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Interview with Makuta, Spirit of Evil 

Now, before you praise me for my courage, this was NOT my idea. This is how it happened. 
 
 
GaliGee: I'd like an extra large, with sausage, black olives, and extra cheese -- 
 
Makuta: MUAHAHAHAHAHA! 
 
GaliGee: Makuta? 
 
Pizza guy: Excuse me, ma'am? 
 
Makuta: It's me! 
 
GaliGee: Makuta! Get off my phone line! 
 
Pizza guy: Ma'am? 
 
GaliGee: I'm sorry, I'll call back about the pizza in a minute. 
 
Pizza guy: Whatever. [click] 
 
Makuta: Now that I have you all to myself, let's talk! 
 
GaliGee: I don't like the sound of that. 
 
Makuta: Well, everyone acts all afraid of me when they first find out about me. But you'll see that I'm 
really just a regular guy. I'm just misunderstood. 
 
GaliGee: I don't think so. You're responsible for so much anger, destruction, sorrow, and death. How 
can you call yourself a regular guy? 
 
Makuta: You see, the Toa just THOUGHT I was responsible for those infected masks and landslides 
and lava flows and whatnot. They were really just looking to beat up on someone. I mean, how would 
you feel if you showed up on an island, bristling with cool weapons and elemental powers, and all 
there was to fight was a bunch of little people that only have seven pieces each? So they started 
picking on the poor dumb animals. It wasn't their fault the Rahi were sick. It just happened. 
 
GaliGee: Just HAPPENED? I know more Mata Nui history than that, Makuta. YOU were behind the 
infection. 
 
Makuta: What proof do you have? 
 
GaliGee: Well, among other things, after the Toa blasted you to bits, the infection all stopped. You're 
just trying to confuse me with your lies. 
 
Makuta: Heh, heh. No Akaku this time! 
 
GaliGee: What? 
 
Makuta: Oh, nothing. But really, LEGO had to have a bad guy. It's not MY fault they made me evil. 
 
GaliGee: Maybe not, but we still don't have to be nice to you. Because we were created to hate evil. 
 
Makuta: Say, why don't you ask me some questions? You know, give me an interview, like you did for 
the Toa? I'm sure the BZ members would love to hear my side of the story. 
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GaliGee: I only interview characters that tell the truth. Otherwise, what's the point? 
 
Makuta: Clever, she is. But not clever enough. Did you know that you have been a minion in my latest 
scheme all along? 
 
GaliGee: What are you talking about? 
 
Makuta: Well, you see, since you last talked to the Toa, they have gone down into the Bohrok nest. 
There they will find the exos, fight the Bahrag, get transformed, yada, yada, yada. But in the 
meantime, until Comic #7 is out, they are stuck in this nest, Tahu in the egg chamber and the rest in 
a cave, with molten lava falling on them. 
 
GaliGee: How dreadful. 
 
Makuta: So I want them to be stuck there for a long time, so they will suffer in fear and misery and 
become weakened while I can work on my new evil scheme. You know, for the Mask of Light. I'm 
running kind of behind on it. 
 
GaliGee: So what does this have to do with me? 
 
Makuta: Ah! Well, the more we can distract LEGO, the longer it will take to get Comic #7 finished. 
Hence the Tahu-Gali relationship hoax. 
 
GaliGee: I remember. You claim that you wrote that comment in the margin of the Comic #8 script. 
 
Makuta: I did write that. And it got all of BZ talking! But I've been doing it all along. I log on as you 
guys, and post all kinds of racy stuff. Let's see... theBlindMan2's story about Tahu and Gali alone on 
the big volcano... FallenTurtles' post about a fight between Tahu and Lewa... your thing with Tahu 
Nuva, Gali Nuva, and that awful Mangai joke... 
 
GaliGee: What thing about Tahu Nuva... hey! [grabs for mouse] 
 
Makuta: Just enough to get you guys started. Not that THAT was very hard. Do you know how much 
time the people at LEGO waste reading BZ? 
 
GaliGee: Actually, no. 
 
Makuta: A lot! And now they are arguing, too. It's great fun! 
 
GaliGee: This sounds like the evil plan I was joking about in the Tahu-Gali topic in Storyline & 
Theories. The LEGO staffers get in such a big fistfight over the supposed romance that productivity is 
gone for a whole day. I was calling it theBlindMan2's plan, just as a joke! 
 
Makuta: Oh, yes, I saw that. Pretty funny. 
 
GaliGee: If you're such a hot shot, why didn't you go back and edit that stuff out so no one would 
suspect anything? 
 
Makuta: Say, you'd make a good minion of evil, GaliGee. Want to come work for me? The pay's good. 
That's actually why I cut into your pizza order, anyway. 
 
GaliGee: NEVER! I'd rather die. 
 
Makuta: That can be arranged. But really, I'm a nice guy to work for. I'm important in the story, too. 
Think of the fame and fortune! 
 
GaliGee: You represent all that we despise. You lie and destroy for your own pleasure. The Toa have 
sworn to defend their island against you, and they won't rest until you are dead. REALLY dead. And 
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LEGO is a good company that cares for kids. So you know you are doomed. Good will prevail! [at this 
moment the telephone exploded in my hand, and the call was cut off.] 
 
 
 
You have heard from the Spirit of Evil, folks, so beware what you believe. Congratulations to Madcat II 
for winning the contest, and happy early birthday. And happy late birthday to Shadow. I would have 
posted it yesterday, but the bandages made it hard to type. This is GaliGee reporting.  
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Interview with Makuta, Spirit of Evil (again) 
 
Girlfriends, the CREEPIEST guy just asked me out. You are not gonna believe--oops, sorry, I was 
talking to Nova Nuhvok and T-Hybrid, I didn’t see the rest of you there. Oh, that’s right, T-Hybrid has 
gone back to being a boy. Silly me. Anyway, read on to see what the Spirit of Evil is up to now. 
 
 
GaliGee: Sure, I’ll hold. [elevator music] 
 
Makuta: Hello, my angel. 
 
GaliGee: Makuta?!? What are you doing on my phone line again? And don’t call me your angel. 
 
Makuta: Oh, joy. She recognized my voice! Maybe there’s still hope. 
 
GaliGee: Hope for what, you vile, repugnant-- 
 
IRS lady: [music stops] Ma’am, you’ll need to fill out a W-3c correction form. You can pick those up at 
our office. 
 
Makuta: I’m just calling to see if you’re willing to give our love another chance. 
 
IRS lady: Excuse me? 
 
GaliGee: What the—you lousy son-of-a—get off my phone line! 
 
IRS lady: The United States Government does not appreciate prank calls on its official business lines. 
[click] 
 
Makuta: That’s better. Now we can be alone. So, how do you like the buff new me? 
 
GaliGee: Despicable as ever. 
 
Makuta: Why, thank you. I worked hard on my new look. I was hoping you would like it, and fall for 
me all over again. Because I still have feelings for you, you know. 
 
GaliGee: Yeah. I have feelings for you, too. Like loathing and revulsion. 
 
Makuta: I’m so hurt! I mean, if you think Onua is good-looking, for crying out loud, you’ve gotta love 
MY new form. I’m TALL, dark, and handsome! 
 
GaliGee: Onua has a heart of gold. You, on the other hand, have a heart of maggot-ridden carrion. 
 
Makuta: [sighs] Oh, that’s so harsh. 
 
GaliGee: What do you want, Makuta? 
 
Makuta: I just want to be loved. Is that so wrong? 
 
GaliGee: Still a pathological liar, I see. 
 
Makuta: Again with the name-calling. Well, I guess can accept that you no longer care for me. I mean, 
you served me for a time, with your gossipy stories about the Toa, and now I guess it’s over. [sniff] 
But can you give me some advice? I just don’t understand it. Even my minions don’t love me. Sure, 
they obey, and they serve me well. But I can see it in their eyes, there’s no real devotion there. How 
can I get them to adore me? 
 
GaliGee: Makuta, everyone hates and fears you because you are hateful and fearsome. Change your 
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ways, and you will get plenty of love. 
 
Makuta: Come on, GaliGee! If I were to be nice, LEGO would fire me. Ooooh... but you just gave me a 
diabolical idea. I’ll re-write all my lines for the Mask of Light so that I’m a good guy! Then the movie 
will be big flop. The kids will be SO disappointed. Just think of the financial disaster for LEGO! 
 
GaliGee: I thought the movie was already in post-production now. Didn’t you already wrap up the 
filming? 
 
Makuta: Oh, yeah. Dang. I’ll have to come up with something else. 
 
GaliGee: You do that. Listen, I have to go finish my taxes. 
 
Makuta: Wait! Before you go, I just wanted to thank you for writing those epics. Now that you’ve 
revealed what the Toa were really thinking all this time, I’ll really have some leverage to use against 
them. If I can just get Tahu and Kopaka to fight over Gali again... 
 
GaliGee: I seriously doubt that will happen. They all learned something from that, you know. 
 
Makuta: Darn! Well, then I’ll work on the pride angle. You showed me how vulnerable Tahu is to 
attacks on his pride. 
 
GaliGee: Tahu is going to forget his pride and remember his magma swords next time he sees you. 
And it sounds like he may have some help from a new Toa. 
 
Makuta: [laughs] As if Tahu’s little butter knives will make any difference. Now, Takua... I knew that 
kid was trouble. I should have snuffed out his little multicolored--oh, there's a lady present—er, self 
long ago, back in the MNOLG. That Nui-Jaga coulda gotten him, if it had shot at him after Pohatu was 
blinded. Instead, it wasted time defending its nest. [sighs] You just can't depend on an arachnid to 
carry out the simplest task.  
 
GaliGee: Well, what did you expect? It’s a big bug. 
 
Makuta: Hey, I’m the evil mastermind here, I’ll be the judge of what makes a good minion. But 
anyway, I'm so glad the Rahkshi turned out smart. Those old Bahrag biddies are really clueless, but at 
least they held the Toa off long enough for me to build my Rahkshi right. How do you like them? 
 
GaliGee: They’re almost as creepy as you are. 
 
Makuta: Yes, they ARE darling, aren’t they? My boys, my very own sons. I taught them everything 
they know. Every time I hear them hiss “Daddy,” my heart swells with pride and joy. 
 
GaliGee: Why don’t you take them and go find a new, uninhabited island to live on? 
 
Makuta: Because I still hold some hope that the Matorans will relent, and start worshipping me. I 
mean, of course the Rahkshi worship me, because I made them. But the Matorans... their worship will 
mean so much more, because I will have stolen it from my brother. 
 
GaliGee: I don’t understand that. 
 
Makuta: You don’t have a big brother, do you? I mean, besides Onua, because he’s not your real 
brother. 
 
GaliGee: No, I don’t. 
 
Makuta: Imagine, then, if you did. A taller, stronger, dashingly handsome brother who was always 
perfect. Always pleasant. Always forgiving. And always taking the good stuff, and leaving you with 
mere scraps. Wouldn’t you want what was his? 
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GaliGee: Sure. It’s natural to envy your siblings. But you don’t have to go wrecking worlds because of 
it. THAT’s what makes you evil. 
 
Makuta: But I DO have to take over Mata Nui. Or at least try. It’s in my contract. 
 
GaliGee: Why did you take this job, anyway? Didn’t you know LEGO would never let the bad guys win? 
 
Makuta: Maybe the people at LEGO are planning for me to lose. But just between you and me, they’re 
in for a big surprise. 
 
GaliGee: What do you mean? 
 
Makuta: They think they control me. But they have unleashed the power of evil into the world, and it’s 
mightier than they know. I’m going to get my way, after all. 
 
GaliGee: You’re planning to outsmart LEGO and prevail against the Toa? 
 
Makuta: In a word, yes. 
 
GaliGee: That’s preposterous. 
 
Makuta: Think small, if you like. But I’m going to do it. You can try to stop me and get crushed. Or 
you can return to my loving arms and share in the spoils of my victory. Just think... I’ll make you the 
Princess of Darkness. 
 
GaliGee: Your loving arms? Puh-leeeeez! I’d rather do my taxes. And speaking of which... 
 
Makuta: Listen, if you won’t do it for my sake, think of the poor little motherless Rahkshi. They need 
love, too. They’re very affectionate little creatures. And you have so much love in your heart. You 
could bring joy to their dark little world, like Maria did for the von Trapp children. 
 
GaliGee: I think I’m going to be sick. Affectionate? I’d feel safer with a nest of cobras. You must be 
out of your mind. And it’s YOUR fault, not mine, that they have no mother. 
 
Makuta: [sigh] I guess I was wrong about you. I thought you were compassionate. 
 
GaliGee: Look, last time you tried to offer me money, and I said ‘no.’ Now you’re trying to make me 
feel loved and needed. That’s not working, either. What’s next? Fame? 
 
Makuta: Say... now there’s an idea. How about I get you a job as a writer for LEGO? You said that 
would be your dream job!  
 
GaliGee: Yes, but not if it means I have to work for you. 
 
Makuta: You could make me win in the official storyline. And then we could rule together! Muah hah 
hah hahaaack [cough] [cough] 
 
GaliGee: You’re insane, Makuta. 
 
Makuta: I’ll take that as a compliment. No, wait! I have an even better idea! I’ll make one of the Toa 
fall in love with YOU. Just pick one! I could probably pull that off. Even though I would be a little 
jealous, it would be worth it to have you on my side. 
 
GaliGee: Yeah, right. You would never be able to do that. Love is way out of your league, Makuta. 
Besides, I’m not interested. 
 
Makuta: Sheesh. What will it take to win you over? I can’t do puppy-dog eyes over the phone line... 
and I’m trying to make my voice sound as honey-like as possible...  
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GaliGee: Your voice sounds just as sinister and nasty as it does in the Mask of Light trailer. Face it, 
Makuta. I’m not falling for your lies. 
 
Makuta: Fine. Spurn me. Discard my love like it was yesterday’s rose. You’ll come to regret the 
coldness of your little blue plastic heart. [click] [ceiling collapses around me in a huge cloud of dust] 
 
 
Gaaah! Good thing I have that drywall contractor on speed-dial. This interview is dedicated to 
Baihumon, in appreciation for his outstanding MOC, GaliGee Omega, which is exactly how I look after 
I’ve seen someone spamming or flaming. (I’m almost as big as Makuta, ha ha!).  
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Road Trip with Makuta 
 
My loyal readers know that Makuta, Spirit of Evil, has a nasty habit of interrupting my phone 
calls. (See my story topic for those conversations.) But this time, he went a bit farther than that. 
Strap yourselves in, and read all about it! 
 
Chapter 1 
 
The doorbell rang. I jumped up from my computer and headed downstairs to answer it, expecting 
the UPS delivery man, or maybe the mail carrier. Instead, when I looked out the window, I saw 
the one person I least wanted to see at my door, ever. It was Makuta. 
 
The doorbell rang again as I turned the deadbolt and backed up, changing into my Omega form. 
My body grew larger and my arms and legs bulked up, and I gripped my weapons tightly. I 
clenched my jaw as I watched the door being wrenched off its hinges and slammed to the 
ground. The Spirit of Evil ducked through the doorway and walked over the door. 
 
"Don't be shy, my love!" he said cheerfully. "I'm here to take you for a little ride!" 
 
"Over my dead body!" I growled, crouching into a fighting stance. 
 
"Oh, I love it when you play hard-to-get, GaliGee," he grinned. He raised his staff, and a 
powerful shock wave knocked me flat onto my back. He pinned my arms to the floor and put one 
knee in the middle of my chest. "But I'm afraid I must insist that you change back to your regular 
form. I much prefer you as the sweet little blue librarian." 
 
On the verge of blacking out from pain and lack of oxygen, I complied. He smiled as he helped 
me to my feet. "That's better." He turned toward the door. I bolted for the phone. 
 
"Oh, no, you don't!" He grabbed me around the waist and dragged me outside. With the other 
arm he propped the door back up. "The wide open road awaits!" A long, sleek, black Coupe de 
Ville convertible was parked in front of the house, its well-polished chrome gleaming in the sun. 
He hauled me across the lawn and lifted me in. Then he leaned across me and buckled my seat 
belt. "Safety first, I always say." 
 
I glowered at him as he walked around the front of the car and got in. My chances of escape 
seemed remote at this point, so I resigned myself to listening to what he had to say. 
 
"Like my ride?" He glanced at me as he revved the engine. "I picked it out with you in mind. 
Well, that, and it was the only thing that I could fit into. It's not easy finding an car when you're 
over eight feet tall." He eased the Cadillac into the street and accelerated. 
 
"I must admit, it's nice. I was expecting something, well, creepier." I leaned back into the dark 
red plush seat and looked at him warily. 
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"I'm glad you like it," he smiled. "I only want you to be happy, you know." 
 
"Then why did you kidnap me? Turn around and take me home!" I demanded. 
 
He tipped his head back with a nasty, gravelly laugh. "Kidnap you? That sounds so… savage. I'll 
take you home, my angel. But not yet. First I must show you something." 
 
"What are you going to show me?" 
 
Makuta slid a CD into the dashboard and turned up the volume. The mellifluous voice of Frank 
Sinatra poured out of the speakers. "Just a little glimpse of your future, my darling." 
 
"My future?" I asked with alarm. 
 
"Relax," he crooned, putting his arm across the back of the seat. "Enjoy the ride." I slid forward 
to avoid touching him.  
 
He drove in silence for a few minutes. Then he turned his head and looked into the back seat. 
"Oh, boys, you can come out now. Meet your new mother." 
 
I watched with astonishment as the six Rahkshi popped up off the floor. They hissed as they 
looked at me. "New mother? You have got to be kidding, Makuta. And how did you fit them all 
in there?" 
 
"They fold up nice and compact when they need to," Makuta smiled. "I designed them well, don't 
you think?" 
 
I frowned at the Rahkshi. They hissed louder and nudged each other. 
 
"Now, you boys had better be on your best behavior," scolded Makuta. "I don't want to see any 
disrespect for GaliGee." The creatures sat back, silent. 
 
Makuta pulled the car into a gas station and rolled up to the pump. He got out and waved a 
SpeedPass at the tiger logo. "Guurakh, would you please?" The blue Rahkshi leaped out, 
unscrewed the gas cap, and began to fill the tank. Makuta got out and turned toward me. "Would 
you like something to drink, my sweet?" 
 
"No, thanks," I replied. 
 
"Oh, come on, it's my treat," he urged. 
 
"Well, all right, a diet Coke, then." 
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The Rahkshi were bouncing up and down and hissing. Makuta spoke to them. "Yeah, yeah, 
Cheetos and Mountain Dew, I heard you." He strolled into the store and pulled some items out of 
the racks and cooler. I could see the clerk's frightened face as she rang up the sale. 
 
The beasts in the back seat started to shove each other. Soon they were wrestling and snarling. 
Seeing an opportunity, I jumped out of the car and ran as fast as I could across the parking lot. 
Suddenly the pavement in front of me shattered and caved in. I was seized with terror and froze 
in my tracks. I felt myself being picked up, and I looked down to see Makuta's arm around me. 
"Nice try, my lovely, but it won't work." He put me back in the car and strapped me in. "Thanks, 
Panrahk and Turahk. You've earned your allowance this week, to be sure." They hissed with 
glee. 
 
