able to treat them as she always had spoke volumes of her forgiving nature and of Raava's light and goodness within the girl's heart. Only a few Avatars had that ability to see beyond a person's past crimes. It had certainly been a wise plan of the Great Spirit to allow those boys a second chance.

Kangee often had the responsibility to look after Avatars, though it was usually restricted to Southern Water Tribe Avatars. He had been doing as much for the last ten thousand years, though it had started earlier than that when he had been ordered to watch over a little boy with great power.

Shaking himself out of his reverie, Kangee took flight. He knew something was going to happen tonight and he would be there when it did.

Korra's POV:

I had spoken to Noak and Tarro after my conversation with Ciqala. The three of us agreed that we couldn't let him do it. It wasn't that we didn't think Unalaq needed to be stopped; it's just that we valued Ciqala's life more. All the way to the Northern embassy, I felt this ominous pall over my head, like a dark cloud warning us that something bad was going to happen. The embassy was up a long hill, overlooking the ocean from atop a high cliff. The building itself looked eerie in the nighttime, like the frozen palace in the legend of Avatar Ehane's journey to the Spirit World to rescue his little brother from Hakidonmuya. It is one of the reasons why Southerners live in humble accommodations rather than palaces, because grandeur leads to pride, pride to arrogance, and arrogance to wickedness.

We finally made it into the embassy and, right away, I heard noises. There was a scuffle going on in the central meeting hall. We rushed over and flung the doors open. I had been expecting to find Ciqala struggling alone against Unalaq, and I wish I had. Ciqala had reached Unalaq, but so had his mother. My aunt had a number of scratches and cuts, clearly having been fighting Unalaq while Ciqala attempted to sneak around them and take him out. Unfortunately, I didn't have time to notice much else, because then the unthinkable happened.

No sooner had we entered the room than Unalaq sent a blast of water that my aunt dodged easily. However, what she hadn't realized was that she was standing right in front of her son, who was beside the main window overlooking the water. Everything seemed to slow down but not one of us was able to move quickly enough to stop what happened. Even Noak and Tarro weren't able to stop it.

The water impacted with Ciqala, sending him crashing through the window and falling to certain death in the water below. For a moment, we all stopped, staring in silence. Then, the air was rent by my aunt's enraged scream.

Noatak's POV:

"YOU KILLED MY SON!"

If ever there was a person who could frighten me, it would have to be Chief Kaliska in that moment. Rage and pain filled her eyes like nothing I had seen, not even five years ago when she received word that her husband had been killed in a hunting accident up North had she been this distraught. She charged at Unalaq, clearly intent on killing him then and there.

That was when the resistance entered the room, just as Ciqala had warned Korra. The three of us weren't sure what to do. I knew I wanted Unalaq dead because he had killed Ciqala, someone who was so dear to all of us. The resistance clearly had their minds set as they attempted to join Chief Kaliska in her attack; however, Unalaq's guards must have heard the disturbance and soon everyone was surrounded. The guards seized the Southern warriors and Chief Kaliska, the latter of whom was now hissing and spitting like an angry cat.

"YOU BASTARD!" she screeched. "It wasn't enough that you had my husband murdered, threatened my sister and her family, and invaded our tribe. You murdered my only son!"

"Your son came here with the intention of killing me," Unalaq replied smoothly. "Just like you and these thugs." He gestured towards the group of Southern men who were now being unmasked. I recognized one as Unnuk, a burly man who had a short temper. The others were ordinary citizens of the South, I even noticed Tonraq's friends, Hakan and Len, were among them. Unalaq turned to us. "I assume you three came here to stop the assassination attempts against me."

"In a manner of speaking," I replied coldly. "We just didn't want anyone to get hurt."

"I am surprised that my brother isn't here," Unalaq said, now addressing the resistance.

"He wouldn't help us," Unnuk snapped. "He's a traitor. Just like the Avatar!"

I could feel Korra tense beside me. I felt a surge of anger at the man's words. Everything Korra had done she had done for the sake of her tribe. Who was he to call her a traitor?

Unalaq called for his guards to arrest the men, but Chief Kaliska was released.

"What, not man enough to arrest an old lady?" she snapped furiously. "I won't rest until your head is on a platter, Unalaq."

"I am not afraid of you, Chief Kaliska," Unalaq retorted. "I am releasing you for the sake of your people. Though I think they would be better off with you locked up."

"You just don't have the balls to take me down," she yelled. He turned and began to walk away. "Coward! You couldn't even kill my husband yourself! You had to have your lackeys do it for you!"

That's when we all looked at each other. We had always thought that Ahote had died in a hunting accident. If Unalaq had had him killed, then this war was not just a sudden thing. Unalaq must have been planning to attack us for at least five years. I could see that Korra and my brother both realized the same thing.

Third Person POV:

Unalaq entered his private office and sat down at his desk thoughtfully. Things were not going as easily as he had hoped. Allowing Chief Kaliska to walk free would ordinarily have been a bad idea, but he could not afford to stress things to the breaking point by making her into a martyr, though he suspected she would now do as much for her son and husband. He did not enjoy having to resort to violence, but so far it had been the only course of action he could take to protect his interests.

Ahote's death had been a tragic fluke. The man had discovered his plans to take control of the South and was going to let it get out. That Ambassador Yue had seen him give the orders for Ahote's death was another unfortunate event, but having her removed would be too much of a gamble, and he also didn't want more blood on his hands at the time, so he had settled for threatening her and her family if word ever got out. Not that Yue knew, but her husband and sons were not actually in any danger as they were supporters of the North and of Unalaq.

Ciqala's death had not been an accident in the slightest. The boy needed to go away in order for Unalaq to secure a stronger hold on the South. Now that their chief's only son was gone, there would be a question of leadership. Unalaq had known that there would be an attempt on his life, it was just a matter of luck that Ciqala happened to be there and in such a prime position for him to strike.

"Trouble sleeping, Your Highness?" said a silky voice from the shadows. Had Unalaq not recognized who it was, he would have attacked.

"Hei-An, I am honored by your presence," Unalaq replied, standing up to bow respectfully at the spirit.

Hei-An slunk forward. He was not quite human in shape but was an anthropomorphic being of inky black energy; in fact, his closest resemblance to a human was the shape of his head, though he had no noticeable features except for his eyes, red sclera with yellow irises and slit pupils, and glinting white teeth with large fangs. While he did have a human form, he seldom appeared in it, preferring a spirit form.

"I see the plan is moving forward," Hei-An said, casually drifting over to lean against the wall. "Your service to the spirits is greatly appreciated, Chief Unalaq."

"My duty and honor is to serve the spirits," Unalaq replied.

"And you will be well-rewarded for it, I assure you. However, now you must remove an obstacle to your goals."

"What is it?"

"Your brother Tonraq. As long as he is around, Avatar Korra will not listen to you. It is imperative that the Northern portal be opened before the Harmonic Convergence. The only way to do that is to get the Avatar to open it."

"You want me to kill my brother?" Unalaq inquired. Though he and Tonraq seemed to immensely dislike each other, the truth was that the hatred ran deeper than anyone realized. Ever since childhood, Unalaq had been shunted aside in favor of Tonraq. Their mother's poor health had been attributed to difficulties during Unalaq's birth, so her eventual death was considered Unalaq's fault. Even in banishment, Tonraq had found countless ways of causing Unalaq anger. One action in particular stood out above all the rest and had been what pushed Unalaq even further into the Dark.

"I am not saying you should kill him," Hei-An replied. "Yet. But you cannot let him walk free. Avatar Korra's trust in you has sustained a heavy blow and you need to find some way of gaining control over her again."

Unalaq bowed his head.

"I will do everything I can," he said.

"Good. Remember, if you need any assistance, call on my servants and they will aid you."

With that, Hei-An drifted back into the shadows, disappearing back to the Spirit World. Unalaq watched him vanish before removing something from a drawer in his desk. It was an old, faded photograph that had a tear down one side where a man's face had once been, though now it showed only a young woman with a bright, smiling face. Unalaq stared down at the picture, hands trembling as a surge of anger went through him.

"It's all for you," he muttered.

Korra's POV:

We rode home in the early hours of the morning. I had managed to convince Unalaq to give the Southerners a trial, though I wasn't sure if he intended to have it be a "fair" trial. When we finally got home, I paused at the door. I had been thinking a lot lately and I realized I hadn't been very respectful towards my father. That I had been unduly harsh with him. I looked back at Noak and Tarro.

"We'll give you three a minute to yourselves," Tarro said, leading Noak away.

I took a breath and opened the door to find my mother and father sitting down to breakfast. They looked up at me in surprise.

"Is it okay if I come in?" I said.

"Of course," my mom replied. "We heard what happened. Are you okay?"

That's when I broke down. All the pain and anger I was feeling finally burst through and I threw myself into my dad's arms. I thought of Ciqala, my cousin who was more like a brother to me than anything, falling through that window to his death.

"Why - why did he have to put himself into danger like that?" I sobbed. "Now, Ciqala's gone forever."

"It's going to be alright, Korra," my dad assured me. "He wouldn't have gone if Varrick hadn't incited the others. Ciqala was only trying to protect his fellow tribesmen."

"I'm so glad you weren't with them. I don't know what I would've done if you were."

"I had no idea how far Varrick was willing to go. My brother and I may have our differences, but I would never attack him."

"There's something else," I said and pulled away slightly. "Aunt Kaliska said that Unalaq killed Uncle Ahote five years ago and has been threatening Aunt Yue and her family."

"What?" said my mom. "How could he do that?"

"I don't know. But I do know that I am not going to let him hurt either of you. I am so sorry for how I've been acting lately and for all the pain I've put you through."

"I'm the one who should apologize," my dad replied. "But, Korra, I want you to know that I am so proud of you. I never should have held you back."

"When your father and I found each other, all we wanted was a simple life," my mom continued. "But then we discovered you were the Avatar and simple was over. We knew one day the world would need you and you wouldn't need us."

I stopped. It had never occurred to me just how hard my being the Avatar was for them. That all they wanted was to be normal people after having had such notoriety in the past with my father having once been the crown prince of the North and my mother being both the daughter of the Southern chief and the niece of the previous Avatar.

"Mom, Dad," I said as I pulled them into a hug. "Of course I still need you."

At that moment we heard someone enter the igloo. I felt a spike of irritation when I saw that it was Unalaq.

"We weren't expecting you," Dad said.

That's when four soldiers entered the room behind him.

"Tonraq, Senna, you are under arrest and will stand trial," Unalaq said.

"Trial? For what?"

"For conspiring to assassinate me."
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31. Blood Oath


Just Like the Good Old Days

Redbayly: What the heck is Sokka doing?

Aang: Waiting by the Spirit World entrance for his grandson to show up.

Toph: Maybe he missed him come in? After all, Sokka wasn't paying attention to the portal when Ciqala went through that window.

Iroh: It is always sad, parting with ones you love. But we will always find them again. Death is not the end, but the beginning of a new and greater adventure. Those who think that death is final and that nothing further waits for us beyond that great veil of mystery do not realize that no one can simply cease existing. Though our hearts no longer beat and our bones turn to dust, our spirits are stronger and are what make us humans so different from other creatures of the Earth. 

Redbayly: Wise words indeed, General Iroh. Of course, no matter what you say, there will always be people who refuse to accept that there is life beyond death.

Iroh: Naturally. It is part of human nature to doubt, to question. People who refuse to accept that there are things which science cannot account for make prisons for themselves, blinding them to truth, even when it is staring them in the face.

Toph: Excuse me? "Blind"? "Staring"?

Iroh: My apologies, Toph. Those were not the most tasteful metaphors I could have used.

Toph: It's okay. I'm used to it.

Redbayly: Ehem. Would someone like to do the disclaimer since Sokka's busy?

Lu Ten: I'll do it!

Redbayly: Hey, Lu Ten. Want to go out for lunch later?

Lu Ten: As long as there's tea and I can bring my dad. *The two Firebenders exchange smiles*

Redbayly: Sure, why not? Well, take it away!

Lu Ten: Redbayly does not own the Legend of Korra. Which is a shame as she really is quite a competent and creative young lady. Oh, word of warning, this is going to be a fairly long chapter because Redbayly didn't want to make you wait any more than she had to.

Blood Oath

Korra's POV:

I wanted to scream. I wanted to shoot fireballs from my hands. After everything I'd done to defend my uncle's actions, he arrested my parents. I stood outside the house, Noak beside me (looking equally enraged), and watched as my parents were loaded into the back of a prison truck. That's when I noticed two familiar figures already inside.

"Hey, Senna, Tonraq," said my Uncle Paytah. Unalaq had arrested him and my Aunt Yue, as well.

"You can't do this," I snapped at Unalaq. "You're making a mistake."

"I'm sorry it had to come to this," Unalaq replied, not sounding sorry at all. "But your parents held meetings with rebels, right here in their home."

"Rebels?" Noak said angrily. "That meeting was made up of Southern citizens who were furious at your invasion of their land! And it only took place here because you barred our access to the meeting hall."

"I can't believe you're doing this to your own family," I added.

"Rest assured, I've appointed Judge Hotah to oversee the trial," Unalaq said. "He's the most fair and honorable man I know."

"Considering what we've seen of you, that's not saying much," said Noak.

"My parents had nothing to do with the attack," I added. "My Aunt Yue and Uncle Paytah weren't even there. They're innocent."

"I'm sure you're right," Unalaq said. "So we should have nothing to worry about."

He stalked off and I glared at him. Noak took my hand and gave it a reassuring squeeze. My family had nothing to hide. Unalaq wa the one responsible for all this trouble. There shouldn't even be a trial. And with a Northern judge? One who's probably in Unalaq's sphere of influence. I doubted that it would be more than a farce.

"Don't worry," Noak said. "Everything will be okay. Let's go speak to Guyapi and Ituha. I think we need some help."

One thing was certain, though. If my family got hurt because of this, I would make the guilty party pay.

Tarrlok's POV:

When Noatak and I had left Korra to speak with her parents, I remembered I had promised to meet up with the others and left my brother to wait for her. On my way into town, I had noticed a truck headed up towards the house along with several Northern guards. Odd, I had thought.

"Where's Varrick?" said Asami. "We should've closed our deal an hour ago."

We'd been waiting in Varrick's townhouse for quite some time. Asami had needed to finish up her business deal and so the rest of us had tagged along. Adsila and Hachi had asked to come along, too, having wanted to meet the eccentric billionaire themselves. The room we were in was quite nice; Varrick had decorated it with a number of curios from all over the place. There was even a real, stuffed platypus-bear. As I looked at it, I thought I saw it twitch ever so slightly. Finding such a thing curious, I sent out a Bloodbending sense and detected the presence of two individuals hiding inside of it.

"Would you relax?" said Bolin, lounging on the couch. "This place is great. And the best part about it, Eska doesn't know I'm here."

As if he had said some kind of jinx, the doors swung open and there were Eska and Desna. Bolin shot out of his seat in shock.

"I wasn't hiding!" he declared. "Heh-heh-heh."

"I am not on the hunt for you," said Eska. "Currently."

Why did I get a bad feeling that what she said would come back to bite us later?

"We search for Varrick," said Desna. "Our father wishes him to stand trial."

"He is a traitor to the Water Tribe, along with our aunt and uncle."

"What?" I said in surprise. "What are you talking about?"

"Are you saying Korra's parents were arrested?" Mako added.

"Yes," said Desna. "Your powers of deduction are impressive."

"Yeah, he's a cop," said Bolin.

"How dare Unalaq arrest people in their own land?" said Lomasi furiously. "He's the one who invaded our tribe."

"Considering how your people are savage enough to kill a chieftain in cold blood," said Eska, "I'd say it is probably for the best."

"Oh yeah?" snapped Adsila. "Well, who made you judge, jury, and executioner?"

"As you are clearly an unenlightened rube, I will explain in simple terms. I am a Northern princess. My opinions carry far more weight than yours."

"Yeah…well…you have bad hair," Adsila growled.

There was a moment of silence as Eska glared down the young Earthbender.

"What did you just say to me?" Eska replied in a deathly tone.

"I said: your hair looks stupid." For the first time, ever, I saw someone who didn't wither under Eska's gaze.

The Northern princess pointed at Adsila and then moved her finger across her throat in a cutting gesture that clearly implied "you're dead."

"I'd worry less about Korra's parents," said Eska coldly, "and worry more about your own father."

"What?"

"He has also been arrested," said Desna.

"How infortuitous," said Hachi. "Mother is surely distraught. Pity we didn't think to bring the family lawyer with us. I suppose we'll have to participate in some daring rescue in the near future." We all stared at her and she turned away. "Shutting up, now."

