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Chapter 1: Special Delivery 
 
When I heard the doorbell, I set my book down and jumped up from my chair. Finally, the pizza 
was here! I grabbed my wallet on the way to the door. 
 
I swung open the door and breathed the tantalizing smell of melted mozzarella, black olives, and 
Italian sausage. But then I looked up and saw that it was Makuta holding the pizza box. He was 
leaning casually against the door frame. His lanky new form, which he had built out of Rahkshi 
parts after his defeat in the Mask of Light, filled most of the doorway.  
 
“Hello, gorgeous,” Makuta grinned, handing me the pizza. 
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“I see you’ve found a job,” I remarked. 
 
He laughed. “I deliver only to one special customer.” Behind him, I saw a frightened teenage boy 
jump into a pizza delivery car and screech away down the street. 
 
I peeked inside the box. The pizza looked delicious, and I was really hungry. “What are you 
doing here, Makuta?” 
 
“Enjoying your wonderful company,” he replied. “Bring the pizza, and let’s go for a drive!” 
 
I sighed. “After that nasty prank you pulled in the ice cream parlor, I was hoping I would never 
see you again.” 
 
“Oh, darling, I thought all that was rather exciting,” he smiled. “I didn’t mean to scare you.” 
 
“I’m just not the adrenaline junkie you are,” I groaned. “Please go away and leave me alone.” I 
started to close the door, but he blocked it open with his foot. 
 
“Not a chance, GaliGee. Now I need you more than ever.” Grabbing my arm, he pulled me 
outside. He shut the door and half led, half dragged me to his black Coupe de Ville convertible 
and opened the passenger door. I looked at him warily. 
 
“Now, please don’t force me to do anything un-gentlemanly, beloved.” His eyes briefly flashed 
red before returning to their usual blue. I knew from experience that resistance would be futile, 
so I reluctantly got in. He leaned over me and buckled the seat belt. 
 
“What could you possibly need from me now?” I grumbled. 
 
Makuta started the motor and pulled into the street. “Remember how I promised you that one day 
we would rule Mata Nui together?” 
 
“Uh, yeah,” I muttered uneasily. 
 
“Well, now that everyone has left for Metru Nui, we will!” he smiled. 
 
I felt a wave of panic wash over me. I unbuckled the belt and started to vault over the door. 
 
Makuta reached over and pushed me back into the seat with his arm. “Now don’t do anything 
hasty, sweetheart,” he warned. “Just relax and let me explain.” 
 
“What’s to explain? You’re having another megalomaniac fantasy, and you want to drag me into 
it.” 
 
“This is no fantasy, beloved. The island is really ours for the taking!” He buckled my seatbelt 
again. “Would I lie to you?” he asked sweetly. 
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“Well,” I answered slowly, “last time I saw you, you told me that--” 
 
“It was a rhetorical question, dear,” he frowned. 
 
I decided to take the direct approach. “Makuta, please take me home. I like peace, and order, and 
tranquility. Whenever you’re around, you always drive me crazy with fear.” 
 
“But that’s exactly why I need your help,” he crooned, turning out of the neighborhood onto a 
wide avenue. “You’ll be such a benevolent influence on the islanders.” 
 
“What islanders? Everyone has left!” 
 
“They have. But I’m going to repopulate it. Remember all those kraata that were trapped in the 
caves in Po-Koro?” 
 
“Oh, no,” I groaned. “An island full of kraata?” 
 
“Yes! And Rahkshi! And you and me! I’m going to rename it ‘Makuta Island’.” He put a Louis 
Armstrong CD into the player in the dashboard and turned up the volume.  
 
I leaned back into my seat and closed my eyes. What was I in for this time? 
 
“It’s going to be wonderful, my angel,” he continued. “That lovely paradise, all to ourselves. 
And our delightful children.” 
 
“Your children,” I reminded him. “And I wouldn’t go so far as to call them delightful.” I shivered 
as I remembered my experiences with the unruly, destructive Rahkshi last time he had hauled me 
off to Mata Nui. 
 
“They’ll grow on you,” he assured me. I shivered again. 
 
“Look, Makuta, I can’t just leave. I have commitments. People are going to worry if I just 
disappear.” 
 
“Well, of course it would be my preference for you to stay with me forever. But after your work 
is done, I’ll take you home whenever you want,” he smiled as he pulled onto the highway. He 
accelerated to his customary velocity, pegging the speedometer. 
 
“And what work is that, exactly?” 
 
“Rebuilding the villages.” 
 
“For the Rahkshi to live in?” I asked skeptically. 
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“Actually, no one will live in them.” The Master of Shadows set the cruise control and leaned 
back in his seat. “You see, the people at LEGO are discussing a work opportunity with me. 
They’re talking about putting me into a flashback next year. Nothing is definite yet, but I have 
high hopes.” 
 
“And?” 
 
“And I think my chances will be better if we restore the island first. You know, to save them the 
trouble. It’ll be a gesture of goodwill on my part.” 
 
“Especially since it was your Rahkshi that wrecked it in the first place,” I surmised. 
 
“That’s one way of looking at it,” shrugged Makuta. “If Takua had just given me the Avokhii, 
we wouldn’t have so much work to do.” 
 
I sighed. I didn’t feel like arguing against his insane point of view. “Rebuilding the villages is 
going to take a long time,” I remarked. 
 
“Oh, you’ll be done before you know it,” he smiled. “How about a slice of that pizza, before it 
gets cold?” 
 
I opened the box and handed Makuta a piece of pizza. “Thanks,” he said, gesturing behind him. 
“Get a couple of drinks out of that cooler back there, would you please, dearest?” 
 
I looked into the back seat. There was a chaotic heap of electronic equipment, books, and 
blankets. A few Bionicle parts were sticking out of the pile. As I pulled out a small insulated 
cooler, I saw some glass jars underneath. I recoiled in disgust when I realized they contained 
motionless kraata. 
 
“I see you brought a few of your kids,” I said, handing Makuta a Coke. 
 
“Yes, those are the ones you know already. That’s Turahk, Kurahk, Vorahk, Panrahk, Guurahk, 
and Lerahk,” he said proudly.  
 
“I thought you re-absorbed them after you were smashed by the door.” 
 
“Well, I tried to, but it didn’t work. When I pulled them out of myself, it seems the kraata really 
became separate individuals. They never fully re-integrated themselves into me. So I pulled them 
back out again.” 
 
“I see,” I winced. 
 
“But I was able to borrow their strength long enough to get my own back, and I’m grateful to 
them for that. And being so close to them for a while, I could share their memories. It was a bit 
like forming a Kaita. Except that their little minds are too limited to understand much of mine, of 
course.” 
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I had concluded long ago that Makuta was infinitely weird and creepy. Still, every new thing I 
learned about him only made him seem more so. 
 
“Have some pizza, precious,” he urged. But my appetite had vanished. I opened a Coke instead. 
 
“So, you’ve kept the form you built for yourself after you were crushed,” I commented. 
 
“Yes, I rather like it. I miss the big hulking thing, because it was so effective at scaring people. 
But this one has the advantage of being able to fly. And how do you like my improved color 
scheme? I let myself into the LEGO warehouse and found a few bits and pieces.” 
 
“Nice spikes,” I shrugged, handing him another piece of pizza. “And at least your parts match 
now. But if you really want to rebuild the island, why don’t you change yourself into a big piece 
of construction equipment?” 
 
Makuta laughed. “I suppose I could. But the Matoran villages were quite primitive. Remember, 
this is for a flashback, so they’ll be the old-style simple villages, not the elaborate ones they built 
after the Kal were defeated. Once the debris is cleared, it’s going to be a matter of weaving 
seaweed and smoothing mud, not using heavy machinery.” 
 
“I don’t think I’m really the one you want for this, Makuta. I don’t know how to build anything.” 
 
“Oh, you’re definitely the one I want,” he grinned. “Gali Nuva’s looks, without her attitude. 
Besides, you won’t be doing the actual work, anyway. Your job is to oversee the Rahkshi while 
they do it.” 
 
“The Rahkshi?” I was aghast. “But… they’re made for destruction! How am I going to get them 
to build anything?” 
 
“You have a couple thousand miles to figure that out,” Makuta chuckled. “My sons are quite 
strong, and they have a variety of talents. Have you seen the kraata page on bionicle.com?” 
 
“Well, yes, I have.” I remembered a long list of very strange powers, ranging from anger to 
weather control. Unfortunately, I didn’t recall anything that even remotely resembled the 
construction trades. 
 
Makuta reached into the back seat and handed me a laptop computer. “Here, cupcake. You might 
want to study it a little more. Double-click the red LEGO brick on the desktop.” 
 
I switched on the computer and looked at the kraata web page. I shuddered to think that I would 
soon be surrounded by these horrid creatures. I hoped Makuta would tell them to stay away from 
me. 
 
“Just pick out the ones you want me to make into Rahkshi,” he continued. “Of course I’ll make 
new armor for the six in the back seat as well. They’ll be so excited to see you again!” 
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So I was to become a construction foreman for a crew of Rahkshi. This was beyond bizarre.  
 
I sank back in my seat and considered my options. With no Rahkshi in the car to watch me while 
Makuta went inside to pay for gas, maybe I could escape. But he would notice immediately, and 
I had already learned the hard way that he could easily outrun me. He had X-ray vision, and he 
could fly now. Then it occurred to me that I was holding the answer in my lap. I shot a fleeting 
look at Makuta, who was watching the road and humming along with the music. I launched the 
e-mail program. 
 
“You may write one e-mail message, darling,” he said without taking his eyes off the road. “Tell 
the recipient you’re away on a writing assignment, and you’ll be back in about a week.” 
 
I entered an address. Maybe I could compose the message in such a way that every other letter 
spelled out a plea for help. I started to type very slowly. 
 
“No funny stuff, dear,” he warned, glancing at me with narrowed eyes. 
 
I sighed and typed what he had suggested. I clicked the ‘Send’ button and closed the program. 
 
“Oh, and you should put that in your signature on BZPower, too,” he added. I logged onto the 
site, changed my signature, and logged off. Then I returned to the kraata page. 
 
Soon I had copied the entire kraata list into a text document. Makuta rummaged around in the 
back seat with one arm and dug up a small printer with an infrared link, and I printed the list. I 
selected a few of the least threatening types of kraata to help me with my strange task, and I put 
check marks by their names. Makuta quickly scanned the paper while he drove. 
 
“Good choices,” he commented, handing it back to me. “These will get you off to a good start.” 
 
I certainly hoped so. It looked like my best prospect was to accomplish this building job as fast 
as possible. In spite of being profoundly evil and deceitful, whenever Makuta had actually made 
me a promise, he had always kept his word. I prayed that would be the case this time. 
 
The sun set behind us, painting the sky with beautiful colors. My appetite had returned, and I ate 
the last two slices of pizza. Makuta tossed the box over his shoulder. I frowned as it flew out of 
the convertible. 
 
The darkness deepened, and I asked him, “Don’t the Rahkshi prefer the dark to the light?” 
 
“Well, obviously, sweetheart. Why?” 
 
“Because they will probably work best at night.” 
 
“Oh, I see where you’re going with this,” he nodded. “I’ll give you night vision, so you can 
adjust your schedule to theirs.” He put his hand on my forehead. Suddenly I could see much 
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farther and more clearly. The colors were still the somber blues and violets of night, but I could 
distinguish shapes as sharply as if it were daytime. 
 
“Better, beloved?” he asked. “Now you’re truly going to become a creature of darkness!” 
 
I hoped he was wrong. Makuta could easily have destroyed me many times over by now, if that 
had been his intent. And after his defeat in the Mask of Light, it was improbable he could trick 
me into doing anything to put the Toa, Turaga, and Matoran in danger. The far more frightening 
possibility was that I would become more like him. 
 
So I enjoyed my new vision of the world with a measure of trepidation. The biggest challenge 
would be to complete my task without being drawn too far into Makuta’s dark, twisted world. 
 
As the miles rolled by, I finally became drowsy. I decided I might as well replace my waking 
nightmare with one of the normal sort, so I lay my head against the door and went to sleep. 
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Chapter 2: Home, Sweet Home  
 
I woke with a start as the car suddenly lurched. Evidently Makuta had moved me while I slept, 
because, much to my annoyance, I was lying with my head in his lap. He had also wrapped a 
blanket around me. I sat up slowly and blinked in the bright sunshine as he pulled the convertible 
onto the shoulder. A clunking noise was coming from somewhere near the right rear wheel. 
 
“What’s going on?” I asked drowsily. 
 
“Oh, good morning, angel,” he smiled. He glanced over his shoulder at the back of the car. “It 
looks like we have a broken strut. Don’t worry your pretty little head. Just sit tight while I take 
care of it.” 
 
I rubbed my neck and got out as he walked around to the back of the car. “Yes,” he said, leaning 
over and looking under the bumper, “I think the heat of those emergency rockets has weakened 
the steel. And I have to admit, I’m pretty hard on the suspension system.” He opened the trunk. It 
was crammed with piping, valves, liquid oxygen tanks, and other strange equipment. I noticed 
the two rockets, mounted under the car just inboard of each wheel. He had used these to escape 
the police the last time I had seen him. 
 
“Can I help?” I asked timidly. 
 
“Well, darling, you could find me something cold to drink after I’m finished,” he grinned. He 
pulled a jack stand out of the trunk. 
 
I took the cooler out of the back seat. He lifted the back end of the Cadillac with his hands and 
shoved the jack stand into place underneath with his foot. He gently let the car back down onto 
the stand. 
 
Then Makuta lay on his back and dragged himself under the bumper. He held the two pieces of 
the broken strut together and focused his eyes on the joint. I watched with amazement as his eyes 
began to glow red, and then white, and so did the metal. Then he let go and let the weld cool. He 
tapped the strut with his finger. 
 
“That should do it,” he said as he stood up again, his eyes back to their customary blue color. I 
handed him a bottle of orange juice. “Thank you, my dove.” He drank it in one gulp and hurled 
the bottle into the woods. 
 
Makuta lifted the car again and removed the stand. He jammed it back into the trunk and 
slammed the lid. “Let’s go get some coffee, my lovely.” He opened my door and waited for me 
to get in, then returned to his seat.  
 
I pulled out the kraata powers list and found one called “Heat Vision.” Suddenly it occurred to 
me that anything the kraata could do, Makuta also must be capable of doing. As I put the list 
back in the pocket of the door, I thought about the expression “if looks could kill.” Apparently, 
in his case, they could. 
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“That one comes in handy a lot,” he commented as he pulled onto the highway. I nodded in 
reply, too uneasy to speak. 
 
Soon Makuta stopped at a gas station. He put the nozzle in the tank and started the pump, then 
went inside for coffee. By this time I had abandoned all hope of escaping someone who could 
slay me instantly in a variety of ways without even moving. So I busied myself by collecting all 
the food wrappers and empty cups from the back seat and throwing them into the trash barrel. 
Then I cleaned the bugs off the windshield with the gas station squeegee. When the tank was 
full, I replaced the nozzle in its cradle on the pump. 
 
Makuta emerged with two cups of coffee and a box of doughnuts. “What a nice surprise,” he 
smiled. “I can only imagine how wonderful my lair is going to look after you’ve been there a 
little while.” 
 
I sipped my coffee as he started the engine and eased down the driveway. From the highway 
signs, I could see we were already in Pennsylvania. Thick, beautiful forests lined both sides of 
the road. Makuta wove in and out of traffic as he talked excitedly about his plans. “The first 
thing we’re going to have to do, beloved, is clean up the mess from that last little kolhii match 
with Takanuva. And haul off all that rubble blocking the doorway. Then we’ll move all the stuff 
out of my car and set up the computer and home theater system. I suppose I’d better get that cave 
open, first, though, so I can make some more armor for the boys. That way we can get them to 
help us.” 
 
“I need to study the villages, so I can rebuild them accurately,” I remarked. 
 
“Oh, yes, you do. You should probably play the online game again, so you’ll remember how 
things looked. When we get there, I’ll set up the color laser printer and print out some screen 
shots for you to take into the field.” 
 
I glanced behind me into the back seat. Apparently he had a lot of interesting things in there. I 
pulled out the laptop and spent the next couple of hours playing the Mata Nui Adventure Game, 
marveling at all the details I hadn’t noticed before. Fortunately, each village had only a handful 
of huts. There would definitely be some challenges, though. I looked at the massive waterfall 
Kaukau statue in Ga-Koro and wondered how I would manage to get the Rahkshi to sculpt 
something so huge, and yet so precise. Maybe I should get Makuta to make a Heat Vision 
Rahkshi for me, too. I checked off an extra kraata on the list. 
 
By the time I had brought the Chronicler’s company to the Kini-Nui, we were crossing a long 
bridge into New York City. I turned off the computer for a little while to admire the skyscrapers 
and smell the mingled scents of ethnic food, iron oxide, hot asphalt, and car exhaust. Makuta 
seemed to enjoy the intensity of the big city traffic, rat-racing taxi drivers and zigzagging 
between pedestrians.  
 
We stopped for pastrami sandwiches at a Manhattan deli, selecting a table on the patio so he 
could watch the Coupe de Ville. When a passing gang member leaned over the side of the car to 
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check out the equipment in the back seat, Makuta waited patiently. The youth looked around 
furtively, then grabbed a DVD player. He jerked back violently as a huge arc of electricity 
jumped onto his hand. He picked himself up off the sidewalk and fled down the street. 
 
We finished our lunch and got back on the road. I resumed my game and began to battle the Rahi 
with my Matoran. Then Gali sent her first vision, the formation of the Toa Kaita. “You can skip 
the rest of it, darling,” growled Makuta. 
 
“All right,” I agreed. I put the computer back onto the pile. We were almost to Enfield, anyway. 
 
Soon Makuta was pulling into the LEGO headquarters parking lot. Strange memories of my first 
road trip with Makuta returned to me as he put the transmission in ‘Park’ and switched off the 
engine. I suppressed my fears and got out of the car. 
 
“Home, sweet home,” Makuta announced cheerfully. “Would you please hand me a few of the 
kraata jars, and carry the others yourself?” 
 
I dug out the glass containers and handed three of them to Makuta. He put the convertible top up 
and locked the car. He picked up his staff and the jars and led me through the woods to the cave 
we had used before to get to Mata Nui. We descended far into the damp earth. Finally we 
reached a stone door with the Makuta monolith symbol etched on it.  
 
Makuta turned to grin at me, then raised his staff. But unlike last time, the door did not open. He 
raised his staff again, but still nothing happened. 
 
“Oh, blast, LEGO has turned off the power. Get behind me, darling.” I did so as he raised his 
staff a third time. The door shattered in a big cloud of dust. Makuta stepped through the 
doorway. “Follow me.” 
 
We walked through the dark chamber. With my new night vision I could see the Manas 
crouching motionless against the opposite wall. “I’ve got to get a generator running right away,” 
he muttered to himself. 
 
We emerged into the main room of the lair. It looked quite different from the last time I had seen 
it. Chunks of broken stone lay everywhere, and some of the tunnel entrances had collapsed. I 
recognized the passageways to the kitchen and weapons rooms from my last visit. Makuta set 
down his jars in the center of the room, and I put the ones I had been carrying next to them. He 
paced around the periphery of the chamber, surveying the damage. 
 
“Well, beloved, let’s go find some kraata to make armor for these little fellows,” he said at last, 
gesturing toward the jars. “I’m sorry to say the elevator is still broken, but at least now I can fly.” 
He jumped up and hovered next to me in the Rahkshi flying position. I looked at him 
apprehensively and then climbed into his lap. 
 
We zoomed down a dark passageway that soon turned upward. I fell back against Makuta’s chest 
as he accelerated straight up, my heart pounding as if I were on a roller coaster. In a few seconds 
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we shot out of the middle of the Kini-Nui. He flattened out and made a wide circle around the 
temple. The center dome was shattered, as I remembered from the Mask of Light, but the pillars 
were intact. In the distance loomed the monolithic statue of Takua’s mask that Takanuva had 
made when testing his new powers. Makuta headed north, and we flew over the badlands of 
Onu-Wahi, crossed the rugged terrain of the Tiro Canyon, and passed the demolished walls of 
Po-Koro. I grieved to see the magnificent work of the Matoran in such a state, but I took heart 
that my mission on the island was to restore some of its former grandeur. 
 
I just wondered what it would take to make little chunks of evil create something so beautiful. 
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Chapter 3: Getting Started 
 
Makuta slowed down as we approached a cluster of rocks just east of Po-Koro. I recognized the 
cave opening that Tahu and Kopaka had sealed off in the comic. Makuta stopped and hovered 
next it, and I jumped off his lap. He dropped to the ground, walked up to the glassy rock, and 
struck it lightly with his staff. Cracks formed instantly over its surface, and it disintegrated into a 
heap of sand. 
 
“Come on in, darling,” he invited, ducking into the cave. I followed him inside. Row upon row 
of glass jars reached to the ceiling and extended far into the darkness. The floor of the cavern 
was covered with broken glass. A few dozen kraata slithered up to us. I jumped up onto a rock in 
horror. 
 
