Chapter 10- Confrontation
Pohatu furrowed his brow and looked down at the two Matoran- First Krahiki, and then Poru. He cocked an eyebrow and looked around just a bit awkwardly before speaking to Poru.

“So…?”

Poru looked taken aback: “So… He’s Krahiki!”

“Hello, Krahiki,” He grinned. “And what’s your name, Fire-Spitter?”

“Poru,” He responded, looking down. (If Pohatu hadn’t heard of Krahiki before, what were the chances of him being able to convey the seriousness of his crimes? That might take a lot of discussion…)
“Toa Pohatu, Krahiki was the one that hurt poor Kopau, over there!”

“Aw, what!?” Krahiki exclaimed indignantly.

“Yes,” he resumed grimly, “He was babbling on at me about insignificant things, obvious things… ‘Oh, those Bohrok are trying to wash away those caves…’ He was distracting me and letting Kopau get closer to the edge, into harm’s way!”

Pohatu looked sternly at him and said with a lot less humor than before, “Are you sure that wasn’t just a coincidence?”
“I’m very sure! You may not have heard, but a few hundred years ago he attempted to kill Turaga Whenua! And worse- Just recently he awakened the Bohrok swarms!”
Krahiki’s mouth hung open a bit and he felt a surge of anger which quickly shifted to confusion. Where had he gotten that idea from, anyways? He had mentioned it to Kopau earlier… Had he just made it up to further incriminate him? He began to speak but was quickly interrupted by the Toa.
“Nonsense,” Pohatu said with a frown. “I’ve spoken with the Turaga, and it was the chronicler, Takua, who claims to have accidentally awoken them.”

Poru’s face drooped and he looked around with a helpless expression on his mask. He had misinterpreted Krahiki’s story this whole time! But he could’ve sworn it was he who had awakened them… How had he come to that conclusion? He struggled to remember Krahiki’s wording in his story:
“…So then I ran into that chamber and the Bohrok started waking up and destroying everything…”
That had been it… It must have been the way he glazed over it that made it seem like he was avoiding the subject… Maybe that, in conjunction with his newfound hatred of the Bohrok due to his father’s death, had made him too willing to place the blame on someone.
But his crime against Whenua still stood.
He was about to remind him of this when a hacking cough sounded from behind Pohatu. The Toa turned around to face Gali and the reawakened Kopau, who was still sputtering and wheezing from all the water.

“He’s not-” Kopau began, pausing to clear his throat. “He’s not really Krahiki. This whole thing’s been one big misunderstandin’.”

Krahiki raised an eyebrow in confusion and stared, wondering what Kopau could have planned. (Assuming he had anything.) He made a point of not showing his anxiety outwardly, but Poru glared.
“What’s really been goin’ on,” he said, “Is that yer both after Krahiki, that no-good piraka… You, the one pretendin’ to be Krahiki, are posing as a crim’nal so as to be fittin’ as an ally for the real Krahiki, and then you can catch him! And Poru stumbled on this charade and mistook him for the real thing!”

The story was ridiculously farfetched. There was absolutely no evidence behind it. And yet- It seemed that the Toa were willing to accept it! Something about Kopau’s innocent tone and appearance made it impossible to doubt him… Krahiki had realized he was a good storyteller the night before, but he never imagined that his talent could also extend towards lying!
Poru’s mask displayed intense anger as he looked from Krahiki to Kopau and then to the Toa. He opened his mouth but no words would come out. He had never imagined that that timid Tohunga was capable of such a double cross! He had seemed so harmless!

Gali’s gilded mask showed a great deal of thoughtfulness as she analyzed the bizarre situation. Despite being among the wiser Toa, she had been facing a great deal of confusion over what was now taking place. She had seen no evidence behind the Po-Koronan’s tale, but he spoke with such conviction that it was hard to discount him.
“What evidence do you have of this?” She asked finally.

“Simple,” he began, though he seemed to be running out of ideas after his initial burst of enthusiasm, “This so-called Krahiki has been tellin’ us crazy stories since we met him- Way more far-fetched than mine! Accordin’ to him, he has some second personality who talks all the time in a differen’ voice! But I haven’t heard anything! Have you, Poru?”

Poru silently bore into him with his eyes, but Kopau showed no reaction to this.

