Chapter 6- Vitara, the Inner Demon
“I am telling you, foolish tohunga, that your secret is not safe with him!” hissed a voice in Krahiki’s head, “I do not see why you insist on staying in this cavern! You will pay for your decisions when you are caught!”
“No amount of therapy is gonna get rid of you, is it?” Krahiki said sarcastically.

“I am not a mere fear or phobia to be exorcized, Krahiki. I existed in flesh and armor before Artahka, Karzahni, Metru Nui, Nuro Vata, or Tesquiri Nui were even ideas! Yes, matoran, before the Makuta or Mata Nui. I have been degraded to a mere thought in your mind, yet I am not to be pushed to the back of it! I can speak with your own tongue and use your body when I desire!”
“I didn’t catch all that- What’s a Metru Vata again?”

To any outsider, this exchange would merely give the impression of insanity, especially so, as the second mind behind Krahiki’s mask chose not to speak out loud, instead speaking in whispers in the matoran’s mind. What matoran would speak to himself in that manner? 

Yet to Krahiki, a matoran who had put up with this for the last thousand years he could remember, this was nothing new. Vitara, the “Inner Demon,” constantly seemed to delight in teasing him with tantalizing references to words which often stirred up vague, fleeting familiarities in his mind. Metru Nui, Nuro Vata, and many more nagged at his mind as he struggled to remember their meanings.
In turn, Krahiki teased Vitara- not with horrible, mind-blasting secrets of eon-dead island crypts- but with humorous insults and friendly teasing.  

Krahiki sometimes wondered if he was insane. He tended to see things that others did not, most prominently a skeletal being, always peering, gargoyle-like, from some rocky crag high above his head. He would see it out of the corner of his eye, and when he glanced back there would be nothing. 
“Matoran- Do you hear that? The sound of footsteps? The breathing of a tohunga? I do. It is just behind the rock walls. That person- Jala- he has told them of us. They are here to capture you… And to kill us.”
“You’re just trying to scare me. I don’t believe you,” Krahiki said, yet his voice wavered. Deep down, he wondered if it had been right to let Jala go free. 

“You are careless. That shall be your undoing. You must go. Run. Now,” Vitara said, now speaking out loud. Krahiki’s mouth curled into a smile, at Vitara’s thought. He seemed to relish the echoes his voice produced. It had been so long since he had last felt a mouth move at his command… So long since he had heard his own voice.
“So… It doesn’t occur to you that if there is someone there then they’ll hear you speaking? Your carelessness may be both our undoing if you don’t shut up.”

“Silence! Do you know how much my kind has suffered at the hands of yours!? More than you could imagine… Perhaps you could learn what it’s like!” shouted the Inner Demon. 
“Mata-Nui, do you have to rant so loud? Keep in mind, you’re just babbling about things I don’t know about…”

*
*
*

Jala stood, his face as close to the decaying wooden door as possible. He had heard enough. He wanted to know what was going on. He heard an argument inside of the abandoned mine. It started out as merely indistinct talking, which Jala had assumed was being spoken to Kuriko. He soon heard shouting, though, in a strange hiss-like voice he had never heard before.

Mustering up the will to enter and face the unknown, Jala opened the door. He expected to see complete and total chaos, yet all he saw was Kuriko sitting nervously on a stone slab and a tense-looking Krahiki standing in the shadows of a cave corner. Jala cautiously walked in further, lightstone in hand. 

Krahiki seemed to be calming himself down and regaining his composure as he turned around and walked towards Jala. 

“So… Any… Supplies…?” Krahiki said absentmindedly.

“Yes. But first- What was all that shouting? I’m not deaf, you know.”

Krahiki looked ready to speak when his eyes, scar, and heartlight began to change from a dark green to a horrible blood-red. When he spoke, it was in a voice that was not his own. It was in a voice that seemed to remind Jala of the primal fears all matoran knew in their dreams, a voice that hissed, and seemed repellant and horrid, a voice that  could only be identified with Vitara.

“So, Jala, captain of the Guard. You have heard me speak to my host. There is now so little reason for him not to tell you his secret. Yet I know he does not want to. So I may help him. I was once a being of shape and form, like yourself. I was an agent of destruction, much like the Makuta may seem to you, yet… So very different. Due to a curse of the matoran, I was bound in the body of Krahiki, a matoran far ahead of my time… I haunt his mind, a second entity in one. If-“
“Yep. And he’s a pain in the…”

“Silence, you fool! And you must know, Jala, that if he is seen speaking to himself, it is not to him, but to me. Mad matoran speak to themselves. Krahiki is not mad. Yet.”  