"Varrick's not here," said one of the guards.

"Very well," said Eska. "Desna, let us continue our search elsewhere." As they turned to leave, Eska stopped and looked at Bolin. "Boyfriend! Bow to me when I exit!"

"Yes, yes, my sweet koala-otter," Bolin replied, kowtowing to her.

"You are so cute when you grovel."

With a slam of the door, the Northerners left.

"What a bitch," Lomasi muttered.

"Don't let her treat you that way," Asami said with a note of concern.

"Yeah, Bolin, be a man," Adsila added. "Stand up for yourself!"

"I doubt that would be beneficial to his continued existence," said Hachi dryly.

"I tried to break up with her," said Bolin. "But Tarro and Lomasi gave me terrible advice. Thanks a lot, guys."

"I told you to run, if I remember correctly," I said.

"How exactly are your girl problems our fault?" said Lomasi.

"Bolin, you need to be honest with her," said Asami. "Tell her how you really feel."

"Honesty is for fools, kid," said a muffled voice.

"Varrick?" said Bolin.

"If you want to ditch this girl, then make yourself scarce. Disappear, like I did."

"Where are you?" said Asami.

"Someplace Unalaq will never find me."

It was at this point that I walked over to the platypus-bear and yanked open its mouth to show Varrick. I knew I had sensed people in there.

"You were hiding in the platypus-bear?" I said simply.

"Yep! In good old Ping-Ping," he replied cheerily. "How we doin'?"

"The coast is clear," said Mako. "You can come out."

"No way, mister. Not until I know it's absolutely 157% safe." Just then, a cup appeared in front of his face. "Ah, thank you, Zhu Li."

"Your assistant's in there, too?" said Asami.

"Zhu Li never leaves my side." He took a sip of his tea and then spat it out. "Yuck! You forgot the honey!"

"Sorry, sir," said Zhu Li. "There isn't any in here."

"No honey?! We're in a bear for crying out loud!"

"This is fun and all, but we still have a problem," said Lomasi. "Innocent Southerners are being locked up by invaders! This is just like what happened during the raids." Her tone turned icy. "Surrounded, outnumbered a hundred to one. Trapped inside FireNation nets and hauled up into a metal monster of a ship. Locked up in cages like animals. Never to see home again."

We all stared at her and she seemed to break from her trance.

"Uh…at least, that's how I imagine things went."

"I think we should go check on Korra," Adsila interjected awkwardly, dragging her sister out with her.

"Bolin, I got a little something for you 'round back," said Varrick. The tail of the platypus-bear lifted up and a stack of yuans fell out.

"Wow!" Bolin exclaimed as he picked up the money.

"Now listen up. Unalaq's rigged this trial, no doubt about it. So I need you to make sure my trusty rebels stay out of prison."

"What's the money for?"

"He's talking about bribery," I said. "He wants you to bribe the judge."

"Exactly!" Varrick shouted. "This kid's got his priorities straight. What's your name, by the way?"

"Tarro."

"Tarro, excellent. How'd you find me in this suit?"

"It wasn't exactly difficult."

"A keen pair of eyes. I like that! You could be a big help to me in the future. Stick with Bolin, you guys would make a great team."

"I think we catch your drift, Varrick-bear," said Bolin.

Third Person POV:

Alone in her igloo, Kaliska carved away at the piece of tiger-shark ivory. She was grateful that she was more artistically gifted than her father had been as she created the tiny model of her son. Her only child, the former heir to the Southern chiefdom, the closest thing her tribe had to a prince, and the precious child she had carried nine months in her womb, her last reminder of the man she loved. Both of them were gone now, all because of one man.

She set the little figurine in the family shrine along with the statuettes of her father, her mother, her uncle, and her husband.

"Someday, I will also have a place on this altar," she said to herself.

Sadness and anger swirled about inside of her. She had never liked Unalaq, from the first moment she met him she had sensed something rotten in his heart. Her father had seen it, too. Sokka had become suspicious of the North ever since Unalaq and Tonraq's father had tried to convince him to hand over governance of the South to the Northern throne to unite their tribes. Sokka had said "no" of course, that was why Unalaq had been sent to spend a year in their tribe just over two decades ago, to convince them that North and South should be made one tribe.

Kaliska suspected that Unalaq still had plans to take over the South. He'd killed her husband and son, invaded their tribe, and imprisoned both her siblings and his own brother. With Ciqala gone, the chieftaincy would pass to Paytah; Yue was not eligible because of her elopement with that Northerner Kohana (another person Kaliska didn't like or trust) which had resulted in her being deemed unsuitable as heir by the Council of Elders. With Paytah arrested, he would not be in a position to claim the title and his daughters would be next in line. After them, the only other people left were Senna, the youngest of the four siblings, and lastly Korra (who, despite being the Avatar, could still claim chieftaincy under Southern law).

It was like Unalaq was trying to pick them off, one at a time.

Kaliska rose from her seat and began to rifle through an old chest she kept tucked away in the corner. From out of the chest, she withdrew a uniform. It was similar to those worn by Kyoshi Warriors but was inspired by Water Tribe design with its dark blue skirt and belt, and the gloves made of tiger-seal skin. It had been a gift from her mother and Kaliska had every intention of wearing it when she entered the battlefield.

"Blood for blood," Kaliska muttered to herself. "As surely as death comes for us all, I will have blood for blood."

Noatak's POV:

We hurried over to the temple. The trial wouldn't be for another few hours and we needed guidance. Korra quickly looked in the main sanctuary but neither Ituha nor Guyapi was in there. We then raced down to the healing center which was filled with the sounds of angry cries and screaming. We saw Healers wrestling with the possession victims, all of whom seemed to be putting up a ceaseless fight. Soon enough, we found Guyapi in one of the rooms, attempting to force out the evil spirit.

"This isn't the best time," he said, not even turning around. "Noak, there's a scroll I want you to take. It's over on the desk there."

I looked over and saw the object he was speaking of. I picked it up and slipped it inside my parka to read later.

"Oh, and do me a favor and tell Lomasi her mother and I won't be home for dinner. Honovi is lending a hand with the patients and we need all the help we can get."

"Do you want me to-" I started to say.

"No, no, you two need to get over to the trial. Noak, as my apprentice, you may have to perform some Last Rites on my behalf."

"What do you mean?" said Korra.

"I mean that if things go badly tonight, there may be some innocent people going to their deaths." He struggled to hold down the possessed patient as she tried to claw at him. "Normally, Ituha would've sent Lenmana to do it, but we can't seem to find the girl. She's been missing since last night."

"What?"

"Yeah, it was the strangest thing. About the same time that Ciqala shuffled off the mortal coil, Lenmana up and vanished. If you see her, tell her we need every free hand to help."

Korra and I exchanged a look before leaving my mentor to his work. Reluctantly, we both made our way over to the courthouse for the trial. I was not looking forward to this. My future in-laws were being tried for something they hadn't done and it could cost them their lives. I put my arm around Korra as we entered the building and took our place off to the side. I was angry when I saw Unalaq standing there, looking on with indifference as the defendants were led in in chains.

Tarrlok's POV:

We were all seated in the same general area. Lomasi and I shared a row of seats with Mako, Asami, and Bolin, while Adsila and Hachi sat in front of us with their mother. Hien was absolutely broken up as the prisoners were brought in, ordinarily the woman was as steadfast as a rock (forgive the Earthbender pun); however, when her husband passed by her and gave her a smile and a wave, I thought she was going to lose it entirely. I admit, it was heartbreaking seeing all those people being brought to court simply for protecting their homeland. Seeing Tonraq and Senna in chains was like a punch in the gut; they had been nothing but kind and caring to me and my brother since we came into this universe, and Tonraq himself had been more of a father to us than Yakone ever had.

"We're good to go," Bolin whispered to us. "I gave all the money to some guys over there. I asked them to 'take care of it,' and then I winked. Pretty sure they got the message."

Bolin exchanged a smile and thumbs-up with two shady-looking characters on the other side of the room. I wasn't the only one who facepalmed in that moment.

"This trial will now come to order," announced the law clerk. "Judge Hotah presiding."

A sour-faced old man with thick, white hair and a beard entered and took a seat in the judge's chair.

"Man, I should've bribed him," Bolin whined.

"Ya think?" we all hissed at him.

Unalaq was called up to make his accusations.

"I had been about to retire to my rooms for the evening," he said, "when Chief Kaliska barged into the main hall of the embassy, levying some outrageously false accusations against me."

"What were these accusations?" asked the prosecutor. I noticed that the defendants were not provided with legal council.

"That I had ordered her husband's death five years ago." There was a collective gasp and some angry muttering from the people assembled in the audience. "She charged in there, raving like a madwoman about me having him killed and tried to attack me."

"Why did you not seek to include her amongst the guilty parties?"

"Because I believe she was misled. Someone had convinced her of this slanderous falsehood."

"Can you see this person anywhere in this courtroom?"

Unalaq turned and pointed a finger directly at Yue.

"Her. She claimed that I was threatening her family in order to keep this alleged secret from getting out. Despite the fact that I have been nothing but kind to her and her family over the years. Her husband happens to be an old friend of mine, and my brother is married to her sister. Why should I threaten her?"

"You liar!" Yue shouted, shooting out of her seat. It was strange to hear her shout. Of all Korra's relatives, her Aunt Yue was always one of the quietest. "You said you would kill us all if I said anything! I couldn't keep the secret anymore! You had Ahote killed and now you're trying to get rid of the rest of us!" The guards tried to wrestle her into her seat, but she turned to face the Southerners in the audience. "Don't listen to him! I'm sorry I turned my back on the South, but you have to listen! He wants to control us! He's been plotting this for years!"

The crowd began to get unsettled and Unalaq stepped forward.

"Perhaps I am being too harsh," he said. "Ambassador Yue is clearly mentally disturbed. The only thing I want is peace between our tribes."

"He's lying!"

"Sit down, woman!" Judge Hotah boomed at her.

Yue finally stilled, but I could sense she was still glaring furiously at Unalaq. Unalaq decided to continue with his story.

"As I was fighting off the attack from Chief Kaliska, I saw a shadowy figure moving along the edge of the room. I suspected it was an assassin because a servant or someone else would have run to fetch the guards rather than creeping over. Chief Kaliska had moved away from in front of me as I sent a blast of water at the assassin, knocking him through the window. I hadn't realized it was her son. After that, I realized Avatar Korra and her friends had entered the room, clearly having witnessed what happened. Chief Kaliska began to scream that I had murdered her son just as the group of rebels entered to make their attempt on my life. Luckily, my guards had heard the disturbance and captured them. It was then that it dawned on me that Chief Kaliska's son had been there to kill me, just as these men had been. I released Chief Kaliska from custody as a courtesy to her people and because I knew someone had given her false information."

Hotah thanked Unalaq for his statement and called Korra forth to give evidence. I could tell she was nervous as the fates of all those people could depend on what she said.

"According to Chief Unalaq's testimony, you attended a meeting where Varrick tried to incite a war. Is that true?"

"Yes."

"And were these men present at that meeting?"

"Well, yes, but-"

"And where exactly did this meeting take place?"

"Objection!" Bolin stood up.

"Quiet down out there!" Hotah shouted. "I'll ask you one more time. Where did the meeting happen?"

"My parents' house. But it was only because we've all been barred from the meeting hall!"

"And who led this meeting?"

"Your Honor, if I may?" Bolin interrupted again.

"May what?"

"May I…declare a mistrial?"

"Sit down!" He turned back to Korra. "Varrick and your father led the meeting, didn't they?"

"My family is innocent!" Korra shouted.

"Why am I even here?" Paytah called out. "The only illegal thing I've ever done was that telemarketing scam…uh, forget I said that."

Adsila and Hachi both slapped their hands to their foreheads.

"I've heard all I need to," Hotah declared. "I'll return shortly with my decision."

The recess was called and Bolin stood up.

"Okay, now's my chance," he said. "I'm going to break up with Eska. Wish me luck."

"You're gonna need it," I said.

Noatak's POV:

The recess was fairly quick. I supposed it was because Hotah had already had his mind made up for him by Unalaq before the trial. By the expression on Korra's face, I could see she felt the same way. We weren't allowed to speak with the defendants and it was clearly hurting Korra that she couldn't comfort her family. I couldn't understand why Unalaq had them all arrested, Paytah hadn't been involved in this, Yue was just trying to protect her family, and Senna just happened to have been at the meeting.

I noticed Bolin get up to leave the courtroom a few minutes ago, but he hadn't come back yet. Strange.

Judge Hotah reentered the courtroom and took his seat once again.

"Senna, please step forward," he said. Korra's mother was led up and I saw her throw a nervous glance back at Tonraq. "I have found you…innocent. You are free to go."

Senna gave a sigh of relief as the guard removed her shackles. She ran over to us and pulled both me and Korra into a bone-crushing hug. As I looked over her shoulder, I caught sight of Unalaq looking our way rather than at the defendants. Using my Bloodbending senses, I detected something off about his heartbeat. It was something similar to anger, but not quite that. He noticed I was looking at him and turned away.

"Yue, step forward," Hotah continued. Korra's aunt stepped forward. "You are revoked of your title of 'Ambassador' as you are clearly not fit to hold such a position. This court also deems you to be mentally unstable and likewise not responsible for your delusions regarding Chief Unalaq. You are not guilty by reason of insanity, but I commend you into the care of your family and insist upon your attendance of psychiatric counseling until such time as you are considered ready to reenter society."

The guard led Yue over to Senna but did not remove her handcuffs. Senna pulled her older sister into a hug, but Yue just stood there unresponsive. I saw a glint in the former ambassador's eyes, which looked so much like Korra's and Senna's, that I had never seen before. Something in the woman had genuinely snapped and I was now certain she was no longer afraid of Unalaq. Something most people didn't know about Korra's Aunt Yue, something known only in the family, was that the woman had her father's legendary skills in swordsmanship; I pitied anyone foolish enough to pick a fight with her unless they were absolutely and without a doubt the superior fighter.

"On the charge of attempted murder of the Chief of the Nothern Water Tribe," said Hotah, "I find the rest of you…guilty. The punishment for this crime…is death."

We all stood there, frozen in shock, unable to comprehend what had just been said. I heard several women in the audience burst into tears at the declaration that their husbands would be executed. These were men with families, some with children only a few years old. I saw that Tonraq had simply bowed his head in resignation of his fate.

"You can't do this!" Korra shouted. As Hotah began to walk away, Korra just got more enraged. "You take there lives, and I'll take yours!" He stopped at the threat, clearly realizing she meant it. I couldn't judge her for it; I would help her do it if it came to that.

"Korra, calm down," said Unalaq. "I'll talk to him." He turned to address Hotah. "I know I promised to respect whatever decision you made, but I must ask you to reconsider. Show these men…and my brother mercy."

He didn't mean it. I could tell from the way his blood was moving that it was all an act.

"Very well," said Hotah. "I'll change their punishment. Your lives will be spared, but you will live them out in prison." The men all let out relived breaths.

"Thank you, Unalaq," Senna said. It looked as though she'd been taken in by the charade. Senna had always been a kind woman, much like my own mother, but she often let her belief in people's goodness blind her to when they were deceiving her.

"It is the least I can do for your family," Unalaq said. "I feel terrible about causing your nephew's death."

Senna nodded and steered us away. I noticed Yue throw a final glare at Unalaq as she followed.

At dinner that evening, we were all silent. Senna had been given the keys to Yue's handcuffs and removed them, against the advice of the Northern soldier who had handed them to her. Kaliska hadn't joined us; she'd essentially been put under house-arrest, if the troops outside her home were any indication. Apparently, she'd tried to break into the courtroom during the trial and had injured quite a number of guards before she'd been forcibly taken back to her house.

It was too quiet in the room. For a moment, I wondered if this was how my home had sounded when I ran away and my family thought I'd died in that blizzard so long ago. It was…unsettling. A home once so filled with life, with laughter, with love had been reduced to people sitting around and silently staring at their food, trying to muster the will just to eat.

I didn't like it at all.

Korra's POV:

The day after the trial, we all went over to the prison. I had barely slept that night, and I sensed that Noak had had the same problem. Aunt Hien, Adsila, and Hachi had come with us to see Uncle Paytah. I couldn't believe he, of all people, had been arrested as an accomplice to the resistance. He was too good-natured to kill anybody; in fact he was always embarrassed that he wasn't a fighter like my aunts. As for my father, I knew he had nothing to do with it, and Unalaq knew as much, too.

