
Introduction 

Written by Greg Farshtey 

Turaga Vakama stood on a natural stone balcony that looked out over a vast silver sea. Directly in front 

of him was an Amaja Circle, the sand pit used by Turaga for ages to tell stories of the past. Now, 

surrounded by his fellow Turaga, the Matoran villagers, the six Toa Nuva and Takanuva, Toa of Light, he 

was about to tell the most important tale of all. 

“Gathered friends,” Vakamahe began. “Listen again to our legend of the Bionicle. In the time before 

time, in the glorious city of Metru Nui, we believed our noble Toa would protect us.new heroes could 

not be made. 

“But we were wrong.” 

Vakama moved the stone that represented the Great Spirit, Mata Nui, to the center of the circle. Now 

the lightstones began to flicker and darkness shrouded the sand pit. 

“But they fell, one by one, as aAn unrelenting shadow sought to enforce endless sleep,” Vakama 

continued, “until memories of times past were lost. Then so that he could create a time of dark order, 

and awaken the world as theirits conqueror.” 

Vakama raised his eyes to the heavens, remembering a time long ago. “Hope, it seemed, was lost.” 

  



Chapter One 

Written by Greg Farshtey 

Toa Lhikan, guardian of the city of Metru Nui, stood in the semi-darkness of the Great Temple. He had 

come here many times in the past to remember what had gone before and reflect on the future. This 

had always been a place that had soothed his spirit. But not today. 

The errand that had brought him to one of the most revered sites in Metru Nui was one that filled him 

with sadness and doubt. Many a night he had wondered if there might be some other way, but no other 

answer presented itself. Finally, he admitted that he had no choice. It had to be done, and done now, 

before it was too late. 

Grimly, Lhikan pried open the suva, spinning a sphere, even as a beam of energy poured out and lit up 

the temple. Then he reached in and took a the sixth and last Toa stone off its pedestal. Although it was 

wrapped in a thin brown sheet, Lhikan knew that this stone was no ordinary stone. 

As he had done five times before, Toa Lhikan placed the stone on a thin sheet of metallic protodermis in 

his open palm. Then he clenched his fist, wrapping the sheet tightly around the stone. 

Behind his yellow Great Mask of Shielding, Lhikan’s eyes narrowed. He knew that he was doing far more 

than taking valuable objects of power. He was taking a step that would change his life, the lives of six 

others, and the very future of Metru Nui. 

He held his other hand over the stone his closed fist and concentrated. Six A streams of energy came 

from his clenched hand, then merged into a single white lance of power. It flowed over the wrapped Toa 

stone, then abruptly came to a stop. When Lhikan opened his fist, he saw that the metallic sheet was 

now sealed around the stone. iImprinted upon it was the symbol of the three virtues of the Matoran: 

Unity, Duty, and Destiny. The flow of energy ceased. 

The Toa secured the stone on his back and moved around the suva. Right as he was retrieving another of 

the stones, he heard a deep, guttural voice behind him. 

“The last Toa!” 

Lhikan saw some dust fall from the rafters above heard a soft sound behind him and turned quickly. 

Directly above him, the top of a large pillar was torn off and hurled down, crashing into the ground with 

such force that Lhikan could scarcely jump out of its path. Crawling down from the top of the ruined 

pillar Approaching from out of the darkness were two figures, one a four-legged insectoid being, the 

other a hulking brute. Lhikan knew all too well who they were and why they were here. He was already 

moving as the insectoid began hurling energy blasts. 

Fleeing was against Lhikan’s nature, but he had been a Toa long enough to know it did not pay to 

challenge impossible odds. He ran, dodging as the two Dark Hunters attempted to snare him in energy 

webs. As they closed in, the Toa of Fire jumped up a nearby pillar, leapt through a window near the top 

of the temple, and plunged into space, landing on a walkway outside. 

But his enemies had moved quickly, and the brute who had attacked him before was stalking forward 

out of the door across from him on the bridge. Lhikan whirled, but the insectoid being was moving out 



of the door on the opposite side. Lhikan glanced over the edge, but they were so far up that the distant 

fog obscured more bridges and towers several stories down. The ground couldn’t even be seen. 

Nevertheless, as his attackers moved in, he found himself stepping closer and closer to the edge. He 

placed a hand against the stone barrier, but it gave out, sending several boulders plunging into space. 

He couldn’t even hear them strike the ground. 

The insectoid Dark Hunter rushed to the window edge to watch his enemy fall. The Toa plunged through 

space, piercing the fog and falling countless stories in mere seconds. The hunter gripped the barrier 

eagerly, anticipating a golden splat on the stones below. Instead, he saw Lhikan combine his tools to 

form a glider board. The hunter fired a spray of energy webs, and one struck home, causing him to shout 

and sending him off-course. But he flew up and away, missing the ground. Seconds later, the Toa was 

lost from view. 

 

And so Toa Lhikan delivered the sacred stones to a chosen Matoran from each metru. 

Nokama stood near the Great Temple, surrounded by her students. As a teacher, she knew it was 

important to get her class out of the classroom now and then, and let them see some of Metru Nui’s 

history for themselves. Using her trident, she pointed out some of the ancient carvings on the walls of 

the temple. 

“Fire,” she translated. “Stone…” 

Behind her, she could hear her students gasping “Toa!” “Toa Lhikan?”. She turned to see Toa Lhikan. He 

approached her, and handed her a small package, and then was gone.  

“Guide the others with your wisdom,” he said. Then he was gone. 

“Look at that,” one of her students remarked. 

Nokama shook her head, wondering what it could all mean. 

 

In every city’s life, there is a period of great building when artists and builders such as Onewa create 

wonders that confirm our faith in the Great Spirit of civilization. 

In his home in a Po-Metru assemblers’ village, Onewa was hard at work finishing a piece of carving. He 

had been laboring in the heat all day, but hardly noticed the time or the effort. It was all worth it when 

the work was done and another fine display of craftsmanship was ready to ship out. He knew that each 

Po-Matoran crafter in the huts around him felt the same, except perhaps Ahkmou. That one seemed 

more worried about how many honors he would receive than how much work he finished. 

Something was placedlanded with a sharp thud on the ground atbehind Onewa’s feet. It was a small 

package wrapped in what looked like foil. Onewa looked up just in time to see the departing form of Toa 

Lhikan. 

“Builder, I’m counting on your courage.” 



Onewa picked up the stone and stared, confused. 

✴        ✴        ✴ 

This city was not just built from the construction of things, but from the collection of history. My friend, 

Whenua the Archivist, knew this more than most. 

Whenua was content. A new shipment of Bohrok had arrived at the Archives. As soon as he was done 

cataloging the creatures, they would be ready to go on exhibit for all Matoran to see. 

He worked quickly, sorting through the items in a pile of artifacts. Some were slated for immediate 

exhibit, others would be sent down to the sub-levels, and still more were too damaged to be of any use. 

These would be sent to Ta-Metru to be melted down. 

Whenua was so absorbed by his work that he never heard Toa Lhikan’s approach. The Toa paused only 

long enough to hand the Matoran a small object, then he was gone. Whenua looked in wonder at the 

package, whose covering glittered even in the dim light of the Archives. 

“Don’t archive it!” Lhikan urged. 

“Huh…” Whenua mused, marveling at his departure. 

 

It was an age when brave Matoran like Matau would selflessly test the latest innovations with foolhardy 

courage. 

Matau took a deep breath. This was his favorite part of the job — testing new vehicles before they hit 

the streets of Le-Metru. He was, naturally, the best-qualified to run them around the test track, being 

the most highly skilled rider in the entire metru… at least, in his opinion. 

Today’s test vehicle was a one-Matoran moto-sled invented by an Onu-Matoran named Nuparu. He 

claimed it would someday replace the Ussal crabs that carried cargo to and fro in Metru Nui. Matau was 

less worried about that than about how fast it could go. 

When the signal was given, Matau worked the controls and the machine began to move. Soon it was 

racing around the test track. Matau smiled, certain that he could coax a little more speed out of 

Nuparu’s machine. He reached out, grabbed one of the controls — and it broke off in his hand. 

Matau’s eyes went wide. Oh, this is not happy-cheer at all, he thought. 

All around him, pieces of the vehicle were flying off as the vehicle spun madly. Finally, only the control 

seat remained, with Matau hanging on to keep from being tossed the length of the track. Sparks flew as 

the lone intact section skidded to a halt, while Matau leaped off at the last possible moment.With no 

way to control it, the vehicle collided into a barrier on the track, and he was catapulted over, bouncing 

helplessly along the track. As he slid, he was only stopped by two tall pillars that blocked him. 

The Matoran managed not to break anything on his landing. As he rose to his feet, he saw that the two 

helpful pillars were actually legs belonging to a chuckling Toahe was not alone. Toa Lhikan was standing 

beside him, offering him a gift.  



“Don’t break it!” 

Then the Toa was gone. 

Matau looked at the small, heavy item in his hand. Truly an ever-strange day, he said to himself. 

 

But it also was a time of reason, study, observance, and looking into the future. And few looked further 

forward without seeing what was in plain sight than dear Nuju. 

Nuju peered through his telescope. From his vantage point high atop a Ko-Metru tower, he could see 

the sky, the stars, the Knowledge Towers, Toa Lhikan gliding toward him — 

Toa Lhikan? 

The lone protector of Metru Nui landed softly beside the Matoran. Without a word, he handed Nuju a 

wrapped Toa stone. Then, secure that the coast was clear, Lhikan leapt from the roof and surfed away 

on the wind. 

“What…?” Nuju asked, astonished, and indeed honored at the visit. “Toa Lhikan?” 

“Follow the map, thinker.” He handed Nuju a wrapped Toa stone. Then, secure that the coast was clear, 

Lhikan leapt from the roof and surfed away on the wind. 

Nuju watched him go, wondering what this event might mean for his future. 

 

Ahhh, it was a time of sharing, remembering, building, adventuring, dreaming. But above all, it was the 

time of my kind. The time of mask makers. Those for whom the art of creating great Kanohi masks from 

Kanoka disks was all that they lived for. 

Vakama carefully moved a Kanoka disk from his worktable into the fires of the forge. He watched 

intently as the flames softened the disk. When he felt the time was right, he removed it from the heat 

and began to shape it with his firestaff. He smoothed the rough edges of the disk, added eye holes, and 

gave it shapethen paused to look at the Mask of Power he had created. 

This was not to be a mask like any Vakama had forged before. The shaping, the curvature, the 

indentations were like no mask that had ever before existed. Vakama himself knew little about what he 

was making, only that he had been specially tasked with this by Turaga Dume himself. 

The greatest achievement of your career, Vakama, the Ta-Matoran thought. The greatest honor ever 

given to a mask maker! 

The closer the mask came to completion, the more eager Vakama became. He worked carefully and 

precisely, using all his experience and patience to painstakingly carve the delicate Kanoka disks. What he 

was doing was considered impossible by many scholars and mask makers, but Turaga Dume had said 

that anyone could do it, he could. 

He moved slowly, etching, carving— 



CRACK! 

“Gah!” Vakama reacted, stumbling back. The disks he’d used were among the greatest anyone in Ta-

Metru had ever obtained. Yet even they were incapable of forming the mask that Turaga Dume had 

requested. 

At this rate, I’ll never make the Mask of Time! Turaga Dume made a mistake to choose me. 

He groaned, tossing his welding goggles aside. As a mechanical drone waddled by and carried off the 

goggles, Vakama miserably picked up the pieces of the mask. But they were too damaged to salvage. 

Far below him, a pool of molten protodermis bubbled and hissed. This was the raw material that was fed 

into the forge to be shaped into disks, and later into masks, if the grade of disk was high enough. All 

around was a series of interlocking catwalks, with a great crane suspended above the center of the 

molten vat. 

Vakama held the mask up to the light and searched for flaws in the workmanship. Finding none, he 

placed it on his face. Given that it was a Great Mask, he knew he would not be able to access its powers, 

but he could at least get a sense whether it was active. But when he donned it, it merely glowed dimly 

before flickering out. 

Disgusted, Vakama took it off and threw it on top of a huge pile of similar masks. At the rate he was 

going, his stack of failures would soon be taller than he was. Shaking his head, he turned to see Toa 

Lhikan standing before him. 

“Making Great Masks, Vakama?” asked the Toa. 

Vakama took a step backward and stumbled. “Toa Lhikan! Um, not yet… but with the right disk…” 

“But first tThe city needs your help,” said Lhikan, reaching behind him to retrieve something. A moment 

later, Vakama saw it was a small package wrapped in a shiny brown, sheet-like material. 

“My help?” the Matoran said, taking another step backward. He bumped into the discard pile, causing 

the rejected masks to clatter to the floor. 

“Matoran are vanishing,” Lhikan continued urgently. “Deceit lurks in the shadows of Metru Nui.” 

Something clattered on the far side of the forge. A long shadow crept along the wall. 

“Keep it safe,” Lhikan urged quietly, taking Vakama’s hand and pressing the stone into it. 

Some chains above the forge rattled. Something giggled. 

“Toa — so dramatic.” 

Both Lhikan and Vakama turned at the voice. A large, four-legged, insectoid creature erupted out of a 

pile of parts, looming over Lhikan and causing Vakama to take a step back. stood inside the foundry. 

“Always playing hero,” the creature hissed. 

“Some of us take our duty seriously, Nidhiki,” growled Lhikan. Then he turned to Vakama, gestured to 

the package, and whispered, “Keep it safe. Get to the Great Temple.” 



Nidhiki raised his claws. “This time your farewell will be forever, brother.” 

“You lost the right to call me ‘brother’ long ago,” said Lhikan. 

Vakama thought fast, tucking the stone safely under a pile of masks. 

Nidhiki spat blasts of dark energy. Lhikan narrowly backflipped away, then used his Toa tools as a shield 

to block subsequent blasts.evaded them, but one surge of energy struck the support for the catwalk, 

shearing through it. Lhikan was considering his next move when there came a crash from above. He 

looked up to see a mammoth form falling toward him. 

“Look out!” Vakama shouted, pointing. 

“It’s the end of the lineTime’s up, Toa!” bellowed the plummeting figure. 

Nidhiki smiled as his bestial partner, Krekka, crashed onto the catwalk beside Lhikan. Immediately, Toa 

and Dark Hunter began to grapple. Krekka’s size and strength gave him the edge, but in Lhikan he faced 

the veteran of a thousand conflicts. The Toa waited for the right moment, then sidestepped and used 

Krekka’s force against him. With one smooth motion, Lhikan tossed Krekka over the side of the catwalk. 

The Dark Hunter might not have been the brightest being in Metru Nui, but even he knew what would 

happen if he landed in the vat of molten protodermis. His hand shot out and grabbed onto the edge of 

the catwalk, and he began to pull himself back up. 

Vakama looked around for cover. Somewhere nearby he could hear the clattering of Nidhiki’s legs, but 

he had lost sight of him. Taking a step backward, he found himself backed against the forge. 

But now the clattering was right behind him. 

Vakama raised his head. Nidhiki was peering down from atop the forge. 

“Where do you think you’re going?” he snarled. 

Lhikan glanced toward Vakama. The Matoran had been watching the struggle, so frozen with shock that 

he had not noticed the damage done by Nidhiki’s earlier blast. But Lhikan could see that the catwalk on 

which Vakama stood was about to collapse. 

“Vakama! Move!” he shouted. 

It was already too late. Metal groaned and snapped and the catwalk broke free of its supports, sending 

Vakama sliding toward molten doom. Ignoring the threat of Nidhiki, Lhikan jumped to the broken 

platform and grabbed hold of the Matoran. 

Lhikan was too distracted in his fight with Krekka to notice. The fight had brought them to the top of a 

catwalk. Dodging Krekka’s blasts, the Toa had leaped and grabbed an outstretched pipe, then flipped 

himself onto it. He threw one of his tools like a boomerang at Krekka who dodged easily. But the attack 

wasn’t meant for him, and he didn’t notice the blade slicing through the cable behind him. 

“Krekka!” Lhikan shouted. “Heads up!” 

Krekka looked up—right as a large counterweight crashed down on top of him. 



Far below, Nidhiki snarled at the sight. 

“Brother!” he shouted. 

Lhikan whirled. Far below, Nidhiki was holding Vakama by his leg over the molten protodermis. 

Frantically, Lhikan pulled his sword back to throw again. But there was no way he could hit Nidhiki 

before the latter dropped the Matoran. Recognizing his defeat, the Toa combined his tools again into a 

glider board, dropping it onto the ground. The dazed Krekka managed to get behind Lhikan and bind his 

hands with energy cuffs. 

Nidhiki’s eyes narrowed. “Compassion was always your weakness, brother,” he said. 

Lhikan struggled to haul Vakama back up to relative safety. Then he suddenly felt himself seized and 

lifted into the air. The Toa turned to see that Krekka had taken control of the crane, and it was that 

which now dangled Lhikan and Vakama over the bubbling vat. “It’s swim time!” snarled Krekka. 

The Dark Hunter shifted the controls and began to lower the crane toward the vat. Lhikan summoned all 

his strength, and hoisted Vakama high so the Matoran could grab onto the clawlike end of the crane. 

“Don’t let go,” the Toa ordered. 

“Wasn’t planning to,” Vakama replied. 

That had been the easy part. Now Toa Lhikan started to swing his body back and forth like a pendulum, 

trying to build up enough force to execute his only possible plan. He didn’t think about what would 

happen if he failed, or about the molten substance waiting below — his entire focus was on the timing 

and speed of his swing. 

At the crucial moment, Lhikan let go of the crane and went sailing through the air. He landed on top of 

the machine’s cab, much to the surprise of Krekka. Before the Dark Hunter could react, Lhikan had 

shouldered him aside and stopped the crane’s descent. 