“Now I suspect,” he chuckled, “That this so-called Krahiki just ain’t too good at imitatin’ voices! Now I could prattle on an’ tell you more evidence I’ve got, but somethin’ more important is goin’ on right now that we need Toa-heroes for!”
Krahiki wasn’t even very sure of what was going on. Why were the Toa listening to this and taking it seriously? It was downright laughable!

“A few days ago, Toa Pohatu,” Kopau said, “When those Pahraks attacked the village, Turaga Onewa told me all about the different Krana… And I saw that some o’ those Gahloks you covered over had Krana Yo in ‘em!”

Pohatu looked as though he were trying to remember which that was and Gali spoke up: “The Mole-Krana?”
“Yep! They’re probably burrowin’ around as we speak! Right under us! They’re under rock, Toa Pohatu… Can you tell by the vib’rations where they’re goin’?”
Once again the Toa hesitated and then said, “Out of the canyon- And when one Bohrok moves, the whole swarm moves... Chances are you’re safe here if they all leave. Gali and I will intercept them before they reach any villages.”

Gali glanced at him and looked down at the villagers.

“Wait here for us where it’s safe. We’ll be leaving now.”

They nodded at each other and Gali’s Kanohi shifted to the shape of a Kakama. Their masks activated and they began to run at incredible speed over the landscape and away from them, leaving Poru staring on incredulously.

Kopau wore a comical grin and Poru a scowl that would have been comical if it weren’t for the extent of his anger. Krahiki was still confused, but giving into relief as he let out an audible sigh.
The Ta-Matoran among them trembled with rage and pointed an accusing finger at Kopau.

“You! What did you do that for?!”

Kopau’s smile grew wider, further aggravating Poru. He said, “The firs’ time I met Krahiki, he helped protect our caravan from that Nui-Jaga at the cost of his mask… Though I imagine it was a disguise, now that I seen his Ruru… The second time I met him, he helped save my village from them Tahnoks. I say, even if he did try ‘n hurt Whenua, isn’t he better now?”

Poru looked like he might lunge and strike Kopau, but it seemed his strict Guard training prevented it. Clenching his fists, he said, “Fine, then! If you really are a friend of Jala’s, how about you come to Ta-Koro with me and speak with him! See how he reacts, eh?”
“Very well,” Krahiki said, trying and not fully succeeding in keeping a triumphant grin off his face. 

Poru turned and began to walk in the direction of Ta-Koro. Krahiki mounted Kuriko and gestured for his new friend to sit with him. Once they both sat, the Onu-Matoran gave him a high-five, a tremendous smile on his mask.

How had he gotten so lucky?

*
*
*

The skeleton-creature was lying, corpselike, in the vines at the base of a tree when he received Vitara’s communications. He had been so relaxed that he hardly wanted to speak as he watched the light-rays filter through the dense leaves up ahead.

But then again, he wouldn’t be doing any real speaking, as he and his master Vitara were on opposite ends of the island anyways. It was merely a telepathic link, so he answered the call.
Instantly Vitara’s memories of the last few hours flooded the skeleton-creature’s mind. It would’ve been a longer process normally, but he already had been there last night, guiding Krahiki with a lightstone. Little new memory had to be transferred.

Master, He communicated, It seems to me unwise for you to tamper so much with their minds. It may have unexpected… Consequences.

I assure you, Vitara hissed, That I do not enjoy tampering with the minds of anyone other than Krahiki. It takes vast quantities of energy and the results are imprecise… It must be done, however, in certain circumstances. Would you have preferred for me to have been caught?

No, master. That is unthinkable.

So it is. I’m lucky enough to have had past experiences detecting Kopau’s mind, so I could accelerate his mental reflexes into forming an effective lie. There was little to twist, however, and the end result was a truly absurd story. I had difficulty in making the Toa accept it.
At least you pulled it off, master.

Yes, it produced results. Now, have you herded the Lehvak and Nuhvok properly? Have the Krytara Nui been obedient?

Yes, master. All is well.

Vitara’s thoughts seemed to carry a tone indicating simultaneous glee and urgency as he continued.

I expect no real delays on my way to your area. Stay there and wait for my arrival… My only stop should be in Ta-Koro to let Krahiki speak with Jala and finally thwart this irritating Poru who insists on getting us caught. Remember not to leave Le-Wahi unless it’s absolutely necessary to come to my aid... I expect you to maintain order there.
Yes, master.

And with that the telepathic connection ceased. The skeleton-creature leaned back down into the tangle of roots and vines and mud and relaxed, watching the rays of light filter through the trees above.

All was well.