As soon as we entered Dad's cell, Mom and I both threw our arms around him. Noak and Tarro seemed to stand back awkwardly, clearly not wishing to get involved in a family moment. Resisting the urge to roll my eyes, I motioned them over and they joined the group hug. They still hadn't adjusted to the idea that they were just as much family as anyone.

"Honey, are you all right?" said Mom.

"I'm fine," said Dad.

"Good, let's bust you out of here, right now," I said.

"Korra, no. Saving me would start a war. If fighting were to break out, the North would crush the South. I'll be all right. Just promise me you won't do anything rash."

"Fine, I promise," I reluctantly agreed.

"Hey." He put his hand on my shoulder and looked me in the eyes. "I'm proud of you, Korra."

I wanted to burst into tears right then. I wanted to hug my dad and never let go. I just felt like a child, like I needed my father now more than ever. But we couldn't stay. The guards ushered us out and we rejoined my aunt and cousins. Aunt Hien was broken in a way I had never seen before; her brown eyes were puffy and red and she was visibly shaking while Hachi had an arm around her shoulders. Hachi was usually somber and unexpressive, much like Eska and Desna, but right now she had an expression of deep sorrow I never expected from her.

"Dad's going to be fine," Adsila said, but her heart clearly wasn't in her words. "He says the food's awful and the beds are lumpy, but then he just laughed it off and said 'what's life without something to grumble about?'"

"Father is an imbecile," Hachi said calmly. "But he's our imbecile." She looked me dead in the face and I realized then just how icy blue her eyes were, like shards of ice that pierced straight through a person's soul. "I want him back."

The family had gathered at our house again. Aunt Kaliska was still absent. Aunt Hien agreed to go check on her while we set up for dinner. Mom was standing alone in front of the kitchen sink when I heard her start to sob softly, I couldn't even imagine how being separated from Dad must've been tearing her apart.

"It's okay, Mom," I said as I wrapped my arms around her.

"I-I hate feeling so helpless," she coked out.

"I know."

My mother was a strong woman. While she had the sweetest nature one could ever find, she was as much of a fighter as my dad. Seeing her crying was just unbelievable. I returned to the sitting room and saw my Aunt Yue sitting in the corner, looking up at me with a haggard expression. She hadn't slept at all last night, nor had she brushed her hair or changed her clothes. It was strange as she was usually very meticulous with how she looked.

"Are you gonna let those bastards make your mother cry?" she snapped at me. It caused me to stop and stare. Never had she spoken like that to me before and she never used salty language. I remembered stories about my aunt from her youth; Mom said Yue was never quite the troublemaker Aunt Kaliska was, but she had the warrior's attitude. I suspected she must have kept it buried deep ever since she married Uncle Kohana (I'd only met him a few times, but I knew he was very pushy and often flaunted his wife's successes in order to make up for his lack of any).

"What can I do?"

"If I were your age, I'd go after that judge and beat some respect into him," she replied. "While I was being hauled off to the court yesterday, I overheard a snippet of conversation between him and Unalaq."

"What?"

"Do I have to spell it out for you? Unalaq rigged the f***ing trial! That judge is the only one who can get our boys out of there. Go, and don't come back unless you've kicked someone's ass."

This was a side of my aunt I never thought I'd see. I kind of liked it.

Noatak's POV:

When Korra came charging out of the house and declared we should go beat up a judge, I thought I was losing it. Ten minutes later, we were both up on Naga's saddle chasing down the man who sentenced all those men to life in prison. It was a steep road along the side of a cliff and so Judge Hotah was trying to drive slowly and carefully, making it easy for us to have Naga shove his car off the road and into the cliff. Naga ripped the door off the satomobile and Korra yanked the man out of the vehicle by the scruff of his collar.

"We're going to have a little chat," I said in my best Amon voice. It was perfect for intimidating people.

"What do you want?" Hotah pleaded.

"It's not about what we want," said Korra. "It's about what Naga wants." The polar bear-dog growled menacingly. "And she'd like you to let the Southerners out of prison."

"I-I'm sorry, but there is nothing I can do. I was just following Unalaq's orders!"

"So he did rig the trial?" I said. "That weasel-snake." Once again, the innocent suffered for the benefit of the oppressors.

Korra shoved Hotah headfirst into Naga's mouth.

"Unless you wanna be Naga's afternoon snack, I suggest you keep talking," she said.

"I-I've worked for your uncle for years!" Hotah said desperately. "He said he needed everyone to think the trial was fair."

"So, Unalaq told you what to say?"

"Yes! Every word! Even the part about your Aunt Yue being crazy."

"Then why did he have you free her and my mother and change your sentence?"

"He's trying to keep you on his side. But he also wants your father out of the way. Just like when he got your father banished."

We both froze and exchanged a look.

"What do you mean by 'he got her father banished'?" I said.

"Nothing!"

"Allow me?" I said to Korra. She let me grab hold of Hotah and I slammed him against the side of the cliff. If there was one thing I hated as much as oppressors and tyrants, it was the people who helped them get away with it. Little crooks like this man. "You'd better start talking. Believe me, I'm nowhere near as forgiving as Korra is. And she was about to feed your head to her pet."

"Okay, okay, I'll talk! Unalaq bribed the barbarians to attack the North so he would go after them. It was Unalaq's instructions for them to hide in the spirit forest so that Tonraq would destroy it. He needed your father gone so he could become chief."

"Why's he attacking the South?"

"I don't know!" I slammed him against the cliff again. "No, really, he doesn't tell me everything! All I know is that he wants to finish the work he started years ago, when he had tried to get the South to join under the North's government. That's why he had Ahote killed. The man had heard him planning to take over and tried to warn your aunt. When Ambassador Yue saw Unalaq have his guards take Ahote away to be killed, he threatened her and her family if she told anyone."

"Are they in danger?" Korra asked.

"No, Kohana is helping Unalaq, and the three boys are in the Northern army."

My mouth went dry. To think that Yue had been put through so much pain for a husband and sons who betrayed her and the South.

I dropped the cretin and he fell to the ground with a thump, he then cowered and started begging us not to kill him. It was hard not to.

Tarrlok's POV:

We had all gathered at Varrick's place. Noatak, Korra, Lomasi, Asami, Mako, Adsila, Hachi, and I were all there, standing around the platypus-bear that Varrick absolutely refused to leave. Bolin was curiously noticeable in his absence.

"Unalaq's a liar and a traitor!" Korra declared.

"I've been trying to tell you that from the get-go," Varrick announced.

"What happened?" said Mako.

"We found out the truth about my dad's banishment," said Korra. "Unalaq hired the barbarians to attack their tribe. He told them to hide in the spirit forest, knowing my dad would go after them."

"You're saying he set your dad up to get banished so he could become chief?" said Adsila. "That's so…so…"

"Sneaky? Underhanded? Devious?" Hachi suggested.

"Actually, I was gonna say that it's brilliant." She caught the looks on our faces and faltered. "But bad, and sick. Very, very bad and very, very sick."

"I can't believe I ever trusted Unalaq," said Korra. "I'm busting my father and the others out of jail. I need your help, guys."

"A chance to stick it to the Northies?" said Lomasi. "You know I'm in."

"I'm in, too," said Adsila. "No one locks members of my family in prison."

"I've got nothing better to do," Hachi said with a shrug. "I'm in."

"You know we're in," I said for both myself and my brother.

"If you do this, there's no going back," said Mako.

"I know," said Korra. "Will you help me or not?"

"Of course I'll help."

"Me, too," said Asami.

"Count me in!" said Varrick, raising the platypus-bear's paw.

That's when the door swung open. I had to resist the sudden urge to laugh. Bolin was standing there with Pabu at his side; clearly Eska and Desna had given them a makeover as both Earthbender and fire-ferret were wearing long robes that looked just like the twins' and their hair had been pasted down with some sort of hair gel. Bolin, I noticed, was also wearing some sort of morbid version of a betrothal necklace.

"I don't even want to know," said Mako.

"So, I'm guessing the breakup with Eska didn't go well," said Asami.

"No, no, the honesty thing worked out great," Bolin said sarcastically. "So great she decided we should get married!"

"Sorry."

"I'm pretty sure the guy is supposed to give the girl the betrothal necklace," Korra said, rubbing her fingers over her own necklace.

"I guess Eska didn't get the memo," Bolin snapped.

"Look, the only way to deal with crazy women is to lie big and leave fast," said Varrick. "Lucky for you, Varrick's got your back. Now, gather 'round Ping-Ping. Let's talk plan."

Varrick's plan was fairly convoluted but it actually sounded like it had some level of merit. So, in less than an hour, Korra was leading me, my brother, Lomasi, Mako, Asami, and Adsila to the prison while Bolin and Hachi left with Varrick to go and get the billionaire's yacht started up for our escape.

"How are we supposed to get in there?" Mako asked.

"Make way for the Earthbender," Adsila said proudly. She gave the metal wall a faint tap, then shoved her hands straight into the metal, Bending it out of the way.

"You're a Metalbender?" said Korra.

"Yep. Part of my Earthbending training. I can only Bend it if I'm touching it, though. None of the fancy stuff the cops in Republic City can do. Now come on!"

We made our way over to the wing of the prison where Tonraq, Paytah, and the resistance were being held. As we walked along the corridor, I noticed something odd. No heartbeats inside the cells. I exchanged a look with Noatak and I could see he realized it, too.

"My dad's in there," Korra said, pulling open the door. There was no one inside. "Where is he?!"

"I'm sorry, Korra," said an all-too-familiar voice. "You'll never see your father again."

It was Unalaq. We all got into our battle-stances.

"Where's my father?" Korra demanded.

"On a ship headed to the Northern Tribe. He'll serve out his sentence there."

"Bring him back or I'm taking out you and the rest of your army."

"Remember who you are. As the Avatar you cannot threaten war. You must remain neutral, or our tribes will never find unity."

"Pig-bull shit!" shouted Lomasi. "The Avatar has almost never been neutral. Especially not when it comes to tyrants and invaders like you."

"You don't care about unity, at all," Korra continued. "You want power. You've always been jealous of my father, haven't you? You got him banished so that you could become chief. And I bet it just killed you to learn he was the Avatar's father. No wonder you kept trying to take me away from him."

"All I've ever wanted was to help you realize your destiny," Unalaq said.

"Well, I don't need your help anymore."

"If you start a war, the Dark spirits will annihilate the South, and even I will be powerless to stop them."

"You're the one who started this," Noatak yelled. "And you're lying about not being able to stop the spirits. You've been controlling them the whole time, haven't you?"

"I bet Ciqala's death wasn't even an accident, either," I added. "You knew it was him and killed him because he was an obstacle in your plans just like his father."

"Enough," Korra said. "I'm done being manipulated by you, Unalaq. You're going to bring my father back, then you and your troops will return to the North." She turned and started walking away.

"And why would I do that?" said Unalaq.

"Because you still need me to open the Northern portal."

"No. I don't. You've served your purpose."

I took a step back as Korra sent several fire-blasts at Unalaq, which he deflect with water from the pouch he had at his side. He then sent his own attack back at us, but Noatak and I cut through it like it was nothing. Korra then sent him shooting back with an air-blast and Adsila ripped some metal out of the floor and Bent it towards Unalaq to slow him down.

"If we can get to Varrick's boat, we can still save them!" Lomasi shouted.

"Let's go!"

Third Person POV:

Up on a nearby hill, Ituha stood and observed the Avatar and her friends escape onto Varrick's yacht. Bolin, Hachi, and Varrick (who was still in the platypus-bear disguise with Zhu Li) managed to get past the guards when Varrick dropped a ton of yuans out of the back of the platypus-bear costume, causing the onlookers to scramble for the free money.

The old Prophetess watched this all and gave a slight shake of her head as she remembered the last time she had had to say farewell to an Avatar when she desperately wanted that Avatar to stay.

She was seven years old. She had just run from her mother's side and was now standing next to Katara; watching as a twelve-year-old Airbender boy directed his giant bison away from their small village.

"Aang, don't go! I'll miss you!" she cried out.

He looked at her with a sad smile.

"I'll miss you, too."

Ituha opened her eyes and looked out at the ocean. She raised her arms into the sky.

"Great Spirit!" she called to the heavens. "I charge you to protect the Avatar and her friends on their journey! Watch over our tribe and deliver us from our oppressors! In the name of all the higher spirits and for the sake of humanity, I plead for you to grant your aid in our darkest hour!"

A wind swirled around the old woman, as if Awonawilona was granting his reply that, yes, he would protect the South and the Avatar. The time was coming for a new age to begin.

Ituha gave a weary sigh as the winds stilled. Her prayer completed, she turned and headed back to the temple. That Northern princess, Eska, had come by earlier and demanded that a wedding ceremony be performed, regardless of the Southern traditions regarding ritual or the fact that there was still the problem with the possessed people. Ituha and Guyapi had decided to consent when presented with the option of either performing the ceremony or getting fed to dolphin-piranhas. Of course, Ituha was now fully aware that the girl would be left standing at the altar because her groom had run away.

Ituha almost felt sorry for the spoiled princess. Almost.

Korra's POV:

"Where's your dad?" said Bolin.

"On a ship headed to the North," I replied. "Think we can catch up to it?"

"Sure," said Varrick. "Once you get us past your friends from the North."

I looked out at the bay and saw the blockade of ships. Sometimes, I really hate my job.

"If only we had a plane to get me close to those ships. I could Waterbend them out of the way."

"A plane? Well, why didn't you say so?"

Varrick pressed the paw of his costume (which he was still wearing for some reason) to a button on the dashboard and suddenly the deck of the ship opened up to reveal a biplane.

"Um, why do you have a plane on your boat?" said Noak.

"In case the boat sinks, of course!"

"But, there's no runway," said Asami. "How are we supposed to take off?"

"Zhu Li, take a note: 'Build runway.'"

"Yes, sir," Zhi Li said from within the costume.

"I have an idea," I said. I led them down to the deck. "Asami, take the controls. Noak, you're copilot." I jumped onto one of the wings. "Mako, you get on the other wing."

Once we were all in place, Asami started the plane and I readied myself to Firebend like I've never Firebent before.

"Now!"

We were off with a shot. It was a bumpy ride, and absolutely terrifying, but I managed to keep my balance. We swooped in towards the blockade and I went straight into the Avatar State. It's a strange kind of high being under the influence of that kind of raw power; I could see things in a rainbow of different colors and hear the voices of all my past-lives murmuring in the back of my head. With nothing but a few waves of my hands, the waters split the blockade in half, allowing Varrick's ship to zoom straight through without difficulty. Knowing we were in the clear, I came out of the Avatar State and started looking for our target.

"There! My dad's on that ship!"

We came perilously close and I knew we wouldn't be able to land the plane anywhere. So, I slowly counted to ten and…

"Jump!"

The four of us landed in the water as the plane crashed into the side of the prison freighter. Noak and I Waterbent us all up so that we landed safely on the deck of the ship. At once, the Northern troops tried to attack us but we fought them off with ease, chucking them over the side of the ship. I noticed a stray crewmember trying to make his escape and froze him to the wall.

"Where are the prisoners?!" I demanded.

There was a spark of fear in the man's eyes and he talked. In minutes, we had everyone out of their cells and on the deck as Varrick pulled his yacht up alongside the lager vessel.

"Korra, this is crazy," my dad said. "You promised me you wouldn't do anything rash!"

"I had to," I said. "I'll explain later."

Just then, the Northern troops had managed to get back onto the ship and started attacking us. We all leapt onto Varrick's yacht, but I noticed someone wasn't with us. Uncle Paytah was still up on the deck.

"Uh, Dad," Adsila called up to him, "we're going, you know!"

"I know, but I've gotta make a dramatic exit!" he called back. From above, I heard him shout at the Northern troops. "This is the day you'll always remember as the day you almost caught Paytah of the Southern Water Tribe!" With that, he jumped over the side of the ship, collapsing as he landed on his leg the wrong way. "Ah, my leg!"

"Was that exit really worth your life, you idiot?!" my dad demanded as he helped him up.

"Totally worth it."

The boat sped off and we were finally on our way to safety. Once we were a good distance away from the Northerners, I turned to my dad and told him everything I had learned about Unalaq. How he tricked my dad into getting banished, how he had murdered and blackmailed and threatened to keep his plot a secret.

"So, once I knew the truth, I couldn't sit by and do nothing," I concluded.

"My own brother betrayed me," my dad said with a heavy heart. "And both of the Water Tribes."

"What's our next move?" said a man I recognized as my father's old friend Hakan.

"I've been running from my past for too long. It's time to put my brother in his place."

"You have our support, General Tonraq." The men saluted my father.

"Mine, too," I said. "I'll be proud to fight alongside you, Dad."

"No, Korra."

