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750 years before the coming of the Toa…

Krahiki stood over his earthen bed, polishing the Ruru in his hands with a canister of Ussal-Wax he had borrowed from the stalls. Except for a thin, greenish scar on the left cheek, it was sparkling clean. He donned the Kanohi and felt his strength return to him, coupled with clearer vision. 
He looked around at the interior of his stone hut. Copper masks and ussal-racing trophies decorated the walls, reflecting a golden light over his other possessions. Lightstones hung from the ceiling, casting the source of these reflections. 

For an Onu-Matoran, he certainly owned a lot of Le-Koronan objects. A stack of disks stood behind his bed, all featuring the symbol of air. He had a crop-harvesting scythe made from the wood of the Fau Swamp... They served to remind him of his younger days, when he lived in the treetops of Le-Koro. 

But perhaps his favorite object had nothing to do with Le-Koro, but rather his current village, for a tablet hung above his door that named him the Official Right Hand Aide of Turaga Whenua. He was the single highest ranking Tohunga in the entire village. 
Krahiki had everything going for him: Wealth, his best friend Nuparu, a high rank… Everything except for one. For as long as he could remember, he had had a little voice in his head that threatened him on an everyday basis.

This voice’s name was Vitara, and he hissed horrible things in the back of his mind at every chance he got. Krahiki naturally thought he was crazy and decided not to threaten his credibility by speaking of him. He did, however, speak to him sometimes when he was certain that nobody was around, and the two would share lengthy conversations.
But Krahiki didn’t focus on that at the moment. The miners had recently reached a layer full of rich protodermis veins, and the supplies and profit they had uncovered were enough to keep Onu-Koro prosperous for the next seven months, they estimated. 

In celebration, the village was holding the Great Ussal Race early and he was preparing for it. Onepu, the Turaga’s Left Hand Aide, was steadily gaining on his track record and Krahiki intended to remain at the top. 
Krahiki picked up a bundle of green cloth and armor and walked out of the doorway into the main cavern. He walked over the uneven stone ground towards a thin stream. Dozens of extra merchants stood around bartering over their merchandise.

By the end of the night, Krahiki thought cheerfully, I’ll have another trophy on my wall.

Not if I can help it… Vitara hissed from some dark corner of his mind.
He strode across a cobblestone bridge to a large hut that housed the stalls. Inside were twenty of the fastest ussals on Mata Nui, all chittering away and blowing bubbles in their mouths. Damek stood guard over them, keeping Matoran who might wish to rig the race out. 

Damek nodded to Krahiki as he stepped into the hut. He walked down a hallway that wrapped around the stalls until he reached stall #17, in which his ussal, Kuriko, resided. He opened the door and sprinted to the crab, who scuttled towards him with a happy expression on his face. 
He was an impressive looking ussal, with a gleaming, smooth black carapace and chrome-like trim going around his body. Grey tissue showed between the cracks of his exoskeleton. His chrome eyestocks ended in lime green, glowing eyes. His only flaw was a large area of scarring on his back that he had received in an accident when Krahiki was very young.

Krahiki pulled out a can of Ussal-Wax and began polishing Kuriko’s shell. The crab relaxed at the massage-like treatment and lowered himself to the ground on his many legs. As the Matoran cleaned his ussal crab, he put on his racing armor. 

It consisted of gunmetal grey chest, knee, shoulder, forearm, and shin plates. From many of them draped his racing colors: bright green cloths with the matoran letter “K” stitched on in dark grey thread. After he was done putting on his gear, he began to put Kuriko’s gear on. (Which was simply a saddle featuring Krahiki’s racing colors.)
After tonight, Krahiki thought to himself, everything’s gonna be different. And better! I’ll beat Onepu and get back to breaking records. And I’ll be able to get a bigger hut, finally! And then-
A lot of things will be different, but not those… replied Vitara.

Oh, shut up, Vitara. You’re not even real.

I am real, Krahiki. And many things will change tonight, I assure you.
Krahiki rolled his eyes at this. For the last day, his “imaginary friend” had been taunting him like this incessantly. He was threatened fairly often, but the threats were usually empty ones that never pertained to the same subject. Perhaps Vitara was voicing his subconscious insecurities about the race… Or perhaps he had just had too many bula berries last night.
“Whatever you say… Many changes…”

“Krahiki!” called Damek across the hut. “Are you talking to your ussal again?”

He paused. “And if I am?”

“Well, you’re the champion… I guess you know what you’re doing.”

Krahiki chuckled for a moment and then leashed Kuriko’s saddle. He walked him out of the stall and kicked the door shut behind him. In the hallway outside, the ussal-riders were everywhere, rushing around, most wearing their racing colors, some putting them on as they ran.
Krahiki ambled over past Damek, who nodded to him again, allowing him to exit. As he did, Nuparu sprinted towards him and began speaking to him. 
“What are you doing? There’s only half an hour until the race…”

“I’m practicing.”

“You sound like Kapura,” he remarked. “So where are you going?”

“The Great Mine. I want to get Kuriko warmed up and ready for the race and no one will be there to distract him at this hour.”

“Okay. See you later,” Nuparu said as he walked off. “I wouldn’t want to slow you down.”