The Toa had no chance to celebrate his triumph. An energy web launched by Nidhiki wrapped around 

Lhikan, trapping him. As he struggled in vain to escape, his eyes locked on the Matoran. 

With that, he dropped Vakama anyway, letting the Matoran fall helplessly toward the bubbling vat. 

Lhikan smiled grimly, kicking the glider board off the catwalk, sending it flying beneath the Matoran and 

carrying him into a large ventilation shaft. As he flew away from the battle through the winding shaft, 

“Vakama, the Great Spirit depends on you!” he cried. “Save the heart of Metru Nui!” 

Krekka released an arc of dark energy that bound the Toa’s hands, but Vakama could no longer see. His 

mind had been overtaken by a vision of the future… 

Time slowing, slowing, almost coming to a stop. A face coming closer, but obscured by waves of 

elemental energy. Now it became clearer… it was Lhikan… but twisted and distorted… and behind him, a 

pair of red eyes that radiated pure evil… Flashes of what had been flashed before Vakama’s eyes, and 

then he was alone. Alone in a vast, white expanse. Suddenly Lhikan’s voice resounded around him. 

“Save the heart of Metru Nui!” 



The Toa stone that he had just received floated down from above him and flew around his head.  

“The Great Spirit depends on you!” 

Vakama reached out to touch the stone, but in a flash it was replaced by Lhikan’s Hau. Its empty 

eyeholes stared at him for a moment, before drifting away. 

“Time is short!” it cried. 

“No! No no no!” Vakama called, running after it. 

“Hurry Vakama!” 

“Wait!” Vakama shouted. “Come back!” 

But two doors fell shut, and the mask was lost to view. 

The horrifying sight snapped Vakama out of his trance, but left him weak and trembling. Just as he was 

shot out the end of the ventilation shaft. He shot between layers of a large molten protodermis 

irrigation system, landing on one of the levels on the far side. He glanced around dazedly, and was 

hurried to a window just in time to see Lhikan being dragged off by Krekka and Nidhiki. “Time is short!” 

yelled Lhikan. “Stop the darkness!” 

“No!” Vakama shouted. For, in truth, there was nothing else he could do. 

He fell to the ground. “It’s all my fault…” 

  



Chapter Two 

Written by Greg Farshtey 

Two posts in a great sundial split open. Darkness from their shadows cast jagged shadows across the 

floor as they began rotating in opposite directions around the sundial. 

“I must have the Mask of Time.” 

 

Near the Fountains of Wisdom in Ga-Metru, scores of Matoran looked up at a massive screen. The wise, 

benevolent mask of Turaga Dume, elder of the city, gazed down upon them. None paid any attention to 

the transport that crawled by on insectoid legs. Driven by Vahki Bordakh, the order enforcement squads 

of Ga-Metru, it carried several large, silver spheres. 

“Matoran of Metru Nui,” Dume began, his voice and image carried all over the city. “It is with deep 

sorrow that I must inform you of the disappearance of our beloved Toa Lhikan.” 

In Ko-Metru, Ta-Metru, and all around the city, Matoran gasped. Those who attempted to approach the 

screen, or turn away from it, were stopped by Vahki squads. 

“But with the help of the Vahki,” Dume continued, “order shall be maintained. Trust in me and soon all 

your concerns will be laid to rest.” 

The Turaga’s words felt like hot irons to Vakama. Back in his forge, he was looking at the package Lhikan 

had given to him. 

Vakama pulled Lhikan’s gift out from under the pile of masks where he’d hidden it. 

“Oh… What is this,” he muttered. 

“Toa Lhikan… I failed you,” he said sadly. He undid the foil wrapping to find he was holding a Toa stone.  

“Woah!” he gasped. 

It was then he noticed the writing on the metal wrapping, but before he could examine it more closely 

— 

There was writing and a diagram inside the wrapping. Vakama picked the stone out of the wrap and 

weighed it in his hands. He looked gloomily at Lhikan’s shield, which now rested beside him in his forge. 

“Without you, we have no Toa,” he said sadly. “Who will protect us now?” he groaned. “I should have 

done something!” 

“You should not blame yourself, Vakama.” 

The Matoran turned to see Turaga Dume entering, flanked by a squad of Vahki. A good mask-height 

taller than Vakama, Dume radiated wisdom and a paternal feeling for all Matoran. But the Vahki close 

by were a constant reminder that Dume was the authority in Metru Nui and his words were to be 

obeyed. 

“Turaga Dume!” Vakama remarked. 



Dume looked around at the chaos left in the wake of Lhikan’s struggle with the Dark Hunters. “You are a 

mask-maker, not a Toa,” he said gently. 

Vakama nodded. While Dume was looking away, he slipped the Toa stone and its wrapping onto the 

already cluttered table behind him. Certain it was well hidden, he went to get a chair for Dume, only to 

get his feet tangled and stumble to the ground. The drones that assisted him in his work scurried under 

the desk. 

“I have come for the Mask of Time,” said Dume. 

Vakama scrambled to his feet. Vakama retrieved the broken mask that he had been working on before 

and held it up. “Yes, ah, well… I am sorry, Turaga. It’s not yet ready. Great Masks take time to craft.” 

“Perhaps you are using inferior disks.” 

“I use the finest quality available, Turaga. Only Great Disks are more pure, but they can only be retrieved 

by a Toa.” 

As he was speaking, Turaga Dume reached for the table. Vakama watched as the Turaga’s hand hovered 

near the hidden stone. But then he picked up one of the disks and looked at it. 

Dume turned away. “Of course. Pity Toa Lhikan is not here to help.” 

Vakama turned and bumped the table, knocking the Toa stone off. Only swift movement let him catch it 

and conceal it again before Dume turned back to him. 

Holding up the disk, Turaga Dume gestured with it. “Bring the completed mask to the Coliseum before 

the great contest,” the Turaga ordered, placing the disk in Vakama’s hand. “The destiny of Metru Nui 

rests in your hands.” 

That’s what Toa Lhikan said, Vakama thought mournfully. 

Vakama allowed himself a sigh of relief as the Turaga and his Vahki departed. As soon as they were out 

of sight, he went back to the metal wrapping. On closer examination he could see the writing on it was a 

detailed map — a map of a place every Matoran knew well. 

“The Great Temple…” Vakama whispered. 

 

As soon as he was able, Vakama slipped away and journeyed to Ga-Metru. But when he arrived at 

the Great Temple, he found that the sunlight shown through the windows, lighting up the small dome at 

the center of the room. 

“Oh! The Toa Suva!” exclaimed Vakama. 

to his surprise that there were other Matoran there as well. Five of them, in fact, and all strangers to 

him. Vakama was looking around, gazing at the marvelous room when he collided with someone else, 

who was doing the same thing. The two jumped, startled. 

Matau looked Vakama up and down and said, “Fire-spitter? Did you wrong-turn?” 



“You tell me,” Vakama replied, opening his hand to reveal the Toa stone he carried. He gasped when 

Matau revealed his own stone. 

Some more footsteps echoed through the chamber. 

“It seems we are not alone,” Vakama remarked. A Ko-Matoran stepped out from behind a column, even 

as an Onu-Matoran also stepped into the light. A Ga-Matoran, meanwhile, was descending a staircase. 

“Well, Toa Lhikan summoned me,” Nokama explained. 

“Huh,” said a Po-Matoran, poking his own head out from behind a column. “Me too.” 

Nokama stepped forward and showed that she, too, had a Toa stone. Each of the other Matoran did the 

same. “It seems appears we are have all recipients of Toa Lhikan’s gifts received these curious stones. All 

similar, yet each unique.” 

“Like us!” said Matau, smiling. “All Matoran — some just more handsome-looking than the rest.” 

Whenua shook his head. “Who’s ever heard of Matoran getting summoned to the Great Temple like 

this?” 

“What will be asked of us?” added Nuju. “We are all just… strangers.” 

“Heheh. Some stranger than others,” said Onewa. 

Nokama gave the Po-Matoran a sharp look. “Your negativity pollutes this sanctuary, builder.” 

“Save the lessons for your class, teacher,” Onewa spat back. 

“Look, we’re here for a reason,” reminded Vakama. 

Their argument was interrupted by the sudden appearance of a glow emanating from the stone shrine, 

which rose out of the floor in front of them. “The Toa Suva!” exclaimed Vakama. 

“When Toa realize their full potential, this suva shrine grants them their elemental powers,” Whenua 

recited from memory. 

Each of the Matoran stepped forward and placed their Toa stone in a niche in the Suva. A beam of 

elemental energy shot from the assembled stones. The temple chamber shook as if a great earthquake 

had struck the city. Then, as suddenly as they began, the tremors came to a stop. As each Matoran 

added their stone, an image in the center of the beam came clearer into focus. 

The Matoran looked at one another, bewildered, as the image of Toa Lhikan’s mask appeared in the 

energy beam. The yellow Kanohi Hau hovered in the air. Each of the Matoran turned to each other, 

remarking their surprise. But then the mask spoke. 

“Faithful Matoran, Metru Nui needs you,” the Hau said, speaking in Lhikan’s voice. “A shadow threatens 

its heart. Prove yourselves worthy Toa and fear not. The Great Spirit shall guide you in ways you could 

not imagine.” 

The mask glowed blindingly bright, even as the suva rumbled and rose as on a column out of the floor. 

The Matoran staggered backward as beams of energy shot from the mask, bathing them in 



unimaginable power. The Matoran began to glow, then change. Their bodies grew taller and stronger, 

armor forming where none had been before. Their masks transformed from the simple Kanohi of 

Matoran into Great Masks of Power. 

The hovering mask, now a bright ball of light, suddenly winked out. No sign of its presence remained, 

not even the Toa stones. The six Matoran — now six armored Toa Metru — looked at themselves and 

each other in awe. 

“Woah! Amazing!” Vakama exclaimed. 

“Are weAm I… a Toa?” asked Onewa, excitement in his voice. 

“If we appear to be Toa-heroes, then we are Toa-heroes!” answered Matau. He had already pulled a pair 

of sharp aero-slicers out of a cache in the side of the suva—one that had been revealed when the suva 

rose. 

Whenua, once an archivist in Onu-Metru and now the Toa of Earth, voiced the thoughts of them all. 

“Since when are Matoran just zapped into Toa?” 

“When uncertain times lie ahead,” suggested Nuju. 

Onewa looked around. “Now all we need are —” 

As if in answer, the sides of the raised suva fell away to reveal a cache of Toa tools. “These!” shouted 

Matau. 

The six new Toa rushed over to choose their equipment. Onewa grabbed a pair of proto pitons, Nuju 

twin crystal spikes, and Whenua earthshock drills. Vakama pondered for a moment before taking a disk 

launcher for himself. 

“Now this is a Toa tool!” Onewa exclaimed, thrusting and maneuvering with his proto pitons. 

Whenua chuckled. “Always wanted one of these!” Whenua remarked, holding up his earthshock drills 

which he began spinning in his hands. 

“Such perfect balance!” Nokama exclaimed as she wielded a pair of hydro blades. 

“A disk launcher!” Vakama marveled. 

“Nice choice… for playing Matoran games, mask-maker,” chuckled Matau. 

Nokama chose a pair of hydro blades, even as Matau began practicing with his aero-slicers. He executed 

a series of rapid maneuvers with the sharp tools, shouting, “Oh yeah!” Halfway through a particularly 

complicated exercise, one of the blades flew from his hand and narrowly missed the new Toa Metru of 

Water. Spinning with them, he launched himself into the air, twirling rapidly and dizzily throwing himself 

into a pillar. Dazed, he crumpled to the ground. 

“Nice move, Matau,” Onewa snorted. 

“Need I remind you,” snapped Nokama, “this is about honoring our responsibilityies to the Great Spirit?” 

“Nokama is right,” agreed Whenua. “Mask-maker, you saw Toa Lhikan last, right?” asked Whenua. 



“Well, uh—yeah,” the Toa of Fire gulped. 

When Vakama nodded, Nuju said, “What did he say we could expect?” 

Hesitantly, Vakama took a step forward. “He said…” the Toa Metru of Fire whispered. 

“Speak up, fire-spitter!” said Onewa. 

“He told me to stop the darkness… that I had to save the heart of Metru Nui,” Vakama replied. “Then 

the Dark Hunters took him away… it was because of me.” 

Vakama stopped speaking. His thoughts had turned inward as another vision overtook him. 

Flashes of things yet to come. Shadows criss-crossed the landscape. Vakama was leading a group of 

figures toward before Metru Nui, where there was a bright flash. It illuminated a city in ruin! Stunned, 

Vakama moved forward, only to see the city suddenly restored before his eyes. Lightning flashed as 

clouds swirled overhead. 

“No!” Vakama shouted. 

“Save the heart of Metru Nui! Find the Great Disks!” 

Six Kanoka Disks flew toward him. Vakama ducked and dodged to avoid being struck, but the disks were 

not trying to harm him. They shot past him, then hovered in the air and unleashed their power on the 

Morbuzakh plant. Before their energies, the plant withered and died. Then, they merged together to 

form one huge disk before bursting brilliantly into — 

Then Vakama was back with the other Toa. Though the vision was gone, he was still shielding his eyes 

from the flash of light dodging the flying disks.  

“What’s with him?” asked Matau. Whenua chuckled as Vakama panted. 

Onewa looked at him and said, “All that smelting must have cooked his head.” 

“I saw it!” Vakama said frantically. “Metru Nui was destroyed! The six Great Kanoka Disks were headed 

right for me.” 

“Thanks for dream-sharing, Vakama,” said Matau, making no effort to keep the doubt out of his voice. 

“Well, according to ancient legend, one Great Disk is hidden in each metrou,” said Whenua. 

“And fFinding them would prove to Turaga Dume that we are worthy Toa,” insisted Vakama. 

“Well, according to ancient legend, one Great Disk is hidden in each metrou,” said Whenua. 

“So we go on a scavenger hunt because a fire-spitter stood too long in front of his forge?” sneered 

Onewa. 

“Visions can be a sign of madness, yes,” said Nokama. “Or messages from the Great Spirit. But as Toa, 

we cannot afford to ignore them.” 

“I concur,” Nuju piped up. 

“Yeah,” Matau added, nodding. 



When no one else spoke, she continued, “Then it is agreed. Each will recover the Great Disk from our 

own metru and present it to Turaga Dume. He will know what to do.” 

From the rafters, a lone bird tilted its head. 

Onewa looked at Vakama and muttered, “I am doing this for Lhikan. No one else.” 

Vakama sighed. The bird above flapped its wings and soared out the nearby window. 

Nokama directed the attention of the Toa to a carving in the side of the kini. On itled the Toa Metru 

deeper into the temple. On one wall was an ancient carving that the Toa of Water said contained clues 

to the locations of the six Great Disks. 

“Tit says here the Great Disks will be found by seeking the unfamiliar within the familiar…” she said. 

  

And so, whether it was by madness or messages from the Great Spirit guiding us, we undertook the 

greatest scavenger hunt in the history of Metru Nui. We were justly proud of our new Toa stature and 

one by one in our homelands, we sought out, found, and recovered these great disks. We never even 

feared the consequences. We had bold hearts and courage enough for the whole city. If you measured a 

Toa by effort alone, we were certainly great Toa. But great Toa are seldom enough for legends. 

 

In Po-Metru, you must seek a mountain in balance… 

High above the Sculpture Fields of Po-Metru, Onewa, Toa of Stone, wrestled to free the Great Disk. The 

disk was embedded in a huge, triangular slab of protodermis that was delicately balanced on one point. 

With a mighty heave, he freed the disk — and the slab began to topple toward him… 

Landing on the ground, Onewa raised his hands helplessly to protect himself. The slab landed with a 

heavy thud. 

The looked around, shocked to still be alive. By a miracle, the niche that had held the disk had landed 

precisely above him. 

  

In Ko-Metru, find where the sky and ice are joined… 

Nuju, Toa Metru of Ice, slid down a steep incline, headed for a very long fall. As he flew off the edge of 

the Knowledge Tower roof, Nuju grabbed on to a huge icicle that hung from the ledge. That was when 

he noticed that this icicle was most unusual. 

Frozen inside it was a Great Disk. 

  

The Great Disk of Le-Metru will be all around you when you find it… 

Matau, Toa of Air, was in the one place he always hoped to avoid: inside a magnetic force sphere 

hurtling through a Le-Matoran transport chute toward certain destruction. But the sphere, which 



absorbed any debris around it, had also captured a Great Disk, and unless Matau retrieved it, the disk 

would be shattered. The sheer power of the energies slammed him hard against the wall of the cute. 

Some days, being a Toa-hero is not all it’s cracked up to be, he said to himself. 

  

No door must be left unopened in Onu-Metru… 

Whenua struggled to slam a door in the Archives. The angry mutant Ussal crab on the other side had 

other ideas, though. Its massive claw snapped, trying to trap the Toa of Earth in its pincers. Not for the 

first time, Whenua wished that they would put signs on the doors of the exhibit rooms in this living 

museum. 

Using all his Toa strength, Whenua succeeded in shutting and locking the massive door. He looked at the 

Great Disk in his hand and hoped that in the end all this struggle would be worth it. 

  

In Ga-Metru, go beyond the depths of any Toa before… 

Nokama swam through the protodermis sea with smooth, easy strokes. She had successfully wrestled 

the Great Disk from between two jagged outcroppings and now was headed to the surface with it. 

She had been so excited about finding it that she never noticed that the two “outcroppings” were 

teeth… or that a huge creature from the ocean’s depths was now closing in on her… 

The Toa narrowly kicked through the jagged teeth, as the creature bit up at her. 

  

Embrace the root of fire in Ta-Metru… 

Vakama hung suspended in a Ta-Metru fire pit, trapped in the grip of a blackened, twisted plant. In his 

hand mouth he clutched a Great Disk… but just how he would make it out of the  pit with the disk intact, 

he could not imagine… 

  

And these glorious disks will be yours. 