Makuta handed me my Coke and set a cup of black coffee in the drink holder. Then he tossed six 
bags of chips and a six-pack of soda into the back seat. The creatures eagerly ripped into their 
snacks. "Hey, back there, careful not to mess up the upholstery!" My host turned to me and 
sighed. "Boys will be boys. They are so full of energy."  
 
"I can see that," I replied, rolling my eyes. 
 
He rolled out of the gas station and merged into the traffic. "Well, we're almost out of town. 
Your world has some nice scenery. But I still prefer mine, and I think you will, too." 
 
"Do you mean Mata Nui? Because that's NOT your world. It belongs to your brother." 
 
"Ha! That's what he thinks. But what he doesn't know won't hurt him, I say." 
 
"Wait a minute. Are you taking me to Mata Nui?" 
 
"Why yes, I am," he smiled. "Didn't you once say that you would love to go there?" 
 
"Yes, but not with you!" I gasped. 
 
"What if that was the only way you could ever see it? Because LEGO will never let you go there, 
you know. You're just a prototype. Not that it makes you any less lovely." He put his arm around 
my shoulders. 
 
"Then I'll just stay here, and use my imagination," I replied defiantly, squirming away. 
 
"I think you will change your mind, once we get there," he said with a sinister grin. "You'll never 
want to leave." 
 
I shivered in spite of the warm sunshine streaming into the convertible. As usual, Makuta was 
trying to win me over by using the things he knew I wanted. As usual, I would tell him 'no.' Still, 
I was very curious to see the beautiful island I had heard so much about. And maybe I would 
even get to see some of my favorite residents! But I would have to be very careful. After all, I 
was the guest of their most dangerous and malevolent enemy. 
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Another chilling thought struck me as we pulled onto the interstate. How long would this journey 
take? I was not looking forward to a long trip with these seven creeps. I turned to Makuta. "Do 
we have to go all the way to Denmark? Because the Toa--" 
 
Makuta groaned. "Those Toa. They're always kissing up to LEGO. They do everything the hard 
way. As for me, I use a sneaky little shortcut I found. We just have to get to Connecticut." 
 
I was relieved to hear this. But I shuddered at another thought. Would we be stopping for the 
night? Perhaps I should volunteer to drive, so that we wouldn't have to. At this moment Makuta 
interrupted my thoughts. "My darling, if you get tired, just lean over and rest your head in my 
lap. I don't need to sleep. I'm a spirit." 
 
Thank goodness, I thought. Although it was really creepy how he seemed to read my mind. I 
hoped I could stay awake, for his invitation was rather, well, uninviting. 
 
The Rahkshi were getting restless. They were poking each other with the tips of their staffs and 
hissing loudly. I could tell Makuta was becoming impatient, for he kept glancing back and 
frowning at them. Finally he declared loudly, "If there is any more horseplay back there, I'm 
stopping this car!" They quieted down for a few minutes. Then a fierce altercation broke out. 
Makuta, staring grimly ahead, pulled the car over onto the shoulder. 
 
"I don't care if Kurahk used his staff on you two! That's no excuse to fight in the car!" roared 
Makuta. He struck Vorahk and Lerahk with his weapon. "Now, you two move to opposite sides 
of the seat." Whimpering, they obeyed. Then he gave Kurahk a smack as well. He put the 
convertible in gear and drove back onto the road. "GaliGee, I'm sorry you had to see that. I think 
they're just a little excited today." 
 
"Right," I muttered. The scenery flew by for a while. I decided to ask a few questions. "So, why 
me, Makuta? Why are you picking on me?" 
 
Makuta laughed his strange, scary laugh. "Why you? Because you would be perfect for my mate. 
You're a Bionicle creature who's not already part of the storyline. And you bring me joy with 
your beauty and wit. I get lonely, all by myself in that big empty lair. It really needs a woman's 
touch." 
 
"Then why not make a female minion for yourself? One that won't resist you, like I keep doing?" 
 
Makuta looked at me. "You don't know much about minions, do you?" He set the cruise control 
and removed his foot from the gas pedal. 
 
"Well, no, I don't." 
 
"That idea has already occurred to me, believe me. But it's just not the same. The minions I 
create, or force into slavery, are loyal and trustworthy, most of the time. But they aren't really 
capable of independent thought. It's like having a beautiful puppet. No pleasant surprises, no 
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clever ideas... no challenges. I welcome a little bit of rebellion, you know. It makes things 
interesting." 
 
"But I've already told you 'no' twice. You're very stubborn." 
 
"You'll yield in due time, my pet. I just have to find the right enticement. And once you really 
get to know me, you'll be glad you did." 
 
"I'll never be happy with you, Makuta. You're evil." 
 
"Sure! But so are you, deep in your heart. I just have to awaken that in you." 
 
"Everyone has a bit of evil in them. But good is so much stronger." 
 
"You've been watching too many Disney movies, my dove." 
 
I rolled my eyes. "And I suppose you have big plans for me to help you to take over Mata Nui?" 
 
"Naturally. We will each work one side of the equation. I'll take care of the practical stuff on the 
island, like defeating the Toa. You'll infiltrate LEGO and get them to favor us in the storyline. 
They already know you over there. It'll be a simple matter to get them to hire you again, as a 
writer or something. And you'll use your position on BZPower to--oh, dear, I'm afraid I've said 
too much. I should really wait until you're officially on my side to give you the details. See, I'm 
just a fool for you." 
 
"Very flattering, Makuta. But I'm not buying it. I don't think you're capable of love." 
 
The Spirit of Evil sighed. "I suppose you think the pain of my loneliness isn't real, either." 
 
"If you were really lonely, you would give up on being evil and help someone. Then you would 
be loved." 
 
Makuta's voice turned hard. "We've already been through this, haven't we?" He turned and gave 
me a withering look, his dark blue eyes blazing. I swallowed hard and slumped down in my seat. 
Then he patted my knee. "Oh, I'm sorry, sweetheart, I didn't mean to frighten you. You know I 
would never hurt you." 
 
"I'm not so sure about that," I replied in a small voice. 
 
"Well, I wouldn't. As long as my hope is alive..." 
 
I glanced at him nervously. I realized I'd better keep his hope alive, if I wanted to stay that way, 
too. 
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Chapter 2 
 
By evening, we were driving through the beautiful rolling foothills of the Appalachian 
mountains. And as fast as Makuta was driving this big car--I had no idea exactly how fast, since 
the speedometer was pegged--it was running low on gas again. He pulled over into a gas station. 
This time he waved to Lerahk, who jumped out to pump the gas. 
 
As Makuta went inside for refreshments, I opened the glove compartment. There was a cell 
phone inside! Furtively, I ducked under the dashboard and dialed 911. The operator answered. 
"I've been kidnapped by a homicidal megalomaniac. He's driving a black Cadillac Coupe de 
Ville convertible--" I whispered. 
 
"Hold it, lady. A mega-what?" 
 
"A madman! He's a great big guy, like eight feet tall, black and red and silver, and I don't know 
where we are, but--" 
 
"I'll take that, dear," said the familiar gravelly voice as the phone was removed from my hand. 
"Shame on you!" He hung up the phone and put it back in the glove box, locking it. Then he 
looked at me angrily. I slunk down in the seat. "As if I weren't capable of protecting you from 
any danger that could ever threaten you." He dropped a package of cookies in my lap and set a 
diet Coke in my cup holder, then got in the car. 
 
We drove on for some time. Makuta made small talk, commenting on the scenery and traffic. I 
rode quietly, half-listening. I felt something poking the back of my neck, and I turned around to 
see what it was. But my neck stopped responding. I felt weak all over. Unable to move, I 
slumped toward the car door. 
 
Makuta chatted on. When he glanced over and saw that I was lying against the door with my 
eyes open, he reached over and shook me gently. "Princess, are you all right?" he asked. "What's 
going on--" Then he turned and looked into the back seat. I heard the Rahkshi sitting behind me 
emit a strange sound, something between a hiss and a snicker. Makuta pulled over the car and 
got out. "Vorahk!" he bellowed, striking the creature with his staff. "Never do that to GaliGee 
again! Do you want her to abandon us, and leave you motherless again?" Out of the corner of my 
eye, I could see him reach over to the simpering Rahkshi. Then he put his hand on my forehead, 
and I felt my strength return. "Better, my beloved?" 
 
"Yes, thanks, Makuta," I replied. The sensation of being completely powerless was extremely 
unnerving. Makuta started the convertible again, and we continued. "I'm so sorry, chérie. They 
are still getting used to the idea of a mother, and they don't know how to treat one yet." 
 
"They still don't have one," I muttered. 
 
"Oh, don't worry, you'll come to love them soon enough. They are really full of fun and vitality. 
They've done a lot to re-invigorate this old man!" he said proudly. Suddenly he changed his tone. 
"Hey! Stop kicking the back of my seat!" 
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I sighed and watched the forest passing on my right. This was going to be a long trip, indeed. 
 
We stopped at a drive-in hamburger restaurant to pick up some dinner. "What do you want, my 
dear?" asked Makuta. 
 
"Oh, I'm not really hungry," I replied, looking at my unopened bag of cookies. 
 
"You have to eat," Makuta insisted. "You'll lose those lovely blue curves!" 
 
I rolled my eyes. "OK, get me a cheeseburger with no onions, then, please." 
 
"What about you?" He leaned toward the back seat and listened to the cacophony of hissing. 
Then he turned and spoke to the terrified teenager at the window. "Six Mighty Kids Meals, with 
cheeseburgers and Cokes, a Big Mac, a cheeseburger, no onions, a super-sized order of fries, a 
large Coke and a diet Coke." Soon we had our food. The Rahkshi snarled and snapped as they 
ate, flinging wrappers out the car into the wind. They jabbed each other with their new toys. 
 
As we passed under a highway bridge, I heard a crashing sound and looked behind us. The 
overpass had collapsed into a pile of rubble. Makuta glanced at the rear view mirror and then 
screeched to a halt. "Guurahk!" Once again I winced as the Spirit of Evil disciplined his minion. 
 
"What should I do, GaliGee?" he asked me as he turned the key in the ignition. "You know 
something about children, don't you?" 
 
"They aren't children, Makuta," I shrugged. "They're your evil spawn."  
 
"But can you give me any suggestions?" 
 
"Well, I think you shouldn't give them so much caffeine. And maybe they need to get out and run 
around a little. You could pull over at the next rest stop and let them stretch their legs." 
 
"Brilliant!" he smiled. "I'm so glad you came along." 
 
"As if I had a choice," I grumbled. 
 
Makuta stopped at the next picnic area. The Rahkshi tumbled gleefully out of the car. They did 
cartwheels on the grass and jumped around, waving their staffs in the air. Then Turahk pulled up 
his feet and hovered off the ground. The others joined him in a game of flying tag. Makuta 
smiled proudly as he watched them. "Yes, they just needed a little time to get their wiggles out," 
he beamed. 
 
"I hope it helps," I replied. I looked over at the picnic table. Panrahk had landed on it, and he was 
lifting his staff. The table shattered into tiny fragments of concrete. He hopped up and down 
triumphantly in the dust. Lerahk hissed at him and raised his own staff, plunging it into the 
ground. Instantly all the grass turned brown in an expanding circle. 
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"OK, boys, time to go," called Makuta quickly. We got back into the Coupe de Ville and were on 
our way. 
 
Night fell, and the moon was out. The cool evening air blew against my face, and the stars shone 
brightly in the dark blue velvet sky. If I hadn't been riding next to the Spirit of Evil, with his 
hissing offspring in the back seat, I would really have been enjoying myself. 
 
Finally, I began to get sleepy. I looked over at Makuta. His eyes were fixed on the road. He had 
positioned the bench seat all the way back, with the back inclined at an angle of about 45 
degrees. Even so, he was almost too big to fit. And there was no question of putting the top up. 
He was humming to himself and tapping his fingers on the steering wheel. I leaned back into the 
soft foam and closed my eyes, lulled by the noise of the wind, the engine, and the wheels on the 
road. 
 
I woke with a start. I had been dreaming about a strange road trip with Makuta. Then I realized it 
was true, and I was lying with my head in Makuta's lap. I sat bolt upright and looked at him 
suspiciously in the bright daylight. 
 
"Ah, my angel, you're awake," he said serenely. "Did you sleep well?" 
 
I frowned at him. 
 
"Your coyness is charming, but it's really unnecessary," he smiled. "It looked like your pretty 
little neck was hurting, all scrunched up in the seat like that. So I just helped you get 
comfortable." He put a Nat King Cole CD into the player and began to sing along. 
"Unforgettable… that's what you are…" 
 
Panrahk was hissing in the back seat. Makuta replied to him, "No, we're not there yet. But we're 
well over halfway there. Soon we'll be in New York City." 
 
The Rahkshi seemed happy to hear this, and they started jumping in unison, making the Cadillac 
bounce up and down. Makuta yelled at them to stop. 
 
We pulled over for gas and breakfast. Vorahk filled the tank this time. Makuta handed me an egg 
and cheese biscuit and a cup of coffee. "What a lovely day for a drive," he sang as he tossed a 
bag of breakfast to the hungry Rahkshi. He got into the car and took a sip of coffee. Then he put 
the transmission in gear and rolled down the driveway. 
 
"What are you snickering at, Guurahk?" he asked as he merged into the traffic. Suddenly a huge 
explosion rocked the car. I looked behind us and saw a giant fireball engulf the gas station. 
Makuta gunned the engine, and we sped onto the highway. "You'll pay for that next time we 
stop, you rascal!" warned Makuta, his jaw clenched. 
 
"What are you going to do when the police catch up with you, Makuta?" I asked. 
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The Spirit of Evil laughed. "They won't touch me," he grinned. Somehow I didn't doubt that. 
 
Soon we could see the skyline of the big city. Makuta drove up through Manhattan. "Just to 
amuse you, my darling," he said. I sat up to get a good view of the city, with its magnificent 
skyscrapers and historic cultural sights. As we drove through the Wall Street financial district, 
Turahk stood up in the back seat and started waving his staff. The crowds of people waiting to 
cross the street started screaming and stampeding. Cars cut across traffic, causing gridlock and 
accidents. Panicked hordes began to stream out of the subway stations. Bike messengers spun 
around and rode as fast as they could in the opposite direction. Soon alarms were going off, and 
fires broke out as cars slammed into one another trying to get away from the unseen terror. 
 
Makuta turned around. "Sit down and stop that!" he yelled. "That makes two of you I'll have to 
punish next time we stop!" He gripped the wheel with exasperation and drove onto the sidewalk 
to get around a collision, knocking over a hot dog vendor's cart and a newsstand. Then he 
swerved into some landscaping and, with the bumper full of boxwood branches, plowed through 
a bicycle rack and into an alley. He wove in and out of the streets like a taxi driver-swearing like 
one, too. Finally we made it back to the interstate. 
 
As Makuta pulled over at the first rest stop, the Rahkshi began hissing again. "No, we're not 
there yet!" shouted Makuta, still annoyed. He beat Guurahk and Turahk with his staff. Then he 
removed the dirt and leaves from the grille. We got back on the road. "I hear you have to be 
consistent with them," he remarked to me grimly. 
 
"Yes, that's what they say," I replied. I added to myself, "But with those beasts, I'm not sure 
anything would improve their character." 
 
"We'll be there soon. I can't wait to show you the paradise you'll share with me." 
 
I sighed. I had no idea what to expect. And I was weary from sleep deprivation and worry. I just 
wanted the whole thing to be over. 
 
After a couple more hours of driving, we reached Enfield. Makuta pulled off onto one of the 
exits and navigated through the side streets until we got to Taylor Road. He smiled broadly as he 
eased the convertible into the parking lot of the LEGO headquarters. "Even LEGO doesn't know 
about this little shortcut. But if they ever discover it, I'll just make a new one." 
 
He parked the car at the remotest point of the lot, next to a natural wooded area with granite 
boulders, trees, and underbrush. He got out of the car and stretched to his full height. The 
Rahkshi hissed excitedly. "Yes, my pets, we're here," he smiled. They bounced out of the car. 
Makuta waved at them to be silent, then opened my door and helped me out. "Shhhh…" he 
whispered. "Follow me, my lovely." He went into the woods. The Rahkshi and I walked after 
him down a narrow path until we got to a cave. Makuta bent over and stepped inside. It became a 
tunnel, dark and gloomy. After a few minutes of walking, the passage opened up into a wide 
chamber. It was dark and damp, and it smelled of mold and rot. In the dim glow of a lightstone, I 
saw a circular stone door with the familiar Makuta monolith symbol engraved on it. Makuta 
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waved his staff, and the door rose with the sound of grinding stone. Red light streamed out of the 
opening. Makuta put his arm around my shoulder and gestured toward the door. 
 
"Home, sweet home," he grinned. 
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Chapter 3 
 
The Rahkshi scrambled to get around us and go inside, but Makuta held up his hand. "Ah, ah, 
ladies first," he scolded. 
 
I looked at the strange red light coming out of the opening and then at Makuta. "Five minutes 
ago we were in a parking lot in Enfield, Connecticut, and now you want me to believe we're in 
Mangaia, deep beneath the surface of Mata Nui?" 
 
"Believe it, because it's true!" 
 
"Well, even if it is... how did you do it?" 
 
"I'm supernatural, honey," he replied with a wink. "Come on in, and make yourself at home." 
 
I stepped through the doorway and entered a huge cavernous chamber. I recoiled as I heard 
strange rattling and whirring noises in the dark. Makuta spoke reassuringly. "It's just my 
bodyguards. They won't hurt you as long as they know you're in my favor." 
 
Several Manas crept up to me and appeared to sniff at me with their antennae. Even though I 
found him unpleasantly creepy, I moved a little closer to Makuta until they went away. 
 
"You wouldn't believe how long it took me to rebuild those towers after your buddies wrecked 
them." Makuta rolled his eyes. "And they accuse ME of causing destruction on Mata Nui. This 
way to the living room." 
 
I followed him through another round doorway into an even larger room. This one had a few 
lightstones scattered about and smelled faintly of air freshener. There was some stone furniture 
in one corner. The rest of the room was empty. The Rahkshi bounded past us and disappeared 
into one of the many tunnel openings in the walls. 
 
"This place is rather stark," I remarked. 
 
"Well, it has a few hidden features," replied Makuta. He waved his staff, and a platform rotated 
along with part of the wall, revealing a tall rack of home theater equipment, a big-screen 
television monitor, a desk with a computer, and a large bookshelf. I was shocked to see a picture 
of my avatar, enlarged and framed, on the desk. "I have to hide all that stuff when I hear anyone 
from the storyline coming. LEGO thinks it's all primitive down here." 
 
"I see." 
 
"But you're right, darling, it's awfully plain. I can make it look like Ga-Koro, if you prefer." 
Suddenly the room was filled with fountains and lily pads. The soothing sound of running water 
mingled with the soft croaking of Ghekula, and water bugs skated on the surface of the pools. 
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"Wow, that's impressive," I said in spite of myself. I bent to pick one of the orange flowers. But 
my hand went right through it. "This stuff isn't real!" I exclaimed. 
 
"Of course not. That's why I need you here. You can grow me some real flowers." 
 