"But, you said the South doesn't stand a chance against Unalaq's forces. I can help."

"The best way for you to help is by getting the United Forces to come help us. We'll hold off Unalaq as long as we can, but we'll need the United Forces to win this war."

"All right, I'll do it." I hung my head as I hugged him. "I love you, Dad. I just hate that our family's getting separated again."

"I love you, too, Korra. And don't worry, it's not going to be forever."

Just then, my Uncle Paytah burst into tears and pulled his two daughters into a hug.

"I love you, my precious baby girls," he sobbed.

"Uh, we also love you, Father," Hachi said awkwardly.

The ship pulled up near a stretch of land and all the men got off onto an ice raft and Waterbended themselves towards the shore. I hated to see my father go, but I promised myself I would be strong.

"I really need to thank you, Korra," said Bolin.

"For what? I started a war."

"Exactly! Now Eska and I are officially broken up."

"Uh-oh," said Varrick, who had been looking through a spy-glass (and was still inside the costume!). "Looks like we have company! And not the fun kind!"

"What is that?" said Tarro.

Bolin picked up the spy-glass and almost dropped it when he saw what it was.

"That would be my darling Eska," he said. "Quick question: is this thing fast enough to get away from my crazy, Waterbending ex-girlfriend?"

"Why do think I built this boat?" said Varrick.

That being said, we cranked up the speed to high.

Third Person POV:

Senna was pacing around the igloo. It had been hours and the kids hadn't come back. She was now starting to get very worried. That was when a knock sounded at her door. Anxiously, she pulled it opened and glared at the Northern soldiers on her doorstep. They marched into the house.

"Ma'am, I'm afraid you're going to have to come with us," the leader said.

"What for?" she demanded.

"Because I have my orders. Now come with us."

"Hahaha…get…out…of my house," Senna said through bouts of laughter before suddenly turning serious. "No, seriously, get out."

"Stand down, Captain," said a calm voice. Unalaq entered the house and motioned for his troops to leave. "Senna, I'm very sorry it had to come to this, but the only way to stop the war your daughter started is for you to cooperate."

"What's this about Unalaq?" she asked. "Where's Korra?"

"That is not important right now. For the sake of our old friendship I am asking you to come with me."

Senna felt a flicker of anger.

"Friends don't lock friends up in prison."

"I let you and your sister go free, didn't I?"

"But you took my husband and my brother away. Why did you do it?"

"I don't have to explain my actions to you. If you won't go quietly, I will have to use for-"

CLANG!

Unalaq fell to the ground as something heavy and metallic collided with his skull. Standing behind him was Yue, a cast-iron skillet in her hand.

"I suggest we leave now," she said.

Senna, realizing at last that Unalaq really was everything her sisters had said he was, grabbed Yue's hand and blasted them both out of there on an ice-board, shooting past the Northern soldiers and into the distance.


Redbayly: Finally! I finally got it done! It took me all day, but I got it done!

Sokka: Yes! My baby girl hit Unalaq with a frying-pan! Go get 'em, girls! That'll teach him to try and use my daughter as a hostage.

Toph: He's quite proud of his daughters, isn't he?

Redbayly: Yep. Well, thanks for reading. Hope to see you soon. Please review.










32. A Truth Better Left Unsaid


Just Like the Good Old Days

Sokka: Well, someone's back early.

Redbayly: Yeah, I couldn't really wait to write more of the story. It's been distracting me from my other fanfics.

Toph: Oh please, this story is the best. Mostly because you have me here to help introduce the chapters.

Redbayly: Of course. What story isn't complete without Toph Bei Fong?

Toph: Don't you ever forget it. 

Sokka: Speaking of Toph and stories, what do you all think of the upcoming season of Legend of Korra?

Aang: Stop talking! *Puts hands over his ears* No spoiler zone! Lalalalala! Can't hear you!

Redbayly: I think we should respect Aang's wishes, Sokka. Not to mention those of the readers.

Sokka: Oh, so you're saying I shouldn't mention that we're gonna meet Lin's-

(Toph Earthbends a rock into Sokka, launching him up into the air and away from them).

Redbayly: Hey, Toph, I thought you can't Bend in the Spirit World.

Toph: That rule doesn't apply if you're awesome, like me.

Redbayly: Can't argue with that logic. Let's just get on with the story.

Toph: Right-o, Bayly-o.

Redbayly: Bayly-o?

Toph: I'm still working on it. It's hard making a nickname for a nickname.

(Sokka suddenly manifests himself once again).

Sokka: So, I guess I shouldn't mention that Redbayly's real name is-

(Toph Earthbends him into the distance again).

Toph: Rebayly doesn't own Legend of Korra or any of its characters. Unless you count the ones she made up.

Redbayly: Speaking of which, I'd like to know my audience's opinions on my OCs. Who's your favorite? Is there one you want me to bring back for the next season? Anyway, this chapter is going to contain my headcanon about why Unalaq hated Tonraq so much (don't blame me, it was a theory running around the internet and it gives us some explanation other than the cliché power-hunger thing. I actually hadn't been planning on including it, thinking it was too contrived, but I figured "what the hey!" it's my story and I can do as I please). If you haven't picked up on it by now, then you will soon enough. 

Oh, and please remember that Republic City now has a new council instead of a president because I absolutely could not stand Raiko in the LoK series. However, I will include him as one of the ten council members.

Well, on with the show!

A Truth Better Left Unsaid

Third Person POV:

Hei An stood beneath the ancient, twisted tree, staring up at the being trapped within it. There was barely more than two weeks left until Harmonic Convergence and the Northern Portal had yet to be opened. He was not pleased by the slow progress being made; he had never been a particularly patient entity, not since before he had abandoned the Great Spirit and started his mission to destroy the human race.

He sensed someone approach, and looked up.

"You're late, Hakidonmuya," he said with a faint hiss.

"My apologies," she replied with a bow. She was a pale-skinned spirit with long, snow-white hair and eyes that glowed like lanterns. Her ears were pointed and her blood-red lips concealed a set of cruel fangs.

"I have told you before, never keep us waiting."

"I am sorry, sir, but I come with urgent news. The Avatar has left the Southern Water Tribe."

"What?"

"Unalaq's plan to keep her in line backfired, now she and her allies are on their way to Republic City to fetch the United Forces."

A low, dark chuckle emanated from within the tree.

"Those pitiful humans will never stand a chance once I am released," the voice said. "Not even if the higher spirits decided to intercede would they ever be able to stop us."

"Still, it is not to our best advantage to have the Avatar so far away," Hei An continued. "The portal is still closed."

"Raava will return in time. In all the millennia that we have fought, we have never missed the Harmonic Convergence. She will come, and the portal will be opened in time."

Hei An nodded in understanding and then turned to the demoness who was still kneeling on the ground.

"Tell the rest it is safe to begin feeding on the Dark energies," he said. "Oh, and I have a task that needs completing."

"Whatever you ask of me is yours, sir," said Hakidonmuya.

"The task is not for you. I have some business that needs attending to. In Republic City."

Noatak's POV:

Most of the others had gone to get some rest in the passenger cabins. We had managed to get a good distance away from the Water Tribe and, more importantly, away from that psychopathic princess Eska. I gave a relieved sigh and walked out onto the deck where I noticed Korra was standing alone, staring up at the moon and shivering slightly in the winter chill.

I pulled off my parka and draped it over her shoulders.

"Thanks," she said softly. I could sense something was wrong and wrapped my arms around her, her back pressing against my chest.

"I know you're worried," I said. "But your father's going to be alright. Considering he was a general, I'm sure he's been in worse scrapes than this."

"It's not him I'm worried about," she replied. "What's going to happen to Mom? To the rest of my family? Unalaq's already proven he's capable of the worst of crimes. What if he does something to hurt them?"

I held her a little tighter as she leaned into me.

"Unalaq wouldn't be stupid enough to harm them," I said. "Kaliska is still the Southern chief and would be seen as a martyr if he had her killed or imprisoned. Your aunts Yue and Hien aren't big enough threats for him to bother with, even though they could probably beat him in a fight."

"And Mom? I know she's a skilled fighter, but Unalaq could capture her and try to use her as a hostage."

My brow creased in thought as I recollected something.

"I don't think he's going to do anything to hurt your mother."

"Why do you say that?"

"You know how I can use my Bloodbending to sense people's reactions? I've been observing Unalaq and there were some strange fluctuations in his heartbeat. When your mother hugged us at the trial, I saw him looking at us and checked it. It was the same every time your mother was around or when someone mentioned your parents to him. Back in the prison, when you said it 'must've killed him that his brother was the Avatar's father,' the reaction was stronger than I'd ever noticed before."

"So, what, are you saying Unalaq has feelings for my mom?" She turned to look at me and I could see the skepticism on her face.

"Not necessarily. But, if you remember, they were friends years ago, back when Unalaq had to spend a year in the South."

"Mom was seventeen, legally of marrying age in the North," Korra continued thoughtfully. "Except, girls in the South don't tend to get married until they're at least eighteen."

"Your mother is also the daughter of the previous Southern chief, and the niece of the last Avatar. By all accounts, she was probably the most likely person of anyone to be the mother of the new Avatar."

Korra squirmed slightly.

"Can we please stop talking about this?" she said. "It's putting knots in my stomach."

"Fine, let's talk about something more cheerful. We only have five more months until our wedding."

"Yeah, five long months. I just hope we live that long."

"Hey, now, don't think like that. We're going to be all right, Korra." She gave a dubious sigh and I kissed her forehead. "I promise. We will get through this."

Third Person POV:

Senna and Yue ducked behind a snowdrift just as a Northern guard passed by. Nearby, they saw the lighted windows of their sister's house, the home in which they had both been born and, for the most part, raised (though Yue had spent much of her young life in Republic City when their father had been made a councilman). It was a good thing their mother had taught them how to be sneaky; if they had been anything like their father in regards to stealth then they would've been captured ages ago. The troops were all focused on the front door of the house, but what they had forgotten was that a Waterbender can make her own door into an igloo.

Senna deftly Bent up a small opening in the back of the house and entered, Yue following right behind her, and then sealed it shut just as a soldier started to draw close.

"I was wondering when you two would get here."

They both shot up at the sound of Kaliska's voice.

"Sneaking out at this hour?" she continued with a wry smile. "Whatever would father have said about this?"

"We just got away from Unalaq and his men," Yue explained. "He came by and tried to take Senna as a hostage. Korra and the others have all disappeared."

"Knowing Korra, she probably went to bust her father, uncle, and the other men out of prison." Kaliska gave a weary sigh. "Let's go to the living room. I'll get you both some tea."

They sat around the hearth, sipping warm cups of ginseng tea to perk them up from the cold. Hien was staring sadly into the fire, having been there since earlier that evening.

"She came here trying to comfort me," said Kaliska. "Ended up sobbing hysterically into my shoulder for thirty minutes. It was quite embarrassing, to tell you the truth."

"I'm never going to see him again, am I?" Hien muttered.

"Of course you will," Senna assured her. "Paytah's going to be fine. He always is."

"I just wish I knew what Unalaq did with my husband and sons," said Yue. "If he's hurt them…"

"Are you kidding?" said Kaliska. "Knowing them, they've probably joined up with him."

"Don't say that!"

"Why not?"

"Because…because my family wouldn't do that, not to me."

"I'm sure Kohana loves you very much," said Senna. "Unalaq wouldn't do anything to them."

"Oh, Senna, wake up already," Kaliska snapped. "He's not the weird little Northern prince you were once friends with. He's a monster. He's played all of us from the start. And he's even tried to pull you into his schemes."

"What do you mean by that, Kali?"

"Nothing."

Senna glared at her eldest sister. Kaliska was the worst liar of any of them. Even when Senna was a child she could tell when Kaliska was hiding something.

"Kaliska, is there something I don't know?"

Kaliska winced and shuffled her feet.

"Dad asked me not to say anything," she said. "He was afraid it'd upset you if I told you."

"Told me what, exactly?"

Kaliska gave a resigned sigh.

"Wait here."

She pulled up a pelt rug on the floor, revealing the trapdoor to the basement of the house. She yanked up the door and walked down the wooden steps. She emerged a few minutes later with an old, dusty folder in her hands. From within the folder, she removed a letter and blew off the dust before handing it over to Senna.

"Read it."

Senna's eyes scanned the document and her hand flew to her mouth as she gasped in shock.

"See?"

"But…but this…" Senna stuttered. "How dare he?"

"What is it?" said Yue.

"It's a letter to Dad from Unalaq," said Kaliska. "Making a formal request for Senna's hand in marriage as part of a political alliance to strengthen ties between the Water Tribes. It was sent almost six months after Unalaq left the South. Senna, did you seriously never wonder why Unalaq followed you around when he came here all those years ago?"

Senna's mind whirled as she remembered a much younger Unalaq constantly asking her for directions to different places during his first few weeks there, even though most of the locations were clearly marked and easily identifiable. She remembered how he used to question her relentlessly about her opinions on spirituality and how well she knew her uncle, Avatar Aang. At the time, Senna had written it all off as him just being eccentric or unfamiliar with the South, but now…

"I never even liked him in that way," Senna groaned. "I was just the only person here who didn't treat him like garbage. You know full well how everyone reacted to a Northern prince coming here to talk about uniting the Water Tribes. They all thought he was trying to steal their land or impose his rules on us."

"Well, it looks like he's done just that," said Hien sourly.

"I can't believe I actually thought he was my friend. This is just…it's sickening!"

"Well, I guess it explains why Unalaq and Tonraq hate each other," said Yue.

"Wait, what?"

"Kaliska, did you show this letter to Tonraq?"

"What would make you think that?" said Kaliska, her eyes shifting back and forth.

"Kali," Senna growled.

"Okay, so I showed the letter to Tonraq when Unalaq came here after your wedding. Tonraq was confused about why his brother seemed to hate him so much when they had seemed to be on relatively good terms right before Tonraq's banishment. Didn't you get the least bit suspicious when Unalaq kept niggling you for details about your marriage to his brother?"

"Oh spirits," Senna gasped, a sick expression crossing her face. "We gave Unalaq a copy of our wedding photo. I wondered why he wanted it and he said he just wanted to show it to their father, to let him know that Tonraq was doing fine since being banished."

"Sis, I've seen sickos like this before. Knowing Unalaq, he probably wanted the picture as a reminder of another thing Tonraq had that he didn't. Think about it, Tonraq was a prestigious general who had the love of the people and was next in line for the throne. Unalaq was a quiet, spiritual man who had little recognition and was shunted to the side in favor of his older brother. All of a sudden, Tonraq loses everything and is banished, leaving Unalaq as next in line for the throne with his plans of uniting the tribes.

"Do you understand what I'm saying, Senna? Unalaq only saw you as something he wanted and a means of furthering his plans. Then Tonraq comes in and sweeps you off to the altar and Unalaq's plans are ruined, on top of that he loses the object of his desire, the daughter of the Southern chief and niece of Avatar Aang. He's using you and Korra as excuses to fuel his hatred for Tonraq."

"I can't believe it," Senna muttered to herself.

Just then, there was a loud banging on the door.

"Open up!"

"Quick, down in the cellar, both of you," Kaliska whispered as she and Hien ushered Senna and Yue down the trapdoor. "Whatever you do, don't make a sound."

Kaliska set the door back in place as the banging got louder. Just as she stood up, the front door burst open and there was the very man they had been discussing, accompanied by several of his troops.

"Chief Kaliska, good evening," said Unalaq.

"Burn in the lowest pit of Naraka," she said blandly.

"I'm afraid we're going to have to search your house."

"What for?"

"I'm afraid your sisters have been charged with aiding conspirators. We need to find out if they're hiding here."

"I thought the charges were dropped."

"Yes, well, new evidence has come to light that has swayed the court's mind."

"You mean your mind. Fine, go ahead and search, I've got nothing to hide."

The troops marched into her house and began to look up and down the place. The men all came back minutes later, stating that there was no one else there.

"Well, I hope you're satisfied?" said Kaliska.

"Not even remotely." As Unalaq turned to leave, his foot tapped against the trapdoor, causing the sound to reverberate. A smirk spread over Unalaq's face. "I thought you said you had nothing to hide?"

He kicked aside the pelt to show the hidden door. He then motioned for his men to search the basement.

"I am sorry it had to come to this," said Unalaq. "You would have made this much easier on yourself and your family if you had just cooperated."

"You lay a hand on my baby sisters and I will kick your ass three ways from Ba Sing Se," Kaliska hissed.

"Sir, there's no one down here," said one of the guards.

"What?" said Unalaq in confusion. "Out of my way!"