After many adventures, both together and separately, the Toa Metru finally met outside the Coliseum. 

Each held the Great Disk from his or her own metru. 

Nokama looked at her fellow Toa Metru. “Any troubles?” 

The Toa looked at the ground, at the Coliseum, at anything but each other. “No,” each mumbled in turn. 

Then they walked together toward the massive door of the Metru Nui Coliseum. 

  



Chapter Three 

Written by Greg Farshtey 

The Coliseum towered over the city. It stood at the junction of all six metru, so tall it looked as if it must 

touch the sky. The Coliseum was large enough to accommodate every Matoran in Metru Nui, and served 

as both an athletic arena and the power station for the entire city. Turaga Dume’s chambers were also 

to be found in this imposing building. One side of the arena was dominated by a massive statue of Toa 

Lhikan, the other by Dume’s box. 

A lone hawk soared through the sky toward the towering building. It had watched the Toa as they 

transformed into Toa, and it had kept a close eye on the Toa as they traveled. Now it flew to report all 

that it had seen. 

As it approached, Turaga Dume’s voice rang out from the building’s speakers. “It is with deep sorrow 

that I must inform you of the disappearance of our beloved Toa Lhikan.” 

The crowds of Matoran in the arena shouted in collective dismay. Such news was unimaginable. 

“But with the help of the Vahki,” Dume continued, “order shall be maintained. Trust in me and soon all 

your concerns will be laid to rest.” 

Cheers broke out from the stands. The hawk that had been flying overhead now glided in and chirped in 

the Turaga’s ear. Dume listened and nodded. “Hmmm. Interesting.” 

 

The Toa Metru entered the arena in the middle of a Kanoka Disk tournament. All around them Matoran 

surfed on disks, over the undulating floor trying to launch their Kanoka into hoops mounted high on the 

walls. When the players saw the visitors, they immediately ceased their game and moved aside. The 

floor of the arena settled back into its natural bowl shape. Turaga Dume’s speech. The games had not 

yet begun, but Matoran were packed in the stands, eagerly awaiting the Kanoka Disk tournament. The 

sight of Toa so soon after Dume’s announcement filled the crowd with confusion, but a visible thrill 

began rippling through. 

Great Disks held high, the Toa Metru moved into the middle of the stadium. Quietly at first, the crowd 

began to chant “Toa… Toa… Toa…” Then the word burst from them in a cheer that rocked the Coliseum. 

“Hello, Metru Nui!” Matau shouted, waving. Then he turned to the other Toa, saying, “I always wanted 

to loud-shout that!” 

From high in his box, Turaga Dume watched the arrival of the Toa with surprise. He was flanked by two 

Vahki Rorzakh from Onu-Metru, and his huge, powerful hawk, Nivawk, perched behind him. 

Dume leaned forward and said in disbelief, “Vakama?!” Regaining control of himself with some effort, 

Dume’s box glided down from high above to a short distance above the arena. “Vakama,” he remarked. 

With a chuckle, he continued, “Matoran one dayin the morning. Toa the nextby afternoon. No wonder 

you have not yet completed the Mask of Time.” 

“Forgive the delay, Turaga, but…” Vakama began. 



“One moment we’re Matoran, the next we’re power-jolted,” shouted Matau, shaking his body to 

simulate the shock. “And Toa-masked!” 

Nokama held her Great Disk up, followed by the others, and said to Dume, “We present you the Great 

Kanoka Disks and pledge ourselves as the new guardians of Metru Nuias proof of our Toa stature.” 

“Toa must prove themselves with deeds, not simple gifts,” Dume replied as his box began to ascend 

again. Then, addressing the crowd, he said, “Matoran of Metru Nui! The Great Spirit has provided us 

with six new Toa who will undoubtedly demonstrate their worthiness on this field of honor!” 

The crowd cheered, but the Toa Metru just stood there, stunned. All that work to retrieve the Great 

Disks, and Turaga Dume rejected them? One by one, they handed the disks to Vakama, disappointment 

and scorn on their faces. This had been his idea, and it had not worked. 

“Catch this, fire-spitter,” Onewa snapped. 

“What a waste,” Whenua rolled his eyes. 

In the Coliseum’s control box, Matoran busily worked a series of levers and switches. The Toa Metru 

could hear machinery grinding and clanking beneath their feet. Then Dume’s face appeared onboomed 

out from the giant screen overlooking the field. 

“Cross the Sea of Protodermis,” he boomed, “and be honored as Toa!” 

The field began to move, shift, undulate beneath the Toa Metru. They struggled to keep their balance as 

wave after wave passed through the ground. Then a series of large, silver columns topped with razor-

sharp points erupted randomly out of the field, threatening to skewer the Toa. 

Matau narrowly avoided the first thrust, saying, “Lucky I’m so quick-fast!” But that left Nuju in harm’s 

way. The Toa Metru of Ice leapt back, crashing into Whenua and sending them both to the ground. 

“How will we survive?” asked Nuju. 

“What do we do now?” asked Onewa. 

“We use the mask powers the Great Spirit gave us!” answered Whenua. 

“And just how do we do that?!” 

There was no time for a reply as more columns shot out of the ground. Back on his feet, Nuju pivoted 

out of the way of a pair of them, not realizing where he was swinging his crystal spike. His Toa tool 

swept the legs out from under Vakama, sending the Toa of Fire to the ground. The crowd began to 

laugh. 

Vakama shook off the impact and looked up to see a tidal wave of solid protodermis heading right for 

the Toa. He jumped to his feet as Nokama pointed to an archway on the far side of the field. 

“Follow me!” she shouted, leading the charge toward safety. “This way.” 

The huge swell rose behind them, but the Toa were able to maintain their balance and slide down the 

side of the wave. But now more swells rose up in front of them, each larger than the last. One lifted 



WhenuaOnewa high into the air and then dropped him on the field in a heap. The crowd roared with 

laughter. 

As Nokama looked around for new ideas, she heard Matau shout, “Behind you!” She whirled to see 

Matau running past as a wave rippled behind him. “Time to quick-run!” 

More swells pounded the Toa from every side. Even as Onewa barely dodged a twenty-five-foot tidal 

wave of protodermis, another hurled Nuju, Vakama, and Nokama in separate directions. Then the 

largest wave of all rose before them, moving forward at alarming speed and breaking up into large 

blocks of metal. 

“Time to quick-run!” Matau yelled. 

“Advance!” Nuju yelled. 

“No, retreat!” said Whenua, charging backward and colliding with the Toa of Ice. They both looked up in 

time to see the blocks of protodermis raining down. Only swift reflexes saved them from being crushed. 

“Enough!” proclaimed Dume. The Matoran in the control box dutifully shut down the field. 

The Toa Metru were scattered all over the field, exhausted. The crowd was jeering, taking their cues 

from the Turagasilent. Dume peered down at the six figures and smiled. 

“Let us praise these jesters,” he said. “Perhaps they thought to entertain us during this difficult time… Or 

are they impostors--” 

“No!” shouted Vakama. “We are Toa!” 

“Or are they impostors responsible for Toa Lhikan’s demise?” continued Dume as the crowd booed. 

“Vakama here was the last to see him!” 

“Yes, but… no… not true!” Vakama stammered. 

Dume’s face leered down from the giant screen. “Seize them!” 

Vakama’s eyes widened as he saw Krekka and Nidhiki step up beside Turaga Dume. Could it be…? 

“No, it was them!” he yelled, pointing at the two Dark Hunters. “They took himdid it!” 

Dume’s face leered down from the giant screen. “Seize them!” 

Squads of Rorzakh closed in on the Toa, their staffs at the ready. The Matoran in the control box flipped 

more switches, converting the center of the field into a vast, metallic whirlpool. Closest to the center of 

the vortex, Whenua, Nuju, and Onewa struggled to resist the pull. 

“Now what?” Whenua groaned. 

The Toa tried to flee to the edges, but the force was growing. Soon there would be no escape. 

“Nuju, hang on!” Nokama shouted. 



Nuju tried to dig his crystal spike into the ground, but the force of the whirlpool tore it from his hands 

and it plunged into the darkness. Seconds later, Nuju joined it, flying headlong toward the vortex. On the 

way, he smashed into Whenua, sending the Toa of Earth plummeting into the whirlpool as well. 

Matau and Nokama plunged their tools into the protodermis to try and fight the pull. Vakama came 

flying toward them, but Nokama seized him at the last moment with her free hand. 

Onewa was not so fortunate. With a scream of “Help!” he vanished into the whirlpool. On the way, he 

smashed into Whenua, sending the Toa of Earth plummeting into the whirlpool as well. 

“Brothers!” Nokama shouted. 

Matau and Nokama plunged their tools into the protodermis to try and fight the pull. Vakama came 

flying toward them, but Nokama seized him at the last moment with her free hand. 

Nokama looked around. The Rorzakh were closing in and the three remaining Toa were helpless. Then 

her eyes fixed on the statue of Toa Lhikan. 

“Vakama!” she shouted, pointing toward the sculpture. “The statue! Bring it down!” 

The Toa of Fire nodded and went to load a disk into his disk launcher. He was half done when he realized 

he had one of the Great Disks in his hand. Thinking better of it, he substituted disks from his pack. 

“Yes,” he muttered. 

Taking as careful aim as he could under the circumstances, Vakama launched a series of disks at the 

base of the statue. Half of the disks contained the Its weakness power, half the reconstitute at random 

power — the combination was explosive, sending the sculpture toppling to the ground. Rorzakh 

scattered in its wake, some of them drawn into the vortex, others trapped beneath the weight of the 

statue. The roaring crowd fell silent at the sight, and the Turaga chuckled. 

“Go! Now!” said Nokama. 

The three Toa scrambled over the statue, past the stunned Rorzakh, and out of the Coliseum. As they 

ran, Matau stole a glance at Vakama’s disk launcher. “Impressive Toa tool,” he said. “Trade?” 

But Vakama was not listening. His attention, and his anger, were fixed on the Turaga of his city. As 

Vakama  fled, he stole a bitter glance at the Turaga in the box overhead. Then he ran after the others, 

out of the Coliseum. 

  

Dume turned to Nidhiki and Krekka, barely controlled anger in his voice. “The new Toa must not 

interfere with the plan.” 

Nidhiki shrugged. “They are mere Matoran in Toa armor. As is our duty, we shall not fail.” 

Krekka pondered that for a long moment before nodding his agreement. 

  



Outside the Coliseum, the three Toa Metru paused to catch their breath. Vakama’s mind was still 

spinning from the revelation that Dume, Nidhiki, and Krekka were allies. 

“The Dark Hunters took Toa Lhikan — for Turaga Dume! He’s responsibleWe’ve been betrayed!” he said. 

Nokama nodded. “And now he’ll send them after us.We’ve got to save the others!” 

“All because the fire-spitter panic-failed,” grumbled Matau. He remembered all too well what Vakama 

had said about standing by while Toa Lhikan was kidnapped. 

Vakama made no reply. There was nothing he could say. 

“To do that, we need to find our mask powers,” Vakama grunted. 

“I agree. But wWe have to get out of here,” said Nokama. She looked down to see a transport chute far 

below. Jumping into one was risky. If the speed and timing of the leap were not just right, she would 

bounce off the outer layer rather than passing through into the magnetized protodermis flow. 

“Come on!” she said. Taking a deep breath, she jumped off the ledge. An experienced diver, she kept 

her body as straight as could be and her eyes focused on her destination. She struck the chute perfectly, 

passing through the outer layer and immediately swimming smoothly in the chute. 

High above, Vakama watched her dive with awe and not a little fear. Ta-Matoran didn’t go leaping 

around like Le-Metru cable climbers or swimming in the sea like Ruki fish. Vakama had never gotten into 

a chute except through a chute station. Besides being dangerous, it was a sure way to attract the 

attention of Vahki. 

Just as he was preparing himself, he heard, “What are you waiting for?” Behind him, Matau grew 

impatient. He gave Vakama a shove and sent the Toa of Fire flying. Fortunately, he hit the chute at just 

the right moment and made it into the protodermis flow safely. It took him a moment to adjust to the 

new environment. He grabbed a passing piece of cargo and let it pull him along behind Nokama. 

Matau turned at a noise behind him. Krekka and Nidhiki had emerged from the Coliseum. At the sight of 

the Toa, they shapeshifted into a more aerodynamic mode and shot forward. Panicked, Matau leaped. 

Under ordinary circumstances, the Le-Metru native was one of the best at chute-jumping. But he had 

never tried to do it with two Dark Hunters right behind him before. His arms and legs were going every 

which way as he fell. He landed with a hard splat on the top of the chute, then slowly oozed into the 

protodermis. Part of him was happy for the temporary safety, while part hoped no one he knew had 

seen him. 

As he hurtled through the protodermis, he felt a hand grab his. Matau looked. It was Vakama! The Toa 

of Fire was riding a piece of cargo, and pulled the Toa of Air onto it. Beside them, Nokama was using her 

hydro blades to jet through the stream like a knife. Together, the three shot along the chute to safety. 

 

Outside the Coliseum, Krekka and Nidhiki were still gliding toward the chute. 

“I think they went this way?” Krekka grunted. 



“Why do I bother?” Nidhiki growled through his gritted mouth. 

  

Turaga Dume walked silently through his private chamber. Despite the numerous lightstone lanterns, 

the vast room still felt shadowy and cold. Ignoring the great throne that rested on the polished floor, 

Dume triggered a secret door in the rear wall and passed through. 

Beyond the door was a room no eyes other than his own had ever seen. Sunlight poured into the room 

from either side to strike a pair of huge sundials. The instruments were made of great circular plates 

inscribed with a language that was ancient when Metru Nui was new, and posts of a dark stone that cast 

eerie shadows. The plates rotated with a rhythmic clicking, bringing the shadows from the sundial posts 

closer and closer with each second. 

Turaga Dume walked toward the darkest recesses of the room. A pair of sinister red eyes loomed in the 

shadows before him. A voice like thunder growled from the pit, “The Mask of Time will is not be yet 

completed.” 

“No,” said Turaga Dume. “But when the Great Shadow falls, the Vahki will ensure every Matoran’s fate.” 

The eyes receded into the darkness. The room was silent as the grave once more. 

  



Chapter Four 

Written by Greg Farshtey 

Toa Nokama twisted her body to avoid slamming into a freight sled. Behind her, Vakama and Matau did 

the same while trying to maintain their grip on items flying as they rode their box of cargo through the 

chutes. It was the height of the Metru Nui traffic rush and freight convoys were roaring by at alarming 

speeds. 

Still, her Toa strength and agility made it a task she could handle. The real challenge was figuring out 

where in Metru Nui to go that the Vahki could not follow. 

 

Inside the Le a Ko-Metru control room that governed the chutes, a very frightened Matoran looked for 

help — but there was none coming. The Matoran’s name was Kongu, and in ages of work he had never 

run into anything more dangerous than the occasional force sphere or chute breakdown. Now, held 

upside-down in the grip of the Dark Hunter called Krekka, he knew the true meaning of fear. 

“B-but tThe entire system could will explode if I reverse the flow!” he cried. 

“Do it,” Nidhiki snarled. He clenched his pincers inches from Kongu’s face. 

In the background, Nidhiki hissed. Krekka raised a powerful arm so that Kongu could get a hint of his fate 

if he refused to cooperate. 

“Then again, it might work,” Kongu said weakly. His hand slammed on a button, and with a 

great whoosh the magnetized protodermis pumps that powered the chutes began to reverse. 

 

The Toa’s journey came to an abrupt halt. All forward motion stopped in the chutes at once, leaving 

heroes, Matoran, and freight sleds hanging suspended in the energy field. Vakama and Matau looked at 

each other and shrugged. 

Then, with an earsplitting roar, the flow of the chutes suddenly reversed itself. The Toa tumbled 

backward, out of control, smashing into the walls as the transport system picked up speed. There was 

nothing to grab on to, no way to gain traction. Even thinking was difficult with the constant collisions. 

Very quickly, Vakama and Matau were thrown off their transport. 

Nokama somersaulted end over end, catching a glimpse of a freight sled spinning madly and heading in 

her direction. At the last moment, she and the other Toa flattened themselves against the walls and 

took only glancing blows from the vehicle. 

This can’t go on, thought Nokama. It’s only a matter of time before something strikes us… or worse, we 

end up back where we started, in the hands of the Vahki. 

With that fate in mind, Nokama dug her twin hydro blades into the bottom of the chute. Holding on to 

the blades with one hand, she grabbed Vakama with the other. Then Vakama grabbed Matau, linking 

them all together in a chain. 



His motion stabilized, Matau freed his aero slicer and carved a hole in the bottom of the tube. He looked 

up to see another out-of-control freight sled bearing down on them. In the instant before it would have 

struck, the three Toa plunged through the hole and into space. 

 

To Whenua, it didn’t seem like things could get any worse. He, Nuju, and Onewa had awakened in a cell, 

complete with thick rock walls and a solid metal door. Their Toa tools were missing. Worse, not only 

were they trapped, but they were being tortured by each other’s company. 

For the sixth time in the last two minutes, Whenua Onewa tried to yank at the door metal grating above 

them. It was still locked tight.  

“We gotta get outa here!” he grunted. 

“This is just great,” he Whenua growled. “Before, wWhen I woke up, all I worried about was cataloging. 

Now I will go down in history as Metru Nui’s most wanted.” 

Onewa studied the stone walls. His time as a carver had helped him master the art of finding weak 

points in rock. But this cell did not seem to have any. Whenua’s complaints only added to his frustration. 

“You? I’m the one suffering here, locked upstuck with a Ko-Matoran big brain and an Onu-Matoran 

stock boyclerk.” 

“Hey, woah,” Whenua growled. 