Krahiki waved to him briefly and continued to stroll towards the tunnel that led to the Great Mine. He entered and began to walk down the passageway, stopping halfway down the road. Another tunnel branched off to his left, this one much more brightly lit. A racket of voices and chittering emanated from within, and above it hung a wooden sign, reading “USSAL RACE TONIGHT.” Krahiki would come here to race.
After several minutes of walking, he reached the Great Mine. A few mining ussals crawled about on the walls or sat in corners, but no Matoran were present. A collection of mining carts littered the area, most half-full. He walked through this antechamber and emerged into the main shaft.
It was massive- perhaps a hundred bios across, and a hundred times that in depth. Elevators and platforms on cables filled the air between the roughly hewn rock walls. But Krahiki had seen all this before. He barely took notice of it and instead walked Kuriko to the elevator closest to the wall.
The crab recognized this exercise and scrambled up to the rock wall beside the elevator. His owner opened his pack and removed a bit of ruki fish and clambered into the elevator. He held the food out of the side and pulled down on a red lever. 
The elevator whirred and released steam for a moment before plummeting downwards through a tunnel. Kuriko chased it, for the most part keeping to the same pace. Once he reached the bottom, Krahiki fed him the fish. He repeated this a few times before starting on his way back. The races were going to begin in a few minutes. 
He walked through the darkened tunnels and after some time turned right. He walked through the short tunnel leading to the stadium and immediately heard a loud murmur of voices. Hoping that the races hadn’t started, he quickened his step.
As he rounded a corner, a black and grey Matoran ran by him, hurrying down the tunnel. He was wearing Krahiki’s racing colors. The Tohunga quickly disappeared into the shadows. As he watched him, a loud voice sounded behind Krahiki and he swiveled around to see what it was.

Taipu rushed at him through the tunnel and leapt towards him, tackling Krahiki to the ground. Kuriko hopped backwards with fright and chattered angrily. 
“What’re you-” Krahiki shouted as Taipu landed a powerful blow to his face, knocking his mask askew. 

“I’ve got him! Somebody help!” the tan Matoran cried, holding his “enemy” in a head-lock. 

A group of a dozen Matoran led by Onepu walked in, holding disks and other weapons. Onepu gestured for Taipu to continue holding Krahiki, and Nuparu walked silently and nervously behind him and tied his hands together with a flax rope.
“What’s going on here!?” Krahiki half-shouted, trying to keep his anger under control. 

“You know exactly what’s going on here,” Onepu muttered bitterly. “Keep him here, I’ll get the Turaga.”
The purple-masked Matoran ran off down the tunnel, leaving Krahiki with the mob of guards. As they waited for his return, he inquired about these strange happenings. All of them ignored these questions but Nuparu, who hesitantly explained that Krahiki supposedly attacked Whenua before the race.
This was preposterous, Krahiki knew. But why did everyone else think this was what happened? Who had framed him? Who was that imposter that ran into the darkness…? 
Krahiki’s pondering was cut short when Onepu returned, followed by a dazed Turaga. Whenua was flanked by the guards Damek and Kaj, the latter of which carried a scythe spattered with liquid protodermis. Krahiki noted that the village elder walked with a limp, and that his left leg was bandaged hastily.

“What do we do with him?” Taipu asked.

“Lock him up in a hut for now…” Whenua mumbled with a faraway look in his eyes. “I’ll determine what the punishment for attempted murder is…”
He ambled away with a highly troubled and disturbed look on his mask. He was evidently as confused as Krahiki. The Matoran obeyed him and began to push Krahiki along towards the main village. After a little while, they arrived and walked him to his hut. After clearing out any possible weapons, they shoved him inside and boarded his window up. 
Krahiki sat on his bed and tried to piece together how this happened, but nothing came to him. The only plausible thing he could think of was that Makuta caused it, but why? And how? 
He also dealt with the possibility that Vitara wasn’t his imagination run rampant- He had predicted this event and mentioned it frequently during the past day. Was Vitara working with the Makuta? This thought disturbed him. Was he connected to the Makuta?

Krahiki looked around his shadowy hut. He thought he had heard movement. Wasn’t he alone? A chill ran down his spine… Was someone- or something- watching him? Had it been the Makuta? For some reason, Krahiki didn’t think so. It felt… Different. 
He heard another sound- This one like a hiss of steam from a pipe. A white glare seemed to appear on the reflective surface of his copper masks. It now felt like there was some presence in his hut, just out of his sight.
Turn around… Vitara hissed silently.

Krahiki obeyed the now real-seeming voice and slowly turned around. Hanging from the ceiling was a white, skeletal creature with enormous teeth in its skull. It silently glared at him with a grotesque smile as its eyes flamed to life and it raised its claws. 

Krahiki sat on his bed petrified as it placed its horned head mere inches from his own. It touched his mask softly with its daggerlike claws and grabbed hold of him tightly. His surroundings melted away and all became black. 
He was hurtling through a dark void. A painfully loud howl of wind met his ears; He feared he might go deaf. He felt dark objects and shapes swirling around him in a circular pattern, some inanimate, some seemingly alive. Through this he was held by the skeletal monster, which was the only thing keeping him from falling into the darkness. 
After several seconds that stretched out like days, the shapes brightened and stretched over him, forming a tunnel. The tunnel changed and shifted into a familiar one- The one leading to Po-Koro.

He fell a bio to the ground and hit the stones. A black mist clung to him as he got up, illuminated by a lightstone on the wall. The skeleton-thing was nowhere to be seen. His ussal ran towards him from down the tunnel and began licking him. Kuriko had been placed here prior to Krahiki. 
Krahiki mounted Kuriko and hurried him down the tunnel. He would escape to Po-Wahi and live for a while in the desert, where he could try and find the Matoran that framed him. If he proved his innocence, he could go back to living his previous life. 

But as he escaped into the cold, moonlit desert, he couldn’t help but wonder… Who was Vitara? How did he know of the skeleton-thing? What was the skeleton-thing? 
He would have to find these out. 