"Not without light," I shrugged. "But light doesn't seem to be your thing." 
 
"I'm not partial to it. But you can have a little to work with, if you need it. I'll steal--er, mine--
some lightstones for you." 
 
"No wonder Takanuva is going to be your worst enemy," I remarked. 
 
Makuta seemed to grow a couple of feet taller. "Don't you EVER speak that name again!" he 
roared, so loudly that it made my ears ring. His eyes flashed with anger. 
 
"I--I won't," I promised meekly. 
 
Makuta calmed down, smiled, and patted my head. "I'm sorry, my sweet. It's just that... well... 
you understand, don't you?" 
 
"I guess so," I stammered. 
 
"Well, I must tend to a family matter now. The Rahkshi need a little--what do you call it in your 
world?--'tough love.' If you'll excuse me for a few minutes..." 
 
He vanished down the corridor where the Rahkshi had gone. A few seconds later I heard strange, 
disturbing sounds, like muffled blows and eerie moans and screams. As horrid as his offspring 
were, and as badly behaved, I still cringed to think what was happening to them. 
 
I realized that this would be a good opportunity to look around. Maybe I could find something of 
use to the Toa! I glanced at the computer. Makuta would certainly notice if I turned it on, so I 
decided I'd better not. I crept around the walls, looking into the passageways. At the end of one 
of them, I saw a room filled with weapons. In another, there was something that looked like a 
kitchen, with a primitive oven in one corner. A fire burned inside it, seemingly with no fuel. 
 
I turned toward a third passageway, but as I tried to step inside, I bounced off an unseen barrier. I 
heard a sound behind me and spun quickly around. Makuta walked up to me as I backed into the 
invisible wall. He put his hands on the wall on either side of my head and leaned toward me until 
his Mask of Shadow was a few inches from my Kaukau Nuva. 
 
"Exploring a little, my love?" he smiled. His breath reeked of sulfur and ashes. "Don't be 
disappointed if I don't let you see all of the secrets of my lair right away. After all, you haven't 
revealed all of your secrets to me yet, either." 
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My mind raced as fast as my heart. "If I drop suddenly," I thought, "and push off the wall with 
my feet, maybe I can roll between his legs." At this moment the wall behind me disappeared, and 
I fell onto my back. 
 
Makuta laughed and extended his hand to help me up. "Would you like to see what your so-
called friends, the Toa, are doing right now?" 
 
"Sure," I said, glancing uneasily at him. 
 
He led me into the passage, which twisted and turned as it went deeper into the ground. I made a 
mental note of all the tunnel intersections so I could tell the Toa later. Makuta stopped and turned 
around. "Don't bother to try to remember where we're going, dearest," he said. "I'll have it all 
changed around by the time anyone could get down here." 
 
I smiled weakly. He continued down the tunnel, stopping in a wide clearing. He waved his staff, 
and part of the wall became transparent. On the other side, the six Toa stood together. Tahu was 
wearing the Vahi. The Bohrok-Kal seemed frozen in a battle with the Exo-Toa armor.  
 
"That's really them?" I asked, incredulous. They looked very real, but I didn't trust Makuta. 
 
"Yes, darling, that's really them." 
 
"Then why aren't they moving?" 
 
"Because that's where the storyline last left off. No one knows what'll happen next. The people at 
LEGO have some plans, but nothing is really certain." 
 
"And you don't know the future, either." 
 
Makuta laughed. "I'm good, but I'm not THAT good." He waved the staff again, and the wall was 
restored to ordinary stone. "Tahu thinks he's so hot, with his cheesy little mask. He has no idea 
what he's messing with, playing with such dangerous little trinkets!" 
 
"I'm sure he'll figure it out," I replied, confident in the Toa. 
 
"Yeah, maybe. But I can't wait to see the look on his face when he finds out he's not the leader of 
the Toa anymore. I'm really going to have some fun with that." 
 
"I think Tahu's love for his people is more important to him than his pride," I remarked. "He'll 
get used to it." 
 
"Always the Pollyanna version of things. That's what makes you so charming," Makuta chuckled 
as he led me back down the passageway. "Get real. Tahu's a boiling cauldron of negative 
emotions. And Gali, she's about to rip his head off for splitting up the Toa. That alone will 
probably divide them more! And my Rahkshi are really going to capitalize on all that." 
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"What do you mean?" 
 
"Look at them. Tahu thinks he's so brave. But Turahk will reduce him to a quivering bowl of 
jello. Gali thinks she'll unite the Toa. But Guurahk will fragment their unity as he busts up their 
villages. Pohatu--he thinks he'll encourage everyone to fight their hardest. Until Panrahk the 
Disintegrator smashes his plans, and his rocks, to dust. Onua, the strong one, will see his strength 
get sapped by Vorahk, who will turn it against him. Lewa will watch his pretty jungle wilt into 
brown slime at the hands of Lerahk. And Kopaka, who's so happy with his self-control-he'll 
behave no better than Tahu when Kurahk turns him into a raging maniac." 
 
I was horrified. Makuta had planned well, tailoring each Rahkshi to his respective Toa. I would 
remember this and tell Pohatu next time I called him to do research for my current epic. 
 
"But you don't have to worry your pretty little head about any of that, my love," continued 
Makuta. "I'll take care of the Toa. You just watch out for our little Rahkshi, and tend to them if 
anything bad happens to them." 
 
I shuddered. Playing nurse to the Rahkshi was not what I wanted to do with my life. Makuta 
must have seen my face, for he offered another alternative. "If you want to be more involved in 
the action, I can give you water powers, if you like. You'll be as powerful as Gali! But you know 
I'd never let you be in the front lines of a fight. It would devastate me if anything happened to 
you." 
 
"Look, I'm not going to work for you, anyway. It doesn't matter what powers you want to give 
me." 
 
Makuta put his hand on my forehead for a moment, then removed it. "Try your new powers," he 
urged. "You might just like them." 
 
I looked at him suspiciously. Then I raised my hands. A jet of water shot from them, hitting the 
wall and spraying us both. 
 
"You're a natural!" he crowed. "You'll do my gardening, be a governess for the Rahkshi, and take 
care of anyone that gets past the Manas. Oh, I'm going to be so happy with you here." 
 
"But I'm not staying," I protested. 
 
"We'll see about that, my beloved," he replied. We emerged into the living room again. Kurahk 
was sitting on the stone couch watching a Linkin Park music video. The other Rahkshi were 
wrestling over the remote control. "Give me that!" Makuta yelled, yanking the remote out of the 
middle of the scuffle. "Now, take turns!" He handed it to Kurahk. "And turn that thing down!" 
 
"Don't they ever calm down?" I wondered. 
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"No, they're built for action. It's not easy keeping them busy until they'll be needed. But say, I 
have an idea. How would you boys like to take GaliGee for a little sight-seeing tour of Mata Nui 
while I catch up on my paperwork?" 
 
The Rahkshi bounced over to me excitedly. Makuta switched on the computer. "You wouldn't 
believe how many messages clog up my mailbox whenever I leave for a couple of days. This 
way I can get some work done, while you see how lovely the island really is. Because someday 
it'll all be ours." He took the mouse and launched his e-mail program. 
 
Turahk and Guurahk each took one of my arms and led me toward the exit. "Now, take good 
care of her! And don't let anyone see you!" called Makuta over his shoulder. They hissed their 
promises. 
 
We came to the Manas, who approached and sniffed at me again before letting us through. The 
Rahkshi led me up a different tunnel. After a long, tiring climb in the dark, we emerged into the 
open air. I caught my breath as I recognized the beautiful stone pillars of Kini-Nui. 
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Chapter 4 
 
As I stood marveling at the sight of the magnificent stone temple, the Rahkshi were hissing at 
each other and glancing at me. Then Lerahk turned and hissed at me. 
 
"I'm afraid I don't understand," I shrugged, wishing I had a Rau. 
 
Turahk walked over to a patch of bare earth and made scratch marks with the tip of his staff. I 
recognized the outline of the island. Then he drew the symbols for the villages--three horizontal 
wavy lines for Ga-Koro, a snowflake for Ko-Koro, and so on. He stepped back and gestured to 
me. 
 
I smiled and pointed to Ga-Koro. "Then could we please see the other Wahi after that?" 
 
The Rahkshi nodded and hissed enthusiastically. Guurahk jumped next to me and hovered about 
two feet off the ground in the strange reclining position the Rahkshi used to fly, with his feet 
together in front of him and his arms hanging down. I understood that he was offering me a ride. 
With considerable trepidation I climbed into his lap. 
 
I was worried that a Matoran would see us and confuse me with Gali. But since I'm somewhat 
smaller than a real Toa, and the Rahkshi are rather tall, I was able to sit with my legs crossed and 
my arms wrapped around Guurahk's legs, without being very visible from the ground. It was 
actually rather comfortable his in lap. 
 
The other Rahkshi were soon airborne, and we soared down the Hura-Mafa River toward Ga-
Koro. Presently I could see Naho Bay shimmering in the distance. The village was lovely. From 
the air it looked like a beautiful water garden, with its brilliant green lily pads and rounded huts 
decorated with garlands of orange and yellow flowers. Boats were tied at the dock, and a few 
villagers were sitting outside, weaving and talking. They had apparently repaired the waterfall 
Kaukau statue after the Pahrak attack, and Guurahk headed straight for it. He swooped down and 
flew under the waterfall. I felt the cool spray on my face and smiled. The others followed us. 
Then Guurahk shot far up in the air and turned around. This time he flew through the waterfall. 
The force of the water threw me back against him. I laughed as I shook off the water. Guurahk 
hissed back. 
 
Then I saw a small boat in the water. As the Rahkshi approached it, I recognized Maku and 
Hahli, who were pulling in a net full of fish. I resisted the urge to wave at them. Guurahk flew 
close to the boat and poked it with his staff. The boat splintered into fragments. I turned my head 
as we passed and watched the Matorans climb onto two of the floating pieces. I could hear Maku 
cursing. 
 
"Why did you do that?" I demanded. Guurahk just snickered. He gained some altitude and 
headed west. I surmised that we were headed for Po-Koro. Suddenly Guurahk spread his legs 
apart, and I was falling. I screamed, grabbing at the air. Then I felt myself hit something, and I 
looked around to see that Panrahk had caught me. He hissed at me. I heaved a sigh of relief and 
settled into his lap. 
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As we flew northwest, the terrain changed from verdant plains to golden desert with rocky cliffs. 
Panrahk dipped into the quarry, and I caught my breath at the sight of the amazing striped stone 
and the magnificent Kanohi statues. He flew under a natural stone arch and zoomed toward the 
twin spires holding the giant Koli ball above the stone gate of Po-Koro. I saw Hafu working on 
one of the damaged Path of Prophecy sculptures. Panrahk buzzed over the Matoran’s head and 
jabbed his staff into the carving. Cracks shot through the rock, and it crumbled to the ground. 
Hafu waved his pickaxe angrily in the air as we rose into the sky again. 
 
I frowned. This was horrible! Wrecking the Matorans’ work, for no good reason. Makuta’s 
progeny were evil creatures, indeed. As I thought about this, once again I found myself falling 
through the air, and I panicked for a moment until Vorahk caught me. I was beginning to see a 
pattern. 
 
It was a short flight to Onu-Wahi. Vorahk dove straight for the tunnel opening as the taxi crab 
dispatcher dove for cover. He zoomed down the tunnel, which was pitch-black except for the 
occasional lightstone, as I hung on for dear life. The Rahkshi hissed loudly, presumably just to 
hear their own echoes. 
 
We emerged in Onu-Koro, with its smooth round earthen huts in the amber glow. Vorahk 
seemed to know his way around, choosing the passage that led to the lightstone mine. We 
swooped into the main chamber, and my eyes were dazzled by the thousands of twinkling lights 
all around. Taipu was lifting a large boulder, and as Vohrak flew by, he touched the Matoran 
with his staff. Suddenly weak, Taipu dropped the stone on his foot. I heard his yell resonating 
inside the mine as Vohrak turned sharply and led the way out of the tunnel system, tapping Taipu 
again as we flew by. 
 
This time I was expecting to be dropped, so it was merely unsettling rather than terrifying, and of 
course it was Kurahk who caught me. We flew over the brilliant white peaks of Ko-Wahi, now 
soaring toward the sun, now flying deep into a crevasse. We reached Ko-Koro and buzzed the 
glittering temple. Matoro and Kopeke were standing next to an ice bridge, talking quietly. 
Kurahk waved his staff, and a violent argument broke out, apparently over nothing. The sound of 
their voices caused the snow at the top of Mount Ihu to start sliding. The Matorans ran for shelter 
as an avalanche roared down the side of the mountain, sending the broken shards of the ice 
bridge plummeting into the canyon below. I shivered, but it was not from the cold. 
 
Kurahk dropped me into Lerahk’s lap. He led us down below the tree line, and then the conifer 
forest gave way to the lush jungles of Le-Wahi. I could feel the humid warmth and hear the 
myriad of wild creatures chirping, squawking, and buzzing as we skimmed the treetops. 
Something was flying toward us, and soon I could make out Kongu on his Kahu. Lerahk shot 
straight at him. Kongu directed his bird to the left, but Lerahk mirrored his move, so Kongu 
swerved right. Again Lerahk changed direction. It looked like we would hit the Matoran head 
on! At the last second Kongu plunged downward, narrowly avoiding a collision, but the Kahu 
lost control and smashed into the branches of a tree. Kongu spouted a stream of Le-Koronan 
expletives as he went down. 
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I saw Tamaru swinging from a vine in a tall tree, and Lerahk veered downward toward it. He 
touched the tree with his staff as he flew over. Instantly the tree turned brown and rotten, and as 
it began to fall, I heard Tamaru yelling as he desperately groped for another vine. He swung 
away just as the tree crashed to the forest floor. Apparently that was enough mischief for Lerahk, 
because then he let me fall into Turahk’s lap. 
 
Turahk carried me over the top of the Mangai, and I clutched his legs tightly as I looked down 
through the heat waves into the fiery crater. Magma boiled fiercely over the top edge. We 
followed the lava flow down the side of the mountain toward the stark black fortress of Ta-Koro. 
He zoomed toward Kapura and Takua, who were lava surfing near the village. As Turahk 
swooped over, he waved his staff at them. Suddenly they lost their nerve and wobbled on their 
boards, shrieking in fear. Kapura grabbed at the air as his balance failed, and his leg slipped into 
the lava. Takua shook his fist at the sky as he surfed over to help his friend. 
 
Turahk swung around in a wide circle and headed back for Kini-Nui. The other Rahkshi caught 
up and hissed at him. Then they flew below us. Turahk dropped me, and I fell for several bios, 
wondering what new evil trick they had in mind for me. I was pretty sure they wouldn’t kill me, 
because Makuta would not be pleased. But how far would they let me fall? I began to panic. 
 
The Rahkshi caught me all at once, two grasping each leg and one at each arm. My stomach was 
queasy. I was lying on my back, looking up at the clouds and the strange creatures holding me. 
They flew for a little while, losing altitude, and then they let go. I had no idea how far below me 
the ground was. I finally landed with a sickening splat on my back in a swamp. 
 
The Rahkshi swarmed overhead, hissing and snickering. I stood up, coughing, and brushed some 
of the muck off my arm. Then I remembered my water powers. I held my hands above my head 
and washed myself off. When Guurahk hovered next to me to pick me up again, I blasted him 
with a high-pressure jet of water. He tumbled into the swamp. It was my turn to laugh. 
 
Then it occurred to me that if I escaped the Rahkshi, the Matorans would probably give me 
refuge until someone from LEGO could get me off the island. I looked around. Le-Koro would 
be straight ahead, if my sense of direction wasn’t completely confused. I ran through the bushes. 
It didn’t take long, however, for me to feel a staff poking me in the back. I collapsed, all my 
strength gone. Vorahk scooped me up and carried me back to Kini-Nui. He lay me in the grass 
and touched me again with his staff. I felt my arms and legs responding again, and I got to my 
feet. The Rahkshi were standing around me, staffs ready. 
 
“It’s all right, I’ll come along peacefully,” I sighed. They stepped back. Turahk loped toward a 
hole in the ground, and we all followed him down the tunnel to Makuta’s lair. 
 
The Rahkshi and I entered the living room. Makuta was still working at the computer. He turned 
to me and smiled. Over his shoulder I could see that he was reading a BZPower news story. "Ah, 
you have returned, my precious," he smiled as he rose from his chair. "And how did you like 
your tour of the island? Is it as lovely as you imagined?" 
 
"Even more than I dreamed, Makuta," I replied. "I can't believe you want to ruin it." 
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Makuta laughed. "I'm not going to do anything bad to the island, my love. All I want to do is 
shift the alliances of the inhabitants." 
 
The Rahkshi were squabbling over the Xbox controller. Makuta studied them for a moment and 
then spoke again. "And did my sons treat you well?" 
 
I glanced at the snarling monsters who had frightened me on purpose, harassed my favorite 
Matorans, dumped me in the swamp, and laughed at me. I suspected the only reason they hadn't 
been even more vicious was out of fear of their master. But somehow I couldn't stand the idea of 
listening to them get beaten again. So I looked at Makuta and answered, "Yes, they were very 
respectful." 
 
The Rahkshi dropped the Xbox and crowded around me, rubbing their strange reptilian faces 
against my neck. "Makuta!" I cried in alarm. "Call off your beasts!" 
 
"GaliGee, they like you! Look at them. I've never seen them so affectionate." Makuta inclined 
his head. "You wouldn't be covering up for them, now, would you?" 
 
"I--er, well--" 
 
"It's all right. I'm just delighted to see how they have warmed up to you! You have such a way 
with young creatures." 
 
I winced. This was almost worse than listening to the Rahkshi get beaten. 
 
"And it's nice to know that you're capable of lying, my dear. You're not very good at it yet, but 
I've got plenty of time. All the time in the world." 
 
Now I'm becoming like him, I groaned to myself. Correction: this was WORSE than listening to 
the Rahkshi get beaten. 
 
He put his hand under my chin and lifted my face toward his. "And if you can lie about that, 
maybe you've been lying all along about not wanting me." 
 
Correction: much, MUCH worse. 
 
"Oh, I've been telling the truth about that," I protested, vowing to myself never to lie again. "I--" 
 
Makuta waved his hand. "We'll talk about that later." He gestured towards his offspring, who had 
started their Halo game and were eagerly blasting enemy soldiers, and said in a low voice, "They 
may seem tough on the outside, but their little psyches are still fragile. I don't want them to 
experience any separation anxiety." 
 
I rolled my eyes. Everything I did or said, he managed to turn against me somehow. 
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"Come, my lovely, let's have dinner. You must be famished after all that sight-seeing." He led 
me down a corridor that opened up into a wide dining hall. A stone table was laden with a 
sumptuous feast. Eight china plates with steaming roast beef, potatoes, vegetables, and French 
bread were flanked by crystal goblets and fine silverware on linen napkins. A giant vase of fresh 
flowers and two candles stood in the center, and there was a bottle of wine wrapped in a cloth at 
the head of the table. Makuta pulled out the chair at the other end of the table for me. 
 
"Is this food real?" I asked warily. 
 
"Of course, my kitten. I had it catered." 
 