Nuju simply stared at the floor. For one used to the unlimited view from atop a Knowledge Tower, being 

confined like this was… disturbing. “We will never escape,” he said. “Our freedom is gone. Our future is 

hopeless.” 

“Toa, giving up hope?” 

The words came had come from a darkened corner of the cell. All three Toa Metru started in surprise — 

they had never imagined someone else was in the cell with them. Now they could see a lone figure 

sitting in a meditative pose, head down. He wore a robe with an oversized hood that hid his mask. But 

the experience and wisdom evident in his voice told them this must be a Turaga. But who? And why was 

he here? 

 

Now they hung in midair, high above Metru Nui. Nokama clung to her hydro blades, while Vakama held 

on to her ankle. With his free hand, he clutched Matau. 

“Everyone all right?” asked Nokama. 

Matau looked up from where he dangled above the city. “Oh, sure-fine,” he said sarcastically. “Just 

enjoying the view.” 

Nokama looked down at Vakama. The Toa of Fire was staring off into space. “Vakama?” she said. 

But Vakama was no longer there, at least not in his mind. He was lost in another vision… 

“Vakama!” a deep, menacing voice rumbled. 



Flashes of things past, things still to come, and things he would never see. And then… He was standing 

next to Toa Lhikan.  

“Toa Lhikan?” he asked. 

But as Vakama moved to greet his lost friend, the Toa suddenly transformed into a blinding burst of 

energy. The sphere of light hovered in the air for a moment before launching skyward. 

Vakama lifted his gaze to watch it streak across the night sky. As it sped across the blackness, the energy 

field shifted and changed until it resembled the shooting stars studied by Ko-Metru scholars. But it was 

no random astronomical event — no, it looked more like an arrow pointing toward… 

“Vakama!” Nokama shouted. “Vakama!” 

With a start, Vakama snapped out of his trance. Nokama was looking down at him, concerned. 

“Another visionforeseeing?” asked the Toa of Water. 

Vakama nodded, a little embarrassed. 

“How about less vision-seeing and more Toa-saving?” shouted Matau. 

Nokama glanced up to see that her hydro blades were losing their grip on the chute. 

“We’re slipping!” she warned. 

“Can we make it to that tower?” asked Vakama, gesturing with his head. 

“We’re gonna have to,” Nokama grunted. 

Fighting to stay calm, she began to swing, the movement of her body forcing the other Toa to move as 

well. Slowly they gained momentum, arcing toward a nearby support tower and then back again. With 

each swing, the hydro blades lost a bit more of their grip. 

At the apex of the next swing, the Toa tools suddenly came loose. Nokama hurled herself through the air 

and grabbed onto the support tower. By some miracle, the chain of Toa held fast as Nokama caught a 

grip on the new support.But the jolt rocked Vakama and Matau, causing the Toa of Fire to lose his grip. 

The Toa of Air plunged toward the ground far below. 

Matau whistled. “That was clo—” 

Vakama lost his grip, sending Matau’s last word trailing into a scream. Uh-oh, he thought. 

“Matau!” cried Vakama. 

But the Toa of Air could not hear him over the sound of the wind rushing in his ears. Arms and legs 

outstretched, he was desperately wishing he had mastered his Great Mask of Power. Unless, of course, it 

was a useless-dumb power like water breathing, he thought. But if it was something like levitation, that 

would be really welcome-fine right now… 

Even as the thought crossed his mind, his fall became a controlled glide. His aero-slicers caught the 

wind, acting like wings. A broad grin broke out on Matau’s face as he hooted joyfully. 



“Has he found his mask power?” asked Vakama as he and Nokama scaled down the tower. 

“My mask power Look at me!” he yelled happily. “I can —” 

The updraft became a downdraft without warning, sending Matau crashing headfirst into a massive 

screen banner of Turaga Dume.  

“Maybe not,” shrugged Nokama. She watched as the Toa of Air slid slowly down the portrait. 

“Unnngh! Wind-fly,” he groaned. 

As he slid down the screen, Turaga Dume’s face glared down from it. “All Matoran should be on the 

lookout for the false Toa,” ordered the elder of Metru Nui. 

Up above, Nokama felt her heart sink. Somehow, she did not think this was what Lhikan had in mind 

when he gave them the Toa stones. 

 

Nokama took a swift look around. No, there were no Vahki Keerakh in the area, or even many Matoran, 

for that matter. This seemed like a safe spot for the three Toa Metru to pause and try to sort out what 

had just happened. 

Matau spent the time recovering from his first “solo flight.” Nokama had made a point of not teasing 

him about it, since the Toa of Air seemed to feel bad enough already. Instead, he was admiring the 

wings themselves and showing them to Nokama. “Hey, Nokama,” he smiled. “Nice moves back there.” 

Nokama nodded, distracted. “Very nice.” 

“And check out these wings. Whoo,” Matau added. 

But the Toa of Water was not looking. Instead, her attention was on the Toa of Fire. Vakama was off by 

himself, doing something with a pair of Great Disks. 

Hmmm, Vakama thought. One of these disks has got to be the Mask of Time… 

Nokama approached in time to see him move the disks together until they touched. Then something 

strange happened — the disks softened and began to merge together. Vakama quickly pulled them 

apart again, puzzled and intrigued. 

“Huh,” he remarked. He tried it again, this time bringing the two disks together. This time he let them 

fuse, combining into one disk. 

“Remarkable,” he muttered. He reached for another of the Great Disks and merged it as well. 

“Vakama? Come on,” Nokama said. 

“HuhWhat?” said the Toa of Fire, not looking up. “Just a moment.” 

“What was your last vision?” Nokama asked. “Vakama, we’ve got to go,” Nokama insisted. 

“But the disks—” Vakama started, looking up. Suddenly, he saw something streaking by in the sky above 

Nokama’s head. “Look!” he gasped. 



Vakama pointed up to the sky. A yellow streak of light could be seen against the blackness. “That! Toa 

Lhikan’s spirit star. Each Toa has one. As long as it burns in the night sky, Toa Lhikan remains alive.” 

“It is headed toward Po-Metru,” said Nokama. 

Matau had joined the group now. He glanced up at the spirit star, shrugged, and said, “What about our 

captured Toa-brothers?” 

Vakama shook his head. “Only We need Toa Lhikan can to stop Turaga Dume and free the other Toa.” 

“And how do you propose we quick-catch a spirit star?” demanded Matau. 

Nokama scanned the area. Down the road, she spotted a Vahki transport vehicle moving slowly through 

the metru. The long vehicle was propelled by a series of insectlike legs. Its cargo was a collection of large 

silver spheres. Only a single Vahki was present, serving as driver. 

“Perhaps a way has been revealed, rider,” Nokama said, smiling. 

Toa of Water and Toa of Air took off at a run for the transport. When they had gone a few steps, 

Nokama looked back to see that Vakama hadn’t moved. He was still toying with the two Great Disks. 

“Vakama!” she shouted. 

Startled, Vakama returned the disks to his backpack and ran to catch up. As the transport rumbled by, 

the three of them leapt into the back without being seen. They settled themselves down between tall 

stacks of silver spheres, the like of which none of them had ever seen before. 

“What are these?” wondered Vakama. 

“Storage containers,” replied Matau. “But most odd-looking.” 

Vakama brushed his hand against one of the spheres, and his mind exploded… 

Images flashed, familiar and unfamiliar. Now Vakama hovered in the air before a wall of tens of 

hundreds upon hundreds of the spheres, stretching as far as he could see in any direction. 

Without warning, the sphere sprung open, revealing a Matoran in a coma-like slumber. The next 

moment, the Matoran’ heartlight faded to black. Before Vakama could react, the Matoran’s mask began 

to blur and morph, transforming into that of Turaga Dume. A pair of red eyes blazed at Vakama from 

Dume’s Kanohi mask… The Matoran’s heartlight did not beat. But when Vakama reached out to touch 

the Ga-Matoran, she threw her head back and screeched at him. Her eyes were wide with a terrifying 

red light. 

“Vakama!” bellowed a deep, menacing voice. 

The Toa of Fire returned to reality with a start. Another vision… and if it were true… 

“The Matoran!” he exclaimed. “They’re endangered!” 

He shoved Matau aside to get at the nearest sphere. “Hey! Are you cross-wired?” Matau snapped. 

Vakama threw the sphere open to find… nothing. Nokama joined him to peer into the empty container. 

“What’s wrong, brother What do you see?” she asked. 



The Toa of Fire stared hard at the darkness in the heart of the sphere. “Nothing, sister. Nothing at all,” 

he said finally. 

“Are you cross-wired?” Matau snapped. 

Matau met Nokama’s eyes and spun his hand around, a not-so-subtle way of saying Vakama was crazy. 

Nokama frowned, part of her wishing she could believe that. It would make things much simpler. But 

deep down she had a feeling that the situation in Metru Nui was far worse than any of them knew… 

except, perhaps, Vakama. 

  



Chapter Five 

Written by Greg Farshtey 

To Whenua, it didn’t seem like things could get any worse. He, Nuju, and Onewa had awakened in a cell, 

complete with thick rock walls and a solid metal door. Their Toa tools were missing. Worse, not only 

were they trapped, but they were being tortured by each other’s company. 

For the sixth time in the last two minutes, Whenua Onewa tried to yank at the door metal grating above 

them. It was still locked tight.  

“We gotta get outa here!” he grunted. 

“This is just great,” he Whenua growled. “Before, wWhen I woke up, all I worried about was cataloging. 

Now I will go down in history as Metru Nui’s most wanted.” 

Onewa studied the stone walls. His time as a carver had helped him master the art of finding weak 

points in rock. But this cell did not seem to have any. Whenua’s complaints only added to his frustration. 

“You? I’m the one suffering here, locked upstuck with a Ko-Matoran big brain and an Onu-Matoran 

stock boyclerk.” 

“Hey, woah,” Whenua growled. 

Nuju simply stared at the floor. For one used to the unlimited view from atop a Knowledge Tower, being 

confined like this was… disturbing. “We will never escape,” he said. “Our freedom is gone. Our future is 

hopeless.” 

“Toa, giving up hope?” 

The words came had come from a darkened corner of the cell. All three Toa Metru started in surprise — 

they had never imagined someone else was in the cell with them. Now they could see a lone figure 

sitting in a meditative pose, head down. He wore a robe with an oversized hood that hid his mask. But 

the experience and wisdom evident in his voice told them this must be a Turaga. But who? And why was 

he here? 

 

“Turaga? Forgive me, but I know you not,” said Nuju. 

“Your concern should be with your own identity, not mine,” the Turaga said quietly. “Freedom and 

escape are different objectives, but both are easily realized.” 

“With all respect, wise one,” rReplied Onewa, “you are stuck in here with us. So —” 

“I have freedom even in here,” said the Turaga. “But for escape… Toa mask powers are needed.” 

The Toa exchanged glances. Whatever hope they had felt on encountering the mysterious Turaga was 

fading fast. “I doubt we will ever be in touch with our mask powers,” said Nuju. 

“Never doubt what you are capable of,” answered the Turaga. “The Great Spirit lives through all of us 

all.” 



Trapped in a cell with two Toa wannabes and a crazy Turaga, thought Onewa. Next time someone gives 

me a Toa stone, I think I will just use it as a doorstop. 

 

The Vahki transport crawled through the Sculpture Fields of Po-Metru. Its final destination remained a 

mystery, but at this point the farther the Toa were from the Coliseum, the more comfortable they felt. 

In the back of the transport, Vakama had succeeded in merging three of the six Great Disks. Using his 

firestaff, he had begun to shape the combined disks into the rough shape of a mask. Nokama watched 

him at work for a long time before saying, “Vakama, your destiny no longer lies in sculpting masks. You 

are a Toa.” 

Vakama shrugged. “I don’t feel like a Toa.I’ll never be a real Toa. I can’t even make a decent mask. I’m 

just a cross-wired freak who has weird dreams. Toa Lhikan, you got it wrong.” 

“You will. Have faith.” 

 

“Ride’s over,” Onewa remarked. 

As the Vahki transport went around a sharp curve, the three Toa Metru leaped out. They were well 

inside Po-Metru now and there was no point risking discovery by the Vahki at the wheel. They tumbled 

to safety and stayed low until the transport was out of sight. Then Nokama rose and looked around. 

“Stick close,” Matau said as they got to their feet. “Bad things happen in the desert. 

“Oh Matau,” Nokama sighed. “You don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

“Fine,” Matau shrugged. “Don’t listen to me, teacher.” He cupped his hands to his mouth. “Hello!” 

“An assemblers’ village,” she said, although it was obvious to all where they were. The village consisted 

of a broad avenue and a series of buildings. Scattered about were machines, furniture and statues, all of 

them half-finished. That was normal for such a place, but something else set the Toa on edge. 

The village was abandoned. Doors banged open and closed in the wind. Tools lay where they had been 

dropped. Vakama’s eyes narrowed as he noticed a stack of silver spheres near one of the buildings. 

This place feels wrong-bad, thought Matau. “Hello, hello?” he shouted. 

No one answered. 

Puzzled, he turned to Nokama and said, “Guess they all quick-sped.” 

“Builders do not abandon their projects without good reason,” said the Toa of Water. 

“Then where is everyone?” asked Vakama. 

“Over here, Toa!” came a bellow. 

“Krekka!” Vakama gasped. 



Krekka burst out was standing on top of of one of the buildings, launching energy bolts at the Toa Metru 

before leaping to the ground. “Get ready to find out, Toa!” he bellowed. 

Nokama whirled, spinning her hydro blades fast enough to deflect the bolts. Then all three Toa dove for 

cover behind one of the buildings. But they had hardly hit the ground before Matau was ready to charge 

back out again. 

“A Toa-hero knows no fear!” he said as he raced into the street. Krekka’s next blast missed him. and the 

Toa of Air crowed, “You’ll have to do better than that!” 

Nidhiki accepted the challenge. Stepping out from behind a building, he hurled an energy web at the 

Toa. Entangled, Matau hit the ground. 

“Help! Vakama! Nokama! There’s a Toa down!” he yelled, struggling to get free. 

Hearing his cry, Vakama and Nokama began to circle around the buildings to come to his aid. 

Meanwhile, Nidhiki and Krekka had both closed in on the captured Toa. 

“Calling all Toa!” Krekka shouted. “Your time is up!” 

A rapidly growing rumble stopped everyone in their tracks.drowned out anything else he said. The 

ground beneath their feet began to shake violently.  

“What’s going on?” asked Krekka. He looked at the Toa. “Are you doing that?” 

“Now what?” Nidhiki grunted. 

“Bioquake?” suggested Vakama. 

Now a cloud of dust had appeared on the far edge of the village, closing in on the Toa and Dark Hunters. 

From out of that cloud emerged a herd of fearsome beasts. Large bipeds, their powerful hind legs 

propelled them forward in huge leaps and bounds. Twin tusks on their lower jaws made the herd look 

like a spiked wall on the march. Their eyes burned red and deep roars came from their mouths as they 

stormed through the village. 

“Worse!” said Nokama. “Kikanalo!” 

The eyes of the Dark Hunters went wide as they saw the herd bearing down upon them. Kikanalo were 

known for their stampedes, but were tolerated because their tusks often dug up chunks of protodermis 

leftover from carving projects. Right now, though, their efficiency as recyclers was the last thing on 

anyone’s mind. 

“I hate those things!” said Krekka. Krekka bolted. His massive form moved amazingly fast as he 

scrambled to the top of a nearby tower. “I’m outta here! Let’s go.”  

“No!” yelled Nidhiki. “Stay low!” 

But Krekka wasn’t listening, and Nidhiki had no more time to worry about him. He dove into a 

construction trench as the herd thundered closer. 

“Hey!” the bound Matau struggled. “What about me?” 



Vakama ran to Matau’s side and dissolved the energy bonds. “Matau, hang on!” 

Matau struggled to his feet just as the Kikanalo entered the village. The force of their footfalls sent him 

flying through the air, to land with a crash near Vakama and Nokama. They darted out and dragged their 

dazed comrade into a small building. 

“Follow me!” Krekka shouted to Nidhiki as he scaled his tower.  

“No!” yelled Nidhiki. “Stay low Get down!” 

But Krekka wasn’t listening, and Nidhiki had no more time to worry about him. He dove into a 

construction trench as the herd thundered closer. 

Now the Kikanalo had made it as far as Krekka’s tower. Almost casually, a few of the beasts rammed the 

tower with their tusks, sending it toppling over. Nidhiki looked up in time to see his partner and the 

structure falling right toward him. 

“Next time, listen to me, No! You fool!” he muttered. 

Nokama saw Krekka land on top of Nidhiki in the ditch. Using her hydro blades, she cut loose a stack of 

the strange silver spheres and sent them rolling toward the ditch. Then she ducked back inside as the 

spheres crashed into the Dark Hunters. 

Matau and Vakama watched the Kikanalo trampling and smashing assemblers’ huts to bits. “We should 

quick-flee,” said the Toa of Air. 

“Nonsense,” Nokama replied. “This is the sturdiest structure in the village.” 

“Nokama —” Vakama began. 

The Toa of Water cut him off. “We’re staying —” 

Suddenly, three Kikanalo crashed through the ceiling of the building. Finding themselves closed in, the 

beasts panicked and began leaping wildly about, slamming into the Toa again and again. In desperation. 

Matau grabbed Nokama and Vakama and hurled them out the window before following himself. 

He had acted just in time. Behind them, the building exploded as the angry Kikanalo kicked it to pieces. 

Once free, they leaped away to join the herd. 

Nokama looked at Matau. “I was wrong. You were right, my brother.” 

“It’s amazing what you can learn when you’re not always speak-teaching,” Matau replied. 

The approach of more Kikanalo ended the argument as the Toa fled. They were barely staying ahead of 

the beasts, whose tusks swiped dangerously close to the three heroes. The lead beast was an aged 

Kikanalo, his hide covered with strange markings and old scars. He gave an impatient snort as he tried to 

catch up to the Toa Metru. 