“Don’t worry, princess, they won’t hurt you,” he smiled. “Before I opened the door, I sent them a 
signal that you were with me.” He reached down for an armful of the wriggling creatures. They 
hissed and nuzzled his mask. Others were crawling up the rock I was standing on and rubbing 
my legs like affectionate cats. I swallowed hard and stepped carefully down from the boulder so 
I wouldn’t crush any of them. 
 
“Now, my pets, gather around, and let me choose from among you to become Rahkshi armor,” 
Makuta purred to his offspring. They eagerly surrounded him, and he bent over and picked up 
four of them. “The rest of you may run free, for now. I’ll release more of your brothers from 
stasis when we return.” The kraata scattered into the desert, seeking the shade of boulders and 
cliffs. 
 
Tucking the writhing creatures under one arm, Makuta turned to the vials on the wall. He 
smashed two of the jars with his staff and removed the kraata. Then, satisfied with his selection, 
he walked out of the cave and jumped up into the flying position. He waited for me to climb back 
on, and then we were flying toward the Kini-Nui again. 
  
I glanced nervously at the squirming kraata under Makuta’s arm, but he seemed to be gripping 
them tightly. As we raced across the beautiful landscape, I relaxed a little, enjoying the wind on 
my mask and the breathtaking views of the majestic stone bluffs and the distant sparkling sea. 
The humming sound of Makuta’s flight was actually strangely reassuring, reminding me that I 
was riding in the protection of tremendous power. Soon we reached the Kini-Nui. I gasped when 
we pitched forward into the hole. My stomach lurched as I fell out of Makuta’s lap, and I 
grabbed for his legs. But he accelerated, slamming into my back and putting his arm around my 
waist. We plummeted through the cool blackness of the underground into the recesses of 
Mangaia, and Makuta set me down next to the kraata jars in the center of the main room. My 
head was still spinning and my legs felt wobbly, but at least I was on solid ground again. 
 
“Well, now we just need to immerse them in protodermis. I’ll have to open up that passageway 
again.” He ducked into an opening in the wall, the kraata trailing behind him. We reached a large 
pile of rocks, and he waved his staff. They rolled away, revealing the entrance to a large hall. 
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My eyes grew wide as I recognized the cavernous room where the confrontation between light 
and shadow had taken place in the Mask of Light. The broken columns lay on the floor, their 
ghastly twisted forms looking almost organic. But the most amazing thing was the huge pool of 
protodermis in the center of the room, in the shape of the Bionicle symbol. Its silvery surface 
was smooth as glass in the dim blue light of our glowing eyes. 
 
Makuta tossed a pebble into it, and the ripples shimmered in a widening circle. He smiled 
broadly. “All right, everyone into the pool! Well, not you, love.” He stood next to me as the 
kraata flung themselves into the fluid and sank out of sight. “There’s no telling what that stuff 
would do to you. Promise me you’ll be careful in here.” 
 
“I will,” I agreed solemnly, still in awe of this eerie yet magnificent hall with its reservoir of 
transforming liquid in the center. Across the room I saw the enormous Hau that was the doorway 
to Metru-Nui. Its massive gate rested solidly on the ground, with bits of crushed metal sticking 
out of the crack. I realized that they must have been part of Makuta’s previous form. 
 
Suddenly I felt myself being shoved toward the protodermis. I yelped and struggled to keep my 
balance. Makuta caught me in his arms and laughed. “Of course I would never really do that, my 
kitten,” he grinned, releasing me. 
 
I looked at him distrustfully and backed away from the pool. “How long does it take to make a 
Rahkshi, anyway?” I asked. 
 
“Oh, quite a while. Let’s go back to the lair and straighten up a bit while they’re changing.” He 
led the way back to the main room and set the kraata canisters in a niche in the wall. I helped him 
toss the broken rock chunks into a pile in the center of the floor. Then he blasted the pile with a 
plasma beam until the stone melted. Makuta levitated us above the spreading puddle of magma. 
When it covered the entire floor, he waved his staff and covered it with a thin layer of ice, which 
melted immediately. We dropped down onto the wet, steaming surface, still warm to the touch. 
“This place needed a little remodeling, anyway,” Makuta shrugged. “Now, let’s go check on the 
Rahkshi.” He picked up three of the jars. 
 
Still panting from the effort of moving the rocks, I picked up the remaining vials and followed 
him back into the protodermis hall. He slid his staff into the liquid and fished around for a 
moment. Then he pulled it back out and looked at the top of it. He removed a glittering blue 
jewel from the dripping staff and showed it to me. 
 
“Is that the pebble you threw in there?” I asked in amazement.  
 
He nodded and wedged the jewel into the vent at the top of my Kaukau Nuva. “The armor should 
be just about ready now.” 
 
I peered into the pool while he probed its depths again with the staff. He hauled out a glistening 
red Rahkshi and dragged it onto the ground next to the pool. Then with his staff he broke the vial 
containing the red kraata. The kraata stretched, hissed, and wriggled toward its--or rather, his--
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new armor. With his nose he prodded open the back and slipped inside. Immediately the 
Rahkshi’s arms and legs began to twitch, and he jumped to his feet.  
 
“Meet Turahk,” Makuta announced. “Again. Son, you remember GaliGee, don’t you?” 
 
Turahk formed the handle of his staff between his hands and clanked it against Makuta’s. Then 
he turned to me. I recoiled at the sight of this towering beast with his quivering spines and cold 
eyes. I remembered the widespread panic he had caused as we drove through New York City on 
our last trip. And the way he had blasted Pohatu, Kopaka, and Takua in the Mask of Light and the 
comics was terrifying. But most frightening of all was the fact that he had actually killed Jaller. 
He leaned toward me, and my knees grew weak with fear. 
 
He stared intently at my eyes, which Makuta had changed from yellow to blue since the Rahkshi 
had last seen me. But then he bowed slightly, perhaps in response to a signal from Makuta. Or 
maybe he did remember me. After all, I had gotten him and his brothers out of trouble with their 
father once. 
 
Makuta had already lifted out two more Rahkshi, and Kurahk and Lehrak were coming to life. 
They clashed their staffs together and began to fly around the room, chasing each other. I ducked 
as they hummed overhead. Makuta watched them proudly for a moment, then retrieved the other 
three. The room was filled with hissing as they dove at each other. Vorahk struck Guurahk with 
his staff as he flew by. The powerless blue Rahkshi plummeted toward the protodermis. Makuta 
jumped up and flew under his falling son, saving him from a second dip in the pool. 
 
“Come on, boys, that’s enough,” Makuta said sternly. “Let’s go unload the car.” The Rahkshi 
tumbled after him down the passage. I followed at a distance to avoid being trampled in their 
eagerness. 
 
Makuta flipped open his mobile phone and made a call as we made our way back to the LEGO 
parking lot. It was already dusk when we reached the convertible. He unlocked it and gave each 
Rahkshi a lapful of equipment to carry back to the lair. I gathered an armload of DVDs and 
books and walked after the flying creatures. Glancing behind me, I saw Makuta taking a large 
paper bag from an oriental man in the parking lot. The poor fellow turned and fled for his car. 
Then Makuta caught up with me. “You like Chinese food, sweetheart? This place makes 
fabulous spring rolls,” he smiled. 
 
“Uh, sure,” I replied, looking at the bag. “But don’t you have to order from a different restaurant 
each time?” 
 
“Of course not,” he chuckled. “I erase their memory.” 
 
I winced and kept walking. When we reached Mangaia, Makuta spread a blanket on the smooth 
new floor of the main room and set out the food. The Rahkshi devoured their portions rapidly 
and were soon jumping around the room, sparring with their staffs. Makuta sent them up to the 
surface to play. “They’re so excited to be awake again, and to have Rahkshi bodies,” he 
explained, taking another bite of Kung Pao chicken. “They’ve been through so much lately.” 
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“Yes, just like everyone else on Mata Nui,” I groaned. 
 
“Makuta Island,” he corrected me. “My brother is no longer worshipped here. Now it’s mine! All 
mine! And everything on it!” 
 
Not everything, I said to myself. “Say, Makuta, would you please make me those Rahkshi on the 
list soon? I’d like to get started on the villages.” 
 
“Darling, I hope your enthusiasm is not just because you’re in a hurry to leave me,” he said, 
looking at me sideways. 
 
I took a deep breath. “Well, I would like to get back home before too long,” I replied quietly. 
 
“All right, precious. We’ll go fetch those kraata after supper.” 
 
We finished eating, and I gathered the trash and stuffed it back into the bag. Makuta tossed it into 
the air and vaporized it with his eyes before it could hit the ground. Then we flew back to the 
cave. The island looked ethereal in the moonlight. The desert had exchanged its gold and brown 
hues for pale blue and deep purple.  
 
Makuta set me down in front of the cavern. He went inside, glanced back and forth between my 
list and the shelves, and began to smash selected jars with his staff. A group of snaky creatures 
were soon gathered at his feet. 
 
I heard a humming sound and turned around. The first six Rahkshi were flying low across the 
sand toward us. They landed and hissed at me. Then Panrahk snickered. He swung his staff and 
thrust it into the ground. An arc of dark energy sprang up, hitting the ground just inside the cave 
entrance. The earth shook, and the canisters began to roll off the shelves and shatter. Hundreds of 
kraata, newly freed from their glass prisons, slithered rapidly in all directions through the broken 
shards. 
 
Makuta staggered backwards out of the cave and sat down on a rock. He held his head between 
his hands. “Makuta, what’s going on?” I asked. 
 
“So many… so many voices… all clamoring at once!” he exclaimed. “I… I can’t control them 
all!” 
 
“You have to!” I urged him. “You made them. They’re your responsibility!” 
 
The Master of Shadows looked at me. “Yes, my lovely, I did make them, and I should be able to 
control them. It’s just that since the Turaga kept catching them and putting them in stasis, I’ve 
never had more than a few dozen of them loose at once.” 
 
“Oh,” I replied. Now I was really worried. 
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“But don’t worry, angel. It may take me a little while, but I’ll get them back in line. The more 
advanced ones will listen to me right away. And as the younger ones progress to higher stages, 
they will learn to hear me as well.” 
 
I felt a creature crawling rapidly up my leg, then onto my chest. Something slimy touched my 
Kanohi. I reached up and knocked it off, and I saw a kraata fly into the sand. There was a 
burning sensation on my mask. Then my mind was filled with a strange fog of confusion, and I 
began to hear rushing sounds. Darkness and anger seeped into my thoughts. In despair, I spun 
around, looking for guidance. 
 
Master was sitting on a boulder with his elbows on his knees, watching me. Then I heard his 
voice resonate inside my head. “Come to me.” 
 
I walked toward Master. His blue eyes blazed, beckoning me. I embraced him and pulled myself 
closer until our masks were almost touching. 
 
But then Master said, “Stop.” I stopped and waited for instructions. 
 
Master shook his head. “This is too easy.” He put his hand on my forehead. 
 
The fog lifted from my mind. Suddenly I realized I was standing between Makuta’s knees, with 
my arms around his neck. I jumped backwards and looked at him warily. 
 
Makuta sighed. “Now, why can’t you be that sweet to me when you’re not infected?”  
 
"Well, for one thing,” I replied, “you’re evil and creepy. And--” 
 
“It was a rhetorical question, dear,” he grumbled. He stood and raised his staff. “STOP!” he 
thundered. His voice echoed off the stone cliffs. All the kraata and Rahkshi froze in place, then 
turned toward him to listen. 
 
Makuta put his arm around my shoulders. “This is your new mistress. You will protect and obey 
her. You will NOT infect her.” I felt hundreds of pairs of eyes looking at me. 
 
“Remember,” he continued in a grim voice, “I made you. If you offend me in the slightest way, I 
can just as easily crush you to dust.” Then Makuta’s minions all bowed at once. Or, rather, the 
Rahkshi bowed, and the kraata lay their heads submissively onto the sand. A shiver ran up my 
spine. Still, I was relieved that Makuta did have some measure of control over them, and that he 
was telling them to respect me. 
 
The creatures resumed their activity as Makuta hovered, waiting for me to climb onto his lap. I 
hesitated, even though I felt as if I didn’t have much of a choice. “Come on, darling,” he urged. 
“I’m not going to hurt you.” 
 
I crawled up, and he piled a dozen kraata on my legs. I looked at my future work crew and 
caught my breath. They gripped our legs with their strange rippled undersides as Makuta took off 
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toward the south. “Actually, beloved, you are the one who keeps hurting me,” he remarked as we 
flew through the starry night. “I may seem stronger, but all the power is really in your little blue 
hands.” 
 
I found that rather hard to believe. But if his feigned affection kept him from oppressing me, for 
once I was glad to have it. 
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Chapter 4: Heigh-Ho, Heigh-Ho 
 
In spite of my anxiety, or perhaps because of it, I was getting very tired. Makuta suggested I take 
a nap while my new Rahkshi were developing. He sat cross-legged on the floor reading a 
biography of Attila the Hun while I fell asleep on a pad of blankets. 
 
When I woke up, Makuta was setting up the home theater system. The computer was already 
assembled on a table in the corner of the room. “Oh, hello, my lovely,” he said, leaning around 
the cabinet. “Did you sleep well?” 
 
“Well enough,” I replied, stretching. “What time is it?” 
 
“Still night time,” he replied, plugging some wires into the back of the receiver. “Your new 
Rahkshi should be ready now. You can still get some work done before dawn, if you like. 
There’s coffee in the kitchen, darling.”  
 
I followed the fragrance of coffee down one of the tunnels. The coffee machine sitting on the 
stone counter was unplugged, but I supposed that Makuta had boiled the water himself. I poured 
a cup and returned to the living room. 
 
He pushed the cabinet back against the wall. “Well, the stereo should work as soon as I get the 
power back on, but I need some more cables to hook up the surround sound. I just knew there 
would be something missing when I set this thing up again,” he grumbled. 
 
“It looks like you’ve been busy,” I remarked, holding the cup under my chin so the steam would 
warm my face.  
 
Makuta smiled. “As soon as you get started on the first village, I’ll go into town and get a 
generator and some cables. Oh, and some high-performance struts for the car, too. Pretty soon 
it’ll feel like home again.” 
 
I wasn’t so sure about that, but it would be nice to have some music. As soon as I finished my 
coffee, he led me into the protodermis hall. He called the kraata that were to drive the new 
Rahkshi, and they slithered eagerly behind him through the tunnel. In a few minutes I was 
looking at a row of six new Rahkshi. Unlike the ones Makuta had made earlier that day, these 
had never known the experience of having arms, legs, and powers. They looked at themselves 
and each other, moving their new limbs tentatively. 
 
“Do they have names?” I asked. 
 
“Not until you name them, beloved.”  
 
I tilted my head. “Which one is which?” 
 
Makuta pointed to each one in turn. “Heat vision, plant control, gravity, weather control, 
teleportation, and accuracy.” 
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I thought for a moment, then declared, “Thermorahk, Florahk, Gravirahk, Meteorahk, Telerahk, 
and…  Accurahk.”  
 
Makuta smiled proudly. “My sons, you are to serve your mistress in whatever way she needs to 
rebuild the villages. I commit you to her hands.” The Rahkshi hissed and bowed to me. Then 
Thermorahk jumped up and flew a short distance. The others watched him and tried it, too. Soon 
they were buzzing all over the room. 
 
“Now talk to them, angel, and get them to your first village. Where will you start?” 
 
“I was thinking Ga-Koro,” I replied. It seemed the least daunting to me, with my natural affinity 
for water. I looked apprehensively at these powerful, destructive creatures as they hummed past. 
“But… are they going to listen to me? I’m just a prototype. I don’t have any powers!” 
 
“You look awfully worried, my love,” said Makuta sympathetically. “I’ll go with you and make 
sure they behave themselves. And here, now you have water powers.” He put his hand on my 
forehead and removed it. 
 
“Thank you, Makuta,” I sighed. 
 
“Oh, and I think I’ll rebuild you a little taller, too,” he added, looking me up and down. “I mean, 
it would be hard to improve on what LEGO did, but--” 
 
“No! I mean, please don’t,” I pleaded, imagining the horror of being taken apart by this monster. 
There was no telling what kind of hideous form he would give me. “I can use my Omega form if 
I need to, anyway. It’s about as tall as a Rahkshi.” 
 
Makuta frowned. “You’d better not. I didn’t bring you to my island to see you turn your sweet 
little self into a big fighting machine. I’ve got plenty of those already.” 
 
Anxious to get us off this subject, I cleared my throat. “Rahkshi, come here,” I said loudly. The 
creatures flew over to me and landed, waiting for instructions. So far, so good, I thought. “We 
are going to Ga-Koro. Please follow us.” 
 
Makuta nodded and picked me up, and he led the procession of flying Rahkshi out of the lair. We 
zoomed out of the Kini-Nui, and he followed the Hura-Mafa River northeast toward the coast. 
He skimmed the surface of the moonlit water, then rose high above the banks for me to get a 
view of the countryside. As always, I was stunned by the awesome beauty of the island. Before 
long we approached Naho Bay, the Rahkshi in tight formation behind us. 
 
I gasped at what I saw as we reached Ga-Koro. Poles and splintered wooden platforms protruded 
haphazardly from the water. Debris floated on the surface, bobbing gently with the current. 
Broken bridges hung halfway submerged. All the beautiful work of the peaceful sea-dwelling 
Matoran had been left in ruins by the destructive sons of Makuta. 
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But even as my heart sank at the depressing sight, I thought about the task before me. It was just 
as well the new platforms and buildings were wrecked, because we would have to remove them 
anyway and replace them with the older-style huts. It would be less painful this way. And it 
would be wonderfully ironic to rebuild the village using the very creatures that had so carelessly 
brought it down. 
 
I didn’t have any pictures of Ga-Koro with me, but it was obvious that the first thing we needed 
to do was to clear the debris. I called the Rahkshi, who gathered around me in a rather 
intimidating huddle. “Rahkshi,” I began nervously, “we are going to have to work together to 
rebuild this village. First, we will clear all the wreckage from the water and pile it over there on 
the beach.” I pointed to a spot on the sand, far from any trees, with the idea that we could safely 
burn the trash there. 
 
The Rahkshi hissed and nodded. They sprang up and flew over the water toward the debris. 
Makuta jumped up and hovered. “I’ll go get the other six to help you. I’ll be right back.” He flew 
away over the waterfall. 
 
I wasn’t sure I really wanted the other six to help. After all, some of them had powers that 
worried me. I didn’t see how they could be useful, except maybe Panrahk and Guurahk, who 
could break the platforms into easier chunks to carry. But all the Rahkshi were very strong. If I 
could manage to keep a dozen of them in check, they would all be potentially valuable. 
 
I gazed out over the water and saw Thermorahk standing on a platform, burning through pieces 
of wood and pulling them loose. Gravirahk waved his staff, the ends of which looked somewhat 
like Nuhvok-Kal gravity shields, and a sunken canoe rose out of the water. Then it was instantly 
crushed into a small, dripping cube. He caught it in his hands, flew over to the beach, and 
dropped it there. Accurahk was throwing bamboo poles like javelins, and they were landing in a 
precise pattern around the compacted canoe. Telerahk pulled down a bridge span and teleported 
himself to the scrap pile with it. Meteorahk and Florahk, whose powers were not really 
applicable to this task, flew over the water and speared bits of trash with their staffs, the ends of 
which looked like weathervanes and silvery plant leaves, respectively. 
 
Breathing a sigh of relief, I watched them work for a little while. Then I dove into the water to 
pick up debris off the sea floor. After all, LEGO might want to put some underwater scenes into 
the flashback. I swam under the village and saw that the sand was littered with personal 
belongings. Sadly, I gathered an armful of broken objects--statues, kitchen utensils, and nautical 
rigging--that had once brought joy to their owners, and made my way back to shore. I heaped it 
onto the growing pile of rubble. After several more loads, the sea floor was cleared of artifacts. I 
saved an axe, a sickle, and a few other tools for when we started work on the new huts, and I 
kept a small stone carving of a Kaukau for myself. 
 
I called Thermorahk over to the beach. “Would you please set this pile on fire?” I asked him. The 
yellow Rahkshi hissed gleefully and focused his eyes on the mound. Soon it was smoldering, 
then blazing. Then Meteorahk flew over to it. He danced around and waved his staff. A fierce 
wind arose, fanning the flames. Gravirahk levitated the flaming pieces of wood, and they swirled 
in the developing whirlwind. The roaring bonfire lit up the night and began to spray sparks, 
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spreading the blaze to the tops of the palm trees a hundred bios away. The Rahkshi all gathered 
on the beach to fly in and out of the inferno. I gasped in dismay. I had expected them to enjoy 
chaos a lot more than organized work, but I didn’t realize it would be so easy for things to get 
out of control. I braced myself, pointed my axes at the fire, and shot a stream of water at it. It 
took me several blasts to douse all the flames, especially in the treetops. 
 
Dark smoke boiled up, and the Rahkshi amused themselves by playing hide-and-seek in it, 
ignoring my call. Then I felt a hand on my shoulder, and I turned to see Makuta. “You have to be 
firm with them, darling,” he grinned. 
 
I remembered how Makuta had gotten their attention before, and I yelled, “STOP!” at the top of 
my lungs. The Rahkshi flew over to me and waited for instructions. Makuta nodded. “Much 
better, sweetheart.” 
 