"There are caterers that will come down here?" I asked skeptically. 
 
Makuta laughed. "Oh, no. I called them and said that LEGO was having a corporate banquet. 
Then I hijacked the truck in the parking lot and brought everything down here. And don't tell the 
children, but I ordered a little surprise for their midnight snack." He gestured at a stack of pizza 
boxes on a cart in the corner. 
 
I sat down. Makuta called the Rahkshi, who tumbled into the room making snapping noises with 
their jaws. "Now, boys, I hope I won't have to remind you of the manners I taught you. We are in 
the company of a lady." 
 
They took their seats. Makuta stood by his chair. "Let us enjoy the first of many meals we will 
share around this table as a family." He poured two glasses of wine, walked over, and offered 
one to me. 
 
"Thanks, but I don't drink," I said. 
 
"Oh, come now, this is a special occasion." He held out the glass until I finally took it. He raised 
his own glass and clinked it against mine. "To our eternal love." 
 
I set the glass down. "No, no, you must drink," he insisted. 
 
He leaned over me, and his eyes begin to glow fiercely. "All right," I murmured, taking a sip. He 
smiled and did likewise, then returned to his seat. 
 
"Go ahead, boys," he said to the Rahkshi. They gobbled their food with relish. Then Kurahk 
picked up a piece of bread and lobbed it across the table at Vorahk's head. Vorahk took a forkful 
of potatoes and flipped it at Kurahk. 
 
Makuta pushed his chair back and stood up. The Rahkshi bent their heads down over their plates 
and resumed eating, quietly. The Spirit of Evil sat down again. 
 
I picked at the stolen food. I was hungry, but I didn't really feel like eating. Makuta noticed this 
and urged me cheerfully to eat. I took a few bites. 
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The Rahkshi hissed at Makuta. "Yes, you may be excused. Take your plates to the kitchen as you 
go." 
 
They obeyed and left us alone. Makuta took a sip of wine and looked at me. "I hope you don't 
mind, darling, but I logged onto BZPower as you and gave myself a few proto energy boosts. 
That way I can get a copper Huna." 
 
"You made yourself an Outstanding BZPower Citizen? Yes, I do mind!" I said indignantly. 
 
"That little plastic Mask of Victory will go so well with my collection of real ones that I sto--er, 
found all over the island," he smiled, gesturing at the wall behind him. In the shadows I could 
make out a row of masks mounted on the wall. There were several infected Haus, an infected 
Miru, and six copper Hunas, among others. 
 
"That's despicable!" I frowned. 
 
"Harmless fun! I'm really proud of my collection," he replied. "Drink up. You've barely touched 
your wine." 
 
"No thanks, it just makes me sleepy." 
 
"Ah, sleep. Yes, you must be tired after your long day. After supper I'll fix up the couch for you. 
For once I wish I had a bed." 
 
I was glad he didn't. "The couch will be just fine," I said quickly. I was getting very drowsy after 
what seemed like the longest day of my life. 
 
"But first, a little dessert," he said, clapping twice. Turahk appeared in the doorway. "Coffee, 
please. And some cognac. Open that bottle of XO." Turahk disappeared again and returned in a 
few minutes with two cups of coffee, a pitcher of cream, a bowl of sugar, and two snifters of 
cognac on a tray. He set it on the table and bounced out again. 
 
Makuta rose from his seat. He put the tray next to my placemat and took a coffee and cognac for 
himself. Then he walked over to a cart and picked up two small dishes. He took my plate and set 
a crème brulée in front of me.  
 
Crème brulée happens to be my favorite dessert. "How did you know--" I began. 
 
"Oh, I know a lot about you," replied Makuta with a grin. "Enjoy, my dove." He took a sip of 
coffee. "So, just tell me what you need to be comfortable down here, and I'll have everything 
sent in. I can't wait to put your name on my mailbox." 
 
"I don't want to stay, Makuta. I just want to go home." 
 
"After all I've shown you? After all the time we've spent together? You are still reluctant?" 
Makuta sighed. "Are you sure, my angel? I can make you immortal, you know." 
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I shuddered at the thought of living forever with the Spirit of Evil. "Yes, I'm sure," I replied. 
 
"Well, I always say, before you make a big decision, you'd better sleep on it. If you still want to 
go, I'll take you home in the morning." 
 
I was relieved, although I had my doubts that he would keep his word. Against my better 
judgment, I ate all of the crème brulée. Makuta finished his cognac and stood up. "Well, let's get 
you settled for the night." He led me back to the living room, where he arranged some blankets 
and a pillow on the couch. I looked at him suspiciously and lay down. I closed my eyes, but I 
was too nervous to sleep. Finally the fatigue and the sound of the artificial waterfalls got the 
better of me, and I dozed off. 
 
I woke and rubbed my eyes. I couldn't tell night from day in this place, but it felt as if I had slept 
for some time. Makuta was sitting next to my head with his hand on my shoulder, reading a 
book. The Rahkshi were sprawled on the floor next to the couch, in the midst of pizza crusts and 
boxes and crumpled caffeine-free Coke cans. They were snoring loudly. 
 
"Good morning, my darling." Makuta closed his book, a hardback copy of Mein Kampf. He saw 
me looking at it and smiled. "A rank amateur. No wonder his thousand-year reich lasted only a 
decade." He tossed the book onto the desk. I sat up and read a few of the titles in the bookshelf. 
Dostoyevsky’s Crime and Punishment. The Complete Works of the Marquis de Sade. CIA Field 
Expedient Incendiary Manual. I averted my eyes. 
 
"I'm a bit of a history buff," he explained. "So, have you changed your mind yet, my lovely? Will 
you be staying, after all?" He took my hand and kissed it. 
 
"No, Makuta," I sighed, pulling my hand away. I was all out of ideas. I just hoped there was 
some spark of mercy inside that evil soul. "Please take me home." 
 
Makuta stood and picked up his staff. I cringed and pulled the blankets around me, as if that 
would somehow protect me. "Then let's go," he replied quietly. 
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Chapter 5 
 
Makuta gently shook the Rahkshi awake. "Come on, boys, we have to take GaliGee home now." 
They groaned, rolled over onto their spiky backs, and got up, looking very forlorn. 
 
I looked at Makuta. "You know, even though I'm not staying, I do want to thank you for showing 
me Mata Nui. It really is an amazingly beautiful place. And you're right, this is probably the only 
time I'll ever get to see it." 
 
"I'm in no hurry to take you home, my angel," he grinned. "If you'd like to stay one more day, I'd 
be happy to show you around some more myself." 
 
"One more day?" I asked. This was an intriguing idea. Makuta could probably show me some 
interesting things. I thought back on all he had shown me already--a road trip through beautiful 
countryside in a big, comfortable car, a tour of paradise with his energetic sons, and a fine dinner 
in his cozy lair. And he had even given me water powers! Suddenly all my fears seemed 
unfounded. He had never done anything to hurt me. In his powerful and intelligent company, I 
would be protected from any danger. "All right," I replied. "I'll stay one more day." 
 
The Rahkshi perked up. They danced around the room for a moment hissing at each other, then 
bounded for the exit. Makuta laughed as he watched them leave. "Look how happy you have 
made them!" 
 
I shrugged. "Yes, well..." 
 
"And you have made me happy, too," he added. "You know, you could stay forever, and make 
me really happy." He wrapped his arms around me. 
 
For the first time, I didn't want to run away. I looked up at Makuta and saw his warm smile, and I 
felt the strength of his embrace. Then I knew that I had found the home my heart had been 
seeking for so long. I put my arms around his neck. "Yes, I will stay with you forever." 
 
The Rahkshi came back in, arms full of fresh flowers, and crowded around us. I gave each one a 
little kiss. Even Lerahk, whose flowers were all dead. 
 
 
THE END 
 
 
GaliGee, darling, since you were still asleep, I posted your last chapter for you. I just knew your 
readers would be dying to find out what happened! 
 
Who loves you, baby? ;) 
M 
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PLEASE DISREGARD THE PREVIOUS POST (which has been hacked so as to make it 
impossible to edit or delete). 
 
The Real Chapter 5 
 
"Just say you'll stay, my lovely, and I'll turn the car around," said Makuta, glancing at me as he 
pulled the Cadillac convertible out of the LEGO parking lot. 
 
"Don't count on it," I muttered. I was still having a hard time believing he was just going to take 
me home. It seemed too good to be true. 
 
The Rahkshi were uncharacteristically subdued this morning. I looked into the back seat. They 
were sitting quietly, huddled together, making puppy-dog eyes at me. I quickly turned back 
around. They were no doubt disappointed that they would have one less victim to torment. And 
their master probably fed them better when I was around.  
 
"See how sad they are that you are leaving? You're the only mother they've ever known," 
continued Makuta. "You could change all that with two simple words." 
 
I could think of two simple words I'd like to say to Makuta, but they were not the ones he wanted 
to hear. 
 
Soon the mood of the Rahkshi had changed, and they were having a rambunctious tickle fight in 
the back seat. Makuta tolerated this for a few miles, but finally he leaned back and glared at 
them, and they quieted down. Perhaps their punishment the day before had made an impression 
on them. 
 
We pulled over for breakfast at a drive-through restaurant. The Rahkshi devoured their sausage 
biscuits eagerly, and I was glad to have some hot coffee. I was so tired that I was starting to nod 
off. The constant tension was wearing on me. 
 
Mile after mile rolled by without incident. We sped through the cities of the East Coast, then 
entered the Blue Ridge Mountains, with breathtaking views of rolling forest like a rich green 
carpet fading to blue in the distance. Soon we were crossing the broad brown expanse of the 
Mississippi River. The silence was punctuated only by occasional hissing, with Makuta 
answering, "Quiet! I don't care if he licked you!" or "Stop kicking my seat!" or "No, we're not 
there yet." 
 
After a dinner of tacos, night fell, and I got drowsy. I wondered what creepy trick Makuta would 
pull this time I fell asleep. But somehow I was starting to trust him. He was always pushing my 
limits to keep me on my toes, but he didn't actually seem to want to hurt me. Then it occurred to 
me that I was beginning to get comfortable with the Spirit of Evil. This unsettling thought kept 
me awake for a little while longer. Finally I lay my head against the padding of the door and 
went to sleep.  
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I woke to find I was leaning against Makuta with his arm around me. I groaned and sat up. He 
looked at me as I squinted in the bright light and rubbed my aching head. "Angel, you look so 
weary. Why are you fighting it? Give in to your deepest desires and return with me to paradise." 
 
"Any chance we can stop for coffee?" I mumbled. 
 
"Of course, sweetheart. We need gas, anyway. I'll pull over in the next town." 
 
As Makuta went inside for coffee, Kurahk leaped into the front seat. He pulled a Nickelback CD 
out of its case, slid it into the player, and turned the volume knob. Then he jumped into the back 
again. Makuta returned with the coffee and put it in the cup holders. "There you are, darling. I 
hope your head feels better." 
 
As he turned the key in the ignition, electric guitars blasted out of the speakers. "Gaaah!" yelled 
Makuta. He hit the 'eject' button and flung the CD into the back seat like a weapon. "We're not 
going to listen to your noise! GaliGee has a headache already!" He pulled onto the highway. 
 
"Oh, I don’t mind if we listen to their music. I like--" I began. 
 
Makuta cut me off. "It's the principle of the thing." 
 
I wondered what kind of principles Makuta had. The Rahkshi hissed back at him resentfully. 
Makuta took my hand and put it on the wheel. "Will you steer for a moment, please, dear?" Then 
he leaned over the seat and administered some justice with his staff. The Rahkshi whimpered and 
were silent again. 
 
"Thanks," Makuta nodded, taking the wheel again. Now, please pass me the map." 
 
I handed him the map and unbuckled my seat belt to retrieve the Rahkshi’s GameBoy, which had 
slid between my feet. Makuta shook open the map. Suddenly he turned to me, enraged. "You 
folded this wrong!" he roared. His eyes burned with blue fire. 
 
Something snapped inside me. I was sick of this monster and his terrifying tactics, and I no 
longer cared about the consequences. "So what?" I shouted back. "You're a vicious beast! You 
kidnap me and threaten me and pretend to love me! I'll never go with you! Why won't you just 
leave me alone?" 
 
Makuta's eyes narrowed. He drew back his arm and backhanded me so hard that I flipped over 
the car door, rolling to a stop on the shoulder. The car continued on its way, disappearing over 
the top of the next hill. 
 
I gingerly stood up. If I had been human, being thrown from a vehicle at over 120 miles per hour 
would certainly have killed me. Fortunately, my shoulder armor had taken the brunt of the fall. It 
was badly bent and scratched, and my chin throbbed where Makuta had hit me. But I was alive, 
and I was free! All I had to do was make it to a telephone. Hopefully someone I knew would be 
home to accept a collect call. 
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I limped slowly back down the road toward the gas station, thankful for my good fortune. But 
then I heard the sound of a car approaching behind me. I glanced over my shoulder. It was the 
Coupe de Ville, and it was slowing down. I panicked and ran for the woods. Behind me I could 
hear the car stop and the door open and shut. I crashed through the underbrush, panting hard. But 
I was being followed, and my pursuer was catching up. I spun around. For someone so large, 
Makuta moved surprisingly quickly. I braced my feet, raised my hands, and shot a blast of water 
at him, as hard as a fire hose. He was knocked backwards off his feet. I turned and ran. Spotting 
a large tree, I scrambled up as high as I could into its branches. 
 
"Darling?" called Makuta. "Come out, come out, wherever you are!" I closed my eyes and clung 
to the tree, hoping against hope he wouldn't see me. Then I heard a crackling sound and felt 
something hot on my feet. Flames were licking the lower branches and rapidly moving upward. 
As fire burned through the base of the trunk, the tree begin to lean. I jumped out just as it crashed 
to the ground. A branch hit my back and sent me sprawling. I scrambled to my feet and ran 
again. 
 
The ground shifted under me. I stumbled and fell. As I got up again, several large rocks rolled 
toward me, and I leaped over them. Then the ground became icy under my feet. I struggled to 
keep my balance, throwing out my hands. A fierce gust of wind pushed me forward. Makuta 
appeared in front of me, and I skated right into him. 
 
"Hello, gorgeous," he smiled. I changed into my Omega form and swung my ice blade at his 
neck. He dodged the blow. "Come, now, I don't want to hurt you," he said, holding out his arms. 
I responded with a spinning kick to his stomach. He bent over for a moment, the wind knocked 
out of him. Then he stood again. I waited, knees bent, weapons forward, ready for the next 
attack. 
 
"You're making this very difficult," he sighed. As quick as lightning, he lunged and caught me, 
lifting me and squeezing the air out of me. "Regular form, please." 
 
I changed back to my usual self, and he set me on my feet. "Well, that was certainly thrilling," he 
smiled. "Now, will you walk with me, or must I carry you over my shoulder like a sack of 
potatoes?" 
 
"I'll walk," I replied weakly. We trudged back to the car through the debris of our battle zone. 
What was I thinking, trying to outrun Makuta? Obviously, this game would end only at his 
discretion. “Mind if I put out this fire?” I asked as we walked past the burning tree. It had ignited 
the ones around it as well. 
 
“But it’s so pretty! Well, all right, if it makes you happy.” 
 
I extinguished about a third of the blaze before my strength started failing. “Allow me,” said 
Makuta. He waved his hand, and a wall of water crashed over the fire. 
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As we approached the car, I saw the Rahkshi staffs in the back seat, but their owners were gone. 
"Where are the Rahkshi?" 
 
"In the trunk. I realized that the reason I snapped at you was that Kurahk had used his staff on us, 
to cause our little lovers' quarrel. I hope you can forgive me for striking you." 
 
"I suppose so," I replied as I got into the car. He shut the door and bucked my seat belt. 
 
Makuta started the engine. "It's my children, isn't it? That's why you won't come with me. I know 
they're unruly, but I'm hoping they'll respond to your tender care and become better behaved." 
 
"It's not your children," I sighed. I closed my eyes and tried to decide which part of me hurt 
worst. 
 
"Well, I can't believe you would run from me. I shudder to think of you alone on the side of the 
road. Some unscrupulous individual might come along and try to take advantage of you!" 
 
"Someone like you?" I scowled. 
 
Makuta laughed. "You're cute when you're mad." I closed my eyes again. Then I felt his hand on 
my forehead. "Before I forget again, I'd better take away those water powers. But I did like the 
way you used what I gave you against me. That kind of treachery will take you far in my 
organization." Alas, I was a mere powerless prototype again. It was fun while it lasted. 
 
I snapped my eyes open when I heard sirens behind us. Makuta pulled over onto the shoulder. 
“Let’s have a little fun with them, shall we?” 
 
I had a bad feeling about this. As much as I would like to see Makuta go to jail, I knew no bars 
could hold him. And I feared for the safety of the highway patrolmen. One of them walked up to 
the driver’s side of the convertible. “Sir, your license and registration, please?” Makuta slowly 
opened the glove box and handed him the papers. 
 
“Why are you stopping us, please, officer?” I asked. 
 
“Excessive speed—135 miles per hour, to be exact—and we had an eyewitness account of an 
altercation by the side of the road,” replied the patrolman, a young man with dark hair. He took 
the papers and returned to his car. Then he and his partner conferred, and they both approached 
the Coupe de Ville. 
 
As the first officer walked to Makuta’s side, the second officer came around to my window. 
“Miss, are you here of your own free will?” he said in a low voice. 
 
I thought fast. If I went with the police, Makuta’s rage would be fearsome, and I suspected he 
would not hesitate to kill anyone who tried to stop him. “Yes,” I replied, forcing a smile and 
glancing at the Spirit of Evil. 
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“Are you sure?” the officer whispered. 
 
“I’m just fine,” I lied. In spite of my vow to myself, it seemed better than putting innocent people 
in danger. Then I heard bumping noises in the trunk. 
 
“What do you have in there?” asked the patrolman. 
 
“Um, I think that’s just our luggage shifting around,” I replied. 
 
Meanwhile, the first officer was holding a gun to Makuta’s head and ordering him to get out of 
the car. “You are under arrest for assault, battery, kidnapping, arson, disturbing the peace, 
destruction of public and private property, and auto theft. You have the right to remain silent--” 
 
Makuta rose to his full height. I saw his mask begin to glow slightly, and his eyes blazed. The 
policeman turned pale and backed up slowly. Then he dropped his gun, turned, and ran to the 
patrol car. As his partner jumped in and slammed the door, the car screeched away, leaving a pair 
of black marks on the pavement. 
 
“I love this mask,” laughed Makuta. He picked up the gun and got back into the car. I looked at 
his Kraahkan and flinched. The fear he had created in the policemen was so strong that I had felt 
it myself. It was all I could do to remember a promise made long ago, that good would prevail 
over evil. That faith was all that had kept me from screaming out loud. 
 
Makuta was looking at me intently. "You lied to protect me. I'm so touched!" 
 
"Don't be," I replied. "I wasn't trying to protect you. You can obviously take care of yourself. I 
was just trying to keep the policemen from getting hurt." 
 
Makuta sighed. "So much compassion. I wish you would save some of that for me." He turned 
the key in the ignition. 
 
"So, Makuta, have you paid for anything on this trip? Did you steal the SpeedPass, too?" 
 