“What did you say?” Nokama asked Matau. 

“I didn’t say —” 



Matau stopped in midsentence. Nokama’s mask had become illuminated, but the Toa of Water did not 

seem to notice. “Why is the mask-glowing?” he asked. 

Then Nokama did the most amazing, shocking thing Matau could ever imagine, under the 

circumstances: she stopped running. She simply stopped, with a Kikanalo stampede practically on top of 

her. As her brothers dove into a ditch, the Toa of Fire looked back in horror. 

“Nokama?” Vakama shouted. 

But she was paying no attention to him. She turned to face the onrushing beasts as if they were nothing 

to fear. Vakama and Matau both winced, sure the herd was about to trample their fellow Toa. The lead 

Kikanalo gave out an angry snort as it closed in on Nokama. 

The Toa of Water held out her hand and responded with a similar sound. The lead Kikanalo, looking 

stunned, stopped with his tusks mere inches from her mask. The other beasts stopped as well, not in a 

pileup but like a well-drilled Vahki squad. 

The elder Kikanalo’s scars began to glow. He snorted aggressively at the Toa who stood before him. 

Nokama stared into his eyes as a new world opened up for her. 

Turning back to the Toa, she said excitedly, “Brothers — m My mask power!” As the chief snorted and 

growled, Nokama nodded and listened, before turning back. “The chief wants to know why we are allied 

with Dark Hunters.” 

Vakama could not believe what he was hearing. Could Nokama really understand what these creatures 

were saying? Or had his visions finally driven sanity from him? No, this seemed real. Certainly, his body 

ached enough from being thrown out a window onto the street. 

“Tell him we’re not,” he said to Nokama. “We seek a friend the Hunters have who’s been taken by the 

Hunters.” 

Nokama turned her attention back to the Kikanalo chief and gave a series of animalistic grunts and 

snorts. The elder beast responded in kind, his body language relaxing. 

“You We are free to pass,” Nokama translated, “since we are both against the Hunters who trespass the 

beauty of the Herdlands…” 

“Beauty? Where?” Matau asked Vakama. “And who knew Kikanalo could think-talk? I just thought they 

were dumb beasts.” 

The elder Kikanalo grunted. Nokama chuckled as she reported, “Kikanalo still think the same of tall 

green Matoran.” 

“Tall Matoran? Hey hey hey!” said Matau, shocked. “I am a Toa!” 

“Wait,” broke in Vakama, with barely contained excitement. “Tall Matoran? Ask him if the Dark Hunters 

trespassed with a ‘tall Matoran.’” 

Nokama nodded and translated Vakama’s question into the language of the Kikanalo. The Rahi beast 

responded with a snort. 



“Yes,” Nokama said. “They take many things to the ‘place of unending whispers.’” 

“That must be where they have taken Toa Lhikan!” said Vakama. 

The elder Kikanalo grunted, as if in agreement. “They will show us the way,” Nokama translated. 

  

The three Toa rode across the plains of Po-Metru on Kikanalo. Behind them, the rest of the herd 

followed close behind. For the first time, Vakama felt some hope. If they could find Lhikan, rescue him, 

surely Dume could be stopped. The Toa of Fire had no idea what the Turaga’s plans were, or why he had 

turned against the city, but he had no doubt Lhikan could make things right. 

Matau smiled. This was the sort of adventure he had always dreamed of during the long days riding 

Ussal crabs through Le-Metru. New places, new excitement, a quest to save a captured hero — this was 

what being a Toa-hero was all about! Laughing, he stood up on the back of the Kikanalo and started 

spinning around. 

“Only a great Toa-rider could tame a wild Kikanalo-beast!” he proclaimed. 

The Rahi’s response was to stop and buck, tossing the Toa of Air onto into the ground. Matau landed 

with a hard thud. air. Matau fell off the steed and dangled, only held to the beast by his foot which was 

caught in the Kikanalo’s back. 

“It seems a ‘great Toa-rider’ has been just got tamed,” said Nokama. She and Vakama both smiled at the 

sight of Matau sprawled on the plain. 

It would be the last time either one would smile for a long while. 

  



Chapter Six 

Written by Greg Farshtey 

Whenua had lived in dim light, sometimes almost complete darkness, for much of his life. Like any Onu-

Matoran, over time his eyes had adjusted to the point where he could see in the semidark. Although 

much of Onu-Metru was on the surface, Onu-Matoran actually preferred to be in the underground 

levels of the Archives, because the brightness of the twin suns hurt their sensitive eyes. 

Still, nothing had prepared him for the task at hand — trying to make his way around a small cell with a 

blindfold on. He kept bumping into walls and other Toa, and his temper was coming to a boil faster than 

protodermis in a Ta-Metru furnace. To make matters worse, Onewa was guffawing from the side of the 

room. 

The mysterious Turaga was not helping matters any. “Do not rely on your memory,” he said. “Look 

beyond your history and see what is.” 

Look beyond history? Whenua had been an archivist — he lived for history! Telling an Onu-Matoran to 

forget about the past was like telling a Ko-Matoran to put away the telescope and lighten up. 

“Hey, I’m not a Rahi bat, okay!” snapped Whenua. “I can’t see in the dark.” 

As he spoke, his foot caught on a boulder. The Turaga quietly slid a stool into the path of the Toa of 

Earth. Whenua promptly tripped over it and hit the ground. 

Onewa had been watching the whole exercise from his seat on the stone floor. Now he burst out 

laughing. “Soon you’ll be ready for a game of pin the tail on the ash bear, record-keeper.” 

On the other side of the room, Nuju had spent the last hours transferring stones from one large pile to 

another. It was exhausting work, made all the more so by the fact that he could not see the point of it. 

How was hauling rocks going to make him a better Toa? 

“I could toil at this task forever and still learn nothing for the future,” the Toa of Ice complained. 

The Turaga shook his head. “Today yYou could learn that building the tallestmost noble tower begins 

with the placement of a single stone.” 

Onewa chuckled. “Build a tower? A thinker would never lay hands on stone. They’re too busy with their 

heads in the stars.” 

The Turaga turned to Onewa, smiling. “A Toa’s duty is to all Matoran, regardless of villagemetru. So you 

shall help both your brothers.” 

Onewa’s smile faded, replaced with a dark scowl. The Turaga extended his hands to the Toa of Stone. In 

one, he held a rock; in the other, and a blindfold. 

 

Dawn was breaking over Po-Metru. As the twin suns shed their light on the canyons, Matau, Nokama, 

and Vakama lay flat on a ridge, surveying the territory. For Toa used to the crowds and tall buildings of 

their metrus, this place was unsettling. Barren, largely uninhabited, its most striking feature was the way 



echoes emanated from the canyon. It made it seem as if a thousand voices were speaking at once, in 

tones too low to hear. 

The Kikanalo elder grunted. Nokama translated, “The place of unending whispers.” 

Down below, twenty a dozen squadrons of Vahki Zadakh from Po-Metru guarded an entrance to Onu-

Metru. Powerful and aggressive, they would not shrink from a fight with a thousand Toa, let alone three. 

Worse, one bolt from their tools and a victim became so suggestible that he or she would accept orders 

from anyone. Anyone who got stunned by a Zadakh could be made to turn on friends in an instant. 

“Vahki!” Matau exclaimed. “Hundreds of them.” 

“Too many to rushThat must be where Toa Lhikan is,” said Nokama. She looked at the others. “What 

should we do? How do we get in there?” 

“I have a plan. Perhaps we could…” Vakama began. 

 

Onewa was having an even harder time moving blindfolded than Whenua. Po-Metru carvers relied on 

their vision and were used to laboring in the bright light of the suns. Darkness was a new world for him, 

and not one he particularly liked. 

He turned in the wrong direction and slammed right into Whenua. The Toa of Earth ripped off his 

blindfold and turned on this Turaga. 

“That was a complete waste of time!” Whenua shouted. 

“Without self-discovery, you will never find your destiny,” the Turaga replied calmly. “ItThis is every 

Toa’s duty to the Great Spirit.” 

“This whole thing was a load of ‘duty,’ if you ask me,” muttered Whenua. 

Onewa stripped off his blindfold. Strangely, he did not seem angry or upset about having to participate 

in the exercise. “Sit down, Whenua,” he said. 

The Toa of Earth whirled to face him. “Taking orders from a Turaga was one thing, but from an 

overgrown hammer-swinger?” 

For a moment, the two Toa’s eyes were locked on each other. Then Onewa’s mask began to glow. 

Whenua’s eyes were glowing now as well, mirroring the look of the Mask of Power. 

“Sit down,” Onewa repeated, his voice growing stronger. “Sit down. Sit down now!” 

Whenua tried to take a step forward and found that his feet would not move. A second later, he sat 

down, hard, on the floor, like a puppet whose strings had been cut. 

“That’s it,” he seethed. “You’re history, builder, even if I don’t know how you did that!” 

Whenua struggled to rise, arms reaching out to grab hold of Onewa. Nuju frowned at the spectacle of 

Toa fighting among themselves and snapped, “Stop! Now!” 



Now the Toa of Ice’s mask was glowing as well. Suddenly, great stones tore loose from one wall of the 

prison cell. The rocks flew rapidly across the room to form a wall between Onewa and Whenua. 

Moreover, they had left a sizable gap in the wall, perfect as an escape route. 

“Woah!” Whenua exclaimed. “How’d you do that?” 

All three Toa stood there, stunned by the turn of events. Then Nuju and Onewa both spoke at once, 

saying, “Your mask! Your mask is glowing — your mask power!” 

“It’s amazing!” Nuju exclaimed. As he deactivated his mask, the rocks collapsed in a pile of rubble. 

The Turaga simply gestured to the newly-made hole in the wall. “I believe the it is time has come to 

leaveto depart,” he said. 

 

Vahki were rarely, if ever, surprised by anything. After years of tracking down and subduing Rahi of all 

sorts, the order enforcement squads were experienced at handling almost any situation. Add to that 

foiling the ingenious attempts by some Matoran to try and take unscheduled vacations from work — 

one Ta-Matoran, Takua, practically rated an entire Nuurakh squad to himself — and Vahki could safely 

be said to have seen it all. 

But even their visual receptors widened at the sight of Nokama emerging from the hills riding a Kikanalo. 

Vahki were trained to track, apprehend, and pacify. They were not accustomed to their targets coming 

to them. 

“Follow me, Vahki,” the Toa muttered. 

Still, they wasted no time in responding to the Toa Metru’s apparent insanity. One squad of Zadakh, stun 

staffs at the ready, broke off and pursued her. Even as they departed, a second squad spotted Matau on 

his beast and immediately gave chase. Despite the Zadakh’s speed, the Kikanalo’s knowledge of the 

terrain and greater agility allowed him to outdistance the pursuers. 

“Hey!” Matau shouted as he fled. “Hello!” Whooping and hollering, he and the Kikanalo ran fast from 

them. 

Then came yet another shock for the Vahki. Instead of continuing to run, Matau and his mount suddenly 

pivoted, reversed course, and charged. “Aha! Toa never quick-flee!” shouted the Toa of Air. 

The Vahki responded with blasts from their stun staffs, but the fast-moving Kikanalo leapt over and 

around the energy bolts. Nor did he show any signs of stopping as he plowed into the Vahki squad, his 

powerful legs slamming into the enforcers and sending them flying. 

Matau smiled broadly as he saw the Vahki falling before his charge. He stood up on the back of the 

Kikanalo, saying, “Hey, Kikanalo, who’s your mas —” 

The Rahi looked up at him and gave a warning snort. Matau decided “master” probably wasn’t the best 

term to use with a beast that could scatter Vahki like proto dust in a windstorm. “I meant who’s your 

partner?” he said, quickly sitting back down. 



Vakama had left his Kikanalo behind and approached the area on foot. He had hoped Nokama and 

Matau would have distracted all the Vahki from the entrance, but instead he rounded a corner to find 

three enforcers waiting for him. Their stun staffs blazed away. Vakama loaded and launched disk after 

disk, blocking each bolt as it came near. Still, he knew he would run out of Kanoka disks long before the 

Vahki ran out of power. 

Rescue came from above. The elder Kikanalo leaped and landed in between the Toa of Fire and the 

Vahki. Glaring at the enforcers, he let out a long, low cry. Other Kikanalo emerged from the rocks and 

joined in the strange sound. It grew louder and louder as more of the Rahi added their voices to the 

chorus. For a moment, Vakama was convinced he must be going mad — the cry actually seemed to be 

reaching down into the ground and disturbing the rock. 

No, it wasn’t madness, he realized. It was really happening. The cry had created a wave in the rocky 

surface of Po-Metru, which swept quickly toward the Vahki. It struck like a thunderclap, hurtling the 

enforcers out of sight. 

High on a ridge, Nokama was facing her own problems. She and her Kikanalo had backed up all the way 

to the edge of a cliff. The Vahki squad was pressing hard. The Toa of Water’s hydro blades flashed in the 

sunlight as she deflected their stun blasts. If the enforcers were frustrated by this, they gave no sign, 

instead continuing to march forward. 

Nokama didn’t need to look back. She knew that one more step by the Kikanalo would send them both 

plunging to their doom. She hoped the Great Spirit had seen to it that Vakama and Matau had been 

more successful. 

The Toa of Water braced herself. The Vahki charged. 

A split second later, a squad of Vahki were hanging on for their lives from the edge of the cliff. They had 

moved forward at full speed to capture a Toa, but when they got there, the Kikanalo jumped high into 

the air and out of their reach. Unable to stop themselves, the Vahki ran right off the cliff. The Kikanalo 

returned to earth with a thud. 

The Vahki won’t fall for that trick twice. They never do. And they won’t give up, either, Nokama thought 

as she rode down from the ridge. I hope the Kikanalo realize the kind of enemies they have made this 

day. 

  

Krekka and Nidhiki had arrived in time to see Matau’s strategy bring down a Vahki squad. Krekka was 

still furious at the Kikanalo over the incident in the assemblers’ village and wanted to bring the Rahi 

down. Nidhiki had to explain to him, more than once, that their job was to capture Toa, not dumb 

beasts. 

The insectlike Dark Hunter pointed down to where Matau stood alone behind a large stone moundon 

the rocky plain. “Krekka! Circle right,” he ordered. Krekka nodded and moved off as Nidhiki headed to 

the left. 



With some difficulty, Krekka made his way down into the box canyon. He didn’t understand why it was 

necessary to sneak up on the little green Toa — better to just charge in and tackle him. Yeah, he said to 

himself. That’s the thing to do. I’ll drag him back to Nidhiki by his mask. 

Matau’s shadow danced along several rocks as the Toa crept around behind the mound.Matau had 

wandered behind some rocks. Krekka smiled and charged, already imagining how the Toa would beg for 

mercy. But when he reached the boulders, it wasn’t Matau who was waiting there, but Krekka’s partner. 

“Nidhiki?” Krekka asked, mystified. “Where’d the Toa go?” 

“You must’ve let him slip past,” snapped the other Dark Hunter. “Circle the other way back.” 

Krekka turned and left. He couldn’t for the life of him figure out how Matau could have gone behind 

those rocks and then disappeared. He would have been even more puzzled if he had looked over his 

shoulder and seen a second Nidhiki approaching in the distance. 

When that Nidhiki reached the rocks, it was to see what appeared to be Krekka standing around doing 

nothing. “Where isdid the Toa go?” Nidhiki demanded. 

Krekka shrugged. 

“You let him get by you?” 

“Maybe he sneaked pastgot by you,” rumbled Krekka. 

Nidhiki turned away, muttering something about Dark Hunters who weren’t bright enough to come in 

out of a rockslide. Once he was gone, the “Krekka” he had been speaking to morphed into Matau, his 

mask glowing with Toa power. 

“Shapeshifting!” said the Toa of Air. “Some mask powers are worth the waitwaiting for!” 

Matau mounted his Kikanalo and rode out of the canyon. 

  

For his part, Krekka had just rounded the bend again, just in time to spot Nidhiki scurrying out of the 

canyon. But as some rocks fell behind him, the brute whirled to see Nidhiki creeping up behind him. 

Krekka and Nidhiki spotted each other across the canyon. Krekka lunged for Nidhiki, putting the other in 

a painful chokehold. Both began shouting at once. 

“Let go! Let go!” snarled Nidhiki. 

“Where’s the Toa?” 

“How should I know? I told you to go that way!” 

“You told me to go the other way!” 

“I told you to go that way!” 

Their argument was cut off as a Kikanalo thundered past. Matau was mounted on top, his mask glowing 

brightly. 



“Shapeshifting!” said the Toa of Air. “Some mask powers are worth the waitwaiting for!” 

Matau mounted his Kikanalo and rode out of the canyon. 

The canyon turned their voices into more of the “unending whispers” for which it was famous, the 

echoes of their argument carrying a long way. 

 

Vakama had left his Kikanalo behind and approached the area on foot. He had hoped Nokama and 

Matau would have distracted all the Vahki from the entrance, but instead he rounded a corner to find 

three enforcers waiting for him. Their stun staffs blazed away. Vakama loaded and launched disk after 

disk, blocking each bolt as it came near. Still, he knew he would run out of Kanoka disks long before the 

Vahki ran out of power. 

Rescue came from above. The elder Kikanalo leaped and landed in between the Toa of Fire and the 

Vahki. Glaring at the enforcers, he let out a long, low cry. Other Kikanalo emerged from the rocks and 

joined in the strange sound. It grew louder and louder as more of the Rahi added their voices to the 

chorus. For a moment, Vakama was convinced he must be going mad — the cry actually seemed to be 

reaching down into the ground and disturbing the rock. 

No, it wasn’t madness, he realized. It was really happening. The cry had created a wave in the rocky 

surface of Po-Metru, which swept quickly toward the Vahki. It struck like a thunderclap, hurtling the 

enforcers out of sight. 