“Now, get back to work,” I told them sternly. They complied, flying off to the ruined village 
again. The first six Rahkshi joined them as well, Guurahk and Panrahk splintering the larger 
pieces for the others to carry, as I had hoped. 
 
“Well, since you’re off to such a wonderful start, cupcake, I think I’ll go run my errands now,” 
said Makuta. “There are some things to eat in the pantry, and the boys know what to do.” 
 
The realization that I would be alone with these demonic creatures for at least several hours 
began to sink in. “All right,” I replied anxiously. 
 
Makuta leaned over me, and his eyes burned with blue fire. “Now, don’t get any foolish ideas 
about leaving the island while I’m gone, darling. My broken heart would drive me to track you 
down, to the very ends of the earth if necessary.” Then his eyes softened, and he held my mask 
between his hands. “À bientôt, ma chérie,” he smiled. He flew away into the night. 
 
I turned back to the work. The Rahkshi had moved most of the debris onto the ashes of the 
bonfire. The first hint of sunlight was beginning to illuminate the western horizon. “All right, 
everyone, bring what you have to the pile, and let’s finish up for the night.” The Rahkshi 
dropped their last loads, and Thermorahk lit the mound again. This time I stood nearby, ready to 
extinguish the fire as soon as the wood had burned down. 
 
“Let’s go home,” I announced as I quenched the last of the embers. The Rahkshi hopped up and 
flew toward Mangaia. But since I couldn’t fly, I was left on the beach, watching them disappear 
into the sky. “Oh, great,” I groaned. I didn’t mind the prospect of spending the day in Ga-Wahi, 
but I was concerned about what the Rahkshi would do unsupervised in the lair. 
 
But then one of the dots turned around and flew back to the beach. With relief I climbed into 
Lerahk’s lap, and he soon caught up with the others. I looked uneasily at my ride as we flew. He 
seemed to be the least useful for my task, with his power of poison. In fact, he had the potential 
to ruin a village like Le-Koro with one motion of his staff. I would have to keep a close eye on 
him. But for now, I was grateful that he had come back for me. 
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The sun began to flood the sky with pink and gold light, and the Rahkshi shrieked and shielded 
their eyes. They plunged into the center of the Kini-Nui just as the orange orb appeared over the 
edge of the earth. As we zoomed straight down into the darkness, they hissed loudly, probably 
just to hear their own voices echo in the tunnel. They leveled out and flew into the living room. 
 
“Your master said you would know how to prepare some food,” I said to whoever happened to 
be listening. Guurahk and Thermorahk disappeared into the kitchen. Soon they came out with a 
big tray piled with torn-open cans of steaming chili and three bags of Fritos. The others dove 
onto the tray, grabbing and snarling. Gravirahk turned from the fray for a moment to hand me a 
can and a fistful of chips. I thanked him and sipped the hot food carefully from the jagged 
container, so hungry I didn’t mind the roughness of the service. 
 
The Rahkshi, their appetites finally satisfied, began to spread out all over the lair, jousting and 
hissing and doing acrobatics. I realized I’d better set a few limits, or they would leave the place 
in shambles. So I assembled them and spoke. “Since your master left me in charge, here are the 
new rules. No one is allowed in the protodermis hall, first of all. Any roughhousing must be 
limited to the weapons training room. And everyone must be in bed in half an hour. We have a 
lot of work to do tomorrow.” 
 
Most of the Rahkshi scrambled for the weapons training room. Kurahk and Lerahk tried to turn 
on the television, but I explained to them that the power was off, so they went to join the others. I 
carried the trash to the kitchen on the tray. With my water powers, I sprayed off the floor. Then I 
wiped up the mess with a towel. Exhausted, I lay on a pile of blankets for a few minutes. Then I 
noticed the laptop, sitting on a rock. I decided to turn it on and review what Ga-Koro was 
supposed to look like. 
 
I was tempted to double-click the e-mail program icon, but then I remembered Makuta’s 
warning. I had no doubt he would be able to carry out his threat. So I shrugged and started the 
Adventure Game. It was probably just as well no one knew where I was. I didn’t want anyone to 
risk harm to save me, and hopefully Makuta would keep his word and take me home soon, 
anyway. Working with the Rahkshi would obviously be a challenge, but it appeared they were 
capable of being directed into useful activity. 
 
I used the portable printer to make a few black-and-white pictures of the village. These would 
help until Makuta came back with the generator and printed me some color ones. Then I stood 
and walked into the weapons room. The din was deafening. I yelled, “STOP!” and the Rahkshi 
turned to listen. 
 
“All right, you guys, it’s time for bed.” They jumped up and filed out of the room. I followed 
them as they headed down a narrow hallway. It opened up into a chamber lined with niches 
chiseled into the stone walls like bunk beds. After a few minutes of squabbling, each Rahkshi 
found a spot to sleep, and they settled down. 
 
Overwhelmed with relief, I returned to the living room and lay down on the blankets again. I 
wondered how much longer Makuta would be gone. Then I realized with horror that I actually 
missed him. As scary as he was, at least I could communicate with him. His offspring, on the 



Makuta Island  GaliGee 

 23

other hand, were inarticulate and inscrutable. It was paradoxical indeed that I felt safer with 
Makuta there, to protect me from the hundreds of disembodied pieces of him that roamed the 
island. 
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Chapter 5: One Step Forward… 
 
I slept fitfully. In my dream, Takanuva stepped warily into the lair, clenching the writhing kraata 
firmly in his hand. He flung the creature onto the floor and watched him slither rapidly into the 
darkness. 
 
I was waiting there in the shadows. I stepped backward as the kraata approached. But I tripped 
and fell onto my back. The kraata crawled onto my chest. Shrieking, I grabbed at him, trying to 
protect my mask. 
 
I woke up from my nightmare, my heart pounding. And there was a kraata on my chest, peering 
into my eyes. I blocked my face with one arm and rolled over. Panting, I jumped to my feet. The 
kraata gripped my leg and started to climb up. I kicked him off and yelled for help. 
 
Several Rahkshi came running out of the tunnel that led to the Rahkshi barracks. Vorahk poked 
the kraata with his staff, and the creature stopped moving. 
 
“Thank you, Vorahk,” I breathed. He hissed back at me. I sighed and counted the assembled 
group of Rahkshi. All twelve of them were there. “Well, since we’re all awake, I guess we 
should have a little breakfast and get to work.” 
 
Meteorahk and Kurahk headed for the kitchen and returned with several boxes of frosted flakes. 
Soon the boxes had been ripped open and the contents consumed. The Rahkshi looked thirsty, so 
I used my powers to fill a bucket with water for them to drink.  
 
I noticed that the motionless kraata had started to stir again. Vorahk walked up and put his foot 
on the kraata’s neck. The Rahkshi leaned over and hissed at the squirming kraata, pointing at me. 
The kraata hissed back, and Vorahk let him scuttle away into the shadows. 
 
It occurred to me that the Rahkshi were perhaps more intelligent than I had assumed. I decided to 
try a little harder to communicate with them. “Vorahk,” I said. The black Rahkshi turned around. 
“Do the lower stage kraata understand that I’m not supposed to be infected?” 
 
Vorahk shook his head. Then he turned back to his comrades, yanked the bucket away from 
Telerahk, and gulped some water. 
 
This was good news and bad news at the same time. The primitive kraata were actually a danger 
to me. Presumably their instinct drove them to infect whatever came along. But the more 
advanced ones that powered the Rahkshi were sophisticated enough to come to my defense. 
 
“Is everyone ready?” I asked. Various Rahkshi nodded. “Then let’s go.” Turahk picked me up 
and flew out of the lair, leading the others toward Ga-Koro. 
 
The moon had just risen, and the water was sparkling with silver light. The Rahkshi had cleared 
much of the debris the previous night, so I decided we’d better find some materials to start 
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rebuilding. I set the majority of them to work finishing the cleanup while I took Florahk aside. 
“We need to find some really big lily pads,” I explained. 
 
Florahk hissed, then offered me a ride. We flew to the opposite side of the bay, where there was 
a patch of the enormous plants growing wild. There were so many crowded together that you 
could walk several hundred bios out onto the bay without even having to jump from one to the 
other, and about every third one sported a thick stalk with a single yellow flower as big as my 
mask. He landed on one of them and waved his staff. I watched with awe as several other stalks 
sprouted and rose to the surface. In minutes their new leaves spread into pads as large as the ones 
already growing there. 
 
“That’s perfect!” I grinned. “Can you make these grow over there in the village?” 
 
Florahk nodded. He pulled off a few of the flowers, and we flew back. The debris was all neatly 
stacked on the ashes of the previous night’s fire. I instructed Thermorahk to set it ablaze. The 
other Rahkshi danced in and out of the flames. I watched nervously for a moment, but they 
seemed to have learned some restraint from the night before. Then I asked Accurahk and Florahk 
to come with me. I pointed to the top of the cliff, and Florahk flew me up there with Accurahk 
close behind. 
 
I handed Accurahk a map of the bay on which I had sketched several X’s. “Accurahk, can you 
throw a stone into the water at the location of each X in the picture?” I asked. 
 
The blue and purple Rahkshi took the paper and turned it upside down. He tilted his head. 
 
“You see, there’s the waterfall,” I explained, pointing at the shattered statue below our feet and 
then at its image on the paper. “Here’s where the lily pads are supposed to go.” 
 
Accurahk suddenly nodded. He leaned over and picked up some rocks, and then tossed them into 
the water, exactly in the right places. 
 
“Now, Florahk, you know what to do, right?” The green and brown Rahkshi was already flying 
over the water with the flowers. He dropped one at the center of the expanding ripples where 
each stone had fallen. Then he flew back to the beach and waved his staff. I dove into the water 
and watched the plants sprout and grow with unnatural speed. They reached the surface, and 
soon the broad green leaves were fully developed. 
 
Delighted, I swam back to the beach. I patted Florahk and Accurahk on their spiky backs. “Well 
done,” I smiled. They looked at each other and hissed. 
 
Now we needed to build some huts, causeways, and a boat dock. And there was still the waterfall 
to repair, and the gate to build. I wondered how much of the night had already passed. Maybe 
Meteorahk could answer that. I flagged him down as he chased Panrahk in a game of flying tag. 
He landed next to me. 
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“Meteorahk, is the night more than halfway over?” I asked. He looked at the stars in the sky, 
then nodded. “Three quarters?” He shook his head. So, the Rahkshi’s minds were quite possibly 
as useful as their bodies. Unfortunately, communication in one direction was limited to what I 
could think to ask. 
 
As I pondered this, I suddenly realized that the other Rahkshi had grabbed flaming pieces of 
wood from the fire, and they were sparring with them on the beach. I groaned and ran over to 
them. “Stop!” I yelled. They threw the pieces back onto the fire. Apparently I needed to have 
something constructive for them to do at all times, or they would resort to creating chaos just to 
amuse themselves. 
 
Or perhaps I could come up with some harmless chaos for them to indulge in. I gathered the 
creatures around me. “This is what we’re going to do. I’m going to call on some of you to 
perform construction work with your powers. The ones who aren’t working can play a new sport 
that we have on earth. It’s called ‘water skiing’.” 
 
The Rahkshi hissed and leaned in closer. I glanced around nervously and explained. “You each 
need to find a partner. One of you will fly low over the water, holding one end of your staff. The 
second one will hang onto the other end, and ride on the water using your feet. If one of you will 
pull me, I’ll show you.” I snapped my axes into my feet like a single water ski. Telerahk hovered 
in front of me, extending his staff, and I held onto the end of it. I yelled, “Go!” and he took off. 
As he picked up speed, I began to hydroplane over the water on my board. The spray on my face 
and the rush of speed were exhilarating. I let go with one hand and waved as Telerahk circled 
around and brought me back to the beach. 
 
The Rahkshi paired up and eagerly took to the water. Their large feet were ideal for skiing, and 
the ones that were pulling flew so fast their partners didn’t sink. I watched them from the shore. 
Soon they were trying tricks and flips. Then they tried to ram each other. I didn’t really mind 
how rowdy they got, as long as they stayed away from the new village.  
 
Finally I called Thermorahk and Florahk aside. “Let’s start the dock and causeways,” I 
suggested. We walked into the jungle near the beach, and I selected some tall, straight trees. 
Thermorahk cut the trees at the base and sliced them into boards for the dock, while I helped 
Florahk twist some strong harakeke plants into rope. Thermorahk cut some extra lily pads into 
strips, and we tied them together with the rope. Soon we had made a floating causeway from the 
beach all the way to the first lily pad.  
 
But as I stood back to admire our work, I heard a strange sound behind me. I spun around to see 
a Tarakava towering over me. I shot some water at it, but it ducked most of the blast and kept 
coming. Then, to my amazement, a clump of vines grew rapidly and entwined around its tracks. 
The animal toppled forward with a loud roar. I turned around to see Florahk hissing gleefully. I 
thanked him as he untangled the Rahi, which fled back into the water. 
 
A few of the other Rahkshi flew over to see what was happening, and they stayed to help us 
string together some more causeways. Soon all of them had tired of skiing and came over to 
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help, until all the lily pads were connected. Then we hauled the wood out to the pad that would 
have the dock attached to it. 
 
The sun was beginning to rise. I looked proudly at my work crew and announced that it was time 
to quit. They hissed and took off in formation, with me in Florahk’s lap. As we neared the lair, I 
decided they deserved a treat for working so diligently all night without wrecking anything. I 
remembered how much they liked pizza. When we landed, I started the laptop and ordered six 
extra large pizzas and six liters of caffeine-free Coke online, charging it to my credit card. 
 
I led Vorahk and Gravirahk through the tunnel to the LEGO parking lot to help me carry the 
food. The delivery boy looked terrified, but I gave him a generous tip, and he managed a 
frightened smile before he sped away. The Rahkshi danced around us excitedly as we returned to 
the living room. Soon they were feasting happily. They spent their half hour of leisure time 
wrestling and roughhousing in the weapons room, and then I sent them to bed. 
 
I felt much more hopeful that morning. I wondered what could be taking Makuta so long, but I 
was happy that I didn’t need his protection from his sons, after all. With a little planning ahead, 
they could be enticed to do a lot of amazing things. We had spent a night and a half working on 
Ga-Koro, and we were about halfway finished. At that rate… my heart sank as I did the 
arithmetic. It would take almost three weeks to rebuild all the villages. I would have to speed 
things up. A lot. 
 
I rolled over on my blankets and went to sleep. 
 
Night came again, and I woke to see Kurahk leaning over me. He hissed and shook my 
shoulders. I sat up woozily and smiled. “Good morning,” I said to the group of Rahkshi. 
Accurahk offered me a handful of dry oatmeal. “Oh, you need water for this!” I laughed. I went 
into the kitchen, mixed up a big bowl of the cereal, and instructed Thermorahk to heat it up. 
When the Rahkshi had eaten until they were satisfied, and we took off for the work site. 
 
But things were not to go as smoothly as on the previous night. First, the beach was swarmed 
with dive-bombing Nui-Rama. Evidently they had been infected by wild kraata, but without 
Makuta there to direct them, they seemed bent on causing general mayhem. The Rahkshi flew 
into the air and engaged them in dramatic aerial combat, downing the insects with blows of their 
staffs. After the Rama became discouraged and buzzed away, it was very difficult to get the 
Rahkshi to return to work, because they wanted to keep dogfighting with each other. Finally I 
shouted at them to stop, and they settled down to their weaving and building again. 
 
Then Panrahk tripped and accidentally struck the almost completed boat dock with his staff, 
causing the entire structure to explode and subside under the waves. Accurahk, who had been 
working patiently on it, became furious with him, and they were soon struggling on the lily pad 
with their staffs locked together. Kurahk saw an opportunity to exacerbate the conflict and 
blasted the combatants with a dark wave of anger energy. Soon the other Rahkshi were taking 
sides, and two of the nearby lily pads were torn and sinking. Another was ripped from its root 
and drifting out into the bay. I yelled at them to stop, and they did. But half a night’s work had 
already been ruined. 
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Disgusted at myself for not keeping tighter rein on the Rahkshi, I instructed Florahk to find more 
lily flowers and Gravirahk to raise what was left of the dock, to see what could be salvaged. At 
that moment I felt something creeping up my back. Before I could swat it away, the thing 
wrapped around my neck and touched my face—a kraata. 
 
Once again it felt like the surface of my Kanohi was burning. I staggered forward in a confused 
fog. I saw the Rahkshi, squabbling again over the extent of the damage to the dock, and I 
screamed. But it was not a call to discipline. It was a wild cry of frustrated fury. I picked up a 
large rock and hurled it into the middle of the crowd of Rahkshi. 
 
They turned and looked at me. Then they each picked up some debris and began to throw it at 
one other. Total chaos ensued, with Rahkshi flying, fighting, and jabbing the pads and causeways 
with their staffs. Soon what was left of the new village was wrecked as well, but I no longer 
cared. I was blasting the whole mess with a high-pressure jet of water and laughing insanely. 
 
Then I felt a hand on my forehead. My mind cleared again, and I gasped in horror at the sight of 
all the destruction I had just caused. I had just let all our hard work go completely to waste. I 
turned around, and Makuta was standing there with his hands on his hips. “So you went and got 
yourself infected again, darling,” he scolded gently. 
 
“Makuta! Am I ever glad to see you!” I cried, in spite of myself. 
 
He grinned and put his arms around me. “How glad?” 
 
“Uh, not that glad,” I replied, backing up a step. “But thank you for un-infecting me.” 
 
“Sure thing. I wouldn’t want you to fall under any evil influences,” he chuckled. “I see you had a 
little trouble while I was gone.” 
 
“Oh, I really did,” I moaned. “We were doing so well, too.” 
 
“I know,” he said soothingly. “I saw how beautiful your village was while I was flying over here. 
Why don’t you take a little rest back at the lair? Let the Rahkshi go play elsewhere for the rest of 
the night. They’ll come home when it gets light. There’s always tomorrow to straighten things 
out again.” 
 
“But I’m already running terribly behind schedule,” I protested dejectedly. “I don’t think there’s 
any way I’ll be finished in a week.” 
 
“You’ll be finished within a week of earth time, sweetheart. You’ve probably noticed that time 
passes differently here. An update that takes a few minutes to watch on earth can cover a day 
here on the island. I was only gone for a couple of hours to run errands.” 
 
It was a relief to realize that no one at home would be likely to worry about me. But from my 
point of view, I could be in for a very long stay on Makuta Island. I hung my head in despair. 
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“Come, beloved, let’s go home,” he suggested. I looked up and saw that the Rahkshi were gone. 
“I’ve dismissed them for the night,” he explained. 
 
Since it was obvious I could do no more that night, I climbed onto Makuta’s lap and let him fly 
me back to Mangaia. 
 
The lair had changed considerably since I had last seen it. The melodious voice of Nina Simone 
echoed through the tunnels as we approached, and Makuta set me down on a big black leather 
couch in front of the home theater. An art deco floor lamp with a black light bulb gave off a soft 
glow, an intricately detailed Oriental rug lay underfoot, and a vase of flowers stood on a carved 
wooden end table. 
 
“Wow, you bought some nice things while you were in town,” I remarked. 
 
“Villains never buy anything,” he replied with a wink. 
 
I stretched out on the couch, so weary I could barely keep my eyes open. The switch to the night 
shift, the long hours of hard work, and the discouragement of seeing it all destroyed were 
overwhelming. Makuta left the room and returned with a cup of hot cocoa, which he handed to 
me. Then he draped a burgundy chenille blanket over my legs. 
 
As I sipped the comforting drink, he sat down at the computer. “Darling, it was so sweet of you 
to treat the boys to pizza yesterday. But you really shouldn’t spend your own money on them. So 
I’m taking the charge off your credit card. Ha! They call this a security system? Oh, and while 
I’m here, I’ll zero the rest of your balance, too.” He typed for a moment and then waited for the 
display to refresh on the American Express website. 
 
“Please don’t steal from anyone for my benefit,” I mumbled.  
 
The Master of Shadows laughed as he closed the browser window and walked over to the sofa. 
He lifted my legs and sat down, putting my feet in his lap. Then he picked up the book that was 
lying on the end table, The Art of War by Sun Tzu, and flipped it open. “Just get some sleep, my 
angel. You’ll feel better tomorrow.” 
 
Through the haze of fatigue, I could see what Makuta was doing. He was setting himself up to be 
my rescuer, to help me with my difficult task. The sinister truth, however, was that he was 
rescuing me from the destructive tendencies of his own offspring, and the difficult task was 
something he had assigned to me himself, under threat of perpetual imprisonment on his island. 
And he was trying to make me comfortable in his presence, so that I would fully cooperate. But 
as much as I tried to feel indignant about being used, I was more tired than angry. He patted my 
feet as he read his book, and I drifted off to sleep. 
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Chapter 6: Déjà Vu 
 
I woke to the smell of fresh-brewed coffee, which Makuta was holding under my mask. I sat up 
and took the cup. “Thanks, Makuta.” 
 
“Hello, beautiful,” he smiled, sitting next to me on the couch. “I hope you’re feeling better 
tonight. The Rahkshi have gotten a good day’s sleep, and they are ready to help you get Ga-Koro 
rebuilt.” 
 