"It was just lying on someone's desk in the LEGO building. Such carelessness with company 
property!" He shook his head. "And besides, why not? I work for LEGO, too." He pulled onto 
the road and stepped on the gas pedal.  
 
We drove in silence for a long time. Finally we got to the outskirts of my city. Makuta glanced at 
me. “Say, since the Rahkshi are secured, we could go to a fancy restaurant for our last meal 
together. Just name one. I’ll even pay for the food, just to make you happy. And make sure it’s 
nicer than the one Onua took you to.” 
 
“Why do you want to compete with him?” I asked. “You’ll never come out on top.” 
 
Makuta shot me a sideways glance. “You’re so naïve, my dear. Surely you realize that the only 
reason the Toa will talk to you is that you look like Gali.” 
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“My friendship with the Toa is none of your concern,” I frowned. 
 
Makuta laughed. “Fine. Live in your little world of illusion. But don’t say I didn’t warn you. 
They may be insincere, but I have your best interests at heart.” He sped up to cut off another car 
trying to merge into his lane. “So, where should we go? I’m not taking you home until you tell 
me how to get to a nice place.” 
 
I gave him directions to a restaurant with a view of the lake. When we walked in, everyone fell 
silent and stared at us. But soon we were seated and ordering our food, and the other diners 
resumed their conversations. The waiter brought our meals, and we ate quietly. 
 
As we drank our coffee, Makuta leaned back in his chair. “You know, evil gets a such bad rap. 
It’s really not so terrible. All it comes down to is whether or not you are willing to bend the rules 
a little bit and get creative. People that promote ‘good’ are really just trying to impose their own 
ideas on everyone else.” 
 
“That’s absurd, Makuta. Evil is responsible for all kinds of death and devastation. It’s not just 
bending the rules! Besides, the rules are there to protect us from each other’s evil tendencies.” 
 
“You’re such a goody-two-shoes,” laughed Makuta. “But I find that charming. So, what part of 
Mata Nui did you like best?” 
 
We talked about the island for a little while. “You know, I did enjoy the tour the Rahkshi gave 
me, even though they were a bit rowdy,” I remarked. 
 
“I’m glad. Because I still have hope for us. What can I do to change your mind?” 
 
"Nothing. Look at what you’ve done already. A cross-country road trip in a big, luxurious open 
car. An offer of life in paradise. Dinner in a restaurant overlooking the lake." I smiled at the 
Spirit of Evil. "Makuta, you would be pleasant company if you weren't trying to kill my friends." 
 
Makuta set down his fork. "Then I won't kill them." He reached across the table and took my 
hand. "Being with you on this trip has convinced me that your love is more important to me than 
even my plan for world domination. I'll tell LEGO that I'll team up with the Toa against the next 
enemy." 
 
"The Mask of Light is already made," I retorted, pulling my hand away. "You're doomed to be 
the bad guy. No deal." 
 
"Then I'll hack the files at Creative Capers and change the movie. The Rahkshi will be the 
villains, and I'll help the Toa. Even What's-His-Name. I'm a really good hacker, you know. And 
a good artist, too." Makuta got out of his chair and dropped to one knee. "Just come join me in 
Mangaia. I'm mad about you." 
 
"You're mad, all right. But I don't believe your promises. You're lying." 
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"For you... I'll even give up lying," Makuta pleaded. "I can't live without you." 
 
"You're the Spirit of Evil. You can't be good, any more than your brother Mata Nui can be bad. I 
almost feel sorry for you. But I won't help you. Get out of my life, Makuta." 
 
Makuta towered over me, his eyes flashing with rage. He raised his staff menacingly and sent a 
shock wave expanding through the room. The furniture was splintered, the windows were 
shattered, and the drywall was pulverized, crumbling off the wall studs. The ovens detonated in 
the kitchen, and the neon sign outside crashed to the pavement. I was thrown to the ground. The 
restaurant patrons and employees got up off the floor and scrambled toward the exits. "If you 
won't accept my love, then feel my wrath!" he thundered. A few more broken ceiling tiles rained 
down around us. 
 
I sat up and looked at him. My heart was pounding with fear like it would explode out of my 
chest. This was it--he was surely going to kill me! 
 
Now, I'm no hero. I seriously considered lying to Makuta to save myself. Maybe I could just tell 
him I would join him, then secretly try to find a way to help the Toa instead. But I knew in my 
heart it would never work. Lying to Makuta always backfired. He was infinitely more powerful, 
more intelligent, and more motivated by evil than I have ever been by good. He would find a 
way to trick me, and I would only end up betraying my friends. And then how could I live with 
myself? There was only one thing to do. 
 
"I'd rather die than serve you," I replied in a trembling voice. "I have nothing to fear. Because the 
One who created me for good knows that I've lived loving the truth." 
 
Makuta leaned his staff against our table, which was the only one still standing, and clapped. 
"Brava, GaliGee. Wonderful performance. It was so cute, how you stood up for your little 
beliefs." He sighed and picked up his staff again. "I guess I'll take you home now. Check, 
please." 
 
"I don't think they care about that any more, Makuta," I remarked quietly, finally remembering to 
breathe again. 
 
"Oh, I suppose not," he grinned, looking around. "Come along, then, darling." 
 
We walked to the parking lot in silence. The valets were nowhere in sight. Makuta picked his 
keys up off the counter and approached his car. The trunk had been pried open, and the bumper 
hung loose. "What?" he snapped. "Those little--why, I oughta--" 
 
"The Rahkshi?" I asked. 
 
Makuta nodded grimly. Then he yelled into the night. "Get over here, you little good-for-nothing 
brats! On the double!" He looked at the convertible again and shook his head. "This is really 
going to hurt resale." 
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The Rahkshi appeared out of the shadows, cowering submissively. Makuta confiscated the staffs 
and put them in the back seat. He heaved the Rahkshi one by one into the trunk. Then he 
slammed the trunk lid, but it bounced open again. He rummaged in the trunk and pulled out a roll 
of duct tape. Scowling, he strapped the lid shut. "And you'd better not even THINK about 
chewing through that tape. Next time, I'll take out your kraata!" He pounded his fist on the top of 
the trunk, leaving a big dent. 
 
He walked around to my door and opened it, smiling. "Let's go, my sweet." I got into the car. 
Makuta got in on his side, and he drove in silence to my house. 
 
I have never been so happy to see my neighborhood. When he pulled up in front of my house, I 
got out. “Bye, Makuta,” I said, walking quickly across the lawn. 
 
Makuta caught up with me. He took me in his arms and looked down at me. "Thank you so much 
for coming along, my precious. I know you need time to make up your mind. Just call me when 
you're ready to join me." 
 
"Don't bother to wait by the phone," I replied, trying to twist out of his grasp. He laughed his 
raspy evil laugh, picked me up, and threw me head first into the door. It fell over with a crash. I 
slid to a stop on my face in the entryway. 
 
"Until we meet again, my angel!" called Makuta cheerfully. I could hear the Rahkshi thumping 
and hissing in the trunk as he drove away down the street. The dragging bumper left a trail of 
sparks in the night. 
 
 
THE REAL END 
 
 
Special thanks to my friends for ideas: 
Lewa_the_Punk!!! 
Israeli Toa 
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And especially: 
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Makuta Makes Me Mini 

 
 
After BZPower member silentlunchbag34 made a perfectly accurate MOC of my tiny new form, a 
few of you have asked why I was suddenly smaller than usual. Naturally, it has something to do 
with my nemesis and would-be suitor, Makuta. I guess I shouldn't have provoked him... 
 
 
I was walking out to my mailbox, when I heard tires screeching on the pavement down the street. 
Makuta, Spirit of Evil, roared up to my house in his long, black Coupe de Ville convertible. As I 
ran for the front door, I was suddenly frozen in my tracks, overcome by fear. Makuta got out of 
the car and sauntered up to me. 
 
"Hello, precious. Have you packed your bags yet? I’m ready to take you to Paradise." 
 
"No, and I never will," I retorted, as my fear dissipated and was replaced by anger. I began to 
transform into my Omega form. "Get away from me." 
 
"So spirited, for one so small," he grinned. 
 
"Yeah, I'll show you spirited," I said through clenched jaws, flexing my knees and gripping my 
ice blades tightly. 
 
Makuta laughed. "And I'll show you small!" He raised his staff, and there was a puff of smoke. I 
found myself sitting on the ground. I stood up--and I was tiny! 
 
"Call me anytime, my angel," he smiled, patting me on the head. He got into the car and zoomed 
away down the street. I noticed that he had gotten the bumper and trunk repaired since the last 
time I had seen him, when he took me on a mind-bending road trip to Mangaia and back by way 
of the LEGO headquarters in Enfield, Connecticut. 
 
I looked down at myself. I was about half my former height, with short little arms and legs to 
match. I felt my mask, and it was apparently the same size as before. I sighed deeply. “Now I’m 
going to have to rummage around in the garage and find some spare parts to rebuild myself,” I 
thought. I stood on tiptoe, but I was unable to reach the mailbox. I dragged the recycle bin into 
the street, turned it over, and stood on it to retrieve my mail. 
 
I tossed the letters and magazines on the table as I headed for the garage, where I found plenty of 
extra pieces. I lay four Nuva legs, a Toa body, and some shoulder connectors on the floor next to 
me. But when I tried to pull off my undersized legs to replace them, they wouldn’t come off. I 
tugged and tugged to no avail. “What kind of horrible curse did he put on me, anyway?” I 
squeaked angrily. My voice, unfortunately, matched my new look. 
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My chest armor no longer fit, but I put my shoulder armor on and picked up my axes, which 
seemed much heavier to me now. I looked at myself in the mirror and groaned. “I don’t exactly 
look very fierce anymore.” 
 
I put the extra parts back in the box and considered what to do next. Should I ask him to come 
back and change me to my normal form? I really didn't want to see him again. But I knew my 
life would be very difficult, being less than three feet tall. I could barely reach the sink! And 
driving my truck would definitely be a problem. I could build some step stools and extensions 
with LEGO bricks, of course, but it wouldn’t be the same. 
 
Two days later, after calling LEGO and being told they couldn’t help me, I was resigned to the 
inevitable. I picked up the phone and called the Mata Nui operator. “Can you connect me to 
Makuta, please?” 
 
The Ga-Koronan on the other end of the line was silent for a moment. “Excuse me, Miss, did you 
say... Makuta?” 
 
“Well, yes, I did,” I replied. “You probably don’t get many calls for him, but...” 
 
“We don’t get ANY calls for him. You’re the first ever to ask. We don’t even have his number 
listed here.” 
 
“Didn’t you assign him a number when you set up his phone service?” 
 
“We didn’t set up his phone service. If he has a phone, he must have done it himself somehow.” 
 
“I see. Well, thanks any--” I was interrupted by a clicking sound. 
 
“Hello, my dove,” said Makuta. “It’s so wonderful to hear from you.” 
 
“AAAHH!” screamed the operator. There was another click. 
 
“Hello, Makuta,” I replied quietly. “I was hoping you would have mercy on me and change me 
back to my regular form. I don’t seem to be able to rebuild myself.” 
 
“Ah, yes.” There was a long pause. I waited breathlessly. 
 
“So, would you please change me back?” 
 
“Well, that depends. It’s an awfully long drive, darling. What are you going to do for me?” he 
asked, his voice smooth as oil. 
 
“Um... well...” 
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“Don’t fret, sweetheart. You don’t have to decide that yet. Why don’t I pick you up and we can 
discuss it in my lair?” 
 
“I’d rather not, if you don’t mind. How about somewhere local? It would save you a round trip, 
anyway.” 
 
“Your house?” 
 
“NO! I mean, how about someplace a little more... neutral?” I stammered. “Like a restaurant?” 
 
“That nice hotel downtown, overlooking the river... what’s it called, the Four Seasons?” 
 
“All right,” I agreed, wondering what I had just gotten myself into. “When can you meet me 
there?” 
 
“The day after tomorrow. Seven o’clock.” 
 
“I’ll see you then,” I replied, and I hung up. 
 
Now I had two days to pace in a tiny circle and wonder how much worse off I would be after 
meeting with Makuta. I went about my daily routine as best I could, sitting on a phone book to 
work on the computer and standing on a chair to cook dinner. I looked wistfully at my bicycle, 
hoping someday soon I could ride it again. 
 
Finally the time arrived. I snapped a stack of LEGO bricks onto each foot so I could drive and 
headed downtown. The valet gave me a very strange look as I hopped out of the truck and 
handed him the keys. 
 
I walked through the hotel lobby and into the restaurant. I glanced around and didn’t see Makuta 
anywhere. The hostess was talking to one of the waiters. She didn’t notice me at all. Finally I 
reached up and tapped on the side of her podium. “Excuse me, but I need a table for two, 
please.” 
 
Startled, the hostess looked down. “Oh, I’m sorry, er, miss. Sure.” She picked up two menus. 
“Follow me, please.” She led me to a table next to a window, overlooking the river. 
 
“May I have a booster seat, please?” I asked. 
 
“Certainly,” she smiled. She returned in a moment with a plastic seat and helped me into it. I 
sighed and nervously twisted my napkin while I waited. 
 
Fifteen minutes later, a hush fell over the restaurant, and I knew Makuta had arrived. I saw him 
speaking to the terrified hostess. As she led him to our table, he suddenly leaned over toward one 
of the other diners. “What are YOU looking at?” he growled. The man fainted, and I saw his 
companion rush around the table and fan him with her napkin. 
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Smiling, he approached his seat. “GaliGee! It’s so good to see you.” He nodded to the hostess, 
and she scurried away. He reached across the table and took my hand. “How are you, my 
cupcake?” 
 
I yanked my hand away. “Fine, except that I’m the size of a human three-year-old.” 
 
Makuta laughed. “But you’re so cute like that. Let me look at you.” He leaned back in his chair, 
which creaked ominously. 
 
“Yeah, I keep hearing that. But I can’t reach anything in my house, and it’s really hard to drive.” 
 
“Well, now you know how I feel, changing size and all. It takes some getting used to.” 
 
“I don’t want to get used to it. I want to be big again!” I realized it might not be a good idea to 
annoy him, so I added quickly, “That is, if you don’t mind... please.” 
 
“Well. This is interesting. I have something you want, and you have something I want.” 
 
“Um, yeah.” 
 
The waitress appeared and brought us menus. Makuta ordered two vodka Martinis. The waitress 
gestured toward me. “But sir... she’s only a child. I can’t serve--” 
 
Makuta’s eyes began to glow fiercely. “Right away, sir,” she said quickly, and fled toward the 
kitchen. 
 
“Makuta, I don’t drink. Even when I’m big,” I said, rolling my eyes. 
 
The Spirit of Evil chuckled. “You need to learn to relax, my pet.” He opened his menu. 
 
“How can I relax,” I thought, “when I’m at the mercy of an evil madman who has reduced me to 
half my size?” But I held my tongue and looked at the child’s menu in front of me. I picked up 
the red crayon and distractedly colored the cartoon ducks.  
 
The waitress brought two cocktails and took our order. Makuta held up his drink. “Cheers, 
darling.” 
 
I raised my glass and clinked it against his. “So... about my size...” 
 
“You’re in such a hurry,” he smiled, taking a sip. 
 
I set down my glass. “Wouldn’t you be, if someone had shrunk you?” 
 
“I’ve never really thought about it,” he admitted. 
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“Well, that’s the problem with being evil. You can’t empathize with anyone. If you had the 
ability to put yourself in someone else’s place, you probably wouldn’t be so mean.” 
 
“Mean?” Makuta scoffed. “I just like to have fun. And I want you to come with me, so you can 
have fun, too. Life’s a blast, when you don’t have to stick to all those silly rules people keep 
trying to impose on each other.” 
 
“So, will you please make me my normal size again?” 
 
Makuta sighed. “Patience, my kitten. I was just getting to that. If you agree to return with me to 
Mangaia, I’ll be happy to change you back.” 
 
“You already know my answer to that,” I frowned. “Of course I won’t go with you.” 
 
“I have half a mind to pick you up, put you in my pocket, and just take you home with me, 
anyway,” he grinned, leaning across the table to tweak my mask. 
 
“You can’t make me go!” I squeaked. “Well, actually, you can... but I’m hoping you won’t, 
because I don’t want to!” 
 
Makuta laughed. “So, you want to stay small?” 
 
“Well, if it comes down to trading my soul for my original size, yes,” I replied. “I can learn to 
get along, being small like this. My real friends know it’s what’s inside that counts, not how you 
look.” 
 
“As a spirit, no one knows that better than I,” he agreed. He looked at me and sighed. “Such a 
strong-willed little thing.” 
 
The waitress arrived with Makuta’s steak and my grilled cheese sandwich. We ate in silence. I 
thought about what I could offer Makuta in exchange for making me normal, something that 
wouldn’t involve betraying my friends on Mata Nui. Finally, Makuta pushed back his chair. 
“Well, that was delicious. Now, how about I take you out for an ice cream cone, beloved?” 
 
“All right. But then can you make me big again? Maybe I could post a flattering story about you 
or something.” 
 
“That would be nice, for a change,” he chuckled. “But that’s not what I want.” He signaled the 
waitress, who brought the check.  
 
“Watch this,” he grinned. He waved his hand at the man that he had terrorized on the way to the 
table. The man’s wallet floated out of his back pocket toward Makuta, who caught it and opened 
it. He removed all the paper currency and waved his hand again. The wallet floated back to its 
owner and dropped into his pocket. 
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The Spirit of Evil counted out five twenty-dollar bills onto the table. “That should cover it,” he 
smiled. He stood and helped me out of my booster seat. “Come along, dear.” 
 
I glanced anxiously at the man, who was eating his dinner and apparently hadn’t noticed 
anything. I sighed and followed Makuta out of the restaurant. We walked down the street until 
we came to an ice cream shop. Makuta bought us two cones, and we walked down the hike-and-
bike trail along the river as we ate. 
 
“Nice night,” he remarked. 
 
My tiny feet were moving fast to keep up with his long strides. I was anxious to get to the point. 
“Yes, it is. So, can you make me big now?” I asked, for what seemed like the twentieth time. 
 
“In due time, my lovely. Enjoy your ice cream.” 
 
I frowned and kept walking. He sure seemed to enjoy making me wait. 
 
We walked up the ramp from the trail back to the hotel parking garage. Makuta tossed his 
crumpled napkin over his shoulder and turned to me. “So, will you be coming with me to 
Mangaia?” 
 
“No, Makuta,” I replied. I picked up his napkin and threw it, and what was left of my ice cream, 
into a nearby trash can. “I can’t live with evil. You know that.”  
 
“I grow impatient, darling. I really miss having you there with me. The Rahkshi were absolutely 
despondent when I told them you refused to come back. And The Mask of Light will be coming 
out soon, and I really need your help.” 
 
“My help? Look, I don’t even know how I could help you, anyway. I think you’re doomed. And 
I seriously doubt that the Rahkshi miss me, unless they need someone for target practice or 
something. As for you, I still don’t think you are capable of love.” 
 
Makuta waved his staff. I gasped in fear as I was enveloped in a cloud of smoke. But when it 
cleared, I looked down to see my normal body again. Could it be that Makuta really had a heart? 
 