He marched down the steps and looked around the old basement. It was hewn into the rock underneath the snow, providing it with insulation against water. There were stacks of boxes and crates, some stuffed with old files or extra food supplies. Behind a stack of crates lined up beside the staircase, Senna and Yue hid, peering out through the openings between the steps. In the days when Senna was still a child with a love for playing hide-and-seek, this was her favorite spot; no one knew this was where she hid as it was a fairly small place that often went unnoticed. Unalaq looked all around the room but saw no trace of the two sisters. With an annoyed grunt, he turned and marched back up the stairs.

"I trust there was nothing out of order?" said Kaliska with a smug grin.

Unalaq glared at her.

"Don't think for one moment that this is over," he said. "I'll be watching you."

Kaliska and Hien scowled at his back as he and his troops left the house, slamming the door behind them.

"You can come out now," Kaliska said towards the open cellar once she was certain Unalaq and his men had gone.

Senna and Yue popped back up into the sitting room.

"He really has lost it, hasn't he?" said Yue.

"Kali, I'm sorry," said Senna.

"For what?" said Kaliska.

"For doubting you. You were right about Unalaq from the start, but I wouldn't listen."

"Hey, it's not your fault. I should've told you about the letter ages ago."

"I guess the real question is 'what now?" said Hien. "My daughters most likely went with Korra and the others. Our men aren't strong enough to fight off the Northerners."

"Republic City!" Yue declared. "The kids have gone to get the United Forces. That's why Unalaq needed to take us prisoner now."

"All we can do is hope they can get help soon," said Senna. She shivered slightly. "There's something bad coming. I can feel it."

Tarrlok's POV:

We pulled into the Republic City port by mid-afternoon the following day, just in time to see Chief Bei Fong carting away some criminals. We all clambered off the yacht as Bei Fong approached.

"Welcome home, Avatar," she said with a clearly unamused expression. "Thanks for starting a war."

"I didn't start a war," Korra retorted.

"She's right," Adsila chimed in. "Technically Unalaq started it."

"Invasion, murder, and wrongful imprisonment are kind of serious things," I added.

Bei Fong then turned to Mako.

"Mako, I want you back on the beat," she said. "There's going to be a Southern Water Tribe peace march tonight. I need you there to make sure things don't get out of hand."

"I'm all yours," Mako replied.

"I'll go, too," said Korra. "The people of the South need to see that the Avatar is on their side in the fight against the Northern invaders."

"Great, that should calm them down," Bei Fong said dryly before turning and walking away.

"If you're going, then I am, too," said Noatak.

"Korra, maybe you should sit this one out," said Mako. "

"What?" said Korra.

"I just think having you there blatantly supporting one side will only make things worse. You could at least try to seem neutral."

"Except for the fact that she's not neutral," my brother countered. "The North started this when they invaded land that wasn't theirs and started oppressing the people there. Korra has every right to support one side over the other when it's clear there is someone in the wrong. Just like when Avatar Aang fought against the Fire Nation. Has everyone forgotten about that already?"

"Noak's right," Korra added. "The only reason we're here is to get the United Forces to help the South."

"Zhu Li's already scheduled a meeting with the Council tomorrow," said Varrick. "We'll get 'em on board."

"Whatever," Mako concluded. "I gotta go to work." He gave Asami a quick kiss and then headed off.

"I better go check on my factory," said Asami.

"I'm going to find some lunch," said Adsila. "See ya later, chumps!"

"We're going to go find out about this peace march," said Korra, setting off with my brother.

I couldn't help but feel a twinge of envy. My brother had someone who loved him, someone he could fight both for and with. It made me feel left out. I felt a hand close around my own and saw Lomasi giving me a reassuring smile. I couldn't help it, I smiled back.

"And I am dying for a pedicure," Varrick announced. He started to walk off.

"So, what should the rest of us do?" Bolin called after his brother.

"I don't know, Bolin," Mako called back. "Figure something out."

That's when Varrick stopped and turned to face the rest of us. He darted over and put a hand on Bolin's shoulder.

"Say, kids, have you ever seen Republic City at night?" he said.

"No," both Lomasi and Hachi replied.

I gave an indifferent shrug.

"Sure, I live here," said Bolin.

"Have you really seen it?" asked Varrick.

"Ye—no?"

"That's what I thought," Varrick said with a chuckle. "Come on!"

Varrick led the four of us around town in style, stopping at various shops so we could pick out some formalwear. I noticed Lomasi seemed to be having fun; considering her mother was vice-president of the largest international fashion corporation, it was probably only natural that she shared her mother's love of fine clothing. I had to admit, she certainly did have taste.

"So, how do I look?" she asked as she stepped out of the dressing booth.

I stopped registering everything else for a moment. She was dressed in a long, periwinkle dress with dark blue wave patterns along the skirt hem and the neckline, accompanied by a dark blue waistband. But that was not why I was staring. I wasn't sure if it was the fact that I had the hormonal responses of a seventeen-year-old boy, or the fact that the dress hugged all her curves in just the right places, or even if it was because she was smiling at me in that sincere and hopeful way; all I knew was, when I looked at her, my head got fuzzy and there was a strange feeling in my stomach.

"Uh…you mean, all of you or just your dress?" I fumbled. "Because, I mean, both look great. I mean, you look great in that dress. Uhh…"

"Aren't you sweet," Lomasi said with a grin. "I'm getting it."

Lomasi also helped the rest of us pick out clothes. She chose a teal-blue qipao for Hachi, a dark green suit with gold buttons for Bolin, and for me she chose a dark blue suit with a lighter undershirt and silver buttons.

Just then, Varrick reentered the shop, having excused himself for some strange reason I couldn't remember.

"Wow, young lady, you certainly have a keen eye for fashion," Varrick said to her. "Say, wait a minute, you're Honovi's girl, aren't you?"

"Yeah. I am."

"Well, no wonder! You certainly have your mother's fashion sense. You know, she designed this outfit I'm wearing! I bought ten sets of them I liked the style so much."

"Uh, thanks? I'm sure my mom would appreciate the compliment."

"Come on, kids, the rest of the city awaits and our ride is here!"

He steered us out the store and over to a luxury limousine. This, I could get used to.

Korra's POV:

The march had started at seven, making its way slowly up towards the cultural center built by my grandfather. I didn't remember much about my grandfather, just that he was very funny and could always make me laugh. That, and he loved blubbered seal jerky and cactus wine. All around me I could hear the jeers of the Northerners, insulting me and the South for opposing Unalaq. How could these people be so stupid? Couldn't they tell that my tribe had a right to be free?

Noak was riding with me on Naga as we led the Republic City Southerners, all carrying lotus candles (a symbol of life and strength to us), up along the main street. The angry yells of the Northerners just seemed to bounce right off me with Noak there, he reminded me that I couldn't just scream at people that they were wrong, that some things needed to be handled carefully.

As we approached the cultural center, I felt a chill go up my spine as I sensed something bad about to happen. Then, in flash of fire and smoke, bombs exploded from within the treasured building.

I stared up in horror as a wall of flames erupted behind the statue of my grandfather. I couldn't believe it. Those Northerners were responsible for this, I was certain of it.

Soon we heard the sounds of fire engines approaching and both Noak and I leapt into action, Bending water up into the burning building. Just then, I noticed Mako come over to us.

"The Northern Water Tribe is out of control," I said to him.

"I saw a Firebender running away from the blast," Mako replied. "The North may not be responsible for this."

"Of course they're responsible," I snapped. "Who else would it be?"

"Korra, there's another truck," Noak called.

Brushing off Mako's report, I charged after my fiancé and we both set to work extinguishing the fire. It was taxing work, but we managed to put it out. A lot of damage had been done, but luckily the important documents and artifacts had remained unscathed; the damage was mostly superficial, done more to incite than to destroy. That got me confused. If the Northerners really were responsible, then why did they not go straight for the important objects in the building? That cultural center had a museum of Southern artifacts second only to those at the temple back home.

That made me remember what Mako had said. I decided then that I would ask him about it later.

Right then, though, I just felt tired. Asami had invited us all to stay at the Sato mansion, which had fallen into some slight disrepair since she had fallen on harder times. I really felt bad for her and I wished there was something I could do to make up for it.

Noak and I marched into the mansion and were greeted by Asami herself.

"How did things go at the march?" she asked.

"Terrible," I replied. "Someone bombed the cultural center."

"Oh no. Do you think it was the Northerners?"

"I thought so at first, but Mako said something about seeing a Firebender." I gave a tired yawn.

"We'll talk to him in the morning," Noak said, putting his arm around me and leading me towards the stairs. "Good night, Asami."

"Good night."

I was too tired to change out of my clothes and so I just nestled up against Noak on the bed in the room Asami was letting us stay in.

"I am so sick of this fighting," I murmured.

"I know." He kissed the top of my head. "But we have to see this through. As long as you don't plan on freezing yourself in a block of ice anytime soon, I'm sure it'll be over before you know it."

If I had the strength to sit up I would have hit him with a pillow for his joke. He had a very dry sense of humor, but every now and then I could tell a joke so stupid it would make him laugh just because. At least here, alone with him, I could feel a relief from being the Avatar. With him, I could just be plain old Korra, something I couldn't do around most people, not even around people like Mako, Bolin, and Asami. I knew they cared about me, I knew they saw me as more than just the Avatar, but it was so hard to be just Korra around anyone but Noak.

It made me wonder if it had something to do with him once being Amon. I know I could never forget that, but I could also never see him as exactly the same man. The fact was that he looked at everyone and saw just another human being, regardless of Bending talent or anything else. That trait, which had caused me so much pain in one form, was what drew me so near to him, what allowed me to open up to him in a way I couldn't do with others.

Perhaps that was why I loved him so much.

Tarrlok's POV:

We stepped out of the limo when we reached the pro-Bending arena. Varrick stood there in the middle of the four of us, waving to the crowd as cameras flashed and people cheered.

"Wow, usually, when I see flashing lights like this, it's because I got hit in the head with a rock," said Bolin.

"Being famous is like getting hit with a rock all the time," Varrick replied.

"Wouldn't that be kind of bad for your health?" said Hachi.

"Nonsense! Come on, we're sitting in my private box."

He led us inside the stadium and ushered us into our seats. Suddenly, someone in the audience called out: "Look! It's Bolin!" That's when the chanting started up and Bolin began to pose for the crowd.

"Folks, that cheer you're hearing is for local favorite Bolin of the Fire-Ferrets," said the announcer, Shiro Shinobi. "Let's see if we can get a quick interview. Bolin!" The announcer gestured for Bolin to come over to his booth.

"Sure, as long as I can bring my friends," he called back.

The four of us made our way over to the other box and took seats across from Shiro.

"Bolin, the Fire-Ferrets are out for the season, how have you been spending your time lately?" asked Shiro.

"Well, I took a trip South for the Glacier Spirits Festival, where I met Avatar Korra's old friend Lomasi and some of her cousins like Hachi over here," Bolin began, gesturing towards the two girls. "Then, I was briefly engaged to a princess, then went through kind of a tough breakup there, was accidentally involved in a war…" He trailed off as he noticed the silence falling over the audience. "But, there's no place I'd rather be than pro-Bending night in Republic City!" he yelled into the microphone. "Am I right, people?! Republic City!"

The audience burst into cheers. Once everyone had calmed down, Bolin continued.

"Of course, my good buddy Tarro, over here, has been with me through it all. He was there when my brother and Avatar Korra had to leave the team, but I wouldn't have chosen anyone else to be my wingman. Am I right, Tarro?"

Startled for a moment at being put on the spot like that, it took me a moment to think up a response.

"Sure," I said. "And who's to say we won't be back next season?"

"Do you two miss being in the ring?" asked Shiro.

"Well…I think neither of us misses getting hit by things all the time, right, Bolin?"

"Yeah, and the humiliating losing, I mean that gets pretty old. You know, sometimes, I actually cry myself to sleep."

Realizing Bolin had induced another wave of awkward silence, I decided to come to his rescue.

"But what we really miss the most are these fans!" I called into the microphone. "Right, Bo?"

"Yeah, they're the best fans in the world!" He slung his arm around my shoulder. "Give it up for the fans!"

Once the calm was again restored, Shiro then turned to the two ladies in our company.

"And you, Lomasi and Hachi, you are friends with Bolin and Tarro, aren't you?"

"I guess," Hachi replied.

"Of course," said Lomasi. "I've known Tarro since we were kids. And when I first met Bolin I thought he was really funny."

"Is this the first pro-Bending match for both of you?" said Shiro.

"Yes," said Hachi. "My grandmother in Goaling says that pro-Bending is a monstrous deformation of the sacred art of Bending and that if we get involved with it then we will be cursed for our sacrilege."

The awkward silence fell once again.

"But, it's great to be here in Republic City for our first ever game!" Lomasi cheered into the microphone. "Thank you, Republic City!"

The audience burst into proud cheers once again.

Eventually we were dismissed to return to our seats. Outside the room, we met Varrick and he was looking at us with pride.

"Look how these people love you, kids," he said. "They're eating that cornball spiel right out of your hands."

"The trick is, whenever we get confused, we just say 'Republic City' or 'fans' and then everyone cheers," said Bolin. "By the way, did your grandma really say that about pro-Bending?" he asked Hachi.

"Actually, she did," Hachi replied. "But I only mentioned it because I was setting Lomasi up for a cheer."

"Aw, thanks," Lomasi said.

"You know, kids, I think I just figured out your true calling," Varrick said. "Meet me at the yacht tomorrow after I run Avatar Korra over to City Hall. But now, let's get back to the game."

I had trouble focusing on the match (Rabbaroos vs Tigerdillos), my mind was too preoccupied by stray thoughts. I wasn't exactly sure what I wanted to focus on right then, but all my recent concerns were coming to the forefront, as if someone was deliberately bringing them back up. Lomasi noticed my concern and rested a hand on mine.

"It's going to be okay, Tar," she whispered. "There's nothing much we can do right now."

"Why didn't you want to go to the peace march?" I asked. Normally, Lomasi would have followed right after Korra to support the South.

"Why didn't you?"

"I…I didn't really feel comfortable with the idea of being there. It seemed more like something Korra and Noak needed to do together." It wasn't exactly a lie. The major truth was that I didn't feel comfortable protesting against my former homeland. It just seemed awkward.

"I didn't go because I wanted to stay with you. "

I was startled by the bluntness of her answer. An embarrassed blush spread over her cheeks as she seemed to realize what she had just said.

"Uh…I mean, I felt like you were worried about something and tagged along to make sure you were okay."

We both avoided looking at each other for the rest of the match. By the time it was over, the crowds were insatiable and Varrick had to sneak us all out the back to the limo ("Always leave 'em wanting more," he explained). As we got to the vehicle, a girl approached us.

"Hi, you're Bolin, right?" she said.

"Uh, yeah," Bolin replied.

She was a short girl, clearly Water Tribe judging by her clothes. She had the typical dark skin, but she also had a smattering of freckles on her cheeks. Her hair was dark brown and done in a style that I thought looked similar to Eska's. The only thing about her that was clearly not Water Tribe were her eyes; they glowed a dark, golden color that unsettled me as they were different than what I had seen in people of Fire Nation descent.

"Oh my goodness, it's such an honor to meet you," the girl said excitedly. "My name is Lilim and I've been a huge fan of yours for years. Can I get your autograph?"

"Sure, anything for my fans."

Bolin signed his name in her little book. She bit her lip, looking like she was trying to hold in a squeal of joy. She then thrust a piece of paper into his hand.

"Call me!"

Her eyes were wide and hopeful. Bolin stared blankly back until she suddenly darted away, running back to wherever she'd come from.

"That was strange," he said. "Normally when fangirls come up to me they give me their underwear for some reason."

"She seemed…nice?" I said. "You aren't actually going to call her, though, are you?"

Bolin tucked the phone number into his pocket.

"Well, she did seem nice and I wouldn't want to hurt her feelings."

"Whatever you say," I replied with a shrug as be got into the limo.

Korra's POV:

Varrick arrived to get us at nine o'clock. It was a short ride over to the City Hall, but we all hurried as if we were on a tight schedule. City Hall had been restructured since Noak and I helped draw up the new Council to accommodate the new representatives in charge of running the city. Ten people, five Benders and five Non-Benders, all from different social, political, and economic backgrounds. Each of them had been elected to their positions from Republic City, rather than chosen by the leaders of the different nations. The woman heading the group was Councilwoman Ning Shu, an older woman of Earth Kingdom origins and one of the five Non-Benders. She was the one who greeted us as we pulled up to City Hall.

"Avatar Korra, it is a pleasure to see you again," she said with a respectful nod.

I responded in kind.

"Same to you," I said.