I stretched and yawned. Maybe things would go faster, now that the Rahkshi and I knew what we 
were doing. I was more determined than ever to get this project finished so I could go home. And 
if Makuta wanted to act helpful, I was willing to let him. “Great,” I replied. I sipped my coffee 
and listed to the sounds of rambunctious play down the hallway to the barracks for a few 
minutes. Then I stood up. “Let’s go, then.” 
 
Makuta called the Rahkshi, and they gathered in the living room. “Now, sons, I don’t want you 
to cause any trouble for your mistress tonight. You have a lot of work to do, and you’ve already 
wrecked it once. If I see any disrespect, I’ll just vaporize your kraata and make new ones to run 
your armor. And you know I’ll be watching everything you do. Is that clear?” 
 
The Rahkshi hissed submissively. I was glad he was telling them to cooperate, but I cringed at 
his harsh words. Vaporize them? I certainly hoped it wouldn’t come to that. As unappealing as 
the Rahkshi were, I was beginning to appreciate them for their skills as well as their protection. 
Occasionally they had even done things for me that could be viewed as considerate. 
 
Makuta and I led the way to Ga-Koro once more, and the Rahkshi got started clearing the debris. 
The whole drill was beginning to feel very familiar. Soon the bonfire was going again, and 
Florahk and Accurahk and I had replanted the lily pads. Then Thermorahk and Florahk prepared 
more materials for the causeway and boat dock, and all of us were weaving and connecting and 
building. By the middle of the night we had almost restored the village to its condition before all 
the trouble had started on the previous night. I was encouraged to see how fast the Rahkshi could 
work when they stopped letting themselves be distracted. It worried me a little, however, that 
their motivation was fear of their master. I would have preferred it to be pride in their work, or 
even eagerness to receive a reward. But if intimidation was effective, so be it. 
 
Makuta kept disappearing and returning to check on our progress. The first time he came back, 
he dropped off color pictures of the village from all angles. The second time, he brought a new 
Rahkshi. This one was black with brown hands and feet, and the ends of his staff each looked 
like a caduceus, with two snakes wrapped around a winged rod. “This is a Rahkshi of Quick 
Healing,” Makuta explained. “Keep him close to you, and if you get infected again, he can 
restore you.” 
 
I looked at the Rahkshi curiously. This creature seemed to have a purely beneficial purpose, yet 
he came from Makuta. I wasn’t sure what to think. I reached over and hesitantly touched the 
Rahkshi’s hand. He seemed to radiate a feeling of calm assurance. 
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“Give him a name, darling. You’ll be spending a lot of time together.” 
 
“How about… Therahk?” I suggested. 
 
“Therahk it is, then,” smiled Makuta. “I’ll see you later, beloved.” He flew away toward 
Mangaia. 
 
I decided I might as well put Therahk to work, too, since hopefully he would not be needed often 
in his intended capacity. I explained to him what we were doing, and he hissed softly. Even his 
hiss seemed more benevolent than that of his brothers. Soon he was hauling boards to the new 
dock with the others. 
 
We took a break when the dock was finished and did a little water skiing. I joined them this time, 
since there was an odd number of Rahkshi now, with Therahk pulling me in the water. Then we 
regrouped on the beach. “Now comes the hard part,” I warned. “We have to rebuild the statue at 
the waterfall. It’s going to look like this picture when it’s finished. And there is a big stone gate 
with a balance on it, and some pylons around it. Does anyone know where we can find some 
huge stones to bring over here?” 
 
I immediately realized the futility of my question. Of course the Rahkshi couldn’t speak to 
answer. But Telerahk pointed at the cliff. Maybe he had noticed some stone on the way here. I 
wished I had thought to look as we had flown toward the worksite. “All right, let’s follow 
Telerahk.” He took off with me in his lap and the others behind us. We soared over the top of the 
cliff and flew a few hundred bios behind the waterfall. Soon we reached an area strewn with 
large boulders. 
 
“This is fantastic, Telerahk,” I smiled. I selected a massive oblong one for the Kaukau statue, 
three medium-sized ones for the gate, and several smaller ones for pylons. “But how will we get 
them there? Let’s try these medium-sized ones first. Can teams of you move them?” 
 
The Rahkshi split into three groups and lifted the stones for the gate. They were unable to fly 
with them, but they could slide them down a rough path that had been cut into the side of the hill 
by the Matoran. They carefully maneuvered the rocks around the switchbacks. The groups 
seemed to be racing each other, with a lot of hissing and snarling as one team passed another. 
Finally, all three stones were lying on the beach. Then the Rahkshi carried them across the sand 
to the entrance of the village. Using the pictures Makuta had printed for me, I guided the Rahkshi 
as they set them in place to use for the gates. 
 
The pylon stones were small enough for the teams of Rahkshi to fly with them. At one point, two 
of the teams collided, smashing both their rocks. I quickly interrupted the argument that was 
brewing and got them to carry off the fragments and start over with new rocks. After a few trips, 
the pylons were all in place, too, and we were back up on the cliff, contemplating the immense 
stone we would use for the statue. 
 
It seemed to me that this effort would take several steps. First, we would have to divert the flow 
of water, which was gushing through the gaps in the broken statue. Then we would remove the 
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fragments of the old Kaukau Nuva. We would have to make a hole to hold the new stone, put it 
in place, and then sculpt it into a Kaukau shape. 
  
The diversion channel for the water would have to go to the other side of the cliff, away from the 
village and out of sight. Which Rahkshi would be best suited for digging a channel? I laughed as 
I realized that the obvious solution would not be digging, but blasting. I called Panrahk and 
Guurahk to my side and explained, drawing a line in the dirt with my axe for them to follow. 
Soon they were happily exploding and fracturing the rocks at the top of the cliff. The other 
Rahkshi ran over to watch and jump around in the flying debris. As Panrahk and Guurahk moved 
upstream toward the pool, I asked the other Rahkshi to clear the new channel. They hurled 
masses of stone over the side of the cliff and watched them crash into the sea. Meanwhile, I set 
Gravirahk and Vorahk to work damming up the old channel with chunks of rock and earth. 
When the excavators reached the pool, water flowed rapidly into the new channel, forming a 
waterfall over the far side of the cliff. I let the Rahkshi play in it for a little while. They used it as 
a water slide, careening over the edge to the water fifty bios below. I sat with my elbows on my 
knees, watching them. 
 
Makuta appeared next to me on the cliff. “They’ve gotten out of control again?” Before I could 
explain what we were doing, he yelled at the Rahkshi. “Get back up here on the double!” The 
frightened creatures began to assemble meekly in front of him. His eyes flashed angrily as he 
grabbed Panrahk by the neck. “What are you doing, breaking up the cliff? Why, I ought to--” 
 
“Wait, Makuta,” I interrupted. “They’re not out of control. I told them to make that channel, to 
divert the water while we work on the statue. And I let them play for a few minutes while I think 
up a way to move that big rock.” 
 
“Oh,” he replied, dropping Panrahk. The Rahkshi gingerly rubbed his throat. “I suppose it’s all 
right, then.” 
 
The Rahkshi glanced at each other uneasily as Makuta surveyed the project. “That’s quite clever, 
darling. I should have known you’d come up with something like that. Carry on.” Then he flew 
away again. 
 
The workers gathered around me, hissing quietly. They looked at me, and for a moment, their 
strange, cold eyes seemed almost grateful. “All right, guys, don’t worry about it. You’re doing 
fine,” I reassured them. “Let’s clear the broken statue out of the way. Remember, we have to 
dispose of the chunks on the far side.” 
 
They worked in silence at first, but gradually their usual rowdiness returned. Telerahk was using 
his power to relocate himself in and out with his load of rocks, Gravirahk was spinning the 
weightless chunks in the air, and Accurahk was throwing stones at a target he had set up on the 
beach below. Lerahk lifted a boulder above his head, threw it to the ground as he continued to 
hold onto it, and flipped himself over it. I laughed at their bizarre antics. No job was simple or 
straightforward with these creatures. 
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But as they cavorted, I observed them and got some ideas for moving the big rock. When the 
debris was cleared, I instructed Guurahk to cut a groove where the old statue had been, to hold 
the new boulder. He shattered a layer of rock, and then Meteorahk swept away the resulting 
gravel with a whirlwind. Then Guurahk removed the next layer, and so on. Finally I decided the 
hole was deep enough, and I told them to stop. 
 
“Now,” I said, “it’s probably going to take all of you to move that huge boulder. Gravirahk can 
make it lighter while the others push it. It’s important that you move it very slowly.” Gravirahk 
stood ready with his staff. Energy flowed from the tip into the rock. The Rahkshi assembled 
behind it, but only eight of them could put their hands on it at once. They pushed with all their 
might, and the rock barely moved. The Rahkshi stopped, panting. Gravirahk deactivated his staff 
and sat down, breathless from the effort. 
 
Then Vorahk turned to the four who were not doing anything and began to touch them with his 
staff. Florahk collapsed, then Accurahk. Kurahk, who was next, backed away, hissed at Vorahk, 
and raised his staff threateningly. 
 
“Wait, Kurahk!” I said, suddenly realizing what Vorahk had in mind. “Let him borrow your 
strength for a moment.” Kurahk looked resentfully at his brother, then lowered his staff. He and 
Meteorahk fell in a heap on the ground. Then Vorahk stood behind the rock. Pushing together 
with the other seven and Gravirahk’s power, the quintuple-strength black Rahkshi made the rock 
move. 
 
I held my breath as the massive stone slid toward the hole. Finally the Rahkshi reached the edge, 
and the rock toppled into its place with a loud boom. The earth shook. The Rahkshi hissed and 
shrieked with glee. I stepped back and proudly looked at what would soon be the new statue. 
 
But as the dust cleared, I saw something horrible. Turahk was still screeching, because his leg 
was trapped beneath the boulder. I ran to him, and the others crowded around. Gravirahk waved 
his staff while Vorahk put his hands under the edge of the stone and strained with all his power. I 
dragged Turahk out from under it and lay him in the grass a few bios away. He seemed to be in 
shock, his eyes vacant and his breathing shallow. Fluid was seeping from his crushed leg. Even 
though Turahk was really a weird snaky thing that drove a suit of armor, the damage to his leg 
seemed to be overwhelming his kraata with some kind of nerve signals. He was obviously 
suffering, and I couldn’t help but pity him. 
 
I looked up, and there stood Therahk. The healing Rahkshi waved his staff, and I watched with 
astonishment as the bleeding stopped and the injured limb resumed its original form. Makuta had 
given me this Rahkshi just in time! Soon Therahk was helping Turahk to his feet, and the red 
Rahkshi was testing out his newly healed leg. 
 
“Oh, thank you, Therahk!” I cried joyfully. The other Rahkshi were apparently happy for their 
brother as well, for they began to fly around and dance on the big rock. I decided this would be a 
good time to stop working for the night. As soon as the Rahkshi whose strength Vorahk had 
borrowed were back to normal, we headed to the lair. I rode in Therahk’s lap. 
 



Makuta Island  GaliGee 

 34

The smell of fried chicken met us halfway down the tunnel, and the Rahkshi hissed excitedly. 
They swarmed into the dining hall, where the meal was laid out on a long table of stone that 
Makuta had apparently crafted in our absence. With benches on each side and massive chairs at 
each end, it could seat all fifteen of us. 
 
Makuta pulled out a chair for me. “How was work tonight, angel?” he asked. 
 
“Not bad,” I replied, sitting down and serving some mashed potatoes to Therahk, who was next 
to me. I tilted my head towards him. “The new kid was a big help today.” 
 
He rolled his eyes. “Don’t tell me you got infected again!” 
 
“No, but Turahk got injured, and Therahk healed him. Turahk was very brave, by the way.” 
 
“Well, I should hope so. After all, he’s the Rahkshi of Fear,” he laughed, sitting down at the head 
of the table. “Did you get your big rock moved?” 
 
I wondered why he was asking me these things, since I was under the impression he was capable 
of seeing everything that happened on the island. Perhaps he was just making conversation. Or 
maybe he had been paying attention to other matters, and hadn’t noticed what we did after he left 
Ga-Koro. “Yes, and that’s actually how Turahk was hurt,” I explained. “All we have left to do is 
make some huts and carve the gates and statue. Do we have to replace all the items in the huts?” 
 
“No, my water lily. LEGO will bring those. Just get the buildings back up. You’re doing 
wonderfully, by the way,” he nodded. 
 
“It’s not me, Makuta. It’s them.” I gestured toward the Rahkshi, who looked up from their plates. 
They basked in Makuta’s benevolent smile for a moment, then went back to voraciously 
devouring the chicken, bones and all. 
 
“Well, part of me hates to see you moving so quickly, princess, because I’m worried you’ll be 
wanting to leave me when you’re finished,” Makuta said regretfully. “But if I can’t charm you 
into staying, maybe my sons can.” 
 
I glanced around at the Rahkshi. Though they had some quite unexpected good qualities, they 
weren’t exactly what I would call charming. 
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Chapter 7: One Down 
 
I woke up on the couch. Makuta was sitting on the floor, his head on a pillow propped against 
my legs. He was reading De Bello Gallico by Julius Caesar. 
 
“You can read Latin?” I asked, looking over his shoulder. 
 
“Certe, mea amatrix,” he answered. “I can read anything.” 
 
I sat up. “I suppose you’re getting ideas for your next campaign against the Toa?” 
 
“What campaign? I’m just consoling myself with the thought that the best military minds in 
history have been brought down, too.” Makuta tapped the cover of his book. “In his case, it 
wasn’t even a failure of strategy. It was treachery.” 
 
“So, what about you? Why did you lose?” 
 
“Do you always ask such hard questions before you’ve even had your first cup of coffee?” he 
grinned. 
 
I shrugged. “Just wondering.” 
 
He left the room, returned with two steaming mugs, and sat next to me on the sofa. “You see, 
beloved, it’s because I’m such a nice guy. I keep thinking I can take control of the island without 
killing anyone. Because, as General Sun Tzu says, ‘To fight and conquer in all your battles is not 
supreme excellence; supreme excellence consists in breaking the enemy's resistance without 
fighting.’” 
 
“I see,” I replied, sipping my coffee. “That would explain why you used the infected Rahi to 
intimidate the Matoran.” 
 
“Exactly. I wanted them to give up on waking Mata Nui, without having to massacre them. I 
thought sending big, scary animals to wreck their villages would do the job. But then the Toa 
arrived on the island, and that gave them hope. It confirmed all their little prophecies, and they 
were more determined to resist than ever.” 
 
“And then the Toa found you and defeated you,” I recalled. 
 
Makuta sighed. “Yes. That was a big mistake on my part. I seriously underestimated my enemy. 
And they took advantage of that and dealt me a heavy blow. I had to distract them with the 
Bohrok until I could pull myself together again.” 
 
“So, what went wrong the second time? Didn’t you know their strengths by then?” 
 
“I should be offended by your prying, but you’re such an adorable little thing that I’ll humor you 
instead,” he laughed. “The second time, Takanuva defeated me by psychological warfare. The 
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Rahkshi had the Toa on the run for a while, and the battle was pretty even. But then the Toa 
decided to unite. I was hoping their divisions would prevent them from fighting effectively, but 
that didn’t last.” 
 
“You rely on nasty tricks an awful lot, Makuta.” 
 
“When you learn why I was protecting my brother’s sleep, precious, you will see why I resorted 
to whatever means I could,” he remarked. “And then Takanuva showed up down here. I could 
have just blasted him to pieces, but that wouldn’t have been very sporting. And LEGO doesn’t 
like to promote violence. So I proposed the kolhii match. I was clobbering him, but he got in that 
one lucky shot, and then he got close to me. That was my big mistake, baby doll. I shouldn’t 
have let him get close. When he switched our masks, I lost my will to crush him.” 
 
“You were forced to see the truth,” I ventured. 
 
“Truth?” he mused. “I was forced to see Takanuva’s point of view. The Matoran are so fond of 
Mata Nui that they’ll believe anything the Turaga tell them about him. If only they knew what 
my brother is really like.” Makuta stood up and set down his cup on the end table, as if to 
indicate that the conversation was over.  
 
“I guess I’d better get to work,” I sighed. “I’ll go wake the Rahkshi.” 
 
Soon my unusual work crew was assembled on the beach next to Ga-Koro once more. I gave 
Thermorahk and Guurahk some pictures of the pylons and gate. “Can you two shape these stones 
to look like this?” The blue Rahkshi studied one of the pylon stones for a moment, then raised 
his staff and touched it. Part of the rock shattered and fell away. He stared at the rock again and 
touched the other side. When the dust cleared, the basic shape of a pylon was revealed. I was 
pleased to see that he could wield his power with such restraint, and I told him so. He hissed 
contentedly. 
 
Then his yellow brother focused his eyes on the stone. I backed away from the smoke and flying 
sparks. When he paused, I could see that he was refining the shape roughed out by Guurahk, who 
was moving on to the next pylon. “Good work,” I said. 
 
Satisfied with their technique, I gathered the other Rahkshi, and we went into the water to find 
some seaweed. They swam awkwardly at first, but soon they were propelling themselves rapidly 
with their wide feet. We each harvested an armful of the broad green leaves and brought them to 
shore. In the process of breaking up a squabble between Kurahk and Accurahk over a tuft of 
seaweed, I accidentally drew some water into my lungs. To my surprise, I found that my Kaukau 
Nuva actually worked. Makuta had evidently given me the power to breathe water as well as to 
control it. 
 
The huts in the pictures had no visible structure, but there obviously had to be a framework under 
the seaweed to form their rounded shape. While the others lay out the leaves to dry, Florahk, 
Meteorahk, Turahk and I went looking for something long, strong, and flexible. We found a 
stand of reeds near the Hura-Mafa River delta that looked ideal. As I bent to chop a stalk with 
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my axe, I saw something move. A wild kraata was ready to spring at me. I deflected him with my 
weapon, and he flew into the water. Soon he slipped out onto the bank and disappeared into the 
brush. I breathed a sigh of relief and resolved to stay closer to Therahk. We gathered several 
large clumps of reeds and returned to the beach. 
 
I set several of the Rahkshi to work twisting more harakeke rope. Once I had gotten the other 
Rahkshi to stop poking each other with the reeds, we started tying the stems together like the 
spokes of a wheel. Then we tied a hoop to the outer ends to curve the reeds into a dome. I took 
some seaweed and laid it on the frame. It was beginning to look like a Ga-Koronan hut. I 
instructed the Rahkshi to carry on while I checked on the sculpting team. 
 
I was pleased to see that Guurahk and Thermorahk had shaped all the pylons. Hissing, they 
gestured at the gate and then at the other Rahkshi. After a few moments I figured out that they 
wanted some help moving the top plate so they could smooth the surfaces where it rested on the 
pillars. I called Kurahk, Vorahk, Gravirahk, and Telerahk to help them lower the upper stone 
onto the sand. The carvers carefully planed off the joints, testing the fit and removing more 
material. Finally they lifted the stone back into place. The seam was almost invisible. 
 
Guurahk and Thermorahk hissed at each other and then at me. They pointed to the boulder we 
had set up on the cliff the night before. I gave them a picture of the statue, and they flew eagerly 
away to work on it. 
 
As the stone workers began to shape the Kaukau and the others returned to the seaweed 
operation, I heard a soft noise behind me. I turned around and froze in fear. A few bios away was 
a bright purple kraata. From the Bionicle.com kraata page, I remembered that these Shadow 
Kraata could infect from a distance. I glanced around nervously for Therahk. 
 
“Don’t worry, Missstresss,” said the purple kraata. “If Massster wanted you to be infected, you 
already would be.” 
 
I blinked in disbelief. Had I just heard this creature talk? 
 
“You look sssurprisssed,” he continued. “Yesss, Ssstage Ssseven kraata can ssspeak. Sssadly, 
I’m the only one I know of, ssso I haven’t gotten any practissse.” 
 
“Oh,” I replied. I kept staring at this strange little beast until it occurred to me that he might 
consider me rude. “Sorry. I’m just not used to…” 
 
“Talking sssnakesss?” he finished for me. 
 
“Uh, yeah,” I said, remembering a story about a female in paradise who made the mistake of 
listening to a talking snake. “Well, you’re welcome to stay with us,” I offered uneasily. “We’re 
rebuilding the village. I’m not sure how I can put you to work, though.” 
 
Therahk jumped in front of me, brandishing his staff. He hissed at the purple kraata, who hissed 
back. Therahk lowered his staff. 
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“Say,” I remarked, “maybe you could translate for me. Do you have a name?” 
 
“Jussst call me Ssshadow,” he replied. “And I would be pleasssed to ssserve you any way I can, 
Missstresss.” 
 
“Thank you, Shadow,” I smiled nervously. I turned back to the other Rahkshi. They had stopped 
working to watch, and they hissed at the newcomer. He hissed back, crawled up onto a rock, and 
watched them. 
 
In a few hours the Kaukau statue was finished, and I was astonished at how perfect it looked. 
And it was even more remarkable that the two Rahkshi had done the whole thing without any 
bickering. I patted Guurahk and Thermorahk on their spiky backs, and they hissed with pride. 
They headed for the gate to finish the detail work. 
 