✴        ✴        ✴ 

Mounted once more, Vakama and Nokama neared the entrance to the cave. Behind them, they could 

hear a loud thundering, and a rowdy Kikanalo thundered up with an even rowdier Matau. The Toa of Air 

hopped off and raised his hands. 

“Hey, Kikanalo, who’s your mas —” 

The Rahi looked up at him and gave a warning snort. Matau decided “master” probably wasn’t the best 

term to use with a beast that could scatter Vahki like proto dust in a windstorm. “I meant who’s your 

partner?” he said, quickly stepping back. He considered petting the Kikanalo to reassure it. 

The Rahi acted first, giving the Toa a big, sloppy lick on his mask. “Arrgh!” Matau yelled, backing away. 

The sounds reached the audio receptors of the last remaining Zadakh, but they were too busy to pay any 

attention. Snarling Kikanalo surrounded the squad, moving inexorably forward and kicking up a huge 

cloud of dust in the process. For a long moment, nothing was visible through the dust and the air was 

filled with Kikanalo snorts. When the cloud finally cleared away, the Vahki lay heaped in a pile. 

Nokama and Vakama rode past them. Vakama was still tinkering with the Mask of Power he had created 

from the Great Disks. They were joined a moment later by Matau. 

The elder Kikanalo grunted at Nokama. The Toa of Water dismounted and turned to her fellow Toa. “The 

chief said not bad… for flat-walkers. They will cover our herd tracks.” Then she expressed her thanks to 

the elder in the language of the Kikanalo. 



“Toa Lhikan will be forever in your debt,” Vakama said to the elder beast. 

Matau had dismounted as well and moved to say goodbye to his Kikanalo. The Rahi acted first, giving 

the Toa a big, sloppy lick on his mask. “Arrgh!” Matau yelled, backing away. 

With the Vahki defeated or driven off, it was now safe to enter the cave. Vakama put his project away 

and joined the other two as they entered the darkness of the cave. Behind them, the Kikanalo herd used 

their powerful legscry to start a rockslide that sealed the cavern shut. Satisfied that they had blocked 

any pursuit of the Toa, the herd moved off. 

“If they seal us in, how will we get out?” Matau could be heard saying. 

“Don’t worry,” came Nokama’s voice. “We’ll find a way.” 

None of the beasts chanced to look up in the sky. If they had, they would have seen the form of a lone 

Rahi hawk circling above the canyon. After a few more moments, Nivawk wheeled and soared toward 

the center of the city, carrying precious information for Turaga Dume. 

 

 

  



Chapter Seven 

Written by Greg Farshtey 

Onewa, Whenua, Nuju, and their Turaga friend peered cautiously out of the opening in their cell wall. 

They had expected to see the barren plains of Po-Metru, but instead it seemed they were a long way 

from the outdoors. Their cell was inside a huge underground cavern, resting on an island of its own in 

the middle of a sea of sand. Stranger still, the cavern was empty — no patrols, no slobbering Rahi ready 

to hunt down escapees, no one. 

“Why aren’t there Vahki guards?” asked Onewa. The silence unnerved him. Somehow, the Toa of Stone 

felt they were in worse danger now than when they had been locked up. 

The Turaga did not make him feel any better. “Perhaps none are needed,” the wise one said, a hint of 

warning in his voice. 

Still, an escape is not an escape if one never leaves the cell. The four allies slipped through the gap and 

began trudging across the sand dunes. It was tough going for the Toa Metru, for their added weight 

caused their feet to sink deep in the sand. 

They had been journeying only a short time when they saw the sand up ahead begin to move. What 

began as a subtle shifting of sand grains rapidly evolved into a huge dune coming right for them, 

accompanied by a monstrous groan. 

“Now I know why!” said Nuju, as he and the others fled. But there was no way to run far enough or fast 

enough to outrace what was chasing them. 

Behind the Toa, a massive form broke through the sand. The huge, horned, worm-like beast was known 

as a troller, and it was one of the most feared creatures in Po-Metru. It lived far beneath the sands, 

emerging only now and then to feed. No Po-Matoran had ever stayed in the vicinity of a troller long 

enough to find out just what it ate. But it’s gaping mouth was large enough to swallow an entire block in 

a metru. 

Onewa felt the hot, fetid breath of the troller on his back. He turned to see its jaws about to close on 

him. Unbidden, his Mask of Power glowed once more. 

 

High above the Coliseum, Nivawk circled once, twice, three times before swooping down. The Rahi hawk 

alighted on his perch in the sundial chamber. 

“What news, Nivawk?” asked Turaga Dume. 

The great bird screeched and squawked, speaking in a language Dumethat the one listening had 

mastered ages ago. HeNivawk reported that Vakama, Matau, and Nokama had defeated the Vahki 

guards and were even now making their way into the prison cave. 

“Excellent,” the listener rumbled. 

Turaga Dume moved toAs the bird fell silent, the one listening gazed into the mirror in the the darkest 

corner of the room—one which reflected his true face back at him. A pair of red eyes stared at him from 



the shadows. “ThisDume’s mask has been useful,” he said, holding up the Turaga’s Kanohi Mask of 

PowerDume. “Now for its final task.” 

Dume took a step forward into the darkness. Nothing blocked his way, for there was no one else in the 

chamber. Only a shadowed mirror from which Dume’s true face reflected back at him. Dume He reached 

up and peeled off hisplaced Dume’s Kanohi Mmask of Power, to reveal on his face, cleverly hiding 

another underneath — a twisted, blackened Mask of Shadows. 

The guise of Metru Nui’s Turaga had been cast aside, was simply another mask to be removed. In his 

place stood Now it was worn by an entity of darkness and destruction, and now the ultimate power in 

the City of Legends. 

“No one must alter our destinyThe future will be mine,” rumbled the dark figure. “Even without the 

Mask of Time.” 

 

The face of Turaga Dume appeared on kinetic displays all over the city. Matoran paused in their work to 

pay attention to what their elder had to say. 

“Matoran of Metru Nui,” the Turaga began. “You are required to gather at the Coliseum.” 

 

The troller slowly made its way to the rocky “coast” of the sea of sand. It swerved neither left nor right, 

even when small Rahi ran across its path. With a mighty heave, the beast beached itself and then 

opened its mouth as if in a yawn. 

Three Toa and a Turaga emerged from the maw of the monster, gasping for air. Whenua turned to 

Onewa, saying, “Good job, brother. But next time, mind control something with better breath.” 

A tunnel led Onewa, Nuju, Whenua, and their Turaga friend from the sand pit to a destination none of 

them could guess. But if they wanted to escape before any Vahki patrols came to investigate, they had 

no other choice. They would have to take their chances in the darkness. 

At least we don’t have to go in there without our tools, thought Onewa. All of their equipment was 

stacked neatly by the tunnel entrance, including a compact item that the Turaga took for himself. 

Onewa found that it felt good to have his proto pitons in his hands once more. He vowed that no one 

would ever take these symbols of his Toa power away again. 

“There is no greater joy than the chance to explore new tunnels,” Whenua reflected. “And therefore no 

greater torture than having the experience rushed and spoiled by two complaining Toa.” 

“You? I’m the one suffering here,” complained Onewa. 

“This whole thing is a load of ‘duty’ if you asked me,” Whenua sighed. Evidently the others hadn’t 

appreciated his joke the first time. 

Nuju turned from the tunnel entrance. “All that lies ahead is shadow.” 

“Hey. It has to be better than what’s behind us,” said Whenua. 



The Toa of Earth took a step into the dark tunnel. Then he stopped in surprise — the tunnel was 

suddenly bright as day! How was this possible? He didn’t see any lightstones anywhere, and he was 

certain none of the other Toa had one. 

He turned back to check. The other Toa winced as if from glare. That was when Whenua realized they 

were brightly lit too. It was his mask! His mask was glowing and lighting the way in front of him! 

“Your mask power,” said Onewa. 

“Come onFollow me, guys,” replied Whenua, smiling. “Our future just got a whole lot brighter.” 

Together, the three Toa and the Turaga entered the tunnel. The darkness vanished before them, 

something they hoped was an omen for the days to come. 

 

“Hey, Whenua,” Onewa joked, “Can that mask glow any brighter?” 

“It’s already brighter than you, brother,” Whenua shot back. 

They had been walking for some time through a strange tunnel lined with doors on either side. A faint 

sound came from around a sharp corner, something like metal scraping against stone. Whenua turned 

to his companions and signaled for them to stay put while he investigated. 

“I think we’re going the wrong way,” Nuju replied. 

“Relax. I know these tunnels like the back of my hand,” Whenua replied. He was about to say something 

else when he abruptly stopped. 

“Hold on,” he said, “I heard something.” 

The Toa of Earth rounded the corner and ran right into a Vahki coming the other way. The glow from 

Whenua’s mask blinded the guard, giving the Toa an opening, and the two grappled. Whenua expected 

to be able to overcome a Vahki with his Toa power, but this one seemed unusually strong. 

Then the Vahki did something totally unprecedented and unexpected — it talked. “Hey! Turn out the 

bright-light!” 

Stunned, Whenua released his hold. Vahki couldn’t talk… and that voice was familiar. “Matau?” 

The Vahki enforcer smiled — another thing no Vahki had ever done — and morphed into the form of the 

Toa of Air. “Toa Matau to you, Whenuamy brother,” he said. 

Reunited, the Toa exchanged greetings and brief accounts of their adventures that brought them to the 

tunnels. Only Vakama stood off to the side, reluctant to join in the celebration. 

“Shapeshifting?” Whenua asked Matau. 

“Yeah,” said the Toa of Air. “And you should hear Nokama translating Kikanalo.” 

“So we’ve all discovered our mask powers.” No one noticed Vakama hang his head at Whenua’s 

statement. Everyone but me, he thought. 



Nuju turned to Nokama. “How did you know we would be here?” 

“We didn’t. We came for Toa Lhikan.” 

Onewa shook his head. “Toa Lhikan isHe’s not here.” 

“Well…” The Turaga took a step forward, saying, “Not exactly.” 

All eyes turned to his small form as he removed his cloak. For the first time, the others saw that he wore 

the same mask as Lhikan. In that moment, they knew — despite his reduced stature and power, 

this was — 

“Toa Lhikan?!” Vakama said, shocked. 

The Turaga smiled. “No, Vakama, you are Toa. I am Turaga Lhikan.” 

“Why didn’t you tell us who you were?” asked Whenua. 

“Your task was to discover who you are,” replied Turaga Lhikan. “Only with such knowledge would your 

powers reveal themselves.” 

“FastQuick-stop!” said Matau. “Where did your power go — ?” 

“My power go?” Lhikan finished for him. “It lives on, in all of you.” 

Vakama turned away, but Lhikan spoke directly to the Toa of Fire. “Tell me, the heart of Metru Nui, you 

have it safe?” 

“Well… we’re rescuing you now,” Vakama answered, sounding a little confused by the question. 

Lhikan sighed. “You are misguided, Toa Vakama. I am not Metru Nui’s heart. The Matoran are. We must 

save them before it’s too late.” 

Nokama turned to the Toa of Fire. “Vakama?” 

“Then I have failed you again,” Vakama said to Lhikan. Seeing the concern in Nokama’s face, he snapped, 

“I told you I am a cross-wired freak, chasing myhis dreams, wasting everyone’s time! I’m notI’ll never be 

a real Toa! I’m not even a good mask-maker.” 

Further discussion was cut off by the sound of marching feet in the tunnels. It didn’t take the wisdom of 

a Turaga to figure out what they belonged to. 

“Vahki!” said Matau. “Run now, talk later!” 

The group took off down a side corridor, Vakama bringing up the rear. They passed a number of huge 

doors, of the sort normally seen in the Archives. No one could imagine what purpose they would serve 

in Po-Metru. 

Nokama paused to wait for Vakama to catch up. Lhikan shook his head and gestured for her to continue 

with the others. 

Then he walked off into the darkness. 



“Vakama!” Nokama cried after him. She started after him, but the Turaga placed a hand on her arm. She 

looked at him, confused. 

Lhikan stared after the troubled Toa Metru. “Wait. We cannot help Vakama,” he said. “He needs to see 

the dignity in his own reflection. He must learn to believe in himself. Only then will he find his destiny 

reveal itself.” 

Behind them, Vakama had walked several paces and was already starting to calm down slightly when he 

stopped short. His eyes had spotted something the other Toa had missed, something disturbingly 

familiar. It was a silver sphere, just like the ones he had seen in the Vahki transport. 

Vakama wiped away the dust and opened the sphereplaced both hands on the sphere, causing it to 

glow. The hatch rose with a hydraulic hiss, to reveal… 

“Turaga Dume?” Vakama said, shaken to the core of his being. But there was no escaping it — there was 

the Turaga, minus his mask, sleeping inside the vessel. 

In his heart, Vakama knew this was no ordinary sleep and Dume would not be roused with a shake. 

Lhikan walked up and looked over his shoulder at Vakama. “The true Turaga Dume. As I feared, an 

impostor is posing as a mask we all trust.” 

The world spun around Vakama. He knew the Turaga had been behaving oddly, but he never 

suspected… Another vision assailed his senses. Hundreds of silver spheres… sinister red eyes… 

whispered words that spoke of evils yet to come. 

“Bring me the Mask of Time.” 

The other Toa had arrived as wellturned back at the news. “If this is Turaga Dume…” said Onewa. 

“You don’t want to know who is really in control of Metru Nui,” Vakama replied. 

Further discussion was cut off by the sound of marching feet in the tunnels. It didn’t take the wisdom of 

a Turaga to figure out what they belonged to. 

“Vahki!” said Matau. “Run now, talk later!” 

The sounds of Vahki on the march came from another corridor. The Toa Metru were about to be 

trapped between two order enforcement squads. Whenua looked around desperately, finally spotting 

their only avenue of escape. 

“In here!” he yelled, pulling open one of the massive doors. The Toa and Turaga Lhikan rushed inside a 

split second before the Vahki reached the spot. Whenua slammed the door behind them. Frustrated, the 

Vahki pounded on it. The door rapidly began to give way before their might. 

“This won’t hold them long!” Whenua shouted. 

“We’ve got to find a way out!” Nuju replied. 

“But oOur only exit is blocked,” said Whenua. He was right — the Toa had angry Vahki behind them, and 

a solid wall in front. 



“Now what?” asked Nuju. 

The Toa examined their surroundings. They were in a Po-Metru storage facility littered with tools, half-

finished carvings, and one potential ticket to freedom. MatauVakama was the first to spot it. 

“A Vahki transport!” he shouted. 

“Then we’ll make our own,” Vakama replied, new confidence in his voice. “Come on, destiny awaits.” 

Although based on the same design as the one in which he, Nokama, and Vakama had hitched a ride 

before, this transport was even larger. Its insectoid legs looked as if they had not moved in an age, and 

certainly the thick coating of dust made it seem long unused. But Matau knew these vehicles well. Like 

the Vahki they carried, they never wore out. 

He took a step toward the transport, but stopped dead at a hissing sound. It came from the darkest 

corner of the room. The Toa Metru were not alone, and they had the worst possible company. 

“Lohrak!” shouted Turaga Lhikan, as the hideous, winged serpents flew from the shadows. Their huge, 

powerful mouths were filled with row upon row of needlelike teeth, which gleamed in the light. 

Lohrak were known, and feared, throughout Metru Nui. First discovered by Onu-Metru miners years 

ago, the creatures had spread all over the city. They were as territorial and aggressive as they were slimy 

and disgusting. Dwellers in darkness, they had proved to be a particular problem for archivists and 

maintenance workers. But every metru had Matoran who could share a frightening story of a Lohrak 

encounter. 

Workers who wandered off the job to go exploring were warned that Lohrak might lurk anywhere. For a 

time, the creatures were even pronounced a protected species by Turaga Dume, in hopes of stopping 

digging projects that might unearth more of the monsters. 

At the moment, though, it was the Toa who needed protection. The first Lohrak lunged at Whenua, who 

dove out of the way. Others had wrapped themselves around Turaga Lhikan and Toa Nokama’s hydro 

blades. Nuju struggled with his crystal spikes to pry two more of the beasts off his legs. 

It was chaos. The Lohrak swooped and dove as the Toa desperately tried to dodge and regroup. 

Meanwhile, the Vahki continued trying to break down the door. Vakama, Matau, and Nuju finally 

managed to join together to form a united defense, but then all three were blinded by the radiance of 

Whenua’s mask. 

“Onewa, mind-control these things!” shouted the Toa of Earth. 

Onewa concentrated, his mask beginning to glow. But the power of the Kanohi did not slow down the 

Lohrak’s attack. “There are too many!” he said. 

“Then do something else,” said Whenua. “Some Toa we turned out to be.” 

“Someone must take charge,” said Lhikan. 

The words cut through the doubts that Vakama carried with him. Lhikan was right. If one of them did 

not take command, their struggle was going to end here in this dusty storage room. There would be no 

one to warn the Matoran, to stop Dume, or to bring Nidhiki and Krekka to justice. 



I have been all wrong, he said to himself. A Toa is not someone who has no fear — but someone who 

masters their fear. Toa can doubt, and worry, and question, just like a Matoran. But in the end, a Toa 

must act. 

“You found your mask powers!” he shouted to the other Toa. “Now remember your elemental powers!” 

It was a desperate gamble and he knew it. The Toa had used up most of their elemental powers in the 

quest to find the Great Disks. None of them knew for sure how long it would take the powers to 

recharge. What if they had not come back yet? 

Only one way to know-learn, thought Matau. Shouting “Wind,” he raised his aero slicers, unleashing a 

blast of wind just strong enough to blow the Lohrak off himself, Nokama, Lhikan, Vakama, and Whenua. 

