Chapter 7- Betrayal at Tiro Canyon
Krahiki had had a long day and now had a heap of things to brood over. There was the strange, ruinous sphere in Lake Naho, the attack on Po-Koro, the strangeness of his two companions, and the two he had been dealing with for some time now: Vitara’s absence and his tendency to make unusual, thoughtless decisions.

Though the latter wasn’t always particularly noticeable, the increasing frequency of it troubled him. He had been jumping on decisions as if he weren’t making them by himself and he was sure it was related to Vitara’s silence. 

In addition, he was starting to trust Poru less and less. No matter how smart he or Vitara was, Krahiki wasn’t stupid. He could piece their peculiar actions together with relative ease. He didn’t know if the two were connected, but he felt that they may be.
It was in the evening that one of these questions was solved.

The group had been hiking for several hours and had recently entered the ravines and dry rivers that formed the rim of Tiro Canyon. As the sky darkened they walked across ledges and tried to find a good spot from which they could survey the area and set up camp for the night.

Kopau had brought some lightstones and coarsely-woven blankets for the night and he helped light the way as the sun crept below the horizon. After passing a treacherous area full of loose gravel, the Po-Matoran stopped walking.

“Well,” He began with a look around him, “I think we’ll be stayin’ right here.”

“Why here?” Poru asked.

“There’re some caves a little ways up this slope that’ll shelter us good an’ I know these paths… Rocks are bad up ahead- I wouldn’t dare an’ go across ‘em at night. ‘Specially not with two strangers to Po-Wahi.”

Poru shrugged and went along with him. Kuriko ferried them up the slope next to them, one by one, and deposited them comfortably in the caves. Kopau and Krahiki each illuminated a lightstone and inspected their sleeping quarters.
It was more spacious than they would have guessed, but the darkness gave even the Onu-Matoran among them a tinge of claustrophobia.

They laid out their itchy blankets and sat around for a little while. Only one lightstone was lit and, though both Poru and Krahiki were avoiding speaking, Kopau kept up a constant stream of stories. They were riddled with grammatical tragedies, but Krahiki had to admit he spun tales well.
They reminded him of better times, when he would gather around the Onu-Suva and listen to Turaga Whenua’s ancient fables and legends. As he gently fell asleep, the Po-Matoran’s Sand Tarakava and Kikanalo would melt into two-headed Tarakava, but the Kikanalo stayed the same… Whenua always liked talking about Kikanalo herds…

*
*
*

Krahiki awoke suddenly, but he didn’t know how. He had been in a deep sleep and it didn’t seem like anything could wake him so easily. He looked around into the blackness of the cave and strained to see the faintest outline of a shape.

Though he saw nothing, he heard a shuffling sound, like a Matoran dragging a shovel over gravel. He felt next to him with his arms and realized that Kopau and Poru weren’t in their blankets.
As he began to get nervous, a dim light shined in a far corner of the cave… It looked like there were fingers grasping it, blotting out much of its shine.

Krahiki fumbled frantically through his sheets for his lightstone but found that it was missing… It was his lightstone being held in the far corner!

He got up off of the ground and picked up a disk for self-defense. Seeing that he was up, whatever it was that held the lightstone began to move silently past where Krahiki thought the wall ended. 

He followed the light into a pathway he hadn’t seen before and began walking carefully through it, keeping his arms out to stop him from hitting any cave-walls. He walked like this for nearly a minute, but it felt like hours.
All of a sudden the light extinguished and Krahiki felt his spine tingle with fear. He was alone in the dark with no lightstone and no idea where he was! He was lost! He looked around in a panic and tried to stay calm about everything. 

No! I need to keep calm… Keep walking…

Was that his own mind or Vitara’s…? Regardless, it was a good idea. He kept his arms out and walked through the tunnel, taking deep breaths. 

He spotted a very faint light and realized that he was already out of the tunnel! It was only so faint because it led outside, where it was still dark out and moonless. He sighed with relief and turned around to look at the tunnel he had made his way through.

It was just an ordinary tunnel. No better or worse than a tunnel in Onu-Wahi. But it hadn’t been the tunnel that scared him, anyways… It was whatever guided him through it with his lightstone. He shivered and turned around.

He looked down a craggy slope to a ledge on which he could make out Poru speaking to Kopau in an almost confrontational manner. He edged closer, staying behind rocks at every step.

They spoke in hushed tones and Kopau’s Kakama wore a look of confusion and skepticism. 
“I’m telling you, Kopau- Krahiki was a servant of the Makuta!” Poru said in an exasperated tone. “You know how he almost killed the Turaga!”

“But he helped fight fer us… He worked on our side, twice!”
“The Makuta taught all his servants how to trick the Tohunga- Just look at the Koli Ball Traitor who brought the Madness to your village! Nobody suspected him until the Chronicler exposed him!”

“He… Seemed rather nice…”

“We both know the Makuta was defeated, Kopau,” He said with a look of urgency on his Hau, “But his evil survives in his allies. You see… I have reason to believe that Krahiki awakened the Bohrok Swarms!”

The Onu-Matoran pulled his head back in surprise. What kind of evidence did he have for that absurd idea?
“Wha…?” Kopau asked slowly.

“He told me his story when I first found him and he glazed over the most important details, but I’m not stupid. His lies are transparent… He said he was there when the Toa battled the Makuta and when the Bohrok were awakened.”

“But that doesn’t mean nothin’, really…”

“What are the odds, Kopau, that a Matoran known for trying to murder the leader of his village just happened to be there when Makuta was defeated… When the Bohrok awoke? The Bohrok killed my father, Kopau, my father! I want the one responsible to pay!”

“Father…? Like what a seabird has…? What Matoran has a father?”

Krahiki had heard enough. All this time he thought he was the only Matoran on Mata Nui with a father… How could Poru, the Guardsmen conspiring against him, have something like that in common with him?

Even so, he now knew who his allies were: Kopau was sticking with him out of blind faith, but he didn’t know how long that could last… At least with a Matoran like Poru around. 
He turned and walked back through the tunnel, too distracted even to be unnerved by it. He passed quickly through it and slumped to the ground beneath his blanket. His lightstone was still there, as though it had never been moved. He fell quickly asleep.

But it was by no means a restful one. 