"Ning! Great to see ya!" Varrick chimed in.

She rolled her eyes at him and then gestured for us to follow her inside. Some reporters had gathered around the steps, intent on getting pictures, but Ning just brushed them off. I still felt uncomfortable with the press, especially since my first major encounter with them when I had been pressured to join Tarrlok's taskforce. Once the doors were closed behind us, I felt much better.

"We've been apprised of the situation with the Water Tribes," Ning continued.

"Has the Council reached a decision?" asked Noak.

"Not yet. There's been a bit of a problem."

She pushed open the doors to the Council Room and, as soon as she did, we were met with two people, a man and a woman, shouting their heads off at each other. Councilman Shui, a Non-Bender of Southern Water Tribe roots, and Councilwoman Tameya, a Waterbender immigrant from the Northern Water Tribe. Both were in their mid-forties, both were extremely patriotic, both argued constantly, and both were married to each other.

None of us could make out the exact words they were using, just that they were making their points heard. Loudly.

"Silence!" Ning called and the two shut up and sat down in their seats. "A fine example you two set. Bickering like children when the Avatar takes the trouble to consult with us."

"She/he started it!" they both replied, pointing towards the other.

"I don't care who started it, it stops now." She took a deep, steadying breath. "All right, then, let us get straight to business." She moved and took up her seat at the center of the semi-circular desk. "Now, Avatar Korra, if you would be so kind?"

I felt Varrick nudge me forward when I didn't immediately respond.

"Right, well," I mumbled before clearing my throat. "My friends and I came here because we need the help of the United Forces. Chief Unalaq has invaded the Southern Water Tribe, murdered Chief Kaliska's son, and has illegally arrested Southern citizens. The South's forces don't stand a chance against the Northern army and so we need help to remove the threat."

"Everyone, thoughts on this matter?" said Ning.

"I don't see how it is the Republic's obligation to interfere with internal Water Tribe matters," said Councilman Raiko. "Our best option would be to start peace negotiations."

"Peace is out of the question," protested Councilman Shui. "That scumbag Unalaq invaded the South and murdered the heir to its chieftaincy."

"Did it never cross your mind that Chief Unalaq might have had a good reason for taking action in the South?" retorted Councilwoman Tameya. "All I've heard is that he wants to unite the tribes. Something which has been long overdue in my opinion."

"How can you say that?" contested Councilman Huang. "The North and South are two very different tribes and uniting under one ruler is something neither group would be happy about."

The debates began to get heated until Councilwoman Zan, a Waterbender of Foggy Swamp origins (who was even wearing a leaf hat), interceded.

"I says we all jus' calm down a mo'," she said. "We ain't gonna get any progress if we keeps gripin' at one another like rabid cat-gators."

"Zan makes a point," said Councilman Huang. "I say we take some time to sort this out like adults."

"How long will that take?" I asked.

"Normally, debates in which there is such a division of interests take at least a week," Ning explained. "Maybe two in this case."

"Two weeks? But the South's in trouble now."

"I am sorry, but there is nothing we can do until we have a clear majority."

Ning stood up as the other councilors began to argue again and escorted us to the door.

"While I would avoid war at all if possible, I do agree that the Republic has an obligation to help maintain world peace," she said once we were outside the room. "Unfortunately, we seem to be at a tie. I know that Councilors Shui, Huang, Zan, and Chao would support the decision to assist the South when it comes to a vote. However, Councilors Raiko and Tameya are both adamantly against it for personal reasons, while Xue, Jia, and Zheng are simply hesitant about sending young men and women off to fight in a war."

I hung my head, sensing that my search for help was going to be a failure, but Ning put a hand on my shoulder and gave me a reassuring smile.

"I'll do everything I can. Believe me, I have no sympathy for Unalaq or his actions. For the time being, please be patient with us. We can't all be the peacekeepers of the world like you, Avatar Korra."

"Thank you, Councilor Ning Shu," I replied. "I appreciate your support."

"And I have hankering for noodles," Varrick announced. "Zhu Li, make sure lunch is waiting for me at the yacht."

"Yes, sir," she replied.

Noak and I left together. He seemed to think I needed to get away to think for a while and so we headed over to the police station. We went to a section of the building I wasn't familiar with, but I noticed a sign read: Non-Bender Defense League. I realized this must've been where the new department had been set up.

After the incident with the Equalists, Noak helped me plan reforms for the city, one of which was permitting self-defense and hand-to-hand combat training for Non-Bender civilians. The person we had chosen to head it was Amon's former Lieutenant, whose name I learned was Vinh, whom we managed to save from prison time for his involvement with the Equalists by having his sentence committed to community service, hence why he was now working here. There was some awkwardness, as he still held some distrust for Benders, but at least he wasn't trying to capture or kill us like before.

"Why are we here?" I asked Noak.

"You needed some place to stop and think," he replied. "How about hearing the opinions of the regular people instead of just the politicians?"

He pushed open the door of the training room and led me inside. It was much larger than the basement training centers that the Equalists had been using before. Vinh was there, teaching a group of clearly-new students. He must have heard us open the door, because he turned just in time to see us enter.

"Class dismissed," he said. A few of the people lingered and I could tell they were watching me. "Avatar Korra," he greeted with an indifferent tone. "And, I'm sorry, but I forgot your name."

"Noak," he answered. "I'm Avatar Korra's fiancé."

"Yes, I'd heard about that in the papers. What can I do for you?" He was very rigid when he spoke.

"How have the classes been going?" Noak asked.

"They're…fine." He had a slightly suspicious expression. "More and more people are learning how to protect themselves against the Triads." He turned back to me. "I suppose I should thank you, Avatar Korra. You've achieved more for the Non-Benders than Amon ever did. I didn't think we'd ever have representation on the Council again, let alone be allowed to start anti-Triad volunteer groups."

"Actually, we just came from the Council," I said. "They're evenly split about sending the United Forces to help the Southern Water Tribe."

"Oh, yes, Chief Unalaq has brought in his army to take over. I heard about last night's peace march on the radio. What does this have to do with me?"

"We were curious about what other people think about this. There's a war, and the Council is debating whether or not to send troops."

"Ah, and you want the opinion of the man in the street? Or, I suppose, off the street at the moment."

"We just wanted an unbiased opinion on the subject."

Vinh rubbed his fingers over his moustache thoughtfully.

"Personally, I think Unalaq is another example of a Bender using his power to oppress others. From what I hear, Chief Kaliska and her late son are both Non-Benders and of a somewhat less powerful status than the Northern royalty."

"She is," I said. "But she's not helpless."

"Neither was Ciqala, for that matter," Noak added.

"Oh, so you're on first-name basis with the Southern leaders?" Vinh asked.

"Uh…kind of," I said. "Chief Kaliska is my aunt."

He raised an eyebrow at me.

"And here I thought the Avatar came from a family of Waterbenders," he said. "Many of the people in the Equalist Movement had, and still have, great admiration for Chief Kaliska. One of the few Non-Benders in the world with a position of power, the daughter of a famous Non-Bender war hero. In fact, Amon once sent a letter to her, requesting her support for the Equalists. He was quite disappointed when she refused."

I shot a quick glance at Noak who was trying to look casual.

"To answer your question, though, yes," Vinh continued. "I do think the United Forces should be sent to help the South and many of my students and colleagues feel the same way. Nothing justifies conquering another's land, even if the two cultures have similar backgrounds. An oppressor is always an oppressor."

"Thank you for your time," I said. "And, good luck with your students."

He gave a curt nod as we both turned to leave. As we walked out of the building, I looked curiously at Noak.

"So…Amon once asked my aunt to join his cause?" I said.

"I was still new to the political world," he stammered. "I needed allies. And, by the way, your aunt has pretty strange way of telling people to piss off. I won't go into too many details, but I will say it involved her sending a tiger-seal's head in a box to me."

I couldn't help but laugh.


Redbayly: Not as long as last chapter, but I'm hoping it's good. I also hope no one minds my headcanon.

Sokka: I knew Unalaq was a creep. If he touches my little Senna, there's going to be a problem.

Toph: Don't worry, Snoozles. Your daughter can kick Unalaq's ass any day. 

Redbayly: I wasn't originally going to include the whole "Unalaq was once in love with Senna and hates Tonraq because she chose him instead" thing at first because I thought it would be pushing it too much. But I just couldn't think of anything else to do and I've built this up a good deal. So I just decided to go for it and hope for the best.

Well, see you all next time!










33. Sudden Departure


Just Like the Good Old Days

Redbayly: Ah-ha! I knew Sokka had been Chief of the Southern Water Tribe! I so called it!

Aang: I'm glad you're pleased with the new episodes, Red, but one thing still bothers me.

Redbayly: What is it, Aang?

Aang: Is Toph still alive?

Sokka: Ya know, it was really unclear.

Toph: I'm standing right here, ya know.

Redbayly: But that doesn't answer our question of whether or not you're still alive. I mean, it would explain why you could Earthbend at Sokka. Dead people can't Bend. Anyway, Toph, hit us with the disclaimer.

Toph: Redbayly doesn't own Legend of Korra or anything to do with Avatar. Of course, if she did then Zutara and Taang would have been endgame. 

Redbayly: Who's to say Zutara won't happen. Zuko and Katara are both still alive.

Aang: I'm going to ignore this conversation about my widow and my best friend.

Sokka: I thought I was your best friend!

Sudden Departure

Tarrlok's POV:

We had returned to Varrick's yacht, where the billionaire proceeded to inform us of his new enterprise. His plan was to make something called "movers," moving pictures that could talk, to convince the people of Republic City to support the South.

"And I want you kids to help me," he announced. "Bolin, you'll be the star of the movers." He threw an arm around the Earthbender's shoulders. "You'll be playing Nuktuk! Hero of the South! And I'm going to have Ginger play Nuktuk's lady-love."

"Whoooa," Bolin replied in awe

"Tarro, you'll be playing Nuktuk's best friend, the quiet but no less fearsome Tatrek."

While I wasn't sure about going into what was essentially an acting career, I figured I might as well give it a chance. After all, it was to help the South and I did want to be supportive of Bolin as I felt like I was really becoming friends with him. It was a strange concept, as a child in the old timeline my only friend had been my brother.

"What about Lomasi?" I said.

Varrick turned to face the young woman with a bright smile.

"I've decided to cast you as Tatrek's romantic interest, Tikaani, the sweetest young Healer in the South Pole."

I could see Lomasi's expression darkening and took a step back. Lomasi absolutely hated it when people perceived her as weak just because she always looked nice and was generally a fun person to be around. Luckily, the anticipated explosion was averted because of Hachi.

"That's boring," she said, drawing everyone's attention. "It would make much more sense to have Lomasi be the badass Non-Bender warrior of Nuktuk's team. It would appeal to the female demographic and create a character for other Non-Benders to look up to. You could still have her be Tatrek's romantic interest, but play down the relationship so that it's more of a 'you know they're in love, but they'll never admit it' kind of thing."

Varrick thought for a moment.

"I love it!" he announced. He then turned to Lomasi. "Think you can handle that, kid?"

"I'm sure I'll manage," Lomasi replied with a smile. "But, could I just request one thing?"

"Sure, what is it?"

"Can my character be called 'Maralah' instead of 'Tikaani'?"

"Why Maralah?" I asked.

"I just…I like the name." I noticed a slight awkwardness in her posture and she wouldn't look anyone in the eyes.

"I don't see how that would be a problem," said Varrick. He then turned back to Hachi. "What other ideas do you have?"

"You could include some sort of contrived and incredibly convoluted romantic subplot involving Nuktuk and Princess Eska, driving the fans of the show to argue relentlessly about which girl he should end up with and making them become more obsessed with that than the obvious brainwashing you're giving them to support the South against Unalaq," said Hachi. "That being said, it would compel the two factions to fight to the point of near insanity and cause the attendance of the movers to go up dramatically because of the sheer fact that both sides want to see if they got their point across why they wanted their favorite pairing to work, when secretly Nuktuk and Ginger will be destined to stay together from the start."

We all stared in complete awe until Varrick leapt out of his chair enthusiastically.

"That is brilliant!" he exclaimed. "Zhu Li, tell Pong he's fired because I've got a new scriptwriter and director!"

"Who, me?" Hachi inquired. "I was just rambling off the top of my head. I didn't really mean anything by it."

"And that's what makes it so fantabulous! You've got potential, kid. Any other brilliant ramblings off the top of your head you wanna share?"

"Well, it's nothing much, but what if you have someone portray Unalaq like Fire Lord Ozai. You know, completely insane, jealous of his older brother, a tacky goatee."

"Another winner! I can call in my friend Poon-Lam from the Fire Nation. He played Ozai in the Ember Island Players revival of 'The Boy in the Iceberg.'"

"Why do I have the strangest feeling that I've doomed us all?" I heard Hachi mutter to herself.

"Now, who wants to see me shoot arrows at a target blindfolded?"

"What? There's no way you can hit the target blindfolded," said Bolin.

"We'll see about that," Varrick said with a wide smirk.

Noatak's POV:

After the meeting with Vinh, we both headed down to the docks to speak with Varrick. Korra and I both agreed that two weeks would be too long of a waiting time to get the troops to the South. As we walked along the pier, we almost bumped into Asami.

"Hey, in a hurry?" she said.

"Sorry," said Korra. "We have to talk to Varrick."

"Yeah, me too."

The three of us climbed up to the main lounge of the yacht and, suddenly, Korra pulled Asami out of the way just as an arrow almost hit her. We looked over and saw Varrick, blindfolded, with a bow in his hands. The others were there as well, except for Mako, who was still on duty, and Adsila, who we hadn't seen since yesterday.

Varrick pulled off his blindfold and smiled at us.

"Oh, hello," he said. He then elbowed Bolin in a friendly manner. "See, I told you I could do it."

"Sorry I ever doubted you," Bolin replied.

"We can't wait for the Council to act," said Korra. "We need those troops now."

"And my company's about to go under," Asami added. "I have to find a way to make some sales."

"Right, okay," said Varrick. "Got it. Idea storm! Get the supplies!"

Zhu Li scooted off and returned with what looked like a bar to do pull-ups.

"You're about to get an inside-look at how Varrick Global Industries stays at the forefront of imagination innovation. Or as I call it 'imagi-vation'! That's trademarked, pal."

Zhu Li then handed him some sort of ankle-braces, which he put on, and offered him a plate of red chilies.

"Brain-work requires increased circulation." He ate one of the chilies, making his face turned red and his eyes water. "Let's do this!" He then swung up on the bar and suspended himself upside-down while Zhu Li retrieved her notepad. "Okay, here come the ideas. Fast and furious. Pink…mint…lemon…tea! Radio…for…pets! Uhhh…hand-shoes! Hold on a tic, we don't need the Council to go to the South, we just need the troops! Let's go straight to them! If there's one thing I know about troops, it's that they love fighting!"

"I know General Iroh," said Korra. "He might be willing to help us."

"A man on the inside, perfect! And you need to sell some mecha-tanks," he said to Asami. "I know some people who need them. We'll ship 'em South!"

"That's perfect," I said. "That way, you'll make money for your company and help us fight Unalaq."

"It's true," Varrick agreed. "If you can't make money during a war, you just flat-out cannot make money."

"It's dangerous on the seas right now," said Asami. "But I'm willing to try if you are."

"It'll be crazy risky. But I love crazy risky! End storm!" Varrick then swung himself up into the air and landed with a triumphant pose. "Zhu Li, get those other ideas to research and development. I want prototypes by next week."

"I don't understand why it's so hard to get Republic City to support the South," said Korra.

"Don't worry," said Varrick, walking over to some sort of camera device and a screen. "I'm already working on that. As soon as people see this they'll be lining up to fight Unalaq. Zhu Li! Do the, uh, the thing."

Zhu Li flipped some sort of switch on the device and, suddenly, there were moving images of the Northern invasion being played on the screen.

"Don't freak out, it's not real," Bolin muttered.

"I had a film crew documenting the entire Northern invasion," Varrick explained.

A shot of Eska appeared and Bolin screamed.

"AHHHH! Sorry. I keep doing that."

"We're gonna cut this footage together with scenes we shoot of our superstar, Bolin, here playing a Southern Water Tribe hero battling the evil Unalaq. No one will root for the North after they see Nuktuk! Hero of the South!"

Bolin struck a pose.

"I'm Nuktuk," he said. "What do ya think?"

"Does your brother know about this?" I said.

"Pfft, no, just like you didn't know Tarro will be playing my fellow Water Tribe hero, Tatrek."

Bolin slung an arm around my brother's shoulders. Tarrlok gave me a small, awkward smile.

"Sounds like fun, you can count me in," said a voice from above.

