Chapter 4- Mysteries
The two Matoran had traveled around the base of the Mangai Volcano and traveled after that down the west bank of the Hura-Mafa River. They were currently rounding Naho Bay, keeping a careful lookout for Bohrok.
They had been traveling for most of the day due to the uneven terrain on their path, but they expected to reach Tiro Canyon within several hours. The desert was all flatlands that could be easily traversed. 
Krahiki wasn’t sure what to think of his strange new ally. He felt that he had jumped to his aid too quickly… This could have been a sign of many things. Was he unintelligent? Did he simply believe everything that he was told? Did he have ulterior motives? Or had he lost something in the Bohrok attacks? Did he want a chance for revenge or to set things right…?
What little he said seemed polite and innocent. Odd as he was, he was quite likable. Krahiki noticed that he kept constantly vigilant when it came to the Bohrok. The moment he saw even the slightest glint of light that looked somewhat metallic he would tighten his grip on the Guard-Staff he carried.
Most of what he said revolved around the Bohrok in some way. They were mostly insignificant comments about them, restating things they already knew, but it seemed to be all he talked about. 
Krahiki had told him yesterday his entire story, including most of what he knew about Vitara. Despite that, there was never a question asked that related to him directly. He recalled how Jala had asked him frequently about Vitara after recently discovering him… Why was Poru so single-minded?

Speaking of Vitara, what had he been doing ever since the Bohrok woke? Even Krahiki barely had contact with him. The most distinct communication he remembered having with him recently was his strange smile towards the Red Star… And he wasn’t even sure that was Vitara.
Was he related to this business with Poru in any way? And what of the Krytara-Nui Mantis he had seen in the jungle? It had to have been doing something…
Krahiki ceased thinking as Poru suddenly stopped in his tracks. They were standing on a lush ridge overlooking Naho Bay. The beach down below was made up primarily of unconnected rocks, tumbled smooth by the waves.
“What’s that?” Poru asked, pointing to the bottom of the hill. 

“What’s what?”

“I don’t know. I thought it was a Bohrok at first, but it’s not…”

Krahiki looked where he was pointing and raised an eyebrow. It was easy to tell how he had, in his somewhat paranoid state, mistaken it for a Bohrok. It was round, made of metal, and apparently mechanical in nature…

“Let’s look.”

Krahiki scrambled down the ridge, followed by Poru, followed by Kuriko, who shrieked and crashed into him after a cluster of slippery rocks fell out from under him. 

Krahiki turned around and smiled briefly. He could have used a bit of comedy relief right then… Watching the two get back up and dust themselves off, he turned around and approached the object. 
The cold wind blew at his face as he staggered through the tide pools towards the thing. It was rusted and pitted in many places, but the silvery protodermis managed to show through in many others. It was a near-perfect sphere with ridges and rivets running over it.

Small mollusks and crustaceans crawled down to its underside as he touched it, fleeing the vibrations. A miniscule window, glass long-gone, faced up, through which Krahiki saw that it was hollow. With less exposure to the elements, the interior was in far better condition. 
He noticed after a bit of scrutiny that the window was placed in the middle of a hatch. It was rusted heavily shut, but he invited Poru over to help open it. 
The two of them pushed on it with all the strength they could muster until they heard the crack of shattered mollusk-shells. Upon letting go, the hatch creaked slowly open to reveal a panel covered in carved Matoran script.

Krahiki stared at it for a while, unsure of whether he was merely confused or somewhat disturbed as well. It was nearly a minute before Poru read it out loud.
“Vahki Hive: Coliseum Division… Matoran Storage Sphere… Designated District 6; Onu… Number 6-72…”

And there, stamped plain as day, slightly weathered through the years…

“Matoran Name: Krahiki.”

What his name was doing inside that sphere, he wasn’t sure. He wondered if this was some trick perpetrated by Vitara, or if it had a whole mystery of its own to be solved. He wasn’t sure he wanted to know. 

Why would anyone store him? A living Matoran? What was a Vahki Hive? Why did he have a number and not a name? The name was merely an afterthought in that list…

For the first time in a while, Krahiki heard Vitara’s laugh. 