Nokama followed his lead. Using her hydro blades. she hurled a blast of water at Nuju and Onewa, 

scattering the Lohrak that besieged them. “Water!” she cried triumphantly. 

“We need to trap them,” said Vakama. 

Whenua and Onewa went to work. Using his earthshock drills, Whenua channeled his elemental power 

into the wall. His seismic forces cracked the stone, creating a gap almost big enough to hold the Lohrak. 

Onewa used his proto pitons to enlarge the opening and smooth the stone. 

Vakama’s elemental powers had not yet returned in force, but his mask-making tool was able to create 

enough heat and flame to drive the creatures into the gap. Once they were inside, Nuju sealed it shut 

with a layer of transparent ice. Behind the ice, the trapped Lohrak snapped their jaws angrily. 

“We have our unity,” said Vakama. “Now let’s do our duty.” 

Behind him, the door began to crack under the relentless pounding of the Vahki. They would be through 

in a matter of seconds, and all hope of escape would be lost. More likely, the Toa Metru would wind up 

docile servants of order, happily laboring under the watchful eye of the Turaga Dume impostor. 

The Toa climbed into the Vahki transport. As Matau had expected, getting it started was not difficult. 

But there was one other problem… 

“Our only exit is blocked,” said Whenua. He was right — the Toa had angry Vahki behind them, and a 

solid wall in front. 

“Then we’ll make our own,” Vakama replied, new confidence in his voice. “Come on, destiny awaits.” 

“What about Turaga Dume?” asked Onewa. 

“He’ll be safe until we return,” said Vakama. “Now go!” 

The Vahki transport shot forward. Whenua stood on the hood, his earthshock drills revved up. The 

vehicle accelerated rapidly and the Toa watched as the solid stone wall came closer and closer. Whenua 

leaned forward a little, bracing for the moment his drills would strike stone. 

Impact! The Toa of Earth’s tools bore through the rock with ease, digging an exit tunnel for the 

transport. Just as they exited the chamber, the door gave way and the Vahki poured in. They looked 



around, annoyed. Where had their quarry gone? Their orders were very specific: apprehend and pacify. 

But these Toa were proving hard to catch. 

At the controls, Matau eased the vehicle upward as Whenua continued to dig. Soon they were riding up 

a gentle ramp, headed for the surface and freedom. 

Matau turned to Nokama, smiling. “I see us taking a romantic ride-drive.” 

“And you believe Vakama has odd visions?” Nokama shot back. 

 

The face of Turaga Dume appeared on kinetic displays all over the city. Matoran paused in their work to 

pay attention to what their elder had to say. 

“Matoran of Metru Nui,” the Turaga began. “You are required to gather at the Coliseum.” 

That was all it took. Obediently following their Turaga’s bidding, some Matoran quickly began to arrive. 

Before long this was a steady stream. They were directed into the Coliseum by Vahki who supervised the 

procession coolly. 

Matoran sat expectantly in their seats, engaging in nervous conversation with each other. Then the huge 

Coliseum screen flared to life and the mask of Turaga Dume looked down upon them. 

“Matoran, rRejoice, for today will be a momentous climax to your history,” he said, in a benevolent 

tone. 

The Matoran looked at each other, puzzled. Their confusion grew as Vahki transports pulled into the 

arena, carrying scores of shiny silver capsules. 

  



Chapter Eight 

Written by Greg Farshtey 

“Grip-tight!” shouted the Toa of Air. 

The Vahki transport exploded out of the ground. Matau had been worried about the possibility of 

injuring Matoran when the vehicle hit the surface. Now he saw he need not have worried, because there 

were no Matoran in sight. 

Anywhere. 

For the first time, the Toa of Air wondered if they were going to be too late. They would go down in 

legend as the heroes who took too long to come to the rescue. Then again, if they weren’t on time, 

there might not be anyone left to write the legends. He leaned on the throttle and rocketed the 

transport to the heart of the city. 

As they rode, Matau turned to Nokama, smiling. “I see us taking a romantic ride-drive.” 

“And you believe Vakama has odd visions?” Nokama shot back. 

“Huh?” Matau reacted. 

 

Up front, Whenua collapsed, exhausted. He had never felt such complete and utter fatigue in his whole 

life, but it was a good feeling. It meant he had done his job and come through when the Toa needed him 

most. Maybe he could do this job, after all. 

Onewa leaned forward. “Hey, glow-head.” 

Whenua turned to look at him, bracing for another one of Onewa’s insults. But instead the Toa of Stone 

held out a hand and said, “Well done, my Good job, brother.” 

Both Toa smiled and clanked their fists together. 

 

Further back, Vakama was absorbed in mask-making once again. He couldn’t explain why, but he had a 

strong feeling this mask he was making was going to be vital to saving the city. 

If it can be saved, he thought. Whoever is posing as Dume has Nidhiki, Krekka, and the Vahki on his side. 

Plus the Matoran believe him to be the city’s elder and will follow his orders. I only hope they are not the 

last orders they ever follow. 

 

Matoran streamed into the Coliseum from all over the city, under the watchful optical sensors of the 

Vahki. Most looked confused, some looked worried, but a few were simply happy for a break from work. 

All of them had come in response to Turaga Dume’s call. They had no idea what had prompted the city-

wide alert, but they were sure it was nothing that Dume could not handle. After all, he was the Turaga, 

wasn’t he? 



 

The false Turaga Dume watched the unsuspecting Matoran file in. They were so innocent. They would 

never be able to handle the changes that were coming. Better that they should be sheltered from it all, 

until such time as he decided they could resume their lives again. 

“It is important that you cooperate with the Vahki enforcers!” he declared. Some confused Matoran 

were already being directed by the Vahki to the spheres. 

He turned to look at the massive sundial. The shadows of the twin suns had begun to partially overlap. 

Smiling, he glanced at a Kanohi Mask of Power that hung on the wall, the symbol of the Great Spirit 

Mata Nui. 

“Ah, twilight,” he whispered. “The dawn of shadows.” 

 

The Vahki transport sped through the streets of Metru Nui. None of the Toa Metru said a word as they 

traveled. They were all taking in the spectacle of a completely empty city. The streets, workplaces, and 

chutes were all deserted, almost as if no one had ever lived there. It was awe-inspiring and more than a 

little frightening. 

On screens all over the city, the image of Turaga Dume hung like a shadow. He repeated the same 

words, over and over: “Matoran of Metru Nui are required to gather at the Great Coliseum for an 

important announcement.” 

Vakama turned to Turaga Lhikan. “Turaga, you said I must ‘stop the darkness.’ But sunsfall isn’t for —” 

“Just because the suns hang above us now does not mean that they will always burn bright,” Lhikan 

replied. 

Nuju and Whenua looked skywards to see the two suns arc toward each other. “Of course,” said the Toa 

of Earth. “The legend of eternal shadow.” 

“When the light of the Great Spirit will be lost,” said Nuju. 

Nokama understood now, and it was worse than she could ever have imagined. “We don’t have much 

time!” she cried, not realizing that time had already run out. 

 

Matoran sat expectantly in their seats, engaging in nervous conversation with each other. Then the huge 

Coliseum screen flared to life and the mask of Turaga Dume looked down upon them. 

“Matoran, rejoice, for today will be a momentous climax to your history,” he said, in a benevolent tone. 

The Matoran looked at each other, puzzled. Their confusion grew as Vahki transports pulled into the 

arena, carrying scores of shiny silver capsules. 

 



Matau steered the transport sharply around a corner and poured on the speed. The Coliseum was just 

up ahead, its entrance guarded by Vahki enforcers. “Grip-tight!” shouted the Toa of Air. 

The Vahki realized too late that the vehicle was not going to stop. Startled, they dove aside as the 

transport smashed through the Coliseum gates. Debris flew everywhere. Matau fought to maintain 

control as the vehicle skidded across the arena floor. 

Come on, heMatau said to himself. You are a Toa-hero! You are a Le-Metru star! You can stop one quick-

fast Vahki cart! 

He yanked back on the controls and the vehicle landed with a thud in the middle of the arenarear of the 

vehicle whipped to the right before finally sliding to a stop. But if Matau expected applause from the 

audience of Matoran, he was sadly mistaken. There were no Matoran in the Coliseum… none that were 

conscious, anyway. Shocked, the Toa Metru saw the Vahki closing the last of the capsules, which now 

contained the population of Metru Nui. 

Where is everyone? he thought. 

The Toa of Air shook his head. This could not be right. There were nowhere near enough capsules here 

to hold all of the Matoran. Where were the rest of them? 

The door to the transport slid open and the Toa ran into the arena. “Quickly!” Turaga Lhikan urged. 

A voice came from the giant screen, but it was not the voice of Turaga Dume. It was a dark sound that 

sent chills through the Toa. It was the sound of shadow and fear, decay and rot, a corruption beyond 

anything the Toa could imagine. It was the growls of wild Rahi in the night, the hiss of angry Rahkshi, and 

the thunder that shook the ground, all entwined together in one terrible noise. 

“Too late, Toa,” the false Turaga said. “The shadow has arrived.” 

The Toa Metru looked up at the screen. “Turaga Dume” slowly reached up and removed his mask, 

revealing a pair of blazing red eyes and a face all too well-known to the heroes. Even in the shape of a 

Turaga, there was no denying the raw power that radiated from the figure. Once he had been a being 

trusted and respected by all, but now… now he was a stranger from the shadows. 

Turaga Lhikan was the first to find his voice. “Makuta,” he said, stunned. “You were sworn to protect the 

Matoran!” 

“I shall,” said Makuta. “And when they awake, I will be their great leaderGreat Spirit.” 

Vakama could not believe what he hearing. He knew there was a plot against Matoran, he knew that 

“Dume” was an impostor, but he had never dreamed of something so monstrous. How could Makuta — 

how could anyone — be so twisted and evil that he would try to take the place of the Great Spirit, Mata 

Nui? 

“Deceit and self-interest will never be virtues the Matoran honor,” the Toa of Fire spat. 

A rumble began to grow, slowly at first, then faster, so loud it was deafening. Yet Makuta’s voice could 

be clearly heard through the din, heavy with triumph. “How very bold. Now embrace the nightfall. Even 

the Great Spirit will soon sleep.” 



The Toa and Turaga lifted fearful eyes to the sky. A darkness passed over them, cutting off the light. 

Shadow reached down like a great hand to seize Metru Nui, engulfing the city in an all-consuming 

blackness. Midday had become midnight. 

Forked lightning bolts stabbed down from the Coliseum’s energy pylons. The ground shook violently as a 

spiderweb of cracks appeared in the walls. A great fissure appeared in the floor of the arena, racing 

toward the heroes. 

The legend of eternal shadow had come true. The end of all was near. 

Only the Vahki, heartless machines that they were, seemed unfazed by the disaster unfolding around 

them. Optical receptors aglow in the darkness, they marched toward the Toa’s vehicle. Makuta 

obviously intended that there would be no loose ends left behind. 

But worrying about their own safety was the last thing on the minds of the Toa. “We must find the 

Matoran!” yelled Vakama. “Whenua! What can you see?” 

Whenua nodded and concentrated as never before. His Mask of Power glowed as brightly as a sun, its 

light piercing the ground. Suddenly he was able to see through solid matter, his vision extending down 

into a storage hold far beneath the Coliseum. Vahki enforcers were busy stacking silver cylinders on 

huge metal racks that stretched from floor to ceiling. 

“Below the ColiseumMatoran capsules! Thousands of them!” said Whenua. “They’re down below!” 

The Toa and Turaga wasted no time loading into the transport. The Toa of Air slammed on the controls, 

throwing the transport into high gear. Vahki went flying as the Toa as they headed for an underground 

access tunnel. One Vahki managed to recover in time to leap and dig its tools into the rear of the 

transport, slowly starting to climb toward where the Toa sat. 

Nokama turned and spotted the unwelcome guest. With a quick swipe of her hydro blades, she sliced off 

that section of the transport, sending the Vahki tumbling away. 

  

Makuta triggered the controls that caused Dume’s box to ascend. The energy pylons bent to his will, 

sending their lightning discharges into his body. He hungrily absorbed the raw energy into himself until it 

became too much for the frail form of a Turaga to bear. 

The moment he had waited for — the moment of transformation — had arrived. 

  

The transport roared through the tunnel. Three Vahki leapt from above as it passed, landing on the roof 

of the vehicle. They immediately began pounding with their tools to gain access. 

Inside the cockpit, Matau flipped a lever. The transport’s legs extended, lifting the vehicle up high. A 

second later, a “low bridge” stripped the Vahki off the top and sent them tumbling to the ground. 

The transport slid to a stop in the middle of the storage facility. The Toa disembarked to view a 

horrifying sight. All around them were the silver spheres, stacked as high as the eye could see. Each one 

contained a Matoran who not so long ago had been laughing, working, playing. 



Nokama peered inside one of the spheres. The Matoran within slept an unnatural sleep, eyes dark, 

heartlight faintly pulsating. He was still alive, at least, but trapped in a slumber which, for all the Toa 

knew, was endless. 

“No! Can we save them all?” she asked. 

“We can’t take them all nowTime is too short,” replied Vakama. “But if we save a few, we save hope for 

all We’ll return for the others later.” 

The Toa hurriedly loaded six spheres into the transport, all the while watching for Vahki. They could not 

know what was happening up above, but in their hearts they knew Makuta would not let them escape 

without a fight. 

“Let’sYes. We must get them to safety,” said VakamaLhikan. 

  

High above the Coliseum, Makuta now reigned supreme. His frail Turaga form had been replaced by a 

swirling vortex of dark energy. The energy pylons continued to pour bolts of lightning into his new 

shape, feeding him the power he craved. Makuta’s red eyes gleamed in the center of the shadow. 

Nivawk circled the vortex, careful not to come too close. His caution was wasted, as a black tendril of 

pure energy reached out and dragged him into the swirling mass of darkness. 

“Join me!” Makuta roared. 

  

Hidden by the shadows, tThe Vahki transport accelerated away from the Coliseum. Matau struggled to 

keep the vehicle on the road as earth tremors rocked the city. Towers crumbled and chutes buckled and 

fell as they raced toward Ga-Metru. 

Suddenly Krekka and Nidhiki were flanking the vehicle in their flight mode. Before any of the Toa could 

react, they had morphed back into their normal shapes and leapt into the vehicle. Krekka grabbed 

Matau, fighting him for control of the transport. 

“Toaime for a new driver!” shouted the Dark Hunter. 

“Hey!” Matau exclaimed. 

“Remember me?” Krekka grinned. 

“Trying to drive here,” Matau strained. “Get off!” 

Nidhiki ignored the Toa and made straight for Lhikan, his eyes filled with hate. “Toa or Turaga, Lhikan, 

your fate shall be the same, Lhikan.” 

Nidhiki swiped at Lhikan with his pincers, but Nuju had positioned himself between themlaunched an 

energy web at the Turaga, only to watch, astounded, as it slowed and then stopped in midair. Nearby, 

Nuju’s mask glowed as he used his telekinetic power to halt the net. 



Krekka, meanwhile, was thrashing at Matau, straining to reach the evasive driver. “Woah! Hey! Get off!” 

Matau shouted. 

Now it was Onewa’s turn. He focused his power of mind control on Krekka, taking over the body of the 

Dark Hunter. His telepathic command cascaded into Krekka’s mind: Get Nidhiki. 

“Get Nidhiki.” The brute rumbled. “Get Nidhki.” 

Under Onewa’s direction, Krekka whirled and grabbed hold of Nidhiki. 

“—Nidhiki,” the brute grunted. 

“Fool! Get off!” shouted Nidhiki. 

“My thoughts exactly,” Onewa muttered. With a mental shove, Krekka jumped off the speeding vehicle, 

taking his partner with him. 

Lhikan smiled and clanked his fist with Onewa. 

  

Nidhiki and Krekka never hit the ground. First they were falling through the air, helpless as the vehicle 

raced away. shook their heads, trying to recover from the impact of hitting the road. Krekka had no idea 

how they had wound up there. The last thing he remembered, he was fighting the green Toa and 

winning. 

Neither one noticed the coils of dark energy approaching. Then the shadow was around them both, 

dragging them back into the Coliseum to an unknown fate. 

“Woah! What’s happening?” Nidhiki cried, straining against the grip that held them. 

Nidhiki and Krekka They had no idea what was happening. They had served Turaga Dume faithfully, 

hadn’t they? Even when it turned out it was not Dume at all, they had obeyed his orders without 

question. Why, then, were they now being drawn into the heart of a vortex of darkness? 

“It is time you made good on your promises, my captains,” Makuta said as the two vanished into the 

pulsating shadow. “For this is your eternal duty.” 

“Come!” Makuta bellowed. “Join me! Be part of my power…” 

  



Chapter Nine 

Written by Greg Farshtey 

Matau steered the transport across the bridge leading to Ga-Metru. He tried his best to stay focused on 

the task at hand, and not pay attention to the damage being done to his beloved city. 

“I always believed all this would stand forever,” Nokama said sadly. 

“Sometimes you shouldn’t look back,” answered Whenua. “Only ahead.” 

“Ahead does not appear so great either,” said Nuju. 

The Toa looked ahead to see hundreds of Vahki standing in the middle of the bridge. Twenty abreast, 

they blocked the way from rail to rail. 

“Where to now?” said Matau. 

Vakama had gone back to tinkering with the Mask of Power he was crafting. “Matau! Take us over the 

edge!Our future lies beyond Metru Nui,” heVakama said confidently. 

Matau nodded. He wasn’t sure what that meant, but he knew there was only one safe way to get off this 

bridge. “I sure hope you’re guided by the Great SpiritLet’s hope this thing floats,” he growled., “because 

this is definitely cross-wired!” 