The rest of us had covered a dozen small huts and two larger ones with seaweed, which shrank as 
it dried and formed a tight, smooth surface. We carefully moved them out onto the lily pads and 
anchored them with ropes around the stems. I was elated. The village looked just like it did in the 
online game. Meteorahk strung ropes onto a shell to hang on the gate, and Telerahk retrieved 
some round stones to set in front of it. Together, we walked to the gate to hang the balance and 
see the carvings that Thermorahk had just completed. 
 
Again, I was amazed at the precise, intricate work this primitive creature had accomplished. The 
gate looked exactly like the picture, down to the scrollwork and lettering. But then I looked at the 
letters more carefully and realized there were too many of them. They spelled Rahk-Koro.  
 
The Rahkshi looked at each other, snickering softly. I couldn’t help but laugh, too. When they 
saw my reaction, they began to hiss loudly and hop around. Guurahk gave Thermorahk a slap on 
the back. 
 
Finally I stepped up to Thermorahk. “That’s really funny! But you have to fix it, or your master 
will get in trouble with LEGO.” 
 
The Rahkshi suddenly looked solemn. Lerahk puffed out his chest and grabbed Thermorahk by 
the throat. He hissed loudly, then released his brother. The Rahkshi started to snicker again. I 
glanced nervously at Shadow, and I was relieved to see that he was laughing, too. I rolled my 
eyes. “Guys,” I reminded them, “your master may be watching.” They quieted down. Guurahk 
shattered a thin layer of stone off the gate, and Thermorahk began to etch the correct letters. 
Soon we were looking at a perfect replica of the original Ga-Koro. 
 
As I gazed at the beautiful scene, I felt a wave of melancholy. Without the activity and laughter 
of the Matoran, it was like a ghost town. But the villagers who had been weaving, fishing, 
building boats, and playing music were now being led by the wise Turaga Nokama to a 
wonderful city, ancient but new to them. And the brave, graceful Toa of which I was a prototype 
was destined for untold adventures there. In my heart, I dedicated the rebuilt village to Gali. 
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We spent the rest of the night celebrating with organized water-ski races, well away from the 
new village. I instructed them to set up a course, and Shadow and I kept track of the winners of 
each round. No one was allowed to use his powers, so it would simply be a test of speed, agility, 
and teamwork. Soon the champions, Gravirahk and Turahk, were doing a victory dance on the 
beach. I promised them a turn on the Xbox when we got back to the lair. I felt a little sorry for 
Shadow, who was watching wistfully from his rock on the sand. When it was time to go home, 
he clung to Telerahk’s shoulder while I rode in Therahk’s lap. 
 
Makuta welcomed us with a big dinner of barbecue brisket, baked beans, and cole slaw. He 
didn’t seem at all surprised to see Shadow in our number, and he set an extra place at the table 
for him. Shadow inched up the table leg and curled around his plate. Not having a Rahkshi body 
to run, he ate less than the others, but he seemed to enjoy the food. He listened attentively to the 
conversation, adding a few remarks about our building techniques and the water-ski races. When 
the Rahkshi went to wrestle in the weapons room, he slithered onto the couch with Makuta and 
me, and we watched Gravirahk and Turahk play “Medal of Honor.” He translated some of their 
colorful remarks for me as they blasted away at the imaginary enemy. Then he retired to the 
barracks with them while I stretched out on the sofa. Makuta opened a biography of General 
Erwin Rommel, in German, and sat with his hand on my shoulder while I drifted off to sleep. 
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Chapter 8: Lake of Fire 
 
When I woke, I smelled the tantalizing aroma of fresh-baked cinnamon rolls. Makuta walked 
into the living room and set one on the end table for me, along with a cup of coffee. “Your new 
water village is simply lovely,” he smiled. “But I should have expected that from you.” He 
tucked an orange water lily blossom into the side of my Kanohi. 
 
“Uh, thanks,” I replied, taking a sip of coffee. I felt vaguely uneasy. Things were going almost 
too well. 
 
“Which village are you going to tackle next?” he asked. He sat next to me and put his arm along 
the back of the couch. 
 
“Ta-Koro, I suppose,” I shrugged. “That one is going to be hard. I might as well get it over 
with.” 
 
“I’ll take you over there after breakfast, and you can figure out how you’ll do it,” Makuta 
offered. 
 
“All right,” I agreed.  
 
Makuta sat down at the computer for a few minutes, then got up and walked into the hallway to 
the barracks. He returned just as I was finishing my roll. “I left Shadow in charge,” he said, 
picking up some pages off the printer. “Come on, darling.” 
 
“You must really trust him,” I mused as I climbed onto Makuta’s lap. 
 
He flew up the tunnel to the surface and leveled out before he answered. “I’m very proud of him. 
He’s my only Stage Seven, and he’s quite intelligent. And he communicates with me better than 
the others can. I have to trust someone with the Rahkshi, and if you’re not there, then he’s then 
next best thing.” 
 
“I have noticed that they need constant supervision,” I replied. I had also noticed that Shadow 
was very clever. I was beginning to wonder if Makuta had sent him to keep me under closer 
scrutiny.  
 
We approached the Mangai volcano. Makuta soared over the top of it, and I felt the updraft from 
the heat of the boiling magma below. I cringed at the thought of working with the impulsive, 
unpredictable Rahkshi in this environment. If we finished the village without anyone getting 
hurt, we would be very fortunate. 
 
Makuta swooped into an opening in the side of the fiery mountain, and I gasped as the massive 
monolith of Ta-Koro came into view in the middle of the lava lake. I had seen the village once 
before, when it was smaller and intact. I remembered its otherworldly feel from the glow of the 
molten stone around it, and the way night was indistinguishable from day inside the volcano. But 
it looked quite different now. It was listing heavily to one side like a stricken ship. More than 



Makuta Island  GaliGee 

 41

half the village was actually submerged in the magma. The bridge, fortunately, was undamaged. 
Makuta set me down in the middle of it, and we stood looking at the looming hulk, with its 
empty black windows and shattered towers. 
  
“How am I going to fix this?” I wondered aloud. I flipped through the new pictures of Ta-Koro 
that he had given me. 
 
“May I suggest a few things, my lovely?” 
 
“Of course.” Makuta was no doubt capable of repairing the whole thing by himself, with his 
command of the elements and kraata powers. Obviously I welcomed his advice. 
 
“Don’t try to straighten it. Leave the big block there in the stream as it is, and just level off the 
top and sides. Then rebuild the towers, walls, and dwellings.” 
 
This was logical. The enormous mass of stone had sat this way in the lake for a long time since 
the Rahkshi had wrecked it, so presumably it was quite stable. And the new version of the village 
was much bigger than the old one that I was to rebuild. Even after we squared it off, the 
remaining foundation would be large enough.  
 
As I removed the wilted lily from my mask, I pondered how we would accomplish this task. 
Panrahk and Guurahk could do the rough demolition work. Then we could re-use some of the 
rock we removed to build the superstructure. Perhaps we could even use the lava itself instead of 
mortar between the stones. I unfolded my dog-eared copy of the kraata powers list. “Will you 
make some more Rahkshi for me, please, Makuta?” 
 
“Your wish is my command, precious,” he grinned. 
 
I looked at him sideways. “Right,” I replied skeptically. “Anyway, I could really use a fire-
resistant one. And a Rahkshi of plasma, and one of laser vision, might come in handy, too.” 
 
“Come along, then,” he said, pulling me into his lap. We flew out of the volcano. I was relieved 
to breathe fresh, cool air again after the oppressive heat. 
 
Makuta swooped low over the jungles of Le-Wahi and landed in a clearing. In response to some 
inaudible signal, two kraata came wriggling out of the woods. He looked at them carefully and 
picked them up. Then we were airborne again. 
 
I looked at the squirming creatures that were clinging to my knees and frowned. “Makuta, what 
are you going to do with the Rahkshi when we’re finished rebuilding?” 
 
“Oh, well, when it’s time to start the flashback, of course I’ll have to put all their kraata back in 
stasis. And as for the armor… I suppose I’ll just rent some storage space in Enfield for that. 
Clearly it wouldn’t do to have a bunch of Rahkshi running around during the filming. They 
might get into trouble, and LEGO would be very upset with me.” 
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A sudden unsettling thought occurred to me. What if Makuta was planning to alter the past, so 
that he would win one of the battles that had already happened in the storyline? And I would be 
helping him to change history! I stiffened with anxiety. 
 
“Relax, darling. The past is the past. I can’t change it now. That’s the one thing I am utterly 
powerless to do.” He sighed deeply. “I’ll have to keep the Rahkshi out of the way, if I want to 
hang onto my job.” 
 
Even though it was worrisome how he seemed to read my thoughts, I was relieved, because what 
he said was probably true. LEGO was ultimately in control, since Makuta seemed eager to keep 
working for them. 
 
“Of course, to be realistic, there will have to be a few kraata on the loose. So I’ll put them all 
back in their little jars, and let LEGO bring out the ones they want.” 
 
I settled back into his lap, reassured. Whatever Rahkshi I asked him to make for my building task 
would soon be asleep again. 
 
“But even though I can’t change any major events,” he continued, “I’m looking forward to the 
chance to make the Turaga look foolish.” 
 
“What?” I sat up straight again. 
 
Makuta laughed. “Those six have been a thorn in my side from day one. I might manage to get 
one of them infected for a little while, and make him do something humiliating. But it’ll all have 
to fit back into the storyline, so I can’t do anything too drastic. No one’s going to die or 
anything.” 
 
I rolled my eyes. Naturally Makuta had plans to indulge his mean streak. But at least it would be 
held in check by the inevitability of time. 
 
We flew all over the island, gathering kraata. Even after we had the six I had requested, he 
picked up some more. “I’m making a few extras, just to test out their powers. I haven’t gotten to 
try some of them yet.” 
 
Finally we flew back to Mangaia, where he sent half of the kraata into the protodermis pool. We 
returned to the living room, and Therahk showed up, with Shadow on his shoulder. Makuta 
patted the side of my mask. “Go on ahead with your crew to Ta-Koro. I’ll bring the new ones 
when they’re ready.” I crawled onto Therahk’s lap, and we flew out of the lair. 
 
“Where are the others?” I asked. 
 
Shadow slid down from Therahk’s shoulder onto my leg. I suppressed my instinct to flinch in 
disgust. “The otherss are playing gamess over in Po-Wahi,” he replied. “We’re on our way there 
now.” 
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I noticed that his speech was clearer than the day before, with less hissing. “All right. We’re 
going to do Ta-Koro next.” 
 
“Of coursse,” he nodded knowingly. “Your choisse of new Rahksshi is quite inssightful.” 
 
Makuta must have communicated all this to him somehow. I realized that I should really treat 
Shadow as an extension of his master. 
 
After we had gathered the Rahkshi and flown to Ta-Koro, we all stood on the bridge while I 
explained the plan. “First, we’ll all fly through the ruins and pick up any tools or anything else 
that might be of use, and put them over here on the bridge. I’ll need Panrahk, Guurahk, 
Accurahk, Thermorahk, and Gravirahk to work on the foundation. The rest of you may play over 
there for now, away from the lava and the village.” I pointed to the charred forest. I figured they 
couldn’t cause any harm there, because it was already a wasteland. “Oh, and Therahk, could you 
please stay with me, so I can fly around and advise the workers?” 
 
Therahk nodded. Shadow was still sitting on his shoulder. The others flew into the blackened 
trees, and soon we could hear crashing and hissing sounds. 
 
“All right. Accurahk, you and I will measure off a rectangular foundation for the village, and 
Thermorahk, you will burn a line into the rock with your eyes. Panrahk and Guurahk, you two 
will remove the extra stone. Gravirahk, please use your staff on the pieces so they won’t fall into 
the lava. We’re going to need them later.” 
 
Therahk scooped me up, and he and Accurahk flew to opposite sides of the leaning monolith, 
with Thermorahk following us. Soon he had marked off the top of the foundation and etched 
plumb lines down the sides. The two demolition Rahkshi began to blast and shatter, and 
Gravirahk held up the larger pieces. The smaller chunks fell into the river and were carried away. 
The noise, heat, and smell were overwhelming to me, but the Rahkshi seemed not to mind. 
Therahk and I flew to the others and recruited Vorahk, Florahk, and Telerahk to help carry the 
extra stone to the shore of the lava lake. We measured and marked more lines as the stone was 
carved away. Shadow was indispensable, translating Accurahk’s hissing into intelligible words, 
so I could direct the work of the others. 
  
By the end of the night we had squared off a foundation in the rough shape of a cube. We 
couldn’t see the sunrise inside the Mangai, but Meteorahk hissed at Shadrahk, who translated for 
me. Meteorahk apparently was keeping track of the time from observing the stars through an 
opening in the side of the mountain. As we were preparing to leave, Makuta appeared with new 
Rahkshi, and we all gathered by the side of the magma river to greet them. 
 
“Nice job so far, darling. And here are your new workers,” he said proudly. “Heat resistance, 
plasma, and laser vision.” 
 
“Pyrorahk, Plasmarahk, and Laserahk,” I announced, my voice raspy from breathing the hot, 
sulfurous air. “Who are these others?” 
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“Well, let’s see, there’s sleep, illusion, confusion, power scream, and molecular disruption.” 
 
I cringed at the thought of their powers. None of them seemed useful to my task, and I was too 
tired to think up any more names. “I see,” I replied. “Well, we’d better get back to Mangaia and 
get some rest. Tomorrow we’ll all be doing some heavy lifting.” 
 
Makuta seemed to know we would not be in the mood for a hot meal. When we got back, there 
were heaping plates of salad with strips of grilled chicken and thick slices of buttered bread at 
each of our places. The group had grown so large by now that Makuta had knocked out a wall 
and built another stone table next to the first. It was beginning to look like an army mess hall. He 
had enlarged the barracks and the weapons room as well, and during the recreation half-hour, the 
clamor was incredible. He turned the volume up on the television so we could hear it over their 
noise. Shadow perched on his knee and watched with us. The sounds of the Rahkshi playing 
actually blended with those of “Junkyard Wars” quite well. 
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Chapter 9: Mistress of the Rahkshi 
 
When the Rahkshi and I woke in the morning, Makuta fed us cereal and milk, and then we 
headed for the village of fire again. Guurahk, Thermorahk, and Laserahk got to work cutting the 
stone we had removed the previous night into blocks to build into the walls and towers of the 
fortress. Other Rahkshi carried the blocks from the carvers to the site. Shadow and I found a few 
pails and carts on skids in the pile of salvaged equipment on the bridge. We organized a bucket 
brigade, with Pyrorahk standing in the lava stream and passing pails of the hot molten rock up to 
Plasmarahk, who poured them into the carts. Then the others dragged them into the village. 
Several Rahkshi stood at various places along the walls, dipping the rocks into the lava in the 
carts and stacking them onto the growing structure.  Therahk, Shadow, and I walked around and 
checked the work against the pictures of Ta-Koro, providing advice, encouragement, and 
occasionally diplomacy to settle disputes. 
 
The work was progressing nicely. Therahk, Shadow, and I sat down on the bridge to discuss the 
state of the project. “At this rate,” said Shadow, whose accent had disappeared except for a trace 
of a hiss, “I expect we will have the first story of the stonework finished by the end of the night.” 
 
“I think you’re right,” I agreed. “Say, what happened to the new Rahkshi? Only Laserahk, 
Plasmarahk, and Pyrorahk are still here.” 
 
Therahk hissed, and Shadow translated, “Therahk says they flew toward Le-Wahi.” 
 
“Should we go get them?” I wondered. 
 
“I think we’re doing fine without them,” said the purple kraata. “Besides, Master may be 
working with them on something else.” 
 
“All right.” I looked up at the village. Kurahk and Lerahk were wrestling over a cart of lava. The 
cart tipped over, spilling magma all over the stone foundation. Accurahk hissed angrily as he 
hopped out of the way. “But maybe it’s time to take a break. It looks like working in this heat is 
making tempers short.” 
 
I yelled at the Rahkshi to stop and take a short rest. They seemed relieved to fly out of the 
volcano and frolic in the burnt forest. But as Shadow slid up to Therahk’s shoulder, Gravirahk 
accidentally bumped the other Rahkshi’s elbow with his staff, and Shadow flipped off into the 
lava. 
 
“NO!” I cried, leaning over the edge of the bridge. Pyrorahk flew back and scooped the hapless 
kraata out of the river of fire. He set Shadow down on the bridge, writhing in pain. Therahk 
waved his staff, and Shadow rolled over and righted himself. He hissed gratefully to his rescuers. 
 
“Oh, this will never do,” I moaned, leaning over the purple kraata. “Even with Therahk here, 
you’re just too vulnerable. And I can’t afford to lose you. Would you like a Rahkshi body?” 
 
“Mistress, I thought you’d never ask!” exclaimed Shadow. 
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“So, what kind of kraata are you, anyway?” 
 
“I’m a kraata of darkness,” he replied. “I think there’s another kraata like me that lives in Onu-
Koro, except he’s a Stage Six. He’d be perfect for this.” 
 
I told the other Rahkshi to stay away from the work site while we were gone, and I left Turahk in 
charge. Therahk flew Shadow and me toward the village of earth.  
 
“Do you kraata actually like being turned into Rahkshi?” I asked. 
 
“Yes, it’s a terrific honor, Mistress. Almost as good as getting to drive one. As kraata, we are our 
Master’s hands. You can imagine that it’s quite a thrill being turned into a metal gauntlet.” 
 
I shook my head in wonder. The existence of a kraata must be very strange, indeed. 
 
Shadow continued, “This fellow will be absolutely delighted, especially when he hears he’ll be 
run by a Stage Seven.” 
 
“You know, I thought there were at least two Shadow Kraata. Pohatu trapped one in Po-Wahi 
after Tahu and Kopaka sealed off that cave, and then there was one in Le-Wahi infecting 
Matoran.” 
 
“Those were both me,” answered Shadow. “Pohatu squeezed me so hard I passed out. They must 
have thought I was dead, so they just shoved me under a rock, but later I revived and went to Le-
Wahi. I would hate that brown so-and-so for squishing me like that, except that he sort of saved 
my life. As for Lewa, he just made me dizzy. I had to go find myself a new lunch.” 
 
As we zoomed into the tunnels, I figured this would also give me a chance to assess the damage 
in Onu-Koro. The village was as badly damaged as the others I had seen. Most of the huts had 
collapsed, and the whole thing was flooded with about a bio of water. But at least it would be 
cool down here, unlike the hellish village we were currently repairing. 
 
Soon Shadow had located the other kraata crawling on a wrecked hut. The copper and yellow 
creature hissed excitedly after he heard why we had sought him out. He climbed onto Therahk’s 
other shoulder, and we flew to Mangaia. 
 
Makuta was playing “Nascar Thunder” on the Xbox. “So that’s where you learned to drive,” I 
remarked as Therahk set me down. “That would explain a few things.” 
 
The Master of Shadows laughed, crashed his race car into a barrier, and set down the game 
controller. “Hello, my pets. What brings you here in the middle of the night?” 
 
“Well, Makuta, I thought we should make Shadow some Rahkshi armor. We picked up a Stage 
Six kraata of darkness on the way here.” 
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“What a wonderful idea.” He winked at Shadow. “Let’s go.” We followed him into the 
protodermis hall. “Let me get these others out of there first.”  
 
With his staff, Makuta pulled out three new Rahkshi. Kraata slithered out of the dark corners of 
the room and eagerly animated their new armor. “Magnetism, slowness, and elasticity. That last 
one is going to be fun.” 
 
I watched the new creatures zoom around and then fly out of the room. I wondered uneasily what 
Makuta had in mind for them. 
 
“Now the pool is clear. Why don’t you do the honors, darling?” He stepped back and gestured 
toward the protodermis. 
 
“All right,” I agreed. I picked up the kraata off Therahk’s shoulder. He was tough and leathery, 
and as he wriggled in my grasp, I could feel some sort of bony structure inside. Perhaps that was 
an embryonic kernel that would develop into the Rahkshi armor. I shuddered with revulsion and 
set him down at the edge of the pool. He rattled his spines one last time and slipped into the 
silvery liquid. Shadow crept up to the edge and peered vainly into the opaque depths. 
 
“Will I know what to do, Master?” he asked Makuta. 
 
“Ask your mistress,” suggested Makuta. Shadow turned to me. 
 
“The others seem to have figured it out right away,” I shrugged. “You tell us, Therahk. What’s it 
like?” 
 
Therahk hissed at Shadow, who answered, “Well, that makes me feel better.” 
 
Makuta suggested that we go to the living room and listen to some music while we waited. He 
led the way, and we all sat on the couch and watched a Count Basie concert DVD. Shadow 
tapped his tail to the beat. I watched this strange creature and wondered how having a body with 
limbs and powers would change him. As unsettlingly bizarre as the Rahkshi were, I still expected 
it would feel less awkward talking to a biped than to a slithering thing. 
 