We all slowly looked up to see a grinning face looking down on us from above; and I mean only a face. The face was quickly followed by the materialization of a familiar spirit.

"Trickster?" Korra exclaimed.

The striped entity bounced down from the ceiling and landed gracefully on the floor. Varrick ducked behind his assistant.

"Zhu Li, get rid of the evil spirit monster," he said.

"Relax, it's only Trickster," I said. "How on earth did you get here?"

"Stowed away on your ship," Trickster said with a wide, sharp-toothed smile. "Been waiting for a chance to make my presence known." He walked over to Varrick and offered his hand. Varrick reluctantly shook it, resulting in Trickster's hand popping off. Surprisingly, Varrick started laughing.

"That's great," he said. "What other things can you do?"

"Well, I can shape-shift." Trickster jumped up and spun really fast in the air. There was a slight popping noise as an ostrich-horse now stood in his place. Pop! He turned into a tiger-seal. Pop! He turned into an old woman. Pop! He turned into Varrick.

"I love it!" the real Varrick announced. "I need special effects artists like you to help me make my movers."

"That sounds fantabulous," said Trickster-Varrick. "I've been dying for a chance to demonstrate my talent." He shifted back into his original form. "The other spirits find my abilities annoying for some reason."

"I don't know about this," said Lomasi. "Trickster has a long history of stirring up trouble. Especially if there are young women around."

"Can I help it that I find human women attractive?" Trickster protested.

"I hope you guys have fun," I said. "In the meantime, Korra and I have things to do."

Third Person POV:

Mako was sitting on the couch at his and Bolin's apartment. Asami had offered to let them stay at the Sato mansion with her and the others, but Mako's sense of pride had gotten in the way. He was currently looking through a catalogue of photographs of known criminals, desperately trying to find the guy he'd seen the night before when the Southern cultural center had been blown up. He didn't look up when he heard the door open and Bolin walked in.

"Oh, man, you should've seen Varrick today," Bolin said. "That guy is a genius."

"Uh huh."

"He's gonna help Asami sell her mecha-tanks to the South and he came up with this great idea for Korra to get General Iroh to fight Unalaq without the Council ever even knowing."

"What?" said Mako. "That's a terrible idea."

"And he's going to put me in the movers as this hero Nuktuk! He's a man of action! But he's got a heart of gold. He was born in the tundra!"

"Look, I'm trying to do something that's actually important here."

"Oh. Oh, sorry, that…sure. What is it?" Bolin took a seat next to his brother.

"Something doesn't make sense about this bombing. I just don't buy that the Northern Water Tribe is behind it." He showed Bolin the book and the Earthbender turned the page. Mako suddenly pointed at one of the pictures. "Wait a second! That's him! That's the guy that attacked the center! I gotta go show this to Bei Fong."

"Glad I could help," Bolin called after his brother as he left. "Nuktuk saves the day again!"

That's when something fell out of his sleeve. It was the phone number of that girl, Lilim. Bolin thought for a moment and a smile lit his face. He rose from his seat and walked over to the telephone.

Korra's POV:

Noak and I hurried over to where the United Forces fleet was docked. It didn't take long for General Iroh to agree to a meeting, and I was deeply grateful for that.

"Thank you for seeing us, General Iroh," I said.

"What can I do?" he asked.

"The South needs military support before Unalaq wipes them out completely, but the Council is at a stalemate and can't give the order. So we decided to come to you directly."

"I see." He looked thoughtful. "Well, suppose I were to take the fleet South on some 'routine training maneuvers.' And let's say we were to accidentally run into a hostile Northern blockade. We'd have no choice but to defend ourselves, wouldn't we?"

"I guess you wouldn't," I said hopefully. "Thank you."

"Swapping old war stories?" said a voice behind me. I immediately knew it was bad news when I turned and saw Councilman Raiko approaching.

"Councilman," General Iroh greeted with a salute.

"I hope you're not planning to take any military action without an order from the Republic City Council?"

"Of course not, sir."

"Good, because if a single vessel leaves this harbor without the Council's say-so, you'll be court-martialed. Am I clear?"

"Crystal, sir."

Raiko then rounded on me.

"Your activities here are bordering on insurrection. The Avatar does not command the military of the Republic. Don't try to go behind the Council's backs again. As you were, General Iroh."

He left slamming the door behind him.

"I really don't like him," Noak said. Personally, I hated Raiko. "How on earth did he get on the Council?"

"I'm sorry," said General Iroh. "My hands are officially tied."

"I understand," I said. "Thanks anyway."

"But you should talk to the Fire Lord. My mother and grandfather have always been good friends to the Avatar and the Southern Water Tribe. I'm sure they'll be willing to help."

"Thank you, General."

Noak and I left after that. I was disappointed that we hadn't been able to get the United Forces to help us, but at least there was a chance to get the Fire Nation's help. I remembered meeting Lord Zuko when I was a child, it was ages ago but it was still pretty clear in my memory. He was an odd guy who tried to think up proverbs and metaphors that didn't really make much sense to me. I always figured it was because he wanted to sound like some sagely old man but was just trying too hard at it.

"If we're going on a trip like this, we should probably ask the others to watch Naga," I said. "Where are they, again?"

"I think Varrick said they were going to be at his movers studio to start work on 'Nuktuk,'" Noak replied.

Tarrlok's POV:

I had never felt more humiliated in my entire life. Bolin and I were currently wearing some kind of pseudo-Water Tribe getups that were clearly designed more to show off our muscles than be culturally accurate clothes. Trickster was lurking about, looking at the female actors with more interest than he should. Of course, it would probably have caused a panic amongst the cast and crew if they knew an actual spirit was working on the set, so Trickster had taken on the appearance of a human.

"Wouldn't we be cold wearing these outfits in the snow?" Bolin said to Varrick.

"Bah, Nuktuk and Tatrek are never cold!" the man exclaimed.

Just then, Ginger walked by in her own somewhat revealing outfit and I saw Bolin's eyes go wide.

"Ooh, hey, Ginger," he said.

The woman gave a swish of her clearly dyed hair.

"How 'bout that, huh?" said Varrick. "It's the latest product in my Varri-manageable hair line. Varri-dye! We get some shots of her using it before Unalaq kidnaps her, I guarantee we'll sell a million cases in week one."

"Everyone, quiet on the set!" Hachi said through a megaphone. It startled me for a moment because of how shy and quiet the girl usually was. "We are about to start!"

Just then, the studio door burst open and my brother and Korra entered with Naga.

"Guys, we need you to watch Naga while we're gone," said Korra.

"Where are you going?" I asked.

"The Fire Nation," Noatak replied. "We're going to try to get them to support the South." He turned to Varrick. "We'll need to borrow a boat."

"What happened with General Iroh?" said Varrick.

"He was going to help, but then Councilman Raiko showed up," Korra explained. "Someone must've tipped him off, but I can't figure it out. No one knew about it except for us and Asami."

"And Mako," Bolin interjected.

"Mako?!"

We all turned to stare at Bolin.

"What?" he said. "There's no way Mako would've told. Right?"

"Noak, you go get the boat ready," said Korra. "I'll be along shortly."

"Where are you going, Korra?" he said.

"I just need to have a few words with our good friend Mako."

The two left, leaving behind Naga.

"Hey, I'm ready," said Lomasi as she exited the makeup booth. "Did I miss anything?"

She was dressed up in an eclectic assortment of furs and various animal fangs, making her look like some kind of primitive huntress. Of course, like us, adjustments had been made to her costume to make her more physically appealing to the audience. As she came over to us, she caught sight of me and just sort of stopped and stared.

"Korra and Noak are on their way to the Fire Nation," I explained. "The plans with the United Forces kind of fell through."

She didn't move and just continued to stare at me.

"Lomasi, are you alright?"

She kept staring and I was beginning to feel very uncomfortable.

"Lomasi? Lomasi, your nose is bleeding!"

"What?!" she exclaimed, snapping out of her daze and pressing her hand to her face. "Oh, spirits!" She bolted from the room to take care of the problem.

"Everyone, into your places," Hachi announced. "Where did Lomasi go?" she said to me.

"She had a nosebleed to take care of."

"Oh, that's just perfect." The sarcasm was very pronounced in her tone. Then she got a thoughtful look. "Wait! Have her come back out here. A nosebleed would fit right into her big hand-to-hand fight scene with the Northern invaders." She held up her megaphone again. "Lomasi! Get back out here, now!"

"We still need someone to play Princess Eska," Varrick thought aloud while Hachi continued to order Lomasi and some of the other actors around.

"I think I know someone who could play the part," Bolin spoke up. "She might need some prompting on how to act evil, but I'm sure she'd be happy to help."

"Who?" I asked.

"You remember that girl who gave me her phone number last night…?"

Noatak's POV:

While I waited at the boat for Korra to arrive, I remembered the scroll that Guyapi had given to me. I pulled it out of my bag and opened it. There were several sections on prayers for the dead and a number of other things, but one part caught my eye in particular.

Spirits have the ability to possess humans or to take on a human form if they are powerful enough. 

Spirit possession can often result in the death of the human vessel if it is for a prolonged period of time. Possession can be dealt with by using certain rites of exorcism, though the ritual can be incredibly dangerous depending on how long the person was possessed, how powerful the spirit is, and whether the possession was voluntary, by coercion, or the result of force. Several kinds of spirits that most often take possession of a human are: Higher Beings, Shadow Men, wendigos, and guardians. 

Higher Beings rarely possess others as they are generally benevolent, but they also can bond their energies to humans in order to grant that human some form of power. This act is often done if the spirit in question has a task that can only be performed by a human.

Shadow Men possess humans in order to create chaos and to feed off of the life-force of their victims. Such possessions can be counteracted by an exorcism, unless there is a strong negative energy empowering the Shadow Men.

Wendigos cannot be exorcised as any body they possess is already dead. The only way to kill a wendigo is by burning the corpse it has possessed.

Guardians are a fairly common kind of spirit, but they are also very temperamental and, when angered, can cause great amounts of trouble. They usually leave the victims of their possession before said victims die from the experience, but the side-effects are often horrible. Guardians can also be exorcised, but the results are often the same as when they leave of their own volition.

It then contained detailed instruction on how to perform an exorcism.

Spirits that take on human form are a different matter. Only certain spirits can take on the identity of a human: Higher Beings, spirits of the dead, Snow Wolves, corrupter spirits, and the spirits who serve Higher Beings.

Higher Beings, as the elite of the spirits, can go between human and spirit forms as they please. However, their human forms are generally zoomorphic, a cross between human and whatever animal they look like. This makes it harder for them to move about in the human world, sometimes resulting in them having humans do tasks on their behalf. The only Higher Being that can take on a completely human appearance is the Trickster. As one of the children of Awonawilona, he has more power than most spirits.

That explained how he was able to shape-shift so easily. Though I never would have guessed the lecherous, prank-obsessed entity was a Higher Being.

Spirits of the dead are already human and can appear in the form they had in life, but they often take on the guises of animals or other creatures after death as a reflection of their souls.

Snow Wolves, according to legend, are the spirits of early Southern settlers who were abducted and enslaved by the demoness Hakidonmuya before Avatar Setna banished her back to the Spirit World. As Snow Wolves were human originally, they can retake their human forms in order to break free of Hakidonmuya's control, but only at certain times and under special circumstances. If they can return to their human forms, then a Shaman can help their souls move on to the Realm of the Dead.

Corrupter spirits are the beings who most often take on human form. Their objective in doing so is to seduce human males by assuming the guises of human females. Once her intended victim gives in to her advances, the corrupter spirit will then devour his head and move on to her next target. The corrupter spirits also have a second motive. They try to ingratiate themselves into their victims lives so that they can stir up conflict, often alienating their victim from his friends and family. 

"Hey, I'm here," Korra announced, jumping into the speedboat with me. "Let's go."

I noticed something looked off about her. She seemed angry.

"What happened?" I asked.

"Mako told Raiko about us going to speak to General Iroh," she replied with a huff. "We kind of got into a shouting match and I trashed his desk." She took the steering wheel and started the ignition.

"You sure you don't want me to drive?"

"I can handle it."

"I never said you couldn't. I was just concerned."

She ignored my comment and steered the boat out into the water. I had a brief more of discomfit as I recalled the last time I was in a speedboat. An uncomfortable weight settled in my stomach, like something bad was going to happen. The sky was darkening like there was going to be a storm and the water was a bit rough.

"Korra!" I called over the roar of the engine. "Are you okay?!"

"I'm fine!" she yelled back. "I'm just really angry at Mako! I don't want to talk about it right now!"

Suddenly, there was a thump against the back of the boat. We both turned around and saw two figures on jet-skis getting closer. Water started shooting up on either side of our boat.

"YOU RUINED MY WEDDING!" one of the attackers shouted. Korra and I exchanged a look as we recognized the voice. It was Eska.

I jumped into the back of the boat as Korra continued to steer. I began to send blast after blast of water at them, trying to knock them out, but they kept dodging. Finally, I took down their jet-skis but Eska and Dena just started Waterbending themselves towards us. How they knew where we were I couldn't even begin to fathom, but it was clear they meant us harm and that made them enemies. They pulled up on either side of the boat.

"NO ONE STEALS MY BOLIN!" Eska screamed, sending a blast of water right down on top of us, forcing both Korra and myself out of the boat.

Of course, Korra and I were able to rise up on pillars of water. Korra tried to throw them off with fire-blasts while I kept making ice to block their way. I know I could have easily taken them down with Bloodbending, but I swore not to use it unless I was certain there was no other way. While the twins were both very capable Waterbenders and dodged our attacks with apparent ease, I knew they would eventually tire out as they were putting too much energy into their attacks. Korra and I combined our defense, creating a giant pillar of water which we both remained atop of that trapped Eska and Desna in its wake. However, things took a bad turn from there.

The twins suddenly withdrew from their pursuit as a strange, glowing, green light appeared beneath the surface of the water. Korra and I separated our pillars of water in time to see her two cousins fall back. Just as we lowered ourselves to hover just above the surface of the water, a giant, dark blue spirit with glowing green markings shot out of the water.

It struck at us and we tried to dodge its blows. That's when Korra was knocked into the water. Before I could even attempt to dive down to save her, she rose from the frigid depths, her eyes glowing with the light of the Avatar State. Slowly, she began to Bend the water around the spirit like Unalaq had done. The water glowed and the spirit became engulfed in its light. Just as the spirit began to calmly sink back into the water, it broke free of Korra's hold and let out a blood-chilling cry. I sped to Korra's side just as the creature lunged.

The last thing I remember before it all went black was Korra shooting a blast of fire at the spirit just as I reached her side.


Sokka: Damn you, cliffhangers!

Redbayly: I finally got this chapter done. Soon we'll be at the chapter I'm most looking forward to.

Toph: The one where Korra kicks Unalaq's ass?

Redbayly: I was thinking more about the one where I rewrite the story of how the Avatar was created. Don't get me wrong, I like Wan's backstory, but, as I have mentioned, I already had a headcanon for how the Avatar was created.

Toph: Yawn. Wake me up when there's violence.

Redbayly: Fine. Anyway, here's a little Omake.

Omake (the night Korra was born):

"Katara! Aang!" Sokka shouted gleefully as he rushed into the next room, carrying his new grandchild. "It's a girl! Senna had a daughter!"

As soon as he entered the room he could tell something was wrong. Katara was kneeling down over a figure; a figure in yellow robes.

"Katara…" Sokka half-whispered.

She turned to look at him, tears steadily falling down her cheeks. Sokka drew closer and saw that his worst suspicions were realized. Aang lay there, motionless; his eyes closed; a look of peace on his face. Sokka hadn't realized that he'd begun to cry as well until a tiny hand patted lightly against his face. Little Korra was looking up at him, an expression of concern on her cherubic face. Sokka hugged the little bundle closer and knelt down beside his sister who leaned her head against him and openly sobbed into his parka.

"He's gone, Sokka," she said through her tears. "Aang's gone."










34. Movers and Mayhem


Just Like the Good Old Days

Author's Note: Hey, guys, I'm sorry for the long wait (like, really long wait). Just know that I am not deliberately holding out on you. The reasons for my absence are as follows: first, I felt a lack of motivation to write; second, I have become increasingly depressed with the quality of the first half of this fic (I started this back when I was just getting into writing); third, I've been having to divert a large amount of energy into schoolwork (I am now approaching graduation); fourthly, I have been getting into other fandoms (mostly Harry Potter and Lord of the Rings); and finally, I have a ton of other obligations. By the end of it all, I just get so burned out I can't get stuff done.

Once again, I don't own Legend of Korra.