“Thanks, Makuta,” I said gratefully. “But that’s not like you. Having mercy on someone, without 
getting anything in return. Why did you do it?” 
 
Makuta smiled. “Think about it, sweetheart. How could I dream about someone who’s not even 
three feet tall? I may be evil, but I’m not THAT creepy.” 
 
I shrugged. “Well, I’m glad you changed me back.” 
 
“Does this mean you’ll come with me, then?” he asked hopefully. 
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“No, but you’re making me wonder about you,” I smiled. “Maybe you have some good in you, 
after all.” 
 
“And you’re just the one to help bring it out in me,” he said, putting his arms around me. 
 
“Sorry, Makuta, you’re on your own,” I retorted, pushing him away. 
 
Makuta scowled and raised his staff. The armor on my chest and shoulders melted to liquid 
protodermis and dripped off my body. I yelped as I shook off the searing hot fluid. 
 
“Just call LEGO,” he suggested with a nasty laugh. “They’ll send you some replacement parts.” 
 
“Yes, they’re very nice about that,” I replied as the valet brought my truck around the corner and 
accepted my tip. 
 
“You know where to find me, my lovely.” Makuta kissed my hand. 
 
“Same old Makuta,” I said, shaking my head. I got in and tossed the stacks of LEGO bricks into 
the back seat, with immense relief. 
 
 
THE END 
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Makuta’s Last Try 
 
With the imminent release of The Mask of Light, I was hoping the Spirit of Evil would be too 
busy preparing for the showdown with his new nemesis to bother with small fry like me. Alas, my 
supernatural stalker did return again in an attempt to lure me to the dark side. But this time he 
won’t be back, because I stumbled onto what turned out to be his deepest fear. 
 
 
I rolled the cart out of the grocery store, humming to myself as I approached my truck. I pulled 
the keys out of my bag and pushed the ‘unlock’ button on the remote. The locks clicked, and I 
reached for the door handle. Suddenly I heard heavy footsteps. I turned around to see the Spirit 
of Evil looming over me. 
 
“Darling! Fancy meeting you here.” 
 
“I’m sure it’s a complete coincidence,” I groaned, looking at him warily. “What do you want, 
Makuta?” 
 
“I just want some company,” he smiled. 
 
“Then go hang out with the Rahkshi, and leave me alone.” 
 
“The Rahkshi are busy, my sweet. They are defending themselves against the Toa. I only hope 
the strength I gave them is enough to resist those violent creatures that insist on calling 
themselves heroes.” 
 
I rolled my eyes. “I’m not stupid, Makuta. I know what the Rahkshi are doing. They’re 
terrorizing the island. I read the comics, you know.” When I turned around to load my groceries, 
I noticed Makuta’s car parked next to mine. 
 
He stepped between me and my truck. “Come for a drive with me, GaliGee. I just want someone 
to talk to.” 
 
“You drove two thousand miles just to find someone to talk to? That’s definitely a sign you need 
to be nicer to the people around you.” 
 
Makuta sighed. “Time and distance are of no consequence to me. Just come along.” 
 
“And if I say ‘no’?” 
 
“Then you’ll come anyway,” he replied, picking me up. He lifted me over the door of his Coupe 
de Ville convertible and set me in the seat. My instinct was to jump back out and run, but 
experience told me this would be futile, and possibly dangerous. “What about my groceries?” I 
asked as he buckled my seat belt. 
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Makuta picked up the grocery cart and dumped the contents into the back seat. I watched with 
annoyance as the bread was crushed under the potatoes. “But, my ice cream--” 
 
“Don’t worry about your ice cream,” he grinned, waving his hand. The entire pile of food was 
instantly encased in a large block of ice. He gave the empty basket a push, and it zoomed across 
the pavement and crashed into a Mercedes. I frowned and slid lower in the seat. Smiling, Makuta 
got in on the driver’s side. I locked my truck with the remote as he revved the engine and 
screeched out of the parking lot. 
 
“Did you get the Makuta set I sent you?” he asked. 
 
“Yes, I did, thanks. It looks almost as menacing as the real you, except that it’s not eight feet 
tall.” 
 
Makuta laughed. “LEGO did do a good job with my set, I think. Did you figure out it was from 
me?” 
 
“Well, obviously. Even before I read your note, the return address of ‘Mangaia’ was a dead 
giveaway. That, and the musty smell of the air in the box.” 
 
Soon we were driving down a wide road, the wind in our faces. The sunlight glinted off all the 
brightly polished chrome on the Cadillac. “Before the boys went off to battle, they did a really 
good job of detailing my car,” Makuta remarked proudly. 
 
“Well, it’s good they know how to do something constructive,” I muttered. “So, what’s on your 
mind, Makuta?” 
 
“I just wanted to spend a little time with you before the war begins in earnest, my love,” he said 
solemnly. “I won’t get to see you for a while, once things start getting intense on Mata Nui. Now 
that the Matorans have their little mask and are getting closer to finding you-know-who, it’s 
going to be hard to get away and travel.” 
 
“You say that like it’s a bad thing.” 
 
“Of course it is! I’ll miss you terribly. Won’t you miss me?” 
 
I sighed and looked at the scenery. 
 
“Anyway, it’s not too late to come with me. I could really use your help in zeroing in on the 
Toa’s weaknesses. I’m like any father. I’m so worried for my children.”  
 
“Then why did you send them against the Toa? Why not encourage your Rahkshi to live in peace 
on Mata Nui?” 
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“Because the Toa think it’s their destiny to wake up that no-good brother of mine. I can’t have 
that happening.” Makuta steered with his knee as he opened a jewel case and slid an Etta James 
CD into the player in the dashboard. 
 
“Well, I’m not going to help you. As if I could even make any difference. You’re far more 
powerful than I am, anyway. Would you please take me back to the grocery store?” 
 
“Power is not what I’m looking for. It’s information. And what I need is inside your little 
transparent yellow brain, my beloved.” 
 
I studied Makuta’s face for a moment. “You’re afraid, aren’t you?” I said boldly. “You know 
LEGO is never going to let the bad guy win. You’ve finally realized you’re going to lose, and 
now you’re getting scared!” 
 
“Me, scared?” Makuta roared with laughter. “Perhaps you’ve forgotten, my lovely, that fear is 
my stock-in-trade. I’m afraid of nothing.” 
 
“Not even of Takanu--” I stopped when I saw his blue eyes turn red and begin to blaze with rage. 
He reached across the seat and grabbed my throat. 
 
“Now, I know I’ve warned you about that before,” he growled. He removed his hand from my 
neck. 
 
“Yes,” I coughed, “you have. Sorry.” 
 
We rode for a few miles in silence. Then Makuta spoke again. “I’m not afraid of him, darling. 
He’s merely a Toa, and I’m so much more.” 
 
“So go fight him, then, and leave me out of it,” I suggested. 
 
“Oh, I don’t need your help with him. It’s my boys that need your help. I’ve heard a horrible 
rumor that the Toa want to take them apart, and build some kind of vehicle with their pieces. It’s 
the worst thing a parent can hear, believe me.” 
 
“I’m sure it is. Except that the Rahkshi armor is not really alive.” 
 
“How dare you say that! After all the affection they showed you when you were in my lair.” He 
fixed his eyes grimly on the road ahead. “You know, we are all simply shells for our spirits, 
anyway. Even you. I’m just lucky because I can choose which shell to inhabit.” 
 
I shuddered as I remembered my creepy experiences with the Rahkshi. “Since I’m not going to 
help you anyway,” I ventured timidly, “will you please take me back to the store now?” 
 
“No. I’m going to take you home with me to Mangaia. That way your fate will be tied to mine. 
After I win, you’ll be there to celebrate with me and my sons, and to stand by my side while I 
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rule Mata Nui. Oh, that reminds me. I have to think of a new name for the island. Do you have 
any ideas?” 
 
“This is LEGO, Makuta. You’re not going to win.” 
 
“Then you’ll die with me,” he said with a sinister grin. 
 
“That’s not fair!” I protested. “You got yourself into this. It has nothing to do with me. Besides, 
you’re immortal, and I’m not. After you get defeated, you can just come back!” 
 
“Then you’ll have to do your very best to help me succeed, won’t you?” he smirked, turning onto 
the highway. 
 
“You’re despicable,” I muttered. This was terrifying. Every other time Makuta had tried to 
recruit me to the dark side, he had always accepted a ‘no’ answer and eventually let me go, albeit 
with various injuries. Now he clearly intended to keep me prisoner.  
 
The Spirit of Evil set the cruise control and took his foot off the accelerator. “But actually, 
cupcake, I’m not so sure I’ll be able to come back. What if LEGO doesn’t renew my contract? 
We’re still in negotiations, you see.” 
 
“Oh,” I replied. “But can’t you just get another job?” 
 
“That’s easier said than done, precious. The job market is really tight for villains these days. And 
besides, LEGO is the best place to work, by far. Just ask Ogel. They gave him that awesome 
undersea base, a bunch of cool vehicles, and all those skeleton drones. And all he has to do is 
show up in the LEGO Magazine comic once in a while, and pose for some online game 
graphics.” 
 
I suppressed a laugh as I pictured Makuta and Ogel swapping stories at a dark corner table in a 
smoky café. Makuta continued his tirade, the brow of his Kraahkan furrowed with worry. “And it 
would really chap my hide if my low-life brother was still working for LEGO, while I was 
sending my résumé to the likes of Mega Bloks. You just don’t understand how humiliating that 
would be.” 
 
“So it comes down to jealousy again.” I shook my head. “Why can’t you just learn to be happy 
for your brother’s success? Maybe he would share some of it with you if you stopped tormenting 
his people.” 
 
“You wouldn’t say that if you knew my brother,” he groaned. “LEGO makes him sound like a 
great guy. But really, he’s a conceited jerk. He’s never shared anything in his life. Besides, I 
think I’ve burned too many bridges with him already. If he ever wakes up, he’s going to be 
hopping mad.” 
 
“You can’t blame him for that. You’ve done some really awful things to the Matorans.” 
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“It’s their own fault, my dove. If they would just bow to me, I wouldn’t have to frighten them 
anymore.” 
 
A man was standing by the side of the road next to his car, which was up on a jack with one 
wheel removed. He was reaching into the trunk for the spare tire. Makuta swerved toward the 
man and laughed as the poor fellow scrambled behind his vehicle. 
 
“Haven’t you figured out by now that terror will never make them worship you? And it will 
never make me love you, either.” 
 
Makuta sighed. “If you weren’t so lovely, I would have lost patience with you long ago, and 
crushed you to dust.” He stretched his arm across the back of the seat. 
 
The miles rolled by. I glanced behind me. Inexplicably, the groceries were still frozen solid. 
 
“So, sweetheart, you might as well start telling me the Toa’s secrets, so we can get to work right 
away as soon as we get home. Why don’t you begin with Tahu?” 
 
I considered my options. Outright refusal could be perilous, but I was determined not to reveal 
anything that might be useful to this monster and his evil spawn. It occurred to me that flattery 
had great potential to distract him, given his considerable ego. “Well, Makuta, you’ve read my 
epic about him. That’s all I really know. And as cunning a villain as you are, you’ve probably 
picked up on things about him that I would never have noticed.” 
 
“I don’t believe that for a second,” said Makuta, giving me a sideways glance. “You little sneak. 
You’re trying to distract me with flattery, aren’t you?” 
 
I swallowed hard. “Maybe just a little… but it’s true. I don’t like what you do, but you’re 
definitely good at it. The best in the business, in my opinion. I hope LEGO does give you a new 
contract.” 
 
“Why, thank you,” Makuta laughed. “But if you aren’t going to entertain me with talk about the 
Toa, my kitten, perhaps I should just freeze you until we get home, like the groceries. Besides, I 
don’t have the Rahkshi here this time to keep an eye on you when I go inside to pay for gas and 
so on.” 
 
“All right, I’ll talk about Tahu,” I agreed reluctantly. My mind raced. What could I say to 
appease Makuta, without putting the Toa in danger? “Well,” I began slowly, “he does have a bit 
of a temper.” 
 
“Yeah. I’ve read his bio on bionicle.com. Got any real information for me?” 
 
“And he’s rather afraid of being wrong. That’s one reason he doesn’t get along well with 
Kopaka, who is usually the one to point out his errors.” 
 
“Duh, GaliGee.” 
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“And he has a fondness for danger, a strange attraction to it,” I continued. 
 
“Now we’re getting somewhere. We could use that to lure him to his downfall. Tell me more.” 
 
I cringed as I imagined Tahu being caught in some kind of evil trap because of my big mouth. 
Fearful of saying too much, I stopped talking all together. 
 
“Oh, now, darling, don’t be shy. This little discussion might just save your life, you know.” 
 
“But then my life wouldn’t be worth living, anyway,” I mumbled, mostly to myself. 
 
“You poor dear. You feel like you’re betraying your friends.” He patted me on the head. “The 
thing you need to remember is that they aren’t really your friends at all. They just like your 
beautiful yellow eyes, because they look like Gali’s.” 
 
This got my attention. “Yes, they are my friends, Makuta. Much more than you are. And I’m not 
going to talk about them any more. You can’t make me inform against them.” I crossed my arms. 
 
“Oh, but I can, my sweet. You, like everyone else, have a pain threshold beyond which you will 
turn into a babbling fool.” 
 
I remained silent. Now I was really scared. But I was still resolved not to yield. Makuta smiled at 
me. “But I do so hope it won’t come down to that. I would hate to see your pretty face all twisted 
with agony.”  
 
He reached over and took my chin in his hand. “I can take you places, show you things, and 
bestow gifts upon you that no one else can. To think that you have the most powerful being on 
Mata Nui wrapped around your little blue finger, and yet you refuse to take advantage of that. 
All I want is a little information.” He let go of my chin and shook his head. 
 
“Wrapped around my finger? I doubt it!” I scoffed. “Besides, I don’t want to work for someone 
who enjoys torturing people.” 
 
“Torture is so crude, darling,” he remarked. “I do it only when I have to.” 
 
“Look, Makuta, I don’t know why you’re wasting your time with me. I don’t know anything that 
you could really use. If you bring me to Mangaia again and keep me there, everyone will soon 
find out. After all, Ta--I mean, the Toa of Light is going to illuminate the inside of your lair, 
whether you win or not. And if I disappear, it won’t take long for the people who read ‘Road 
Trip with Makuta’ to figure out what’s happened.” 
 
Makuta shrugged. “So perhaps you don’t know anything very helpful. But you will still be useful 
to me. Since you are a Toa prototype, I can learn how the Toa were constructed, and where they 
are vulnerable to attack, just by taking you apart and rebuilding you.” He looked at me and 
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grinned. “And so what if everyone knows I have you? Most of your readers voted for my ending 
to your story, anyway--the one where you find happiness in my arms.”  
 
Makuta seemed to have an answer to everything. I was beginning to feel very desperate. Was I 
really doomed to remain in his evil clutches? I shivered at the thought that he was planning to 
take me apart and use my anatomy to plot against my friends. 
 
Then I remembered something. Makuta’s greatest fear.  
 
I cleared my throat and spoke slowly. “But, Makuta, when LEGO finds out you’ve brought in an 
unauthorized extra character, they definitely won’t renew your contract.” 
 
Makuta hit the brakes, hard. The convertible skidded on the pavement with an ear-splitting 
screech. Then it spun out of control and slid all over the road. The car lurched to a stop in the 
ditch in the center of the grassy median, facing sideways. The air bag exploded into my face, 
knocking off my mask. An instant later I felt a heavy blow to the back of my head, and 
everything went black. 
 
When I returned to consciousness, Makuta was saying. “Thank you so much, beloved! I was 
about to jeopardize my whole career!” He put my mask back on my face, ripped the airbags from 
the dashboard, and threw them out of the car. I sat up, groggy. There were skid marks all over 
the road and deep gouges in the turf from the wheels. The block of frozen groceries was lying on 
the ground, smashed into pieces. “That must be what hit me,” I moaned, rubbing the back of my 
head. But as bad as I felt, I said a silent prayer of thanks that Makuta had stopped. 
 
At least one of the motorists who had been behind us had lost control as well, and now there was 
a multiple-vehicle pileup. I cringed as I watched a semi slam into the growing tangle of wrecked 
cars. 
 
Makuta put the car in reverse and gunned the motor. The wheels spun, spraying mud 
everywhere. Then he shifted into first gear and drove out of the median. He slammed the 
transmission into ‘Drive’ and pulled onto the road again, heading back toward the city. As we 
reached cruising speed, the thumping sounds of the mud chunks hitting the fenders finally died 
down.  
 
Makuta was talking excitedly. “Oh, sweetheart, I really do need to learn some patience. You’re 
so right. If I bring you to Mangaia now, I could ruin my chances to be in the 2004 storyline and 
beyond.” He reached across the seat and squeezed my hand. “After I win, and LEGO signs the 
new contract, then I’ll come fetch you.” 
 
Thank goodness Takanuva is going to defeat him, I thought. I didn’t understand why he planned 
to come back for me if he was so confident he would prevail against the Toa, but I decided I 
didn’t want to know. 
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The traffic in the opposite direction had slowed to a crawl because of the enormous accident 
Makuta had just caused. In the distance, a highway patrol car and a fire truck were racing along 
the shoulder toward the scene. 
 
“But it’s too bad I won’t get to take you apart. I was rather looking forward to that,” he said 
regretfully, scanning me with his eyes. 
 
“Makuta, look out!” I warned. He swerved sharply to avoid the car in front of him. At twice the 
speed limit, he was weaving in and out of the other vehicles on the highway as if they were 
standing still. 
 
“Now you see why I need you by my side. Your cool thinking will lend balance to my 
impulsiveness. And taking over Mata Nui is just the beginning of my scheme.” 
 
Behind us, I could hear sirens. I twisted around in my seat and saw flashing lights. “Makuta, I 
think they’re after you.” 
 
He grinned. “Yes, it seems they are. This is going to be fun.” He waved his hand, and the 
pavement behind us erupted into jagged chunks of asphalt. Two of the police vehicles lost 
control and slid off the road. But soon more were in pursuit. 
 
An electronic beeping sound came from the glove compartment. “Dearest, would you please 
hand me the phone?” asked Makuta. I complied, and he flipped it open. “Hello? Oh, hi, Turahk. 
Yes, I have her here, but there’s been a slight change of plan. Are you boys behaving 
yourselves?” 
 
Makuta chatted gaily as he dodged a gravel hauler. He saw me looking nervously at the road 
ahead and covered the mouthpiece. “I know, princess, I should get a hands-free kit. I ordered one 
online, but I just haven’t had time to install it yet.” He resumed the conversation with his minion. 
“Well, she pointed out to me that LEGO might not renew my contract if they discovered her at 
our place. So I’m going to leave her here until after we defeat the Toa.” 
 
I could hear hissing sounds, and Makuta leaned toward me. “They’re really disappointed you’re 
not coming, but they understand that it’s for the best.” 
 
“Right, Makuta. I think you’re just making that up.” 
 
The sirens seemed to get louder. I saw another police car waiting for us on the median. As it 
pulled out onto the road, Makuta swerved toward it, and I watched it drive back off the pavement 
into the ditch. 
 