Then we returned to the protodermis hall. Makuta handed me a long plus-rod. “Go ahead, 
sweetheart.” I poked the rod into the fluid until I felt something and caught it on the rod. It was 
very heavy. I knelt, and, using my thigh as a fulcrum, I managed to push down the end of the 
rod, lift the new Rahkshi from the pool, and haul it dripping onto the floor. The armor was jet 
black with red hands and feet, but as it dried, it looked very different from Vorahk’s. Whereas 
the hunger Rahkshi was shiny, this one was matte in texture, like a stealth aircraft. It soaked up 
all the light that hit it. 
 
Shadow couldn’t wait. He nudged open the back of the armor and crawled inside. He slowly 
stood and flexed his arms. Then he jumped up and turned a cartwheel. “Wheee!” he yelled 
gleefully, landing and doing another. He crossed the floor, then sprang up and tried flight for the 
first time. 
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“Shadrahk,” I called out. He zoomed around us, saluting with his new staff, which had ends that 
looked like smaller versions of Makuta’s. Then he chased after Therahk, who took to the air as 
well. 
 
Makuta put his hand on my shoulder. My eyes widened in alarm when I saw how intensely he 
was staring at me. “Now you are truly Mistress of the Rahkshi,” he said solemnly. His hand 
moved off my shoulder, slid up my neck, and gripped the back of my head. It suddenly occurred 
to me that Makuta was like an enormous borg, the central mind in a sinister network of 
disturbing creatures that were controlled by his infection, or by a piece of his very essence. The 
idea of being absorbed into this creepy entity filled me with overwhelming terror. 
 
“Uh, I’ve got to get back to work,” I stammered. I spun around and fled from the hall. 
 
Shadrahk flew under me and lifted me up. He and Therahk sped through the tunnel up to the 
surface. When we reached Ta-Wahi, he set me down in the burnt forest. A few of the other 
Rahkshi buzzed overhead. 
 
“How do you like being a Rahkshi?” I asked. 
 
“I can’t begin to describe how wonderful it is,” he replied. “But, Mistress… if I might be so 
bold…” 
 
“What is it, Shadrahk?” 
 
“There’s something I don’t understand. Why don’t you want to rule Makuta Island with Master? 
You could wield such power. I’m sure Master would give you anything you want. And he 
watches you constantly, to keep you safe.” 
 
I took a deep breath and reminded myself that I was actually talking to a piece of Makuta. “Well, 
Shadrahk, you have to know something about me. I was created to do justly, love mercy, and 
walk humbly with my Builder. I can’t side with evil.” 
 
Shadrahk looked at me and cocked his head. “Your Builder can’t be any more powerful than 
Master.” 
 
“Actually, he is, because he created your master, too. Have you ever wondered why your side 
keeps losing?” 
 
The dark Rahkshi’s curved spikes twitched with irritation. “No. I serve Master. I leave the 
strategy up to him.” 
 
“Well, it’s because good is stronger than evil. That’s also why I’m counting on the tiny amount 
of good in your master’s heart to make him keep his promise to me, and take me home after we 
get these villages rebuilt.” 
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“Shhh!” hissed Shadrahk. He leaned toward me and whispered, “You shouldn’t say that out loud, 
Mistress. Some might see that as a reason to sabotage our work.” 
 
“But your master gave me authority, and you kraata and Rahkshi are supposed to help me,” I 
whispered back. “Wouldn’t they get in trouble for that?” 
 
“Sure,” he replied. “But Master wants you to stay. Even the Stage Threes can sense that. They 
might think they are serving him by slowing you down.” 
 
My eyes widened. I should have expected that these creatures would be capable of treachery. My 
morality speech had been a waste of time on this shadowy being, but I was grateful for his 
insight about Makuta’s other minions. I patted Shadrahk’s shoulder. “Thanks for the warning,” I 
whispered. 
 
A soft sound startled me. I looked around and saw faint tracks in the dirt, disappearing behind 
the charred trees. I hoped it was just a Rahi. But I decided I’d better stay on my guard.  
 
After flocking around us to admire Shadrahk’s armor, the Rahkshi went back to work. As 
Shadrahk had predicted, we finished grouting the stones that formed the first story of the massive 
fortress just as the day was dawning.  
 
I was apprehensive about returning to the lair. I was afraid Makuta would be waiting there to 
assimilate my parts into a freakish Kaita or something. But I didn’t see any real alternative. If I 
didn’t show up, he would certainly come looking for me. So I got into Shadrahk’s lap, and we all 
flew back to Mangaia. 
 
As usual, Makuta had set out a big dinner for us. This time it was roast turkey with all the 
trimmings. I avoided his eyes, but he seemed more interested in talking to Shadrahk, anyway. 
After dinner they sat down on the couch together and played “Counter-Strike” on the Xbox. Now 
that his Shadow Kraata had hands, Makuta had a worthy adversary. 
 
Afterwards, Makuta went into the barracks to make sure the Rahkshi were safely in their bunks 
for the day. I was sitting at the computer, playing the Adventure Game to refresh my memory 
about the details of Ta-Koro, when I felt hands on my shoulders. I stiffened with dread. 
 
“My lovely, you need to learn to relax,” said Makuta soothingly as he rubbed my tense 
shoulders. “I didn’t mean to frighten you earlier today. It’s just that when I saw you standing 
there, looking so beautiful, with my finest son flying around us in that excellent Rahkshi armor 
you made for him, I was overtaken with emotion. Please forgive me for being so forward.” 
 
I cringed. As thick as he was laying on the flattery, he was probably plotting something really 
terrible. “Uh, sure, I forgive you.” 
 
“Of course I would never do anything to undermine your trust in me.” 
 
“What trust?” I asked skeptically. 
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Makuta sighed, dropped his hands, and stalked over to the bookcase. “I hope someday you will 
realize that I have only your best interests at heart.” He rummaged through a stack of magazines, 
pulled out a copy of Extreme Rocketry, and sat down on the couch. 
 
I continued my virtual tour of Ta-Koro for a little while. Finally, my fatigue began to overcome 
my fear, and I walked hesitantly over to the sofa. I curled up at the opposite end, as far from him 
as possible. He rearranged my blanket, patted my knee, and smiled at me, then resumed his 
reading. 
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Chapter 10: Slow and Steady 
 
I woke to loud noises as the Rahkshi gobbled their breakfast in the dining hall. Makuta brought 
me some coffee and a Danish. I looked at him warily, but he just smiled. 
 
The crew of Rahkshi worked hard that night. They had erected the second story by the time we 
took our midnight break. Now we had to add an inner wall and some second-story floors to make 
the huts, and the corner towers and crenellations.  
 
But the Rahkshi needed a new diversion, because the burnt forest was almost completely 
flattened from their target practice. I didn’t want them to demolish the last stand of charred 
trunks, because LEGO might need them for a scene or two. I needed to find something they 
could do in this barren, dangerous place with no tools or equipment. Considering how much they 
liked to fight each other, I had an idea. I asked Shadrahk which Rahkshi was the best fighter. 
 
“That would be Vorahk, Mistress,” he replied without hesitation.  
 
“But that’s because he can steal your strength, isn’t it?” I said. “Which one is the best fighter 
besides him?” 
 
Therahk hissed, and Shadrahk interpreted. “He’s the best fighter even without using his power.” 
 
“All right, then. Let’s get him to train the others in martial arts on their break time,” I suggested. 
 
“Terrific idea, Mistress,” nodded Shadrahk. “I’ll go get them started.” 
 
Soon the two black Rahkshi had the others lined up in pairs. Shadrahk asked Vorahk to 
demonstrate his favorite moves on him without using his power. After a brief but intense 
struggle, Vorahk had Shadrahk pinned to the ground. “Great,” Shadrahk gasped, with Vorahk’s 
knee crushing his chest and staff pressed against his throat. “Did the rest of you see how he did 
that? Now take turns trying it on your partner.” 
 
Shadrahk hissed at Vorahk, and the hunger Rahkshi went from one pair to the next, watching and 
giving advice. Shadrahk came and stood next to me. “That’s very constructive,” he said. “They’ll 
work out their frustrations that way, and be refreshed enough to do teamwork on the building 
project.” 
 
“I’m glad you approve,” I smiled. “But Therahk needs a partner.” Shadrahk turned and saw the 
healing Rahkshi looking at him. He lunged at Therahk and tackled him. They sprang up again, 
hissing, and eagerly joined the others in the drills. 
 
When it was time to resume work, the Rahkshi worked steadily for a while. But then I noticed 
that they were starting to slow down. Maybe letting them spend so much energy on play was a 
bad idea, after all. After a few minutes they looked like they were moving in slow motion. 
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“What’s the matter with you guys?” I asked, striding into the middle of the village. “Where’s all 
your energy? Should I cut short your recess tomorrow?” 
 
Shadrahk slowly turned his head. “Up… there,” he said in a slurred voice. 
 
With my eyes I followed his finger, which he lifted laboriously as if it had a massive weight on 
the end of it. A blue and yellow Rahkshi stood on the hill just across the bridge, waving his staff. 
He was one of the ones Makuta had made the day before. “The Rahkshi of Slowness!” I 
exclaimed. I was glad he hadn’t used his power on me, too. Perhaps he remembered Makuta’s 
warning to the kraata the day we arrived on the island. 
 
“Hey, you! Come down here!” I yelled to the new Rahkshi. He leaped up and flew over to me. 
“Can you go practice on some Rahi or something instead? Because we’ve got work to do.” 
 
The creature nodded. “Or,” I added, “you could come help us.” 
 
The Rahkshi seemed to consider it for a moment, then turned and flew out of the volcano. “Oh, 
well,” I shrugged, turning to Shadrahk. “At least he’s not bothering us anymore. Is this effect 
going to wear off?” 
 
Shadrahk opened his mouth to reply, but I had to wait a couple of seconds for the sound to come 
out. “Yes… after… a… while,” he said with agonizing slowness. 
 
I didn’t want to leave the Rahkshi, because they seemed rather vulnerable. So I sat down on the 
bridge in the miserable heat and flipped through the stack of pictures for a few minutes. The 
workers were unable to move the rocks before the lava hardened, so I dumped the contents of all 
but one of the carts into the river to keep the molten stone from solidifying inside them. Then I 
added several courses of masonry to the wall, rinsing my hands with water after every few bricks 
to cool them. Finally the Rahkshi began moving normally again. We lost most of the second half 
of the night to the delay. The Rahkshi built part of the inner wall, and then we went back to the 
lair. 
 
As we feasted on beef enchiladas, Makuta asked how our night had gone. I told him about the 
martial arts training, and he grinned. “Brilliant, darling.” 
 
“But then we had a little setback, because the Rahkshi of Slowness came and tried his powers on 
us.” 
 
Makuta stood and looked at the blue and yellow Rahkshi. “Come here,” he said sternly. 
 
“Oh, I’m sure he didn’t mean any harm,” I added quickly, not wanting him to get into serious 
trouble. “He didn’t hurt anyone, or damage anything.” 
 
Makuta ignored me and glared at his cowering minion. He raised his arm and struck the Rahkshi 
with the back of his hand so hard the creature ricocheted off the stone wall with a sickening thud. 



Makuta Island  GaliGee 

 53

“Let that be a lesson to all of you,” Makuta scowled. “No one is to interfere in your mistress’s 
mission. Next time, Lentirahk, I’ll replace your kraata.” 
 
I felt sorry for Lentirahk, who meekly took his seat again. I decided not to report any more 
misbehavior unless it was of the direst consequence. 
 
I woke the next night to see Makuta sitting at the computer. I rubbed my eyes and looked past 
him at the screen. He had opened the control panel to my account on BZPower. “What are you 
doing to my settings?” I asked nervously. 
 
“Nothing, my dove.” He closed the window and turned to smile at me. “How did you sleep?” 
 
“Uh, all right, I guess.” I stood up and stretched while he got me a cup of coffee and a blueberry 
muffin. “So, what are you doing with all these extra Rahkshi?” 
 
“Oh, I’m just trying them out. Do you need more for your work?” 
 
“Not really,” I replied, not sure if I could keep many more of them under control. “If they want 
to help, of course they’re welcome.” 
 
After we got to Ta-Koro and got started, an extra Rahkshi did show up. It was Lentirahk. He 
appeared on the hill again, and Shadrahk immediately flew up there to meet him. The two 
creatures hissed menacingly at each other. I ran to see what was happening. 
 
“I told this good-for-nothing troublemaker to get out of here,” grumbled Shadrahk, “but he won’t 
listen to me. He says he doesn’t have to.” 
 
I turned to Lentirahk. “Actually, you do have to listen to Shadrahk, because he’s my right-hand 
Rahkshi,” I said. “But it’s all right, because you didn’t know that.” I turned my head and saw 
Therahk standing by my elbow. “And Therahk is my left hand.” It felt strange to say that, but in 
this place full of danger, I needed tough friends. Shadrahk and Therahk seemed to stand up a 
little straighter when they heard it. 
 
Lentirahk hissed, and Shadrahk translated, “He says he’s sorry for what he did yesterday, and he 
wants to come help us.” 
 
I smiled at both of them. “Then come on in, and let’s get you to work.” 
 
Soon Lentirahk was stacking rocks with the others. He seemed particularly excited when it was 
time to take a break, and the martial arts lesson continued. 
 
There was only one mishap that night, and it wasn’t deliberate on anyone’s part. Telerahk was 
teleporting himself over to get another cart of lava, when he materialized too close to Accurahk. 
The Rahkshi of Accuracy tumbled off the edge of the foundation into the river, knocking off a 
stack of cut stones as he fell. The magma splattered over several of the other Rahkshi, and they 
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yelped and backed away. Plasmarahk and Pyrorahk quickly flew down, pulled Accurahk out, and 
lay him on the bridge, where he thrashed in pain until Therahk waved his staff over him. 
 
There was a bit of resentful hissing, but Shadrahk stepped in and broke up the dispute, and the 
Rahkshi went back to work. “Without Therahk, how did the Rahkshi survive being blasted by 
Tahu in the Mask of Light?” I asked Shadrahk. 
 
“Well, we’re pretty heat resistant, as you can see, Mistress. And all of us Rahkshi have the 
ability to heal ourselves as long as the injuries aren’t lethal,” explained the dark Rahkshi. “But it 
takes a long time. Therahk can do it, for himself or someone else, almost instantly. That’s why 
he’s called the Rahkshi of Quick Healing.” 
 
“I see,” I nodded. That would also explain how they were repeatedly buried by rocks and yet 
kept coming back. The Rahkshi were very tough, but they could certainly be temporarily 
disabled. I guessed that the Toa had taken advantage of this to remove their kraata and 
disassemble them while they were trapped in glass and stone at the Kini-Nui. 
 
Work progressed quickly, and soon the Rahkshi had finished the inner wall. I instructed 
Thermorahk, Laserahk, and Guurahk to cut some wide, thin slabs of stone to use as floors for the 
upper level of huts. These had to be moved very carefully into the village and set down on the 
stones protruding from the walls to hold them. I held my breath as Accurahk and Gravirahk 
maneuvered the first one into its place. They lay it gently onto the supporting stones and backed 
slowly away. They formed their staffs and clanked them together triumphantly. The other 
Rahkshi, who had been watching quietly, all hissed at once. The sound alarmed me until I 
realized it was an expression of joy. 
 
We celebrated a night of work well done with an extra lesson from Vorahk. He seemed pleased 
to be able to lead the others, who were becoming quite accomplished at the skills he taught them. 
By the end of the night, they were lunging, blocking, and flipping their staffs in unison like a 
drill team. It was an intimidating sight, indeed. I was glad they were working for me, and not 
facing me across a battlefield. I promised them a tournament after we finished the village, which 
looked like one more night of work at most. They hissed gleefully as we took off like a swarm 
toward Mangaia. 
 
Makuta played the generous host, as usual, and we sat down to a meal of chicken and dumplings 
with a big salad. Apparently he was stealing from a variety of fine caterers, because we had 
never eaten the same kind of food twice since I had arrived. It was always hot, good, and 
plentiful. The Rahkshi had appetites to match their energy level, and there were more of them 
around the table every night. I imagined that the restaurant owners in Enfield were finding it 
difficult to make a profit these days. 
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Chapter 11: Two Down 
 
I woke the next night as Makuta was walking through the lair with a big stack of doughnut 
boxes. “Oh, hello, doll,” he said. 
 
I helped him set the boxes down in the dining room. “Mmm, Krispy Kreme,” I smiled. “I’ll go 
make some coffee.” I followed him into the kitchen. 
 
“Thank you, darling. I’m rather tired. I had to teleport myself all the way to Newington to get 
these.” 
 
“Couldn’t you just drive?” I asked, measuring coffee beans into the grinder and pushing the 
button. I poured the fragrant grounds into the filter of the stainless steel commercial brewer. 
 
“Yes, but then they wouldn’t be hot anymore,” he shrugged. “The boys go crazy over these when 
the glaze is still warm and sticky.” 
 
I rolled my eyes, filled the pitcher with water, and poured it into the coffee maker. Soon the 
smell of fresh-brewed coffee mingled with that of the doughnuts. Kurahk stumbled sleepily into 
the dining room and perked up immediately. He hissed with delight and ripped open one of the 
boxes. 
 
“Easy, son, just take one at a time,” said Makuta. The other Rahkshi began to file in and become 
animated at the sight of their breakfast. Soon the room was full of the energetic creatures, 
jumping around and snapping down the doughnuts. 
 
A bright purple Rahkshi particularly seemed to be enjoying himself. He tipped back his head and 
started to emit a strange high-pitched scream. Soon I was covering my ears in agony. Makuta 
reached over and clapped his hand over the Rahkshi’s mouth just as a large portion of the ceiling 
collapsed, raining huge chunks of stone onto the entire room. I dove underneath the table, barely 
dodging a boulder. As the dust cleared, I could see some of the Rahkshi hissing angrily at the 
offender. Others were pushing rocks off themselves or digging out the remaining doughnuts. 
 
Makuta backhanded the purple Rahkshi, who I guessed was the Power Scream one, and sent him 
careening into a pile of rubble. Then he called out for me until he saw me through the haze. He 
dusted me off and made sure I was all right.  
 
Then he addressed the Rahkshi. “Sons, before you go to work tonight, you need to help clean up 
Xefonirahk’s mess,” he announced. The Rahkshi hissed and groaned, then set about moving the 
pile of broken rock out of the dining room and down a corridor to a cave. Apparently Makuta 
had made it to dispose of leftover material when he had carved the tables. 
 
“We’re really disappointed,” Shadrahk whispered to me, “because we were hoping to finish Ta-
Koro tonight and have our tournament.” 
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“Well, maybe we can work quickly and still do it,” I replied hopefully. “It looks like the debris is 
almost cleared, anyway.” 
 
Soon I was using my water powers to wash away the last of the dust. Makuta smiled proudly and 
dismissed us to work. When we got to the village of fire, Shadrahk and I organized the Rahkshi 
into groups to carry and place the floor slabs. The creatures moved as fast as they could without 
damaging the fragile stones. At one point Panrahk accidentally bumped a slab with his staff, 
exploding it into fragments. The other Rahkshi hissed angrily until Shadrahk stepped in to 
restore order. 
 
I noticed that several of the Rahkshi who weren’t working for us were loitering across the bridge. 
Shadrahk was watching them warily. “I hope they understood Makuta’s message to Lentirahk,” I 
said, worried. 
 
Shadrahk formed his staff between his hands. “They won’t get a chance to interfere,” he 
muttered grimly. “If I see any of them start to use their powers…” He smacked his staff 
menacingly against his palm. 
 
The carvers moved into the village to make the various sconces, statues, and other details. The 
others helped out as they could, carrying away rock chips or pointing out items in the pictures for 
them to sculpt. I was pleasantly surprised by the way they took the initiative to make the village 
look complete. 
 
At last we were done with Ta-Koro. As I had in Ga-Koro, I reminisced about the absent Matoran, 
noble Turaga Vakama, and courageous, protective Toa Tahu, to whom I dedicated the rebuilt 
village. But the Rahkshi were tugging at my elbow, apparently to remind me of my promise, so I 
didn’t have time to get sentimental. I called all the Rahkshi and announced the beginning of the 
games. We flew into the burnt forest, where Shadrahk and Vorahk divided the Rahkshi into four 
groups. I would judge each team’s exhibition drills, while the others did freestyle wrestling in 
pairs until one champion remained. As before, the use of powers was not allowed, to make the 
contests more even. I sat down on the ground with a pad of paper to keep score. 
 
Suddenly the extra Rahkshi showed up and surrounded my workers. They were about as 
numerous as we were, and they made a big commotion, hissing and screeching. Shadrahk 
stepped up to their apparent leader, the Rahkshi of Confusion, and hissed at him. A heated 
discussion ensued. I tapped Shadrahk on the shoulder. “What’s he saying?” I asked. 
 
“They want to join the games,” explained Shadrahk. 
 
“You have to work with us before you can play with us,” I said to the Rahkshi of Confusion. “If 
you would like to help us rebuild Le-Koro, the next village, you will be more than welcome to 
join the games after we finish it.” 
 
The extra Rahkshi did not seem pleased to hear this. With a savage shriek, they attacked my 
crew. 
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I stepped back, aghast. But the training of my Rahkshi paid off immediately. Vorahk barked a 
command, and they lunged at the aggressors as one. Gradually they began to grapple all the other 
Rahkshi to the ground.  
 
