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CHRONICLES OF KRAHIKI

BOOK 1- The Beginning

Chapter 1- Lost in the Dark

     Great, thought Jala, I’m lost again. Really, how many tunnels can you get lost in? In three hours? Mata Nui!

     Jala had been sent to Onu-Koro by Turaga Vakama. He was supposedly retrieving a recently mined load of protodermis ore, but as usual, he just couldn’t find a way out of those tunnels. With each passing day, the Onu-Matoran seemed to be losing more and more of their resources, and seemed to be becoming more and more conservative with their lightstone placement and signage. Seeing the many visible glow-weeds, he became sure that he was far off the beaten path.

     Of all people, why did he choose me to go? I may be good with my throwing discs, and I could survive a rahi-attack, but I’m supposed to be formulating defense tactics for the guard! Any other guard could’ve gone in my place!

     It was then that he spotted two chartreuse lights moving swiftly down the tunnel. Could it be a taxi crab? Or better yet, a taxi crab with a rider? 

     “Hey! Come over here! Who is it? Can you show me to Onu-Koro?” Jala shouted.

     As it came closer, Jala saw that it did not have a rider. Whether it was a taxi crab or a wild crab was soon to be decided. Either way, Jala knew all ussals were friendly, so he attempted to get it to come towards him.

     “Hey little ussal, come ‘ere… You’re a good ussal if you come here! Yes, very good ussal…” Jala said, beckoning to the ussal with his hand, “Come on! Do you have a home?”

     The ussal seemed hesitant at first, but soon scuttled closer. Jala picked a small glow-weed in order to see more clearly. It was a very nice-looking ussal, with quite a rare color combination. It was mainly black with a secondary color of dark gray. It also had silver rims around its chartreuse eyes and the chartreuse circles on its claws. It was very dirty and had scarring all over its back. 

     As Jala reached out to touch it, it backed up and immediately began scuttling away. Because it looked domesticated, yet didn’t appear to be cared for, Jala assumed that it was a feral ussal. He concluded that it most likely lived in Onu-Koro. He began running after the ussal, which slipped into a dark tunnel. Jala hesitated to go in, as it was completely unlit and seemed not to have been used for some time. Eventually, however, his frustration got the better of him, and he rushed into the tunnel, stumbling over unseen stones and running into darkened walls.

     He was giving in to hysteria, and running round and round blindly. He felt the ground disappear underneath him, and he realized he was falling into a pit. He felt that he should have been going black, yet there was nothing he could see but black anyways. As his consciousness ebbed away toward dreams, a figure walked, unnoticed, towards the fallen matoran…