“Son, I’m going to put GaliGee on the line. Use that ‘text message’ feature on your phone, and 
type to her.” He studied the telephone for a second and then handed it to me. “Talk to him 
yourself, angel.” 
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I took the phone, glad that Makuta was paying attention to the road again. I looked at the display. 
It read, “HI GALIGEE WE MISS U!” 
 
“Go ahead, say something,” urged the Spirit of Evil. “They can understand speech.” 
 
I looked at him warily. “Hello, um, Turahk,” I said hesitantly into the phone. 
 
The response came back. “R U HAVING A NICE DRIVE?” 
 
Conversing with a disembodied piece of Makuta—this was too creepy for words. “Uh, yes, 
thanks. Except for all the police cars chasing us,” I replied.  
 
More text appeared. “DAD WILL KEEP U SAFE.” 
 
Now, this sounded like something Makuta would want his offspring to say. I looked over at him. 
He was wearing a half-smile as he maneuvered the car around a flatbed truck loaded with 
quarried stone blocks. Was he using some kind of telekinesis or mind control trick? 
 
“So, I’ve been wondering about something. How do you six expect to defeat the Toa, when 
entire swarms of Bohrok failed?” I asked. 
 
“WE USE BOHROK AS KOLHII BALLS.” 
 
I had to chuckle at this. But I flinched when I remembered what kind of damage the Rahkshi 
were capable of doing, even while just amusing themselves. “I enjoyed the tour of the island you 
gave me when I was there,” I continued. “But why did you torment those poor Matorans?” 
 
“BECAUSE WE CAN,” read the display. “AND ITS FUN. BESIDES IF WE DIDN’T, DAD 
WOULD KILL US.” 
 
I glanced at Makuta again. He grabbed the phone, read the text, and scowled. Then he yelled into 
the mouthpiece. “You rotten little brat! I can make another one just like you, you know!” He 
snapped the phone closed and handed it back to me, narrowly avoiding a school bus. “I’m sorry, 
sweetheart. Of course he didn’t really mean that.” 
 
“Why are you acting surprised, Makuta? Aren’t the Rahkshi under your control, anyway? 
Because--” I stopped talking when I saw the police roadblock in front of us. Several cars with 
flashing lights were waiting next to a double row of yellow and black striped barricades. 
 
Makuta put his hand on my head and pushed me down onto the seat. I heard a loud crash as we 
sailed through the roadblock. Splintered boards, orange highway cones, and the front grille of a 
police cruiser flew overhead. I sat up again and knocked off a piece of wood that was hanging 
from the rear view mirror. 
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“Sort of. The process of separating the kraata from myself interfered with our communication 
considerably.” Makuta grimaced. “Not enough to keep me from feeling the anguish as all those 
kraata were captured, though. You can’t blame me for having an axe to grind with the Turaga.” 
 
“So you can’t see through the Rahkshi’s eyes, or anything like that?” 
 
“No. But I don’t need to, anyway. I have very good eyesight, my pet. I even have eyes in the 
back of my head.” His head swiveled around, and two more blue eyes were looking at me out of 
the back of his mask, which vaguely resembled the Mask of Light. Then he spun his head the rest 
of the way around and glanced at my bag. “You have a green and black ball point pen that says 
‘Horizon Bank’ on it, and twenty-seven dollars and eighty-two cents in your wallet.” 
 
I fished inside my bag and found the pen, exactly as he had described. Then I opened my wallet 
and counted my money. He was correct. I had a hard time imagining how Makuta could get any 
creepier. But at least he was taking me home--if I survived the ride. 
 
As we approached the city again, more patrol cars joined the chase. Makuta ran a red light, 
veering between a gasoline tanker truck and a pickup pulling a trailer full of landscaping 
equipment. I pressed myself back into the seat and gripped the door handle tightly. 
 
The Spirit of Evil glanced over at me. “Darling, relax! You’re safe with me.” He put his arm 
around my shoulders. Somehow I didn’t feel any safer. 
 
Steering with one hand, he cut off a cement truck that was pulling into the next lane, and then he 
drove onto the sidewalk to get around the cars waiting for a red light. Honking horns joined the 
cacophony of sirens. I looked up to see a police helicopter. Some distance behind it was another 
one with the logo of the local television station. Makuta looked up and waved his hand again, 
and a vortex of swirling air sent the helicopters spinning thousands of feet higher into the 
atmosphere. 
 
“So, here we are at the grocery store,” he smiled. “It pains me to let you go, dearest, but I’ll see 
you again soon. I’ve made you invisible to the police for a few minutes, so they won’t follow 
you. After all, it’s me they really want.” He careened into the parking lot on two wheels, snaking 
between shopping carts and terrified pedestrians, and screeched to a stop in front of the 
automatic doors. 
 
I jumped out of the car with great relief. “Thanks for bringing me back, Makuta,” I sighed. “I 
hope you get your new contract. But please don’t come back for me. I’m happy living right here 
where--” 
 
“Wait, my lovely,” he said, stepping out of the convertible. “I don’t want you to forget me.” He 
took my head between his hands. I felt a strange rushing sensation. My vision went black for an 
instant, and I lost my balance. I opened my eyes again, and Makuta was holding me in his arms. 
“Now, GaliGee, whenever you look in the mirror, you’ll think of me,” he grinned, kissing my 
forehead. “Farewell, my angel!” 
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Dazed, I stumbled backwards toward the store. Police cruisers poured into the parking lot with 
sirens wailing. Makuta leaped onto the seat of his car, shook his fist, and yelled, “You’ll never 
catch me, coppers!” Then he sat down, put the car in gear, and floored it. As he zigzagged 
between the patrol cars into the street, I could hear his maniacal laughter over the roar of the 
engine and the squealing tires. 
 
“I guess I need to get some more groceries,” I mumbled to myself. But first, I ducked into the 
restroom to glance in the mirror. Sure enough, I looked different. Staring back at me out of my 
mask was a pair of blue eyes. I took off my Kaukau Nuva, blinked, and rubbed my eyes, but they 
were still blue, as was the back of my head. I replaced my Kanohi, left the bathroom, and headed 
toward the pharmacy aisle for some aspirin. 
 
As if I could ever forget Makuta. 
 
 
THE END 
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Makuta Explains 
 

 
 
If you’re like me, Bionicle: Mask of Light left you with almost as many questions as answers. 
Naturally, I was relieved to see Makuta, Spirit of Evil, and his nasty Rahkshi fall to the forces of 
light, as I had expected. My friends on Mata Nui have been given new hope, now that Makuta’s 
shadow has gone. And I was glad to be free of his terrifying efforts to recruit me as a spy against 
them. But I was surprised to see Makuta give his own life force to revive Jaller at the end of the 
movie. Could it be that Makuta has turned away from evil and become good? 
 
 
The line in the lobby of the Department of Public Safety inched a little closer to the counter. I 
glanced up, shuffled forward, and turned my eyes back to the book I was reading, Bionicle: Mask 
of Light. Then I heard an elderly woman behind me scolding, “Hey, mister--creature--whatever 
you are--you can’t cut in line!” 
 
“Oh, I’m just here to see my friend,” came the calm reply. I spun around and dropped my book 
in surprise. Makuta’s voice was the same, but his appearance had changed dramatically. His 
Kraahkan was dented and scuffed, and his blue eyes glowed dully. His new form, which looked 
as if it had been hastily assembled from randomly colored Rahkshi parts, was now only about 
seven feet tall and considerably less bulky than before. He leaned heavily on his staff like an old 
man. 
 
“Makuta?” I asked hesitantly. I picked up my book. 
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“Yes, it’s me, darling,” he smiled weakly. The other people in line were glaring at him. “Say, 
those blue eyes do look good on you, if I might say so myself. Why don’t we go somewhere we 
can talk?” 
 
“Because I’ve been waiting in line half an hour already,” I groaned. “And I’m almost to the 
counter.” 
 
“Come for a drive with me,” he urged. 
 
“Do I have a choice this time? What do you want with me, anyway?” 
 
“The line’s moving, miss--robot girl,” snapped the woman who had complained before. 
 
I smiled at her and stepped back. “Why don’t you go ahead of me, ma’am?” She jostled past me, 
muttering under her breath. 
 
Makuta glowered at the woman, then focused his eyes on her purse. Smoke began to billow out 
of it. A man behind us yelled, “Fire!” The woman shrieked, dropped her bag, and fled. A dark 
gray noxious cloud quickly filled the room, the sprinkler system started spraying water 
everywhere, and wet customers scrambled toward the door. 
 
I glanced up at Makuta through the haze. “Up to your old tricks, I see.” 
 
Makuta grinned. He took me by the arm and limped outside. His convertible was double-parked 
behind a highway patrol car. 
 
“I guess I’ll renew my license another day,” I sighed, shaking the water off myself. 
 
“Come with me, GaliGee,” he urged, opening the passenger door of his car. 
 
I turned and looked at him suspiciously. I was reluctant to go with him, since my past encounters 
with him have always been frightening and dangerous. But there were a lot of questions I wanted 
to ask him since his defeat in the recent movie. So I swallowed my fear and got into the black 
Coupe de Ville. 
 
Makuta closed the door and buckled my seatbelt. “So, how have you been, my angel?” he asked 
cheerfully.  
 
“Well, I’ve been sleeping better since I watched your demise in the Mask of Light,” I replied. “I 
thought you were dead.” 
 
“So did I,” he grimaced as he walked around the car, putting his hand on the hood to steady 
himself.  
 
“You look like you’ve seen better days,” I said sympathetically. “But what you did for Jaller was 
really amazing.” 
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“Thank you, sweetheart,” smiled Makuta. He drove out of the parking lot into the street. “I 
figured since it was my fault he was killed, it was the least I could do.” 
 
I was surprised. His attitude had apparently improved as much as his appearance had 
deteriorated. “So, you revived Jaller with your life force, but somehow you’re still alive.” 
 
“It doesn’t take all of my energy to run a Matoran, beloved,” he laughed. “It turns out that I had a 
little left over, after all.” 
 
“Well, that’s good, since you seem to have changed for the better. It sounds like Taka-I mean, 
the Toa of Light had a good influence on you.” 
 
“It’s all right, I don’t mind if you say his name now. Yes, he did.” Makuta slid an Ella Fitzgerald 
CD into the dashboard and turned up the volume. 
 
“Did you know Takua was going to turn into Takanuva?” 
 
“How could I not know, with the MaskOfDestiny.com spoiler? And their names sounded so 
similar. Just to be sure, I hacked into the Creative Capers computer system and confirmed it. Of 
course, I had to pretend I didn’t know. But my Rahkshi would have sniffed him out, even if I 
hadn’t known, darling.” 
 
“Can we dispense with the pet names now, Makuta? I mean, it’s obvious you don’t need a Toa 
prototype for your evil schemes anymore.” 
 
“But you ARE my darling.” Makuta looked at me and inclined his head. “I must confess, at first 
it was just to entice you to work for me. Then, when you kept resisting, you became irresistible. 
No one had ever said ‘no’ to me before.” 
 
“I get the feeling you’d never given anyone the choice.” 
 
“I suppose you’re right,” he mused. “Anyway, I found that the more you pushed me away, the 
more I had to have you on my side. But I didn’t want to infect you, because that would turn you 
into a mindless drone. Then I would lose the angel I had fallen for.” 
 
I crossed my arms. “Oh, come on, Makuta. You can drop the act now. Really.” 
 
“It’s not an act, GaliGee,” he objected. He put on his turn signal and changed lanes. 
 
“You’re about to ask me for something,” I replied skeptically. “What is it that you want?” 
 
Makuta sighed. “Well, actually, there is one thing you could help me with.” 
 
“I knew it,” I grumbled. 
 



Makuta Shorts  GaliGee 

 61

“It doesn’t involve being evil, my lovely,” said Makuta sweetly. “It would just be doing a favor 
for an old friend.” 
 
“Friend? You terrorize me for almost a year, and then you claim to be my friend?” 
 
“Oh, dearest, I was so hoping you would forgive me for that. I do admit that my treatment of you 
was rather... what’s the word I’m looking for?” 
 
“Cruel? Sadistic?” 
 
“Heavy-handed,” he finished, giving me a sideways glance. “Will you please forgive me?” 
 
I rolled my eyes. “Oh, all right.” 
 
“I feel so much better,” he smiled. “Now, here’s the problem. I still haven’t gotten a new 
contract with LEGO. But LEGO listens to its fans. So, I want you to start a campaign for me on 
BZPower. A ‘Bring Back Makuta’ campaign. You could put a banner in your signature, and post 
a topic about it. Maybe even write an epic about me, explaining how I was just misunderstood all 
along.” 
 
“Makuta, I don’t believe that. I think YOU are the one who has misunderstood everything. 
Whatever your reasons for wanting to keep your brother asleep, they don’t justify what you did. 
Look at all the devastation you caused on Mata Nui! Destruction... fear... turning friends against 
each other...” 
 
“I know, cupcake,” he acknowledged. “I was wrong to try to do it that way. When the light came 
into my mind as Takanuva merged with me, I saw it all clearly. I never expected the Matoran to 
understand what happened between me and Mata Nui, but I should have at least tried to persuade 
them before I resorted to intimidation.” 
 
“The legends put the blame squarely on you,” I noted. 
 
“The Turaga and their legends,” he snorted. Makuta turned onto a side street. “Foolish old tales! 
But at least no one died because of what I did. After all, as you keep saying, this is LEGO.” 
 
“I get the impression it wasn’t from lack of trying,” I grumbled. “Still, you did revive the only 
one you did manage to kill.” 
 
“My lovely, I could easily have killed them all. My Rahkshi could have wiped every speck of 
life off that island, if I had told them to. Even Tahu, the arrogant one, recognized that,” chuckled 
Makuta. “And it was pretty tempting, I have to admit. But that wasn’t what I was hired to do. My 
contract just said I had to put my nuisance of a brother to sleep--believe me, I’d been dying for 
an excuse to do that anyway--and then try to prevent the Matoran from waking him up.” 
 
“But you chose the method, right? So all the anguish they went through was your fault.” 
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“Technically, yes. But I think I showed a lot of restraint. For example, I could have let Turahk 
fry Takua at the Kini-Nui. That would have saved me a lot of grief. But I made him hold back.” 
He stopped to let two boys on bicycles cross the street.  
 
“You expect me to praise you for not being as evil as you could have been?” 
 
Makuta laughed. “Darling, now that I’ve seen the light, I’m so glad I didn’t massacre them. One 
death at my hands was more than enough. I’m just lucky I had the power to revive that crazy 
little Jaller fellow, after he threw himself straight into the source of Turahk’s energy.” 
 
“So, how did that work? You gave up your life force, and then you couldn’t hold up the door 
anymore?” 
 
“Yes. As soon as I did that, Takutanuva came apart, since I was no longer a whole being. I 
realized the door was going to smash us, and I shoved as much energy as I could into the 
Avokhii, so that Takanuva could be revived from it, and kicked it out of the way. Then the gate 
came down.” 
 
“You really did sacrifice yourself to save them,” I marveled. “That’s not like you.” 
 
“It’s crazy what I’ll do under the influence of light,” he laughed. “That Takanuva is a good kid. 
Smart, too. If he hadn’t used his mask on me, we never could have merged, as much as I hated 
him at first. I knew he had to be the one to survive.” 
 
“I guess with the right guidance, even a villain can do something heroic,” I smiled. 
 
“See, sweetheart? I’m epic material, after all!” 
 
I sighed. “I don’t think I could write an epic where you’re actually the hero, Makuta. My 
conscience just wouldn’t let me.” 
 
He glanced at me and smiled. “Your conscience. Yeah, I have one of those now.” He eased the 
car into the parking lot of a city recreation area and turned off the ignition. “Come on, sunshine. 
Let’s go for a little walk.” 
 
Conscience? Sunshine? Maybe he had changed, after all. I got out of the car and came around to 
his side. Makuta rose stiffly out of his seat with the help of his staff. He put his arm around my 
shoulder and leaned on me for support, and we began to walk down the bike trail that led to the 
creek. 
 
“Well, Makuta,” I said, hardly believing I was helping him to walk, “I’m all for you coming back 
into the storyline, especially since you seem to have learned something. But you’ll have to find 
someone else to run your campaign. I mean, a few weeks ago you were trying to kill my friends. 
I just don’t trust you.” 
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“I know, princess. I’ve tried to deceive you before. And I don’t have much to offer you anymore. 
I mean, look at me. I have hardly enough energy to keep my wreck of a body together. I’ve lost 
my sons and my job. I had to put all my belongings in storage, and I’m living out of my car. I’m 
a broken spirit. But if I got a new contract, I could begin to pull myself together again.” 
 
I resisted the urge to ask if he had sent his résumé to Mega Bloks yet. “How about Ogel? 
Wouldn’t he hire you to work for him?” I felt a sly smile spread across my face. “Then you could 
pick on Radia’s prototype for a change.” 
 
Makuta’s eyes narrowed. “Very funny, dear.” He stopped walking and scratched his chin 
thoughtfully. “Knowing Ogel, he probably would hire me, if LEGO would let him.” Then he 
shook his head and started hobbling forward again. “Knowing Ogel, I’d never hear the end of it, 
either. It would be a good backup plan, I suppose. But I’m not sure I could stand being a minion 
instead of the mastermind. And I’d rather get back into Bionicle, anyway.” 
 
“Maybe they will put you back into the storyline,” I shrugged. “They haven’t ruled it out, 
anyway. But tell me, what was this part about Mata Nui being in pain?” 
 
“I wish I could explain that to you, but then I would ruin my chances at coming back,” he said 
apologetically. “Trust me, though, it’s true. And if you help me get a new contract, you’ll be the 
first to know.” 
 
“Are you sure that if Mata Nui woke up, YOU wouldn’t be the one in pain?” 
 
Makuta laughed. “He’d be angry with me, no doubt, for the way I hurt people to protect his 
sleep. But I’m not afraid of him.” We walked onto a footbridge over the creek. 
 
“So, how did you survive giving away so much energy, and then being turned into a protodermis 
pancake by that huge gate?” I wondered.  
 
“It was thanks to one of my sons,” he replied. He stopped and leaned on the bridge railing to rest. 
“I woke up, and everyone was gone. I was stuck under the door, or what was left of me was. My 
Kanohi was partly crushed under the stone, and my body was severed in half. Then Turahk’s 
kraata came slithering over to me, and I re-absorbed him.” 
 
“Ugh!” I groaned. “I don’t even want to know--” 
 
“Don’t worry, darling, I’ll spare you the details. Anyway, with his energy joined back into mine, 
I was able to drag my head and one arm away from the door. I summoned the other kraata that 
were still in the lair, and they merged with me as well. It was still only a tiny fraction of my 
former strength, but it was enough to enable me to chip away some rock and pull out my 
Kraahkan. Then I threw together a few of the parts from the wrecked Ussanui and built a 
temporary body for myself.” He paused to catch his breath. 
 