Suddenly the tables turned, and my crew seemed to be losing their morale. I looked at the 
Rahkshi of Confusion and saw his staff glowing. “Vorahk!” I yelled, pointing. The Rahkshi of 
Hunger jumped onto their leader and pinned him to the dirt. Lentirahk activated his staff, and one 
by one, he quickly immobilized the other group. 
 
“Well done, guys,” I breathed, patting Lentirahk on his spiky back. I was really relieved none of 
the other Rahkshi on either side had used their powers, because it could have been disastrous for 
my team, as well as for the newly completed village. I wondered if these Rahkshi were acting on 
their own, or whether Makuta had sent them to slow me down. This was the third delay in two 
days. He had made such a show of disciplining Lentirahk and Xefonirahk, but I could never be 
sure with Makuta. 
 
I turned to the extra Rahkshi, who, in their bondage of slowness, were now a captive audience. “I 
could tell your master what you’ve done, and I’m sure he would deal with you as he saw fit,” I 
said sternly. “But I would rather you either just leave us alone, or show up for work in Le-Koro 
with a willing attitude. Do you understand?” 
 
They nodded, in slow motion. “Let’s move them over there, and they can be the spectators,” I 
suggested to my workers. “Then they’ll really look forward to joining the next games.” 
 
Shadrahk laughed in his strange way, something between a hiss and a snicker. “Indeed, they 
will.” Then he continued in a serious voice. “Master chose wisely, putting you in charge of us. 
We serve you because he told us to, Mistress, but we do it with joy because of the way you treat 
us.” 
 
I studied his reptilian eyes. Considering that he was really a piece of Makuta, I was surprised that 
he seemed to appreciate the quality of mercy. I constantly questioned to what extent Shadrahk 
was doing the bidding of his master. But whatever his motives were, the Rahkshi of Darkness 
had consistently acted on my behalf. 
 
The games began, and each team practiced briefly before showing me their best drills. I was 
amazed at the way they moved in unison. It was difficult to decide which group was best, but 
ultimately I settled on Accurahk’s squad. Not surprisingly, his team executed their moves with 
crisp precision. 
 
Everyone expected Vorahk to win the wrestling competition. In fact, the very process of training 
the others had forced him to systematize his technique, and this made him an even better fighter. 
So the only unknown was who would come in second place. Pyrorahk took that prize, with 
Turahk in third place. 
 
As the Rahkshi hopped around congratulating the winners with joyful hissing, I had an idea. The 
stray Rahkshi were still moving slowly, and we had to wait for the effect to wear off anyway 
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before we all returned to the lair. So I asked my crew to fly to Ga-Wahi and collect as much 
harakeke as they could carry. Together, we twisted a long, thick rope. We finished it about the 
time the others began to move normally, and I explained the new game. 
 
“This contest is called ‘Tug-of-War.’ The Ta-Koro workers will be on one side of the lava river, 
and the challengers on the other, each team holding one end of this rope. On my signal, everyone 
pulls as hard as they can. The winning team will be the one that drags the others into the lava.” 
 
The Rahkshi hissed with excitement. They took their places on opposite sides of the magma flow 
and gripped the rope. A false start on the part of the visiting team pulled Pyrorahk into the lava, 
but he crawled out unharmed and took his place again at the front of the line. I shouted “Go!” 
and the contest began. 
 
The renegade Rahkshi pulled hard. They were naturally strong, and because they had been 
embarrassed by Lentirahk, they seemed driven by a spirit of vindictiveness. But my Rahkshi 
were in good condition from all their hard work, and their unity could not be easily overcome. 
Pyrorahk dug his feet into the bank and leaned back. Inspired by his wrestling victory, he hissed 
encouragement to the others. Soon they were inching backwards, and the first of the challengers 
tumbled into the lava with a shriek. Then the next one fell in. As they became more and more 
outnumbered, all the stray Rahkshi were finally pulled into the river of fire. The end of the rope 
fell in with them and immediately burst into flames. 
 
As soon as I declared my Rahkshi the victors, Pyrorahk and Plasmarahk began to haul their 
opponents out of the magma. Therahk used his power to relieve them of their agony, and they 
mingled with the workers, hissing with exhilaration from the exercise and the intensity of the 
competition. 
 
As I gathered the Rahkshi for the trip back to Mangaia, I felt a hand on my shoulder and turned 
to see Makuta. “What a treat it was to watch all that, my angel,” he smiled, putting his arms 
around me. “You have taught them so well. Not only can they fight better now, but they have 
also learned to look out for each other.” 
 
“Uh, well, this sort of thing seems to keep them motivated,” I mumbled, trying to free myself 
from his grip. I might as well have struggled against bands of steel. 
 
“You have such a way with them, beloved,” he continued. “I can’t imagine you would ever want 
to leave us now.” 
 
As elated as I was that I was one-third of the way toward getting out of my bizarre imprisonment 
on Makuta’s island, my success seemed to make him more determined to keep me here. What 
would happen when I finished my task? 
 
Makuta scooped me up and flew into the night sky, leading the Rahkshi toward the Kini-Nui. 
They arrayed themselves behind him in a chevron formation, like migrating geese. It was nice to 
have someone else in control of these frightening creatures for a while, even if it was Makuta. I 
sighed and lay back against him, suddenly realizing how utterly exhausted I was from all the 



Makuta Island  GaliGee 

 59

hard work, as well as the constant worry and fear. The sun began to rise, and the Rahkshi 
shrieked with discomfort as they flew into the bright light. Makuta raised his staff as we flew, 
and to my amazement, it emitted a wedge of darkness that spread before us into the sky and over 
the land below. The Rahkshi hissed with relief. I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep, in spite 
of the fact that I was zooming through the dark at two hundred kios per hour, thirty bios in the 
air, in Makuta’s lap with two dozen Rahkshi flying behind us. 
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Chapter 12: Watch Out For That Tree 
 
I woke the next night on the sofa. Makuta was sitting next to me playing “Grand Theft Auto” on 
the Xbox. 
 
“So that’s how you got your car,” I remarked. 
 
He laughed and set down the controller. “Not exactly. I went and took a test drive like everyone 
else. Then I told the salesman, ‘I’ll take it.’ And I did.” 
 
I shook my head as I imagined the scene, with Makuta screeching out of the dealer’s lot and the 
salesman chasing after the car, waving the papers. “Are the Rahkshi already awake?” 
 
“They’ve been up for hours, darling. They’re playing out in the desert. You slept quite a while. 
I’m sure you needed it, after all the hard work you put in last night.” 
 
I stretched and yawned. “Yeah, I was tired.” 
 
Makuta patted my head and went to the kitchen. I walked over to the computer and started the 
Mata Nui Adventure Game to get some screen shots of Le-Koro. 
 
“Here you are, princess,” he said, returning with a cup of coffee and a cinnamon muffin. “Would 
you like me to take you to Le-Koro to check it out?” 
 
“Yes, please,” I replied. I printed several pages as I finished my breakfast, and then we were off, 
flying toward the jungle. I was fairly confident, after looking at the pictures, that this village 
would not be very difficult. The only problem would be working so high above the ground, but 
fortunately, the Rahkshi could fly. 
 
The trees were full of lively creatures, even in the middle of the night. With my enhanced vision, 
I saw lizards, birds, and insects flitting about in the branches as Makuta landed in a large tree. I 
crawled carefully off his lap and clung to a branch. I made the mistake of glancing down, and I 
closed my eyes and clutched the tree tightly until the dizziness passed. 
 
“Be careful up here, beloved,” warned Makuta. He pulled some vines from the tree and knotted 
them around my waist. “Here, this will work as a safety harness until I can make you a better 
one.” 
 
I felt a little more confident now that I was tied to the tree. I climbed up the branch to look 
around. “Where’s the village?” 
 
“That’s it over there,” he replied, pulling aside some foliage with his hand. I gasped in dismay. 
The remnants of a few wooden platforms dangled precariously from splintered branches. Pieces 
of frayed rope bridges hung from the wrecked decking. 
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“That’s all that’s left?” I asked. But then I saw something really depressing. I looked down and 
realized that the huge tree that supported the entire village of Le-Koro was split down the 
middle. About a third of the enormous trunk had fallen away from the center and was leaning 
against the neighboring trees at about a forty-five-degree angle. 
 
“Oh, no,” I moaned. “The tree is ruined. We’ll have to find another tree to build the village in. 
But is there another one like this?” I didn’t remember seeing any other tree this massive on the 
flight to Le-Koro. 
 
“You may not have to,” remarked Makuta, grabbing a kraata that was crawling toward me up the 
branch. He glowered at it for a moment before letting it slither away amidst the leaves. 
“Remember, you have Florahk working for you. If you can get that piece back in place, he 
should be able to get the bark to grow together again.” 
 
I studied the fractured tree carefully from my vantage point. I envisioned a team of Rahkshi 
pulling on ropes laid over the healthy branches of the tree, raising the split piece into place. It 
would be an ambitious undertaking. Still, they had moved that enormous boulder in Ga-Koro, 
and now there were even more of them on the construction team. “All right, I guess we’ll try 
that. We’d better go weave some rope first.” 
 
We got back to the lair just as the Rahkshi were flying in from Po-Wahi, evidently in response to 
Makuta’s signal. I explained to them that we would be going to Ga-Koro to make ropes to pull 
up the broken tree. Shadrahk picked me up, and we led the others to the water village. 
 
By this time the Rahkshi were very adept at making rope. I noticed a few more Rahkshi had 
joined the group since we had worked in Ta-Koro, so I gave them names. Magnerahk, 
Elastorahk, and Somnorahk wielded the powers of magnetism, elasticity, and sleep, respectively. 
 
With a great coil of thick rope looped around Gravirahk’s shoulders, we flew back to the ruins of 
Le-Koro and landed at the base of the tree. I set aside some of the shorter pieces to bind the 
broken trunk back together, once the fragment was raised into place. Then I handed one end of 
two longer ropes to Panrahk and Accurahk. “Take these, and fly them over those branches up 
there.” Shadrahk carried me up in the air with them, so I could show them where to lay the ropes. 
 
The long ropes passed over the lower forks of the great tree and then through two gaps under the 
mighty roots. This way the Rahkshi could pull horizontally with more force than their own 
weight, if they braced their feet against rocks or roots. 
 
We tied the other ends of the two ropes securely to the broken part of the tree. “Now, you’ll need 
to pull with all your strength to lift up this piece here. Gravirahk, you will lighten it for the 
others.” 
 
The Rahkshi hissed excitedly. “This is just like tug-of-war, except the opponent is gravity,” 
remarked Shadrahk. 
 
“Yes, it’s a formidable opponent, I’m afraid,” I smiled. “Let’s see how we do against it.” 
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On my signal, the two teams of Rahkshi pulled with all their strength, and Gravirahk pointed his 
staff at the fallen trunk. The broken piece of tree began to creak and pop. As the ropes became 
tight, the massive leafy canopy began to rise. I could see the trunk slowly moving upward, a few 
degrees at a time. But then one of the ropes snapped. The Rahkshi holding the rope tumbled 
backwards, while the others were dragged forward into the swamp as the trunk crashed back 
against the other trees. 
 
The Rahkshi hissed in dismay and shook off the mud. Shadrahk flew me up to the fork of the 
tree, where the rupture had occurred. I saw that the rough bark was partly scraped off. 
 
“What we need here is a smoother surface for the rope to slide on,” I remarked. 
 
“We can carve something of wood. Or perhaps Master has a metal part like that at home 
somewhere.” 
 
“Good idea, Shadrahk. Well, it’s just about daybreak anyway, so let’s ask him when we go back 
for dinner.” 
 
Shadrahk nodded, and we flew back to the other Rahkshi. Shadrahk broke up a few minor 
squabbles among the ill-tempered creatures, who were slinging muck at each other. I explained 
that with some improvements in the rope system, we would try again the next night. After I had 
sprayed the mud off the Rahkshi, we were flying back to the lair. Big helpings of spaghetti and 
meatballs awaited us. Makuta promised to rummage up something to solve our problem after 
supper. 
 
While the Rahkshi enjoyed their leisure time, Makuta led me into a room full of spare parts. I 
selected two Bohrok head plates from the pile. “I can tie them to the branches with these holes.” 
I picked up two more to use under the roots, just in case. 
 
Makuta smiled at my inventiveness and brought me back to the living room. I glanced at him 
resentfully. He made such a point of complimenting my work. But if he really wanted the 
villages rebuilt, why wasn’t he leading the Rahkshi, or even doing the work himself, instead of 
playing video games in the lair? I fell asleep on the sofa while he read a biography of Genghis 
Khan. 
 
The next night, with the rope knotted back together and the Bohrok head plates strapped firmly 
into place, the Rahkshi tried again. Once again, I yelled ‘Go!’, and they began to pull. Hissing 
and snarling with the strain, they slowly raised the broken piece off the other trees. 
 
“You’re doing great!” I shouted. “Keep going!” 
 
The Rahkshi dug their feet into the swampy ground and pulled harder. Soon the creaking, 
groaning trunk was at about a seventy-five-degree angle with the forest floor. Only a few more 
seconds at this rate, and the two Rahkshi at the ends of the long ropes, Lentirahk and Telerahk, 
could let go and start binding the trunk back together with the shorter ropes. 
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The teams were clearly struggling. The last few degrees seemed to be the hardest. Then, to my 
alarm, the trunk began to fall again. The Rahkshi were slipping and sliding forward in the mud, 
frantically splashing around for submerged roots to brace themselves. They seemed to be losing 
their concentration and strength. 
 
I looked around in a panic for a large tree or rock to anchor the ends of the ropes. At least we 
could preserve the work we had already put into raising the trunk this far. But then the tree began 
to rise again, rather quickly this time. The Rahkshi must have regained their footing and rallied. I 
yelled to Lentirahk and Telerahk to fly up with their ropes. As the pieces of the trunk came 
together, they wrapped the strong cords around it, and I signaled the other Rahkshi to let go. For 
a split second, I waited breathlessly to see if it had worked. Much to my relief, the ropes held. 
 
The Rahkshi danced and cheered, their joyous hissing echoing off the trees. “Great job, guys!” I 
beamed. I looked up at the newly braced tree and envisioned platforms and huts in its branches. 
We would succeed, after all. Then my eyes followed the trunk back down to its roots, and I 
noticed Makuta leaning against it. 
 
“Were you—did you—” I stammered. 
 
“I was, and I did,” he grinned. 
 
“Thank you,” I smiled back. 
 
“You know I would do anything for you, my precious,” he said sweetly. 
 
“Right,” I replied, rolling my eyes. “Well, it’s an immense relief to get that tree back together, 
and I appreciate your help.” 
 
“Let’s go celebrate,” he suggested. The Rahkshi became even more enthusiastic. Makuta led us 
to the lawn around the Kini-Nui, where he had laid out a big picnic with hot dogs, chili, cheese, 
potato salad, and Cokes. A big portable stereo was blasting a Staind CD, one of the Rahkshi’s 
favorites, at high volume. Makuta started a campfire under the chili pot with his eyes, and 
together we grilled the hot dogs on long plus rods. The Rahkshi romped in the grass until the 
food was ready. The others appeared from all over the island, drawn by the delicious smell and 
perhaps a signal from their master. When they had all eaten, Makuta melted a large block of ice 
that held several containers of ice cream. We dished it into waffle cones and passed them out. 
 
Makuta put his arm around me as we watched the Rahkshi devour their dessert. “Look how 
happy they are, darling. I just want this joy to last forever,” he remarked. “This island really is a 
paradise, with those pesky Toa and Turaga gone, and you here instead.” 
 
I looked at him warily as I tried to pry his creepy claw-like hand off my shoulder. I couldn’t help 
but wonder what evil plan was lurking behind this veneer of domesticity. Makuta obviously 
wasn’t looking for the most efficient means to train his Rahkshi, or he would be doing it himself. 
And for what? To keep his job with LEGO, he had to work within the storyline. I couldn’t 
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imagine that LEGO would ever hire his bizarre brood to do anything but wreak havoc, and they 
had already had their moment of glory in the Mask of Light movie. I decided Makuta’s 
explanation was as good as any—he was trying to curry favor with his employers. And he chose 
me to help him, because I wasn’t in the storyline. In any case, I was almost halfway done with 
my strange task, and when I finished, my only worry would be whether Makuta would keep his 
promise to take me home.  
 
Shadrahk walked up to us, ice cream dripping from his reptilian jaws, and Makuta put his other 
arm around him. The shadow Rahkshi gazed fondly up at his master, who smiled at him proudly. 
This was indeed the weirdest ‘family’ I had ever met. 
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Chapter 13: Three Down 
 
After the hot dog roast, Makuta and I watched the Rahkshi play for a little while. Then he took 
me down to the spare parts room and rigged a safety harness for me to wear in the treetops. We 
flew back up to the party just before dawn, when the Rahkshi retreated to the lair. The forest and 
fields around the Kini-Nui were marked with craters and burned patches, but Makuta didn’t seem 
very worried about LEGO’s reaction. “As long as some of the landscaping is intact on every 
side, they can still get what they need.” 
 
Everyone settled down for the day, tired and happy. Well, I wasn’t exactly happy, but at least the 
big tree was fixed, and the rest of Le-Koro looked like it would be easy in comparison. As I 
curled up on the couch, Makuta tucked the blanket around my legs and sat down with a copy of 
Napoleon’s memoirs. 
 
The work progressed rapidly in Le-Koro the next night. To streamline operations, Shadrahk 
suggested we split up the ever-growing group of Rahkshi into the teams that had competed in the 
Ta-Koro drills. He took Accurahk, Turahk, Telerahk, and Gravirahk aside and explained their 
new responsibilities to them. Then he took the Rahkshi who had just joined us and sent them to a 
clearing in the jungle with Vorahk to receive their basic training. “It’s important for all the 
members of the team to have the same background,” he explained. “That way they feel like part 
of the group. And besides, look how well it served us when the renegades attacked us in Ta-
Koro.” 
 
I let him do as he saw fit. He seemed to be a natural leader, and he knew the Rahkshi’s minds 
much better than I ever would. At least, I certainly hoped so. 
 
Each team had a specific task. Accurahk’s team measured and marked the locations of the 
platforms according to the printed pictures, then helped Telerahk’s group fasten down the 
wooden planks they had prepared. Turahk’s squad prepared thatch to make the huts, and 
Gravirahk’s unit was in charge of building the bridges, starting with the ropes we had used to 
pull together the broken trunk. This worked well, since it gave them a sense of purpose. It was a 
relief for me not to have to direct every Rahkshi all the time to keep them out of trouble.  
 
Shadrahk, Therahk, and I moved between the groups, solving various technical problems and 
personality conflicts. Therahk quickly uninfected me when a wild kraata dropped out of the 
leaves onto my mask. At one point I dispatched a few of Gravirahk’s crew to Ga-Koro with 
Shadrahk to gather more harakeke for ropes. By the end of the night, we had built the main 
platform and one of the bridges, and enough thatch was piled up to assemble several huts. The 
newcomers were suitably trained, and Shadrahk distributed them among the teams.  
 
About the only problem we had that night was the irritating jungle insects, which buzzed around 
us constantly. Some of them were as big as my head and could easily have knocked me out of the 
tree. As Accurahk kept an eye on his workers, he kept the insects away by hurling pieces of loose 
bark at them. At one point Kurahk hissed at his brother with great annoyance as a chunk flew 
right over his head, but I reassured him that Accurahk would never miss. 
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Lerahk had his own way of dealing with the pests. He shot a toxic stream at them, and when they 
tumbled from their flight paths, he flew under them and snapped them up. He must have eaten 
two dozen bugs by the end of the night. As he crunched a Fikou that had been creeping toward 
me, I shook my head with wonder. I supposed that of all the creatures on the island, he was the 
only one whose digestive system could handle poisoned insects. 
 
When we returned to Mangaia, the big dinner of roast beef and potatoes that was laid out for us 
seemed eerily familiar. It wasn’t until Makuta brought out the crème brulée that I recognized the 
meal as the same one he had ordered when he had brought me to Mangaia before. As I savored 
tiny spoonfuls of my favorite dessert and thoughtfully sipped my coffee, Makuta met my eyes 
with his across the long table and smiled at me affectionately. “Forget it, Makuta,” I laughed. 
“You’re not going to win my heart with gourmet food.” 
 
“Well, it was worth a try,” he shrugged. 
 
After the Rahkshi were in bed, I asked Makuta, “Would you please make me a Rahkshi of Insect 
Control? Those jungle bugs are really a nuisance.” 
 
“Of course, darling,” he nodded. He thought for a moment. “I only have one kraata of the right 
sort,” he muttered. Then he slid his hand into the gap between his shoulders and his chest. Before 
I had the presence of mind to avert my eyes, he ripped a kraata out of himself with a repulsive 
sucking sound. The wet creature wriggled eagerly in Makuta’s grasp and rattled his spines as he 
was nuzzled by his master. 
 
I was afraid I was going to be sick. I sat quickly on the rug. Makuta knelt next to me and 
introduced me to his newest offspring. “This one will soon become the armor for a Rahkshi of 
Insect Control, sweetheart. Son, meet your mistress,” he purred, stroking the kraata’s back. 
 