Movers and Mayhem

Third Person POV:

Long, slender fingers tapped slowly on the arm of a dark marble throne. Glowing, lamp-like eyes stared down at the dark spirit that stood whimpering before the powerful entity. Suddenly, the seated spirit lifted its hand and dark, green energy swirled around its pointed nails. As quickly as the energy appeared, it shot from the more powerful spirit's hand towards the weaker dark spirit, sending the creature scampering backwards to avoid being struck.

"The Avatar was not to be harmed," the powerful spirit hissed through a set of fangs protruding from blood red lips. The spirit's voice was high and feminine, though it had a stern and cold quality that could not be found even among the worst of humans. "If the Avatar was killed by the actions of one careless dark spirit, you will all suffer Hei-An's wrath."

The powerful spirit leaned back into the throne, continuing to glare at the other spirits before her, all of them enslaved by the dark energy that her master had stirred up in preparation for the Harmonic Convergence. Her snow white hair framed her face in long tendrils, her pointed ears protruding slightly from between the strands. Her skin was pale with thin blue streaks along her face, but she had the faintest hint of pink in her cheeks, indicating that she was not fully a spirit, a fact that brought the entity much shame. She was clothed in a dark blue material that flowed out as though caught in the tiniest breeze. This spirit was Hakidonmuya, the demoness of the south.

For centuries, Hakidonmuya had been the bane of the Southerners' existence. Her objective was and would always be to cause as much despair amongst humans as possible. Unfortunately, she had been limited to the Spirit World and the area surrounding the Southern Portal ever since her defeat at the hands of Avatar Setna. She had tried to get revenge by stealing Avatar Ehane's younger brother several thousand years after that, but had again been thwarted. But she had other ways of getting back at Setna, even if they were more indirect than the demoness wished. It had started when she had lured Setna out into the snowstorm by abducting her son, Catori, and infecting him with a venomous bite that entered his blood and passed down to all Catori's descendants. With this she was able to commune with them from her confinement in the Spirit World, or else draw those who were directly of Catori's line to her. She had so enjoyed twisting the hearts and minds of countless otherwise innocent persons. Whether it was turning Akando against his older sister Kenda, resulting in the horrific circumstances surrounding Avatar Gaagii's birth, or else corrupting a young and promising waterbender like Hama into a monster of revenge so cruel she abandoned her fellow waterbenders to their fate in the Fire Nation prison. Hakidonmuya delighted in her crimes because they were evidence of her loyalty to Hei-An.

To her, Hei-An was more than a master, he was the center of her universe, the being around which she shaped her entire existence. When he had found her, she had been lost between two worlds, knowing nothing about what she was or what she could do, but he brought her into his service and made her a force to be reckoned with. He made her strong and feared, and that was worth all the harsh words, criticism, and even the pain she endured on his behalf. Without Hei-An, as far as Hakidonmuya was concerned, she was worth nothing.

"The Avatar had better have survived," said a familiar cold voice.

Hakidonmuya rose from her throne and turned to see Hei-An. She lowered her head in deference as the dim light from the flames of green energy sitting in braziers around the chamber caused the dark figure of her master to appear even more menacing than he usually did.

"If she hasn't, then I assure you it was not my fault," Hakidonmuya insisted. "Some of the dark spirits have gotten beyond control."

"Vaatu will know," Hei-An continued. "His and Raava's energies are eternally linked."

"How is it that you cannot tell?"

Hei-An shot her an intimidating glare.

"It is because Awonawilona created Raava and Vaatu from the same substance," he explained. "They alone can know where the other is at any time. While I can darken the hearts of any man or woman, I cannot distinguish one human from another when I do so." A cruel smirk spread over his face, revealing his long, sharp teeth. "For the time being."

Tarrlok's POV:

"We finally made it," Nuktuk exclaimed as he led his faithful team towards Unalaq's stronghold. "Now, we must stop the evil Unalaq."

I heard delighted cheers from down in the audience. I, myself, was seated in Varrick's private box along with Bolin, Lomasi, Ginger, and Varrick. I had to admit that taking part in these movers was actually quite fun, even if it did feel a bit stupid at times and Bolin had a tendency towards overacting. Come to think of it, most of the people working in the movers had a habit of overacting.

Currently, we were watching the fourth instalment of the Nuktuk series. The first one involved introducing Nuktuk and Tatrek as two childhood friends who grew up together in the South Pole. Naga and Pabu had undergone a makeup procedure to become Roh-Tan the arctic panda and Juji the snow raccoon, respectively, Nuktuk and Tatrek's trusted talking animal companions (I had to wonder how Korra would react if she found out we were using Naga for the movers). The plot was a bit weak at first, considering it was mostly the original script and had not had enough time to be edited by Hachi (who I had to admit turned out to be a gifted scriptwriter and director, even if she was a bit temperamental about getting everything right).

Anyway, the story had progressed to Nuktuk meeting, and promptly falling in love with, the beautiful Ginger, who was pretty useless in a fight considering the two met when Nuktuk saved her from a polar leopard (the polar leopard actually being Trickster, as he had gladly agreed to take on roles as the dangerous animals, dark spirits, and occasionally as some of the actual special effects that could not be created with science or engineering). After that, dark spirits began to attack the South, led by the evil Chief Unalaq. Nuktuk and Tatrek were then commissioned by Chief Kaliska (who was played by an actress probably half the actual chief's age) to stop him and to avenge the murder of her son, Prince Ciqala, at the hands of Unalaq. Then there were some random fight scenes thrown in, in which Nuktuk and Tatrek got surrounded by Northern troops. That was the first episode and was left at a cliffhanger.

The second episode started with help arriving in the form of Maralah (played by Lomasi), the feisty warrior outcast seeking redemption for some sort of past transgressions that had yet to be explained (Hachi had only told Varrick and Lomasi about the backstory of the character to give it a more "realistic" feel). Then there were some "emotionally touching" scenes in which Tatrek and Maralah had a heart-to-heart, at which point they get ambushed by Unalaq's troops and it's up to Nuktuk to save them. Nuktuk allows himself to be captured in order to rescue his friends as Unalaq had mistaken Tatrek for him; Unalaq then made a clearly crooked deal with Nuktuk, promising to release his friends if Nuktuk could survive fighting against one of his spirit monsters. It was also in this episode that the mover version of Princess Eska was introduced (played by that weird girl, Lilim, who Bolin met about a week ago); at least this version of Eska was less terrifying than the real one, clearly being persuaded to side with Nuktuk after falling for him at first sight, or some other plot contrivance I didn't bother to pay attention to. There were a few other subplots, but I didn't focus too much on those either.

The third film started with Nuktuk freeing his friends and Unalaq swearing vengeance. Then there were scenes of Nuktuk, Tatrek, and Maralah helping the Southern Resistance and obvious references made to the farce trial, in which passing mention was made of Korra and the rest of us ("We must follow the great Avatar Korra's example," Nuktuk announced at one point, "And fight for the freedom of our tribe. When the Avatar returns, we will make sure she has an army behind her."). There was some sort of romance scene thrown in, in which Nuktuk promised to marry Ginger after the war, only for her to be captured by Unalaq's forces several minutes after Nuktuk left to assist a raiding party.

And now, as mentioned, we were on to the fourth film, in which Nuktuk and his associates had to rescue Ginger.

"Nuktuk, how are we going to break past Unalaq's defenses this time?" said Maralah.

"I'll go in through the front, while you two go in through the secret passage," Nuktuk replied.

"Are you crazy?" Tatrek replied. "You'll be walking right into a trap, even if you get past the guards."

"That's where you two come in. If I am captured, I need you both to have the element of surprise on your side."

The scene changed to show Unalaq.

"The Southern Water Tribe is mine," said the actor. "Next, I will conquer the world with my waterbending doomsday device!"

The children in the audience booed and tossed popcorn at the screen.

Nuktuk then reassured his team that he would defeat the evil Unalaq. Then the theme song started. I wasn't paying much attention at this point; I wonder if most people involved in creative endeavors grow to hate what they were working on. That's certainly how I felt right then.

"Guys, look up there," said Varrick in a whisper. "What do ya see?"

"I…is this a trick question?" said Bolin.

"I see a bunch of saps getting taken in by bright lights and flashy costumes," I said.

"I'll tell ya what I see," said Varrick. "Stars being born. You guys are stars. People love stars. Stars tell them what to think and how to act. Have you ever tried to force a monkey-marmot to ride a bicycle?"

"Uh, not that I can recall," said Bolin.

"Course you haven't! You can't force monkey-marmots to do anything. They've got to want to do it themselves."

Bolin, Lomasi, and I all exchanged wary glances.

"With these movers, we'll have the support of the people," Varrick continued. "Before long, they'll persuade the council to lend the troops to the war effort."

"Muahaha!" said the Unalaq character on the screen. "My evil plan is working. I've kidnapped Nuktuk's beautiful girlfriend."

"Not so fast, evil Unalaq!" Nuktuk declared as he burst into the scene. "For I will save my true love. And the south!"

I tuned out again as the episode wound to a close with Nuktuk being captured. I'd already read the script for the next episode. Nuktuk would be taken prisoner, during which time the Eska character would attempt to seduce him. Lomasi and I (or rather, Maralah and Tatrek) would sneak into the evil fortress and help Nuktuk escape, destroying the first doomsday device only for Unalaq to escape with Ginger still being held hostage.

As the episode ended, Zhu Li appeared.

"Varrick, another one of your ships has been captured," she said.

"Darn it, Zhu Li, haven't I told you I hate getting bad news without first getting good news!"

"Uh, well, the good news is it looks like your latest mover has gotten a good reception."

"That's old news! Let's go."

This was awful, Asami had been counting on that shipment getting through.

"Well, I've got a date with my lady Lilim," said Bolin.

"What about the shipments that have been captured?" said Lomasi. "This is serious."

"Hey, I'm helping the war effort the best way I know. I can't help that that ship was taken. Nuktuk can only be in so many places at once."

Lomasi and I exchanged another look. Bolin had been acting different ever since he started acting in the movers. To be honest, it was getting quite annoying. It was almost like he couldn't distinguish between himself and his character.

"Fine, go have fun with your newest girlfriend," I said. "Just hope this one doesn't turn out to be a rampaging psychopath like the last one."

Third Person POV:

A lone figure darted stealthily through the Southern Water Tribe capital. Clad in a dark cloak, it blended with the shadows. Ducking out of sight just as a Northern patrol passed by, the figure quickly stole into an alleyway. Noting its location, it waterbended a small ice pillar up to a window and disappeared inside, melting the pillar as it went.

"You're late, Senna," said a voice in the darkness.

The figure threw off the hood of her cloak, revealing herself to be the mother of the Avatar. A small lantern was lit as Senna shuttered the window behind her. The second figure in the room was Honovi, Lomasi's mother.

"It's not easy to get around with those Northerners," said Senna. "Are the others here?"

"Most of them," said Honovi. "I see you didn't bring Yue or our chief."

"They had business to see to. The men got a message in."

"What?"

"They're all safe for now. Korra freed them from the prison ship that was taking them up north. They're hiding outside the city."

"I think you'd better speak to the others."

The two women made their way downstairs to the basement of the house. A large group of Southern women were there, all of them the wives of men who had been arrested by Unalaq.

"I bring good news, ladies," said Senna. "Our men are safe for the time being. Now, it is up to us to keep things going until my daughter and her friends return with the United Forces."

"How long do we have to wait, Senna?" said one of the women. "Things are going from bad to nightmarish. I don't think the tribe can stand much more."

"We have to try. Sooner or later, Unalaq's going to make a mistake and we'll need to fight back. For now, we need to keep things under control. Send the word out to all those who are loyal to the south that help is on its way. The time to take back our home is approaching, and it's coming sooner rather than later."

"I hope so," said Honovi. "For all our sakes."

Tarrlok's POV:

"You want us to do what?" I said.

"Help me and Asami pull a sting operation," Mako repeated. "I tried to ask Bolin, but he's apparently too busy with his acting career. I walked into our apartment and found him sitting in a hot tub with that new girlfriend of his and she kept egging him on when he and I got in an argument."

"Well, you have to admit, you haven't been the most supportive brother to Bolin recently," I said. "It shouldn't be that surprising that he refused."

"What does that matter?" said Lomasi sharply. "They're still brothers and Bolin should be helping. I'll join your sting operation, Mako. I've got a couple days off from filming as they're working on most of Nuktuk's scenes this week. Not that that excuses Bolin from helping, too," she added quickly.

"Yeah, I guess I'll help out, too," I said. "Better than having to go to the opening nights. Do you have anyone else in on this?"

"I…well, I went to recruit some guys from the Triple Threat Triad," Mako said awkwardly.

"Are you nuts?!" I shouted. "What makes you think those crooks can be trusted?"

"Personally, I don't. But bribery is a language most people can understand."

I was not entirely convinced. I knew too much about the seedy minds of the criminal world to think that such men could be trusted under any circumstances. Mako had told us about his theory that someone had hired the Agni Kais to attack the cultural center and the shipments, and if they had then what was stopping that person from buying out the Triple Threats.

Nevertheless, I had given my word to Mako and I wouldn't back down. If things went under and either the hijackers or the Triple Threats chose to make trouble, I wasn't about to let my friends come to harm. And, I am honest, a part of me was eager for some excitement; participating in the movers was dull because it was all staged, but facing actual danger, I admit, gives me something of a rush.

The following evening, we quickly met up with Asami and joined the men from the Triple Threat Triad at the dock and boarded one of the Future Industries ships. It seemed too calm that night. My nerves were running high as I waited for something, anything, to happen.

I was leaning back against the wall of the cabin, watching the water pass by, dark and empty. Lomasi came over and stood beside me.

"The calm before the storm is always the worst," she said. "You don't know when it will come, only that it will. How are you holding up?"

"Not great," I replied. "I wish Korra and my brother would get back already. So much time is being wasted. Who knows what's happening back home with Unalaq running the place?"

"I understand. I've worried every day about my mom and dad. I don't think Unalaq is foolish enough to mess with a shaman, but there are still so many other problems. There were so many people being hurt by the negative energy, all those possession victims my dad is trying to save."

"There's so much wrong right now," I said. "But we'll fix it. All of us."

"Psst, guys," came a whisper from around the corner. It was Mako. He was motioning for us to follow him.

"What's wrong?" I said quietly as we joined him and Asami.

"I just overheard Shady Shin and Viper," he explained. "We've been double-crossed. We have to get off this ship."

We made a dash back towards the side, hoping to get to the lifeboats as quickly and quietly as we could. However, the gangsters must have noticed us because they were waiting for us.

"Where do you think you're goin'?" said Viper, the triad leader.

Without hesitating, I bent a large wave from the side of the ship and froze them in place. Taking the lead, the others piled into the boat and Mako broke the suspension lines with a fire blast. I jumped down to join them as the engine roared to life.

"That won't hold them off for long!" Lomasi shouted over the sounds of the engine.

Indeed, it didn't. Viper, being a waterbender, had managed to melt the ice within a minute. They were advancing on us in a second boat, though they were still a good distance behind us. Mako kept shooting fire blasts at them, which they managed to dodge. I rose from my seat.

"I think you should step back," I said to him.

While I am the first to admit I am nowhere near as talented a waterbender as my brother, I will not deny that I am still quite powerful and adept at my art. I sent a punching motion towards the water and bent an iceberg up underneath our pursuers' boat that sent them skyward from the sudden impact, only for them to plummet into the water. Their boat was wrecked and we headed back to the city safely.

"What was that all about?" Asami asked as we were making our way to port.

"Someone paid the Triple Threats to keep us distracted," said Mako.

"Distracted? From what?"

"Asami, if we're all out here, who's guarding your stock?" I asked.

I wasn't surprised that we found an empty warehouse upon our arrival, but it was still depressing to be proven correct. Someone had taken everything and Future Industries was doomed. That didn't dishearten Mako, though; instead, he promised Asami he would find who was responsible and bring them to justice.

Lomasi and I left the two alone as they were clearly intent on having a personal moment and it felt wrong to intrude.

"Who could have done it?" Lomasi asked me.

"I haven't the faintest idea," I said. "It would have to be someone with money and influence, someone untouchable who can get away with hiring professional criminals and selling stolen goods."

I stopped in my tracks.

"Who else has a reason to stir up more conflict between the north and the south? Someone who can profit off of it."

"You don't think…" Lomasi trailed off, but I could see we understood each other.

"Varrick," we said together.


Author's Note: Hey again. I'm sorry it's taken so long. I'm also not going to continue with the character commentary like in previous chapters as I don't think it really adds anything. But I promise you all, I will not abandon this story.
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