“I see,” I replied, leaning on the guardrail next to him and looking at him again. “But why did 
you need parts? I thought you could just change shape at will.”  
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“I can, when I’m at full strength. But I was barely alive at that point. And I still didn’t look like 
this yet,” he said, gesturing at himself. “I climbed up to the surface, cursing myself for not fixing 
that stupid elevator when I had the chance. It took a long time, with two Bohrok-Kal hand-
shields and Technic beams for legs. When I got to the top, I smashed and melted the glass and 
rock that imprisoned my poor Rahkshi. That damaged the armor even further, but I was able to 
save their kraata. The poor little darlings were so weak and scared, it really broke my heart.” 
 
Makuta hung his head sadly for a moment at the memory. Then he resumed his story. “Once I 
had a few more parts to work with, I rebuilt myself the way you see me now. I was so tired from 
the climb and using my elemental powers that I actually had to sleep for a while. Me, sleep! Can 
you imagine, precious?” 
 
“It sounds like you’ve been through quite a lot,” I murmured. 
 
“It took me half a day to hammer out the big dent in my mask,” he continued. “And it still 
doesn’t work, even after three hours with a soldering iron and a volt-ohm meter. But at least I 
can get around now. And the best part is, even though most of the Rahkshi parts were destroyed, 
their kraata are back inside me now, so I can share the memories of my beloved sons.” 
 
“That’s nice,” I flinched. “So, what’s next for you?” 
 
“Your campaign,” he smiled. “You will help me, won’t you?” 
 
“Makuta,” I said, “I really don’t think so. I’m glad you’ve come around, but I just can’t talk 
myself into singing your praises. I have a bad feeling that if I did, you’d be smashing down my 
door again and trying to enlist me to betray my friends. I like living without fear, for a change.” 
 
“You have no reason to be afraid of me anymore, my sweet,” he said gently, touching my mask 
with his hand. 
 
“Maybe not,” I replied, backing away from him a little. “But you know, the members of 
BZPower already have been expressing their preferences to LEGO. They voted in a poll they that 
would like to see a new bad guy. Or better yet, a female villain. Say... you’re a shape-shifter. If 
you changed yourself into a girl, you might improve your chances.” 
 
Makuta’s Kraahkan became livid with rage. As I watched in horror, he began to grow in size 
until he was back to his original form, huge and menacing. Thunderclouds blotted out the sun as 
his eyes turned red and flashed angrily. “You disrespectful wench!” he roared. “I come to you for 
help, and you mock me! Even weakened, I am a thousand times stronger than you!” 
 
He raised his staff, and I staggered backwards against the opposite railing, regretting my 
impertinence. Why had I dared to insult someone so powerful? But at least his true intentions 
had been revealed. My fear was overcome by anger at his dishonesty. “That whole story about 
being feeble was just a trick to appeal to my compassion! You’re the same lying monster you 
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always were!” I shouted. I covered my head with my hands and braced myself for the inevitable 
retaliation. 
 
But nothing happened. I peeked through my fingers to see Makuta, back in his bedraggled new 
form, clinging to the railing. He was breathing hard. I stared at him, not sure what to think. The 
clouds rolled away, and the birds resumed their singing. 
 
“Actually, that part was the trick,” he smiled weakly. “That really took a lot of energy.” He slid 
to the ground and sat with his back against the guardrail. 
 
“I can’t figure you out,” I groaned. “One minute you’re asking for help, the next you’re 
threatening me. I just want you to go away and leave me alone.” I turned to walk off the bridge. 
 
“Wait, GaliGee,” he said, staggering to his feet. “Don’t you want a ride back to your truck?” 
 
“I’ll walk, thanks,” I replied curtly. I kept going. 
 
I heard a strange humming noise, and I was swept off my feet. I looked down, and I was sitting 
in Makuta’s lap as he flew like a Rahkshi. He swooped unsteadily over the bushes, grazing the 
branches, and swerved toward the car. We tumbled into the convertible. 
 
“At least let me drive you back,” he panted. He unfolded himself, buckled my seat belt, and 
turned the key in the ignition. 
 
I glared at him as he pulled out of the parking lot. “So, Makuta, why do you keep messing with 
my head?” 
 
“Because I can,” he grinned. “And it’s fun.” 
 
“You sound like Turahk,” I groaned. “Wait... you ARE Turahk now, aren’t you?” 
 
Makuta leaned toward me and hissed. I nearly jumped out of my seat. “Don’t worry, my head 
isn’t going to split apart,” he laughed. 
 
“I get the feeling you just like to control people,” I muttered. “Well, at least you aren’t in a 
position to hurt my friends anymore. Besides, it sounds like you’ll be busy looking for a job for a 
while.” 
 
“Oh, I don’t know,” he smiled. “I’ve got enough money to live on for a few months. Now that I 
don’t have to report to work, I think I’ll just spend some quality time with you. We could take a 
little vacation together.” 
 
I buried my mask in my hands. Maybe helping him find a job would be a good thing. “You 
should consider some other options, Makuta. I bet you’d be a really good lawyer.” 
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“I could hack the files at some university, and give myself a law degree,” he chuckled. “And I’m 
sure it wouldn’t take me any time at all to establish a reputation for myself.” 
 
“No doubt,” I agreed. I was even more relieved when I recognized the sign for the DPS office a 
half mile down the street. 
 
“But it just wouldn’t be the same. I’d really miss Bionicle. I still think the best thing would be 
for you to help me get back into the storyline. Besides, I’m worried about my brother. Even 
though he’s a real pain in the neck, he’s family. I’ve got to get back there and protect him from 
those meddling Turaga.” 
 
“But when you merged with Takanuva, you agreed to wake Mata Nui,” I protested. “Now you’re 
saying you need to protect him. What’s really going on?” 
 
“Darling, if you help me get back into the storyline, all that will be revealed. Otherwise, LEGO 
will just move on to other things.” 
 
I sighed. “The problem is, I don’t know what you’d do. You won’t tell me what’s really 
happening, and I’m not sure I’d believe you if you did.” 
 
Makuta pulled the Cadillac into the parking lot of an ice cream parlor. “Let’s get a little 
something to eat, shall we?” He opened his door and slowly rose from his seat. 
 
“Well, all right,” I agreed hesitantly. We walked into the shop. We ordered two cones from the 
astonished teenager behind the counter, and we sat down to eat them. 
 
“So, all I want you to do is start a little poll for me, asking the members if they want me to come 
back. And say in the first post what a great villain I am. You wouldn’t even have to lie, my love. 
Didn’t you tell me that I was the best in the business, and you hoped I got a new contract with 
LEGO?” 
 
“Yes, I did,” I replied. “But I don’t want to actively campaign for it. Besides, no one is going to 
believe I’m doing it of my own free will. They know you too well, Makuta. Why don’t you just 
do it yourself, from your own account?” 
 
“Because you’re a respected member of the community. I could never persuade people the way 
you can. And they might figure out that it’s really me.” 
 
“Very flattering, Makuta. But I just can’t bring myself to be your advocate, after all the 
destruction and misery you’ve caused.” 
 
He sighed and leaned back in his chair. I noticed that the boy was looking at him nervously. 
 
We finished our cones, and I tossed our napkins into the trash can and stood up. “Thanks for the 
ice cream, Makuta. I’m glad you’ve had a change of heart. And good luck with your contract.” I 
smiled at him. “If you start a poll, I’ll vote for LEGO to bring you back. Goodbye.” I started to 
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walk out of the store. The DPS office was only a couple of blocks away, and I was anxious to get 
back to the safety of my truck. 
 
“My good will, refused,” muttered Makuta. I spun around as he lunged. He threw me down in 
front of the door. I struggled to push him off, but he quickly me pinned to the tile floor. 
 
“Get off me!” I yelled. 
 
“Not until you promise to start my poll,” he grinned. He began to tickle my ribs. I laughed and 
thrashed, but he held me fast in his iron grip. 
 
“Forget it, Makuta,” I panted. “I’m not going to do it!” 
 
The young man behind the counter ran over to us. “Hey! Stop that!” 
 
Makuta looked up at him. “This is none of your concern, you little punk,” he snarled menacingly. 
He held up his hand, and the boy was thrown backwards against the wall. 
 
I took advantage of the distraction to roll to the side, but Makuta crushed me into the floor with 
his knee. As he tickled me again, I laughed so hard I was gasping for air. “I--won’t--” 
 
“Oh, yes, you will!” 
 
“No! Aaah--” I was starting to feel dizzy from lack of oxygen. Out of the corner of my eye I 
could see the store employee talking on the phone. 
 
“Come on, my kitten. One little poll...” 
 
Blackness was closing in around me. As I clung to the last remnants of consciousness, I began to 
think that perhaps it was not worth suffocating over something so minor. After all, it was just a 
poll. It might be interesting to see what people thought, anyway. “OK...” I breathed. 
 
Makuta stopped tickling me. He took his knee off my chest and smiled. “I knew you would see 
things my way.” 
 
I closed my eyes and lay back until the room stopped spinning. When I opened them again, the 
young man was rushing past us out the door. Flashing blue and red lights flickered through the 
room. I sat up. “What’s going on?” I asked. Then I saw a police car outside. Two officers were 
talking with the boy. Then they walked toward the door. 
 
Makuta frowned. “Prying troublemakers,” he growled, wincing as he stood up. He grabbed his 
staff, which was leaning against the table, and waved it at the door. The glass shattered.  
 
The policemen jumped back and ran behind their patrol car. “Drop your weapons and come out 
with your hands up, and no one will be harmed,” warned a voice on the police megaphone. 
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“Let’s just go out there. I’ll explain to them,” I offered, wishing to avoid any trouble.  
 
“What’s to explain? It’s that stupid kid’s fault,” grumbled Makuta. He helped me to my feet and 
put his arm around me. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. I’ll get us out of here.” 
 
Outside the large windows of the ice cream shop, I could see two more police cruisers arriving. 
They surrounded the building. The officers got out of their cars, guns drawn. “Makuta, they think 
you’re holding me hostage,” I said.  
 
“Do they?” A wicked smile flashed across his Kraahkan. “That’s perfect! Just play along, angel.” 
He grabbed me in a headlock and raised his staff defiantly. “Stop right where you are, or she 
dies!” he yelled at the police. They stopped advancing and crouched behind their vehicles. 
 
I crossed my arms in disgust. He was going to turn this into a big drama, I could tell. I just hoped 
no one would get hurt.  
 
The police appeared to be waiting for something. Makuta grew impatient. “Let’s get this party 
started!” He released me and opened his hand, revealing a dark ball. He tossed the ball into the 
air and struck it with an overhand motion of his staff, hurling it through the window at a squad 
car. The ball smashed through the glass, hit the hood of the car, and detonated. The officers 
nearby dove for cover behind the other cars. One of the policemen fired his pistol at Makuta, but 
he deflected the bullet with his staff. I heard it ping against the wall. They held their fire when he 
pulled me close to him again. 
 
Makuta watched with amusement as a black van marked ‘S.W.A.T.’ pulled into the parking lot. 
“Look, darling, I bet we’ll be on TV tonight,” he grinned. A half dozen men, dressed in black 
and carrying high-powered rifles, jumped out of the van and took positions around the building. 
 
“Makuta, this is crazy. I thought you had renounced senseless violence!” 
 
“Relax, beloved,” he purred. “Enjoy the show.” 
 
The loudspeaker on the S.W.A.T. van announced, “We are sending in a negotiator. Put down 
your weapons and step away from the hostage.” A member of the team slowly approached the 
door. Makuta smiled, lay his staff against the counter, and released me. He walked over to meet 
the policeman. They stopped a few paces from each other. I watched nervously from a few feet 
away. 
 
“Look, if we work together, we can settle this peacefully. What are your demands?” asked the 
negotiator. 
 
Makuta scratched his head. “Well, let me think for a moment. All right. How about all your 
strength?” His hand darted out and gripped the officer’s shoulder. The policeman crumpled to 
the ground. Makuta stepped over his prostrate body and asked loudly, “Anyone else want to 
negotiate?” 
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No one moved for a moment. “Come on,” said Makuta, grabbing my arm and his staff. He pulled 
me behind the counter as the snipers on top of the van opened fire. We ducked through a hail of 
bullets and glass shards into an interior office, then bolted the door shut behind us. 
 
“I’m getting out of here, Makuta. I don’t want any part of this!” I broke free of his grip and ran 
for the door. 
 
“Don’t be a fool, darling, You’ll get shot,” he replied, jumping in front of me. He waved his 
hand, sealing the door with a thick layer of ice. 
 
“Why are you doing this?” I asked angrily. “I thought you were still weak from your defeat!” 
 
“There’s nothing like a little adrenaline to get me going again,” he grinned. He sat down in the 
manager’s chair and put his feet on the desk. “Now we just wait.” 
 
“For what?” I looked around anxiously. Then I sighed and sat on the edge of the desk. “Well, if I 
survive, at least I’ll probably get a good story out of your roguishness.” 
 
“You always do,” he said with a wink. 
 
From the noises outside the room, it sounded like the S.W.A.T. team was storming the building. 
Soon we could hear heavy blows striking the door. The wood splintered, and then the tools 
hacked at the ice. “Who IS this guy?” asked one muffled voice. 
 
“More like, WHAT is he?” wondered another. 
 
As the police chipped a hole in the frozen block, Makuta stood. I ran behind a cabinet, my heart 
racing with fear. “You gentlemen want a little help with that?” he asked, raising his hand. A jet 
of flame shot toward the door, vaporizing the ice. The tools were hastily retracted with loud yells 
of pain. 
 
A few seconds later, several policemen in full riot gear charged through the smoldering remains 
of the door, their rifles aimed right at us. As they began to fire, Makuta held up his staff and 
deflected bullets all over the room. Then he sent the S.W.A.T. team sprawling with a massive 
shock wave. The door jamb and part of the ceiling collapsed as well. 
 
He turned to look at me through the cloud of dust, his face suddenly weary. He swayed and 
clutched his staff to steady himself. “Sweetheart, are you all right?" he asked. 
 
I nodded. He moved his hand away from his side. Pale green oily fluid was spilling from a 
jagged hole in his side. 
 
"Oh, no!" I exclaimed. "You've been shot!" 
 
"Looks like I missed one," he winced. 
 



Makuta Shorts  GaliGee 

 70

I grabbed an apron off the desk and pressed it against the injury. Then I glanced at his back. The 
exit wound was even larger. Makuta took the apron and tossed it aside. "Thanks, beloved, but it 
really doesn't matter anyway. I just don’t have the energy to keep this up. They are going to get 
me.” 
 
“Why didn’t you listen to me?” I asked, exasperated. “All right, just stay here. I’ll go out there 
and--” 
 
“Wait, darling. You’re the only one who really understands me.” He put his arms around me. 
“I’m counting on you to tell my story after I’m gone.” 
 
“Makuta, stop being so dramatic. I’ll go talk to them. I can probably get them to drop any 
kidnapping or assault charges. You’ll probably be stuck with ‘Resisting Arrest’--” 
 
“You don’t get it, do you?” he murmured. “This is it for me, GaliGee. I used the last of my 
strength to drag myself over here, to see you one last time and explain everything. As for this,” 
he said, gesturing at the doorway, “I just wanted to go out in a blaze of glory. And now I can die 
happy, in the arms of my angel.” He slumped forward. I staggered under his weight as his staff 
clattered to the floor. I dragged him over to the desk and pushed him onto the chair.  
 
Makuta had stopped breathing, and the light in his eyes had gone dark. We were both covered 
with hydraulic fluid. I lay my head on his chest, and there was no heartbeat. I lifted his arm and 
let it go. It fell limply into his lap. I shook him, saying, “Makuta? Makuta!” But there was no 
response. 
 
Stunned, I stepped back. He was really dead. At least, his body was really dead. His spirit had 
survived defeat once before, but this time he had given away most of his strength. At the very 
least, he would be gone for a long time. 
 
I stared in disbelief at the lifeless form of the once-powerful master of shadows, who had 
threatened my friends’ lives and turned my own existence into a waking nightmare. I had 
followed the story of his lies, deceit, and destruction since the day I was built, when I learned my 
purpose as a prototype of the heroes who would ultimately confront him. And I had listened to 
his story of repentance with considerable skepticism. But somehow I still felt sorry for him. With 
his long limbs hanging haphazardly from the office chair, and his fluid seeping into the cushions, 
his makeshift body looked so vulnerable. Behind the secrets he guarded so closely, behind the 
reasons for his evil deeds, he was no doubt a lonely and tormented soul.  
 
And he had allowed himself to be hacked in half to save two of his enemies. Even though he was 
under the influence of someone else’s light, he had nevertheless done it of his own will. He had 
obviously gone through incredible pain for their sakes. 
 
I stood gazing at him for a few moments, not sure what to do. Then I leaned over and caressed 
the side of his Kraahkan with my hand. “Goodbye, Makuta. I hope you find peace.” I turned 
toward the door. 
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I could hear the S.W.A.T. team assembling in the hallway for another attempt. “It’s me, the 
hostage,” I shouted. “Don’t shoot! I’m coming out!” I put my hands on top of my head, and I 
walked past the riot police and through the demolished ice cream shop. A policeman ran to meet 
me and led me to a squad car. The parking lot was jammed with emergency vehicles--a fleet of 
police cars, two fire engines, a hazardous materials response team truck, and three local news 
vans. Sirens wailed and radios crackled all around. A female officer waved away the 
approaching reporters, took my arm, and asked if I was all right. 
 
“I’m fine,” I replied. “The one you want is in the office. I think he’s dead.” 
 
“Do you know him?” she asked, scribbling some notes on a pad. 
 
“Oh, yes,” I nodded. I took a towel offered by a paramedic and began to wipe off the green fluid. 
 
“What was your relationship with him?” 
 
“He was... I guess you could say he was an old friend,” I answered slowly. 
 
“I see. Now, please state your full name.” 
 
Suddenly a huge explosion rocked the ground. The roof blew off the building, and a shower of 
flaming boards, metal fragments, melted tar, and plaster chunks rained down all around. 
Everyone scrambled for cover. Then I heard a humming sound. I felt something slam into my 
back and lift me up, and I was flying through the smoke. 
 
“That was so sweet, GaliGee,” said Makuta as he flew us out of the parking lot. “You really do 
care about me.” 
 
“You filthy rotten liar!” I yelled. I pounded his legs with my fists. 
 
“Now, now, dear,” he chided me. “That’s not a very smart thing to say to someone who’s 
holding you twenty feet above the ground.” 
 
I crossed my arms and frowned. When confronted with the results of his evil, Makuta had acted 
with selfless courage. But he was still a rascal at heart. 
 
He flew down and hovered next to my truck. “There you go, precious. Thanks for the wonderful 
visit. Now, don’t forget your promise to start my poll.” 
 
“I haven’t forgotten,” I growled, climbing off his lap. 
 
“Having integrity is such a burden, don’t you think?” he grinned, tweaking my chin. “Until next 
time, my lovely!” He zoomed back toward the ice cream shop. 
 
I sighed and started my truck. As I drove toward my house, I heard sirens behind me. I barely 
had time to pull over before a black Cadillac convertible roared past, followed by a half dozen 
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police cars. Then two glowing red lights appeared under the bumper. I watched in astonishment 
as Makuta’s car lifted off the ground and shot into the sky, leaving a white smoke trail and a faint 
odor of ammonium perchlorate. 
 
 
THE END 
 
 
A promise is a promise. *glare* Vote whether LEGO should bring back Makuta in this poll. 
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