The Toa of Air threw the transport into a hard ninety-degree turn and sped toward the rail. The Toa 

hung on to whatever they could, hardly able to believe what was about to happen. With a final burst of 

speed, the transport smashed through the rail and plunged into the storm-tossed waters far below. 

The Vahki gathered at the newly made gap in the rail and looked down. There were no signs of Toa or 

any wreckage of their vehicle. All that could be seen were the waves beating against the bridge supports 

as if they hoped to bring the structure crashing down. 

Then a few bubbles popped to the surface, followed by the transport itself, still intact. The six spheres, 

strapped to the vehicle, had made it buoyant enough to rise. “We saved them,” said Nokama, pointing 

at the containers that held the sleeping Matoran. “Now they saved us.” “Hey! It does float!” Matau 

remarked. “Kinda…” 

 

Nidhiki and Krekka had no idea what was happening. They had served Turaga Dume faithfully, hadn’t 

they? Even when it turned out it was not Dume at all, they had obeyed his orders without question. 

Why, then, were they now being drawn into the heart of a vortex of darkness? 

“It is time you made good on your promises, my captains,” Makuta said as the two vanished into the 

pulsating shadow. “For this is your eternal duty.” 

 

With its insectoid legs acting as oars, the Vahki transport moved through the silver sea. Up ahead lay the 

Great Barrier, a cliff so high it vanished into the sky and so wide it encompassed the entire horizon. 



Vakama was paying no attention to the barrier though. VakamaHe was absorbed in mask-making once 

again. He couldn’t explain why, but he had a strong feeling this mask he was making was going to be 

vital to saving the city. His mind was lost in another vision… 

Bright light. Then darkness, the same kind of darkness that now shrouded all of Metru Nui. He looked 

around, uncertain, wondering how he would ever escape. Then a sliver of illumination appeared, like a 

crack in the shadows. It beckoned him to go forward, for on the other side was a place of safety… 

Vakama’s eyes snapped open. He wasn’t certain just what the vision meant, not yet, but he did know it 

was a sign of hope. That same instinct told him the Mask of Power he had been creating would play 

some part in all this, so he went back to work on it. 

Matau looked on, disapprovingly. In the middle of this crisis, Vakama was still playing mask-maker? “You 

no longer need to mask-make Vakama. It is time you accepted thatrealized you are a Toa,” he said. 

“Time? Of course!” said Vakama. “More time! That is what the false Turaga wanted!” Now he worked 

even more frantically on his mask. It was almost finished, and if he was right about what it could do — 

His mind was lost in another vision… 

It was a frantic flurry of images past, present, and future, all blended as one. Then time slowed, the 

images became coherent. Vakama saw Toa Lhikan, his quest to raise a new generation of Toa. Vakama 

saw his own efforts at forging a new mask. He saw flashes of his own visions. And then—then—He saw 

Turaga Lhikan, standing before a bright, sunlit hole that moments ago a Toa had torn open in the walls 

of Makuta’s prison. 

“Follow the light!” Lhikan proclaimed. 

A swirling vortex erupted around Vakama. Two pillars on a sundial splitting open—A Toa stone imbued 

with power—The three virtues shooting across the sky—Toa carrying six silver spheres to a gap glowing 

with bright sunlight—A hand falling to the ground… 

Follow the light! 

“Our destiny lies in the light beyond the Great Barrier!” Vakama exclaimed. 

Vakama’sHis eyes snapped open. He wasn’t certain just what the vision meant, not yet, but he did know 

it was a sign of hope. 

Vakama’s thoughts were interrupted by another violent tremor. But this one was not caused by thunder 

in the ground. No, this came from the impact of a winged figure landing hard on a rocky outcropping of 

the Great Barrier. 

“Oh no,” Lhikan whispered. Vakama gasped. 

The Toa stared in wonder, in awe, in fear. This was unmistakably Makuta, but not Makuta as they had 

ever known him. This was a colossus in dark, infected armor, with the mighty wings of Nivawk, radiating 

the power of shadow. Worse, the Toa Metru could see that the tools of Nidhiki and Krekka were a part 

of his new form as well. 

No wonder they stopped chasing us, thought Nuju grimly. 



Makuta looked down upon the Toa. Over the crashing of the waves and the howling wind, he snarled, 

“Your journey must end.” 

“By the will of the Great Spirit, it has just begun!” roared Vakama. 

“Then conquerperish in the real sea of protodermis!” said Makuta. 

With a wave of his arm, great pillars of crystalline protodermis rose from the sea, forming a dangerous 

obstacle course. Matau struggled with the controls as he steered the craft around them, but the Vahki 

transport was not designed for complicated maneuvers at sea. 

Vakama pointed up ahead. There was a narrow gap in the Great Barrier through which light shone, just 

like the image he had seen in his vision. “Keep to the light, Matau, stay true to the light. The future is in 

your care,” he commanded. 

Makuta’s eyes narrowed as he saw the direction the transport had taken. Sweeping his arm, he directed 

towering pillars of protodermis to rise directly in front of them. 

“I got it!” The Toa of Stone shouted. 

Then he turned to the Toa of Ice and said, “Get me as close to him as you can.” 

The Toa of Ice nodded as his mask began to glow. His telekinetic power reached out and lifted Vakama 

into the air, sending him hurtling up toward where Makuta waited. 

Down below the Toa fought on. Onewa jumped from the craft to smash one pillar to fragments with his 

proto pitons. 

“Alright!” Whenua grinned. 

But Makuta swept his arm again and caused two more rose up dead ahead, so close their spikes ground 

together. The transport was on course to smash into them. 

“We need toNokama, quick-turn!” said Matau. 

Nokama slung her hydro blade and dug it into the side of a pillar. Then she hung on with all her strength 

as Matau threw the transport into a sharp turn, narrowly avoiding the barrier up ahead.  

Makuta roared from his lofty perch. Vakama turned to the Toa of Ice and said, “Get me as close to him 

as you can.” 

The Toa of Ice nodded as his mask began to glow. His telekinetic power reached out and lifted Vakama 

into the air, sending him hurtling up toward where Makuta waited. 

Makuta snarled and swept his arms. A pillar fell, sending waves crashing against the transport. Nuju saw 

them as well, and it was slammed against the wall, and it broke his concentration just enough to send 

Vakama plunging into the sea. But the Toa of Fire was not ready to give up. He dragged himself from the 

water and scaled the cliffside to face Makuta. But Nuju’s efforts had paid off, and Vakama landed safely 

on the cliff. 



But victory had not been won without cost — as Matau had been focused on getting close to the cliff, 

another pillar rose up abruptly, crashing into the transport and sending the silver spheres flying into the 

sea. 

Nokama spotted them floating toward certain destruction. “The Matoran!” 

Nuju saw them as well, and it broke his concentration just enough to send Vakama plunging into the 

sea. But the Toa of Fire was not ready to give up. He dragged himself from the water and scaled the 

cliffside to face Makuta. 

The two circled each other warily. Vakama reached into his pack and produced the completed Mask of 

Power he had fashioned from the Great Kanoka disks. 

“The Mask of Time,” breathed Makuta. Then the Master of Shadows smiled. “You are a great mask-

maker, Vakama. You could have many destinies.” 

Vakama hesitated. Makuta, sensing his doubt, moved in closer. “Fire and shadow are a mighty 

combination. Come join my brothers and meI, Vakama.” 

The Toa of Fire smiled. “I desire justbut one noble destiny,” he said, placing the Mask of Time over his 

own Kanohi mask. “More than any power you can offer me.” 

“Then accept your doom,” thundered Makuta. He gathered his energies and sent a serpentlike stream of 

dark energy from his chest straight toward Vakama. 

The Mask of Time glowed. A wave of temporal force flowed from it, striking Makuta. The movements of 

the Master of Shadows slowed, as did his energy stream, which now hung almost motionless in mid air. 

Stripped of Makuta’s control, the sea calmed. The five Toa down below quickly went to work retrieving 

the Matoran spheres. None of them noticed that Turaga Lhikan was missing. 

Although he wore the Mask of Time, Vakama’s control of it was imperfect. He was unable to stop the 

same temporal wave that slowed Makuta from slowing himself as well. He could feel his mind and body 

slowing down — and now there was no way to dodge the tentacle of dark energy heading for him. 

Then there was motion. Turaga Lhikan was running up to Makuta and Vakama, diving into the temporal 

wave right in front of Makuta’s dark energy. The energy bolt struck Lhikan head-on, shattering the shield 

created by his own mask. Lhikan was drained of all color as the darkness took hold. The disruption of the 

wave broke its power, and sent Vakama’s Mask of Time flying over the distant edge of the cliffinto the 

sea. Makuta’s eyes narrowed and he spread his wings, flying after it. 

Vakama knelt over the dying Turaga, saying, “Lhikan! That was meant for me.” 

“No,” Lhikan responded weakly. He gestured toward the Great Barrier. “This is my lifetime’s journey. 

Yours lies beyond.” 

Vakama struggled with the feeling of grief that threatened to overpower him. He leaned in close to hear 

Turaga Lhikan’s whispered words. 

“Trust your visions,” the Turaga said. “I am proud to… have called you brother… Toa Vakama.” 



With that, Lhikan’s eyes went dark and his heartlight ceased to flash. Broken-hearted, Vakama removed 

the Turaga’s mask, even as the shadow of Makuta fell upon him once more. 

“Fool!” snapped Makuta. “Without the Mask of Time, it will take a lifetime to achieve what destiny 

demands. But your lifetime will be brief.” 

Makuta launched another tendril of dark energy at Vakama, forcing the Toa to scramble for safety. Then 

Vakama’s mask suddenly began to glow, and his body faded from view. He had become invisible! “My 

mask power!” he exclaimed. 

Some distance away, Makuta held the Mask of Time in his claws, marveling at its craftsmanship. “At 

last,” he chuckled. 

Vakama ran to the side and took aim with his disk launcher. Not this time, he thought. Turning briefly 

visible, he fired. The disk flew true, striking the mask right out of Makuta’s hands and sending it flying 

over the edge and into the sea. 

“Noooooo!” Makuta roared. But he was helpless to stop it as it sank beneath the waves. 

He whirled. “Without the Mask of Time, it will take a lifetime’s journey to find both our destinies to 

achieve what destiny demands. But your lifetime Only yours will be brief.” 

Makuta launched another tendril of dark energy at Vakama, forcing the Toa to scramble for safety. 

Turning invisible again, Vakama knocked on a large boulder on the cliff, causing his enemy to reach for it 

with his shadow hand and yank it toward him where it smashed harmlessly against his powerful armor. 

But the Toa had already moved, knocking on another rock, to the same result. Makuta snarled, even as 

an idea started forming in Vakama’s head. 

“Come on!” Nokama shouted down below. “Come on!” As Vakama stalled, she and the others had 

managed to get the spheres up out of the water and onto some ground. 

“Over here!” Vakama shouted. To make things even more confusing for Makuta, he was turning briefly 

visible as he ran behind cover. Then, turning invisible again, he ran out of his cover to a different side of 

the field. He knocked again, causing Makuta’s tendril to erupt. At one point Makuta almost managed to 

catch him, but Vakama dodged in time, evading it. Makuta fired more blaststendrils wildly, but missed 

the Toa by a wide margin. 

“Makuta!” Vakama taunted, just before he ran to another large outcropping. 

The Toa’s opponent stopped and listened. 

Vakama was panting. 

“I know where you are,” he snarled. 

Vakama hurled a rock, sparking another blast from Makuta at the point where it landed. Then the 

Master of Shadows aimed at the point from which the rock came, his dark energy forcing Vakama into a 

hollow of the cliff. 

Vakama spotted some large pillars on a nearby cliff. He sprinted away, leaping over the edge of one cliff 

to the other. “This way!” 



Makuta whirled and flew after him, landing hard on the next cliff. “Show yourself!” 

“Makuta!” Vakama said, positioning himself in front of the largest pillar on the whole Great Barrier.  

“Giving up so soon?” 

The Toa of Fire removed his disk launcher and wedged it hard into a crevice on the cliff face. As soon as 

the launcher was separated from him, it became visible. Makuta smiled and sent a tentacle of dark 

energy to grab it. 

The enemy laughed deeply. “You cannot hide from me, Toa!” said Makuta. 

“I don’t need to. I’m a Toa anymore,” Vakama replied. 

The shadow hand erupted from Makuta’s chest and hurtled toward Vakama. The Toa’s eyes narrowed. 

He didn’t have a mask to help him with timing, but something told him he wouldn’t need it. At the 

absolute last second, he leaped clear of the shadow hand, whose claws gripped the large pillar with a 

powerful grip and yanked it toward Makuta. Makuta’s eyes narrowed as he saw it rushing toward him, 

but it was too late to stop it. It slammed into Makuta who himself was slammed and crushed against the 

Great Barrier. wrapped around the launcher and tried to pull it toward him — but Vakama had wedged 

it in too deeply. Makuta found himself struggling with the power of the Great Barrier itself. Instead of 

the launcher being drawn toward him, he was being drawn toward the Barrier. 

Vakama returned to visibility as Makuta slammed into the cliff. The pillar crumbled away to reveal the 

flattened Makuta, who was straining to free himself from the stone. Dazed, but still defiant, the dark 

one snarled, “If Toa Lhikan could not defeat me alone, how cancould you?” 

“Because he’ is not alone!” The voice was Nokama’s. The six Toa stood together once more. 

“You tell him, sister,” Onewa smiled. 

“Good work,” Whenua added. 

“Yeah!” Matau and Nuju both cried. 

“Unity!” the six shouted. The Toa raised their fists in a circletools, with Vakama substituting his firestaff 

for his disk launcher. Their six elements flowed together to form a beam of pure white energy, which 

they hurled at Makuta, leeching his shadow power from him. A shell of protodermis formed around the 

Master of Shadows, sealing him in. With a final burst of power, the beam marked his prison with the 

sign of the Toa. 

The Toa broke formation and the power beam ceased. Vakama looked at Lhikan’s mask and saw the 

streak of a star reflected in it. “Look skyward!” he said. 

The Toa turned their eyes to the heavens. Lhikan’s spirit star was shooting across the darkened sky. As 

they watched, it exploded into six new stars. 

“Six spirit stars…” said Vakama. 

“The Great Spirit proclaims it!” said Nuju. “We are Toa!” 



The six heroes cheered. “We are Toa!” Nokama exclaimed as they raised their fists and clanked them 

together. Their trials were far from ended, they knew, but they would face them as heroes of Metru Nui. 

Vakama looked down from the cliff to see that all six spheres had been retrieved and lashed once more 

to the transport. “We’ll return for the rest of the Matoran soon,” he said. “But first let us ensure the 

safety of those we have with us now.” 

The Toa returned quickly to the six spheres and began carrying them, to where their Vahki Transport 

rested in the sunlight emanating from the gap in the Great Barrier. They moved quickly, eager to see 

where their journey led them. 

Only Vakama walked slowly. His visions had been fulfilled. He could not yet see what lay ahead, but he 

couldn’t shake the feeling that much more lay ahead—perhaps more than what they had yet 

experienced. 

He looked back to the cliffside where Makuta was imprisoned. Then he hurried after the others into the 

sunlight. 

  

Much time would pass before the Toa Metru would first set foot on the island that lay beyond the Great 

Barrier. An even greater span of time would go by before they returned again with as many Matoran as 

they could rescue from Metru Nui. In that time, the Toa would fight many battles, make new allies, and 

confront powerful new enemies. They would learn lessons about heroism and sacrifice that would never 

be forgotten. 

Now, after so very long, they at last stood on the beach. Hundreds of silver spheres littered the sands. 

The Matoran within still slept. 

“Toa Lhikan sacrificed his power for us,” said Vakama. “Now we shall do the same for them.” 

Vakama placed his hand on one of the capsules. His mask began to glow brightly. A surge of energy 

flowed from him to the capsule, then to those around it. One by one, they slid open and the Matoran 

within them awoke. But as the other Toa watched, Vakama diminished before their eyes, shrinking from 

a Toa to a wise Turaga. 

“Vakama?” Nokama asked. 

But the Turaga of Fire was focused and determined. One by one, the others moved to follow Vakama’s 

example. 

“May the heart of Metru Nui live forever,” he said solemnly. 

Power flowed from him and the other Toa, spreading like a blanket of pure energy over the capsules. 

One by one, the eyes of the Matoran snapped open, their heartlights began to flash, as awareness 

returned to them. By the sacrifice of the Toa, they had been brought back to waking life. 

The heroes looked at one another. They were Toa no longer – by giving up their power to save others, 

they had become six Turaga. They watched with happiness and pride as the spheres opened and the 

Matoran emerged. 



As the Matoran gathered around him, Turaga Vakama smiled. “May the heart of Metru Nui live forever,” 

he said solemnly. “For tThis is the island of Mata Nui, named in honor of the Great Spirit,” proclaimed 

Vakama. 

The Matoran looked around the beach, the ocean, the trees – it was all so very new to them. One 

Matoran, Takua, ran up to Vakama and directed his attention to another. It was a Ta-Matoran named 

Jaller whose mask had been badly damaged in the transport. 

Vakama looked at Turaga Lhikan’s mask. Then, smiling, he removed Jaller’s damaged Kanohi mask and 

replaced it with Lhikan’s. Rejuvenated, Jaller rose to join his friends. A Ga-Matoran named Hahli rushed 

to embrace him and welcome him to the Matoran’s new home — the island of Mata Nui. 

  



Epilogue 

Written by Greg Farshtey 

“And so it was as it is,” said Turaga Vakama. 

The assembled Turaga, Matoran, and Toa Nuva looked on as he placed the stone that represented the 

Great Spirit in the center of the sand circle once more. 

“Matoran into Toa, Toa into Turaga, Turaga into legend. Remembering deeds past and bringing hope to 

the future. United in duty. Bound in destiny. This is the way of the Bionicle!” 

And so it was, and so it ever shall be. 


