Chapter 1

Two figures stood at the summit of Mount Santai, overlooking the great plains of Po-Sana. The twin suns began to rise on a new day. Small birds flew across the sky with clouds and cargo transports. The day was here. Workers suddenly filled the plains and got to work.


“Poor Matoran,” said one figure, shaking his head, “they have no idea…” He snickered and sighed. He glared down at the ground and shook his head again. A smile covered his face and he through his head back and laughed. 

His laugh boomed down canyon after canyon. The other figure just stood behind him and watched the rising suns.

“Come, Krakan. We have a big day ahead…” 

“Yes, master Neotrap.”

Neotrap kneeled down and grabbed a handful of dust from the ground. He spun on his heel and began to descend down the summit. He stared at the dust, blowing from his hands.

“You know, these Matoran are like dust…if you blow hard enough,” Neotrap began, then blew the dust from his hand into the wind, “they’ll disappear, never to be seen again. That’s what I love about this life!”

Krakan followed his master down the trail as they reached another summit, this one looking away from the twin suns. Neotrap raised his hand and pointed at the Coliseum, the tallest building on the island. Though from his distance, it looked like a tree with transports flying around it.

“There…is where it started, remember?”

Krakan looked down and replied dully, “Yes, I do. Those many years have seemed like forever ago.” Krakan didn’t have to ask what Neotrap was talking about. 

Even though many events including them have occurred there, and every time, it ended with bodies of their fellow brotherhood lying motionless on the ground, never to fight again.   
But the last time they were there, they had reinforcements. Thousands of Dark Hunters filled the Coliseum, killing many Toa and Matoran. That’s when a Tsunami struck and took out half of the island. The Hunters fled at the distraction. The Matoran were left with nothing else.
Neotrap smacked Krakan and he stopped daydreaming. “Hurry, Kracket’s Transport should be here soon. But will be late…” Again, Neotrap laughed and through his head back. This day began great for him, and he knew it would also end great…

*************

Toa Kracket, the remaining Toa Mata on Sana-Nui, ran down a long hallway in the Archives. He turned corner after corner, not looking back. He came to a sudden stop and ran into an exhibit nearby. He had no idea what was in it, but it was nothing compared to what was perusing him. He shut the door and leaned against it.

Shing…shing…shing…shing…
After the noise was gone, he quickly opened the door and ran in the opposite way. He came to a door with AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY: RAHI INSIDE. 

“I’m authorized enough,” He mumbled. He turned the knob and entered the password. Steam shot out from the sides of the door. The door swung open in a flash and the concealed Rahi emerged. It was a legendary Rahi called the Kanohi Dragon. Kracket remembered how dangerous it was, but he also remembered it hated the surface, so it wouldn’t harm anyone…just anything it didn’t like. It raced down the tunnel and was out of site.

Shing…shing…shing…crash!!!

“Oops…” Kracket ran inside and into the corner of the exhibit. There was a small crack there, where Kracket could barely fit his arm through. He reached in and felt around. “No…nope…nu hu…uh…yes!”
He pulled out a small leather bag and looked inside. There was a disk and six glowing crystals.

“The Disk of Unity…I had some fun with this…” He dug out the disk and placed it in the crack. The six crystals were dimming and finally turned black. He carried the bag out and closed the door. He took off the WARNING sign and used a piece of charcoal to write: My bad.   –Kracket   

The Toa Mata of Earth put it on the door and ran off. His mission wasn’t going to be easy. A loose Kanohi Dragon and two Hunters after him wasn’t his idea of a good time. 

Chapter 2


A Ta-Matoran carefully molded together two of a mask. AS he neared completion, another Matoran walked in.

“REYREY!!!”


Reyrey jumped and the mask snapped into two separate pieces. Reyrey shook his head and began to say something, but was cut off.


“You’re late!? You were supposed to leave hours ago! Turaga Toma is waiting!”


Reyrey snapped back to reality and looked at the Matoran again. “Look, Vakama, I need to work on mask more than…” Reyrey shivered, and continued, “helping rebuild the chutes.”


Vakama rolled his eyes and began to walk away. “You know, Mask making is done if we actually have Toa to give them to! And Kracket’s mask is irreplaceable! You’re just wasting your time.” 


Vakama walked away. Reyrey looked back at the foiled mask. He threw it over his shoulder and didn’t hear it hit the ground. He turned around and saw Toa Kracket standing there with the mask in his hands. Reyrey’s eyes widened. He had never been close enough to see Toa Kracket’s features, just his outline. Kracket never really was one to let others see him. 


“Making more of your ‘masterpieces,’ Reyrey?” Toa Kracket dropped the discarded mask and walked towards Reyrey.


“Mata Nui…”


Toa Kracket sighed and closed his eyes for a while. When they opened again, he kneeled down to Reyrey, opened his bag and gave him a red crystal. The crystal began to illuminate the room with red flashes.


“Whoa…” Reyrey gazed at the dancing lights on the wall, and looked at Toa Kracket once more. “What is this? I now I’ve seen this before, but where?”


Toa Kracket began to run away. “Take it to the Great Temple! There, you’ll find your answers,” Kracket shouted back, “I won’t be long!” Before Reyrey could say anything, Kracket was gone, devoured by the steam of Ta-Sana. 


Again, he looked at the dancing lights from the crystal. He rush to his bag and stuffed it inside. He locked up his foundry and wrote a note and hung it on the door. He ran off just as Vakama returned. He read the note. 


“Be back in the time before time…The nerve of that mask maker,” Vakama said.
*************

There are many Matoran that live in the Archives. Other Matoran call them Onu-Matoran. They live there since the Twin-Suns don’t shine so brightly there and Onu-Matoran aren’t very fond of light. It’s very rare to see an Onu-Matoran out of Onu-Sana and into a brighter one.

Only a few Onu-Matoran leave the Archives and spend their days in the bright suns. They’re the ones that cause trouble, or just become outcast over time.

In the darkest level of the Archives, Matoran are sent to investigate strange sounds or missing Rahi. Those Matoran return, but never speak again. Only one Matoran went there and lived to speak again. He said a strange group of Dark Spirits live there and steal Rahi.

Some don’t believe this, but then again, the Archives is full of legends…

*************


Toa Kracket jumped from one underground chute to the other. He could feel the crystals poke through the bag and brush against him. He flew through one chute then to another. He leaped out of a chute and reached out to grab a bar. 


BZZZTTT!!!


A spinning projectile flew in front of Kracket and smashed into him. He fell to the bottom level of the Archives where the chutes separate and go in several directions. He crashed into the ground and blacked out. The five remaining crystals flew from the bag and into different chutes.


Up above, Krakan held his arm up high. Steam hissed from the spinning projectile in his hand. His gray mask glowed from his orange eyes. His mouth curved to make him smile in a cruel way. He dropped his had to his side and stared at the crater that held the dying Toa inside. He turned and began to walk back to the surface of Sana Nui, awaiting for the Master…  