I swallowed hard and smiled at the kraata. “Hello.” 
 
“If you’ll excuse me a moment, I’ll go put him in the protodermis. When he’s developed, I’ll go 
find the driver. He’s only a Stage Five, but he’ll mature quickly into a Six once he’s in a Rahkshi 
body.” He disappeared down the passageway. 
 
I lay down on the couch and tried to put the image out of my mind. Makuta returned to the living 
room. “Making kraata really takes it out of me,” he remarked as he flopped down on the couch 
next to my feet. He flipped open the copy of Professional Demolition International that had been 
lying on the end table. 
 
I tried to go to sleep for a little while, but I got the creepy feeling I was being watched, and I 
opened my eyes again. Makuta was staring at me. “I wonder if I could pull a kraata out of you,” 
he mused. 
 
I shrank back against the arm of the couch in terror. “I bet it would be transparent blue. And if I 
could get two of them,” he continued, looking wistfully off into space, “I could even make a 
Rahkshi. There are lots of qualities I could pull out—eloquence, faith, laughter, imagination… 
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but I think I’d make Geerahk, the Rahkshi of Sweetness. A creature so charitable, she would love 
even me.”  
 
He scanned me with his eyes for a moment, and then, to my immense relief, he shook his head. 
“I think I could actually do it, but ripping out a piece of your essence would probably kill you. 
Ah, well, it’s fun to think about, anyway.” He put his feet up on the couch next to me, picked up 
his magazine again, and read while I fell asleep, eventually. 
 
The next night, work proceeded rapidly. With Entorahk, the new insect control Rahkshi, among 
us, we were freed from the plague of bugs. Accurahk and Telerahk’s crews finished the last of 
the platforms, and they started helping Gravirahk’s squad with the bridges and Turahk’s group 
with the huts. 
 
Therahk, Florahk, and I went looking for the elevator cars that had once swung from the 
branches of the great tree. We found two of them, smashed and rotting, in the swamp a few 
hundred bios from the trunk. “I think we can salvage these motors,” I said as I washed the slime 
off one of the mechanisms. I gestured toward the decomposing plant matter that had once formed 
the shell of an elevator car. “Florahk, can you re-grow a couple more of these pods?” 
 
Florahk hissed at me, then pointed into the jungle. I looked at him and shrugged. He led us to a 
stand of bamboo and parted it with his hand. I saw an amazing plant that looked something like a 
bromeliad with yellow-green leaves. In the center of the plant was a huge pod, half the size of the 
elevator cars. He waved his staff, and it doubled in size. Another pod sprouted on the plant next 
to it. Soon Florahk and Therahk were pulling off the new pods. We brought them back to the 
village, where Pyrorahk hollowed them out with a single blast of vaporizing heat. 
 
I fitted the motors back into the pods. Now all we needed was more rope. Gravirahk asked 
Shadrahk to lead Accurahk’s group to Ga-Wahi for another load of harakeke. When they 
returned, Shadrahk looked worried. “Mistress, there’s a big storm brewing in the east. I think it 
might be heading for Ga-Koro.” 
 
I glanced around for Meteorahk. I found him applying thatch to Matau’s hut. “Meteorahk, will 
you please come with me to Ga-Koro? I think we need to stop a storm before it wrecks our 
work.” He nodded. I left Shadrahk in charge and called Therahk. Soon the three of us were flying 
toward the water village.  
 
We landed by the top of the waterfall. The stormclouds were gathering, thick and heavy, on the 
eastern horizon, just as Shadrahk had said. We could hear the wind picking up and howling 
around us. The lily pads of Ga-Koro were rocking on the choppy water. As we watched, the 
hurricane began to move rapidly toward us, almost with malicious intent. 
 
Meteorahk raised his staff and pointed it at the swirling mass of water vapor. The staff began to 
glow, and an arc of bright energy surged from its tip and was sucked into the maelstrom with a 
huge thunderclap. Glowing shreds of Meteorahk’s power appeared from time to time in the 
spinning storm. The vortex seemed to be trying to absorb the strength of his blast, but gradually 
it started to unravel. He fired another shot at it, and the clouds fragmented and dispersed. I aimed 
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my axes at the sea and commanded it to be calm. After a few minutes of intense concentration, 
the turbulent waters were finally still. Ga-Koro was safe again. 
 
I patted Meteorahk’s shoulder. “Thank you,” I breathed, exhausted from the effort. He was 
panting, too. Therahk hissed proudly at both of us and picked me up. We flew back to Le-Koro. I 
wondered if Makuta was responsible for that storm. 
 
The night was almost over, so we stored the unused building materials and returned to the lair. I 
looked at Makuta suspiciously as I jumped off Shadrahk’s lap. “What’s the matter, darling?” he 
asked innocently. 
 
“Nothing, Makuta. We just had a little trouble with the weather tonight.” 
 
“Oh, you mean that big storm. Yes, nature is a strange and random thing. You did very well in 
stopping that.” 
 
I rolled my eyes. “Random?” I mumbled. But I didn’t feel like confronting him. We filed into the 
dining room, where the Rahkshi eagerly tore into their pork chops and baked potatoes. 
 
As we flew toward Le-Koro the next night, I hoped fervently this would be the last time. We had 
only a few huts and one bridge left to build. We quickly got to work. Shadrahk proposed to let 
Vorahk train Entorahk, since we were almost done. Lerahk and Accurahk could hold off the 
insects while the others worked. So I agreed. 
 
Unfortunately, Lerahk’s aim was not as good as Accurahk’s. I was helping Turahk’s crew fasten 
the door onto the last hut, using short pieces of rope to form a hinge. Suddenly I saw something 
out of the corner of my eye. Green poison was spreading rapidly down the branch toward us and 
the hut. Lerahk cowered sheepishly as Shadrahk hissed with fury. Apparently he had missed an 
insect and hit the tree instead. 
 
The Rahkshi working on the hut scattered like a flock of birds. I realized how disastrous the 
poison could be if it reached the main trunk of the tree. Therahk and Florahk might not be able to 
work quickly enough to save it. “Thermorahk!” I yelled. “Come cut off this branch! Hurry!” 
 
The Rahkshi of Heat Vision quickly flew over and focused his eyes on a fork of the tree below 
me. I grabbed for my harness strap, hoping one of the Rahkshi would catch me after I unsnapped 
it and jumped. But Thermorahk sliced through the branch before I was able to get loose, and it 
plummeted toward the ground. I was yanked down by my harness and fell with it. “Help!” I 
called desperately. 
 
Laserahk and Shadrahk flew down with me. As Laserahk slashed the harness strap from the tree, 
Shadrahk swooped under me and caught me. The poisoned branch crashed heavily to the ground 
and the hut splintered instantly. Therahk landed next to it, and within a few minutes he had 
neutralized the toxin so it wouldn’t spread any further. Shadrahk deposited me safely on the 
forest floor next to the now harmless branch. 
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Lerahk started to hiss apologetically at Shadrahk, but then he stopped, frozen in fear. I turned 
and saw Makuta standing before him. “You endangered your mistress!” he roared. “She could 
have been killed because of your mistake! You have failed me for the last time!” He raised his 
staff and sent Lerahk tumbling backwards with a shock wave. 
 
As the Master of Shadows strode over to the whimpering green Rahkshi, I stepped in front of 
him. “Wait, Makuta. I’m sure it was an accident.” I wasn’t sure at all, actually. I suspected 
Makuta had made Lerahk miss and hit the tree, just to slow us down. Either way, I didn’t want 
Lerahk to be punished. 
 
Makuta stopped. “Oh, darling, thank you. I was being too hasty. I shouldn’t waste a perfectly 
good suit of Rahkshi armor. I should vaporize only his kraata.” 
 
I cringed. I didn’t want to see Makuta kill a kraata any more than I had wanted to see him 
produce one. And I realized with a start that I would miss the old Lerahk. Even though he was a 
bit of a troublemaker, he made me laugh. 
 
I put my hand on Makuta’s chest. “Please don’t hurt him. I bet he’ll be much more careful from 
now on.” 
 
Makuta grinned. “What are you willing to wager, my lovely?” 
 
My eyes widened. “I didn’t mean it literally! I would be crazy to risk anything on the behavior of 
a creature that you ultimately control.” 
 
“Well, it was worth a try,” he shrugged. 
 
Shadrahk raised his staff. “I’ll vouch for him, Master,” he offered. 
 
Makuta looked at his dark minion in surprise. “You have much confidence in your mistress’s 
methods, Shadrahk,” he remarked. He turned back to me. “All right, I’ll spare him. You know I 
can’t refuse you anything, my kitten.” He patted my head, then spun on his heels and flew away. 
 
Lerahk got slowly to his feet. He bowed to me and then to Shadrahk. Quietly, he flew back up 
into the tree. He started knocking insects out of the air with blows of his inactive staff. 
 
Florahk waved his staff at the stump of the severed branch, and a new stem sprouted rapidly 
from the wound. Soon it grew as large as the original branch. Accurahk’s crew measured for the 
new platform while Telerahk’s workers prepared more wood. In half an hour Entorahk was 
protecting us from the bugs again while we thatched the hut. Magnerahk and Kurahk hung the 
elevator pods and tried them, zipping up and down until I told them they were tested quite 
thoroughly enough. Everyone worked diligently, and a couple of hours before dawn, I 
pronounced the village of Le-Koro complete. 
 
The Rahkshi cheered and flew in circles around the branches. I wished I were in the company of 
the Le-Koronans instead, playing music and feasting on tropical food under the tree canopy, 
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while the witty Turaga Matau and the spirited Toa Lewa played practical jokes on each other. 
But I considered myself fortunate that the Rahkshi had cooperated with the building plan so far. 
And in their own way, they were quite entertaining.  
 
I quickly organized an aerial combat competition away from the village. The rules were that no 
powers could be used, and when a Rahkshi fell, he was out of the game. The team with the last 
surviving Rahkshi was the winner. The workers split into their usual four squadrons and battled 
each other two at a time, knocking each other out of the air with their staffs. 
 
The dogfighting was fast and furious, with each team learning new tricks as they went. They 
quickly realized the value of flying in small groups and covering each other’s six. I watched 
from a treetop. I was enjoying the show so much I even didn’t notice Makuta’s presence next to 
me until he shouted encouragement to Elastorahk, who had just completed a particularly clever 
split-S maneuver and out-turned Plasmarahk. 
 
Telerahk’s and Turahk’s teams won their preliminary rounds. After the consolation match 
between Accurahk’s and Gravirahk’s squads, the winners faced each other in the final 
championship battle. The other Rahkshi sat in the trees with us, hissing excitedly for their 
favorite team. The fallen fighters joined us as they were eliminated from the competition. In the 
end, one lone Rahkshi landed triumphantly next to Makuta. It was Guurahk. He bowed to his 
master, who took his son’s arm and raised it in victory like a boxing referee. Telerahk’s team had 
won, and the whole team erupted into joyful hissing. 
 
Everyone returned to the lair exhausted and joyful that morning. Makuta had a big meal of 
chicken fajitas, rice, and beans ready for us. The Rahkshi were so tired they skipped their 
playtime and went to bed immediately after supper. 
 
Makuta sat next to me on the sofa after they were safely in their bunks. “You’re halfway done, 
darling,” he commented. “You’re really working miracles with the boys. I’m so proud of all of 
you.” 
 
I looked at him warily. “If you say so.” 
 
“Would you like to take a break and tour the island tomorrow? I could take you to see it in the 
daytime, for a change.” 
 
“Oh, no thanks, Makuta,” I replied. I just wanted to finish my strange job as quickly as possible 
so I could go home. 
 
“Well, I’ve already told the Rahkshi they could have the night off. If you don’t feel like going 
out, my love, we could just stay here and watch TV together.” He put his arm around my 
shoulders. 
 
“Maybe some fresh air and sunshine would be a good thing,” I said quickly. I supposed it would 
be rather nice to see the island in the light. And one more day of insanity wouldn’t hurt me. The 
Rahkshi had definitely earned a vacation, anyway. 
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Makuta smiled at me. He pulled a well-worn copy of Die Rakete zu den Planetenräumen by 
Wernher von Braun out of the bookcase. As I drifted off to sleep, I remembered a famous quip 
by the author: “My job is to get the rockets up. Where they land is not my department.” 
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Chapter 14: The Makuta Island Vacation Package, Part 1 
 
Makuta woke me in what seemed like the middle of the night. “What time is it?” I asked sleepily. 
 
“It’s mid-morning, my dove,” replied the Master of Shadows, handing me a cup of coffee and an 
apple turnover. “Eat your breakfast, and let’s go see the sights!” 
 
I sighed, remembering that we were to tour the island today. I took the mug and the pastry. 
Makuta took a sip of his own coffee, set it on the end table, and sat down. “Where would you 
like to start?” 
 
I saw a rapid motion out of the corner of my eye, and I looked at his cup. A pink kraata was 
peering over the edge. “Pinky?” I asked, incredulous. 
 
The kraata looked up and hissed softly. Makuta swiveled his head around. “Pinky! Get out of 
there, you little brat!” He shooed the kraata off his mug. “Ever since he fell into my coffee one 
day, that little guy has acquired a taste for the stuff. But—how do you know this kraata?” 
 
I was afraid to answer. Pinky had contacted me by e-mail the previous summer and passed along 
a funny story about him and Makuta. I guessed he had typed it with his tail when no one was 
looking. Of course his master had found out, but he had spared the plucky kraata because he 
found the story amusing.  
 
Makuta suddenly remembered. “Oh, that’s right. You and Pinky go way back, don’t you?” he 
smiled wryly. 
 
“You could say that.” I laughed, relieved. I sat up with a start as Pinky crawled into my lap. 
Hesitatingly, I touched his back. He squirmed with apparent delight. 
 
“Well, he’s just like the rest of us. He finds you irresistible,” remarked Makuta, rolling his eyes. 
“Drink your coffee before Pinky gets into it, and let’s get going.” 
 
Soon Makuta was flying me out of the lair. I blinked in the bright sunshine as we soared out of 
the Kini-Nui. It had been so long since I had seen daylight that I wasn’t used to it anymore. 
 
He leveled out and flew toward Ga-Wahi. “Let’s start where you’re most comfortable—in the 
water,” he suggested. He started humming the tune of “Cry Me a River.” Since I seemed doomed 
to endure Makuta’s company for a while, I figured I might as well enjoy the view, so I sat back 
and looked around at the gorgeous scenery. The Hura-Mafa valley was abundant with life and 
growth, from the huge trees overhanging the water, dripping with moss, to the fish and turtles 
darting about under the surface of the river. He dropped down and flew above the water through 
the tunnel of branches, and the cool air felt refreshing against my mask. Startled deer and mice 
disappeared into the underbrush as we soared past, and I even saw a bear drinking from the river. 
It raised its head nonchalantly to watch us. 
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Then we reached the delta, where thick stands of reeds were home to croaking Ghekula and 
clouds of buzzing insects. I remembered harvesting these plants with the Rahkshi to make huts in 
Ga-Koro. Soon the village itself came into view on the shimmering bay. Makuta dropped me 
gently onto the largest lily pad. “Let’s go diving,” he suggested. I nodded and followed his 
splash into the watery depths. Remembering my mask powers, I took a deep breath of water and 
marveled at the sensation of oxygen invigorating my body. 
 
Soon we were surrounded by seaweed, fish, and coral reefs. Rays and eels wove around us as we 
swam. Makuta led me eastward along the bottom to the deepest part of the bay. The sunlight 
filtered through the aquatic plants and gave the underwater realm a blue-green glow, and the 
sounds became muffled, yet strangely amplified, by the water. The deeper we got, the darker it 
became, but my night vision enabled me to see every detail of the shells, anemones, and 
crustaceans against the sand and rocks. 
 
After a long, refreshing swim, Makuta turned around and headed back toward Ga-Koro. I 
followed him until something caught my leg. Figuring I had gotten tangled in some seaweed, I 
tried to jerk my foot loose, but the thing clamped down tighter. I looked behind me and saw an 
infected Tarakava’s jaws locked around my leg. 
 
Panicked, I twisted around and struggled to pry open its mouth. The creature knocked off my 
mask with a blow of its powerful fist. With horror, I watched my source of oxygen spiral slowly 
downward in the water. Now the water already in my lungs would drown me. 
 
Suddenly the Rahi let go and doubled over as if in pain. It straightened itself out and swam 
rapidly away. Makuta shot past me to retrieve my mask. He put it back on my face just as I was 
becoming faint. 
 
Makuta took my hand and led me to the shore. We walked out onto the beach and sat on the 
sand. “Sorry, darling. The waters here are full of beauty, but unfortunately they also hold many 
dangers.” 
 
It occurred to me that this particular danger was of his own making, since it was undoubtedly the 
infection that drove the Tarakava to attack me. But I nodded silently. 
 
“Now that you’ve caught your breath, sunshine, would you like to try lava surfing?” he asked 
brightly. 
 
I hesitated. “That would be really fun with someone I trusted,” I began, imagining a lesson from 
Tahu, “but--” 
 
“Great! Let’s be off, then!” He stood and pulled me into his lap, and we headed for the Mangai. 
Humming “Light My Fire,” he made a wide circle around the summit of the volcano so I could 
admire the bubbling cauldron of molten stone surging up from the depths of the island. Then he 
flew most of the way back down. He set me on the rocky ground a few hundred bios upstream of 
Ta-Koro, just before the flow disappeared into the large cavern that held the village. 
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“Put your axes on your feet like a surfboard,” he suggested as he sliced off a piece of basalt with 
his eyes. He hefted his new board a few times, carved off the corners, and tossed it into the 
stream. After he jumped on, he called back, “Just keep your knees bent and lean to turn.” He 
rode for a few dozen bios, then pivoted and ran aground. “Now you try it, my lovely.” 
 
“I don’t know about this, Makuta,” I said nervously. “I barely even know how to surf on water.” 
 
“So what? I’ve never surfed before at all!” he yelled cheerfully. I watched with alarm as my axes 
slid into my feet by themselves, and then I was lifted and dropped into the glowing red flow. 
Apparently I was about to learn to lava surf, whether I wanted to or not. 
 
I flexed my knees and wobbled on my board, trying desperately to balance. The lava carried me 
forward, and I cautiously attempted to steer. Soon I was able to direct myself well enough to 
weave around the rocks in the stream. 
 
“You’re doing great!” yelled Makuta, sailing past and spraying my legs with droplets of magma. 
 
“I’m not cooked yet, anyway,” I winced. We surfed past the village. Makuta glanced back at me 
to make sure I was watching, and then he began to show off. He swerved from side to side and 
launched himself into a flip. Then he leaped off his board over a rope that was stretched across 
the stream and landed on it again. 
 
I recognized the rope from the Rahkshi’s tug-of-war match. They had left it tied there to play 
with again later. I realized with terror that it was too high for me to jump over, and too low for 
me to duck under. I was going too fast to stop or turn. I caught the rope at waist level and flipped 
over it, my board landing with a splat in the lava again and splashing me with the hot fluid. I 
clung desperately to the rope, hoping it would hold, as the magma flow dragged my board like a 
paddle and stretched me out at a forty-five degree angle. “Help!” I cried frantically. 
 
Makuta sped upstream with who knows which of his many powers, and he plucked me off the 
rope. He set me upright in the lava again. He was laughing, but I didn’t find any of this very 
funny. 
 
By the time we reached the sea, I had regained a little confidence. But then I saw the great cloud 
of steam boiling up where the molten stone met the salt water. We sailed right through it, and I 
felt my board hit the newly solidified rock. Makuta scooped me up and flew out over the water. I 
looked down and saw his board sinking into the ocean. I breathed a sigh of relief that my trial by 
fire was over.  
 
“Wasn’t that fun, beloved?” he said as we flew toward the jungle. “You’re such a natural athlete. 
I bet you don’t get to try that sort of thing on earth!” 
 
I shook my head and pulled the axes off my singed feet. “That’s because no one is crazy enough 
back there to risk being incinerated!” I leaned back and closed my eyes, wondering what insane 
stunt he would pull in Le-Wahi. 
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As we landed in a tree, Makuta stopped humming “Up, Up, and Away” and whistled to a Gukko 
flying overhead. It dropped onto the branch next to us. It was one of the sort commonly 
domesticated by the Le-Koronans, and I guessed that Makuta might be using mind control on it 
as well. “Darling, now you can be the pilot for a change!” he said, gesturing at the bird. 
 
This didn’t sound as scary as lava surfing, at least. The bird was quite tame, and it waited 
patiently for me to climb onto its back. I wrapped my legs around its belly and held onto its 
shoulders. It followed Makuta as he soared away. 
 
We flew in a wide circle over the forest. The sensation of flying on the back of a benevolent, 
gentle creature, instead of in the lap of a Rahkshi or Makuta, was very pleasant. The bird’s 
protodermis frame felt strong underneath its soft feathers. I stroked its back as we flew. Makuta 
led us over Lake Kanae, where we saw ducks and otters splashing and diving for fish and insects. 
Then we soared toward the Fau Swamp. 
 
As much as I was enjoying the sounds of the bird’s beating wings and the wind on my mask, I 
didn’t hear the ominous buzzing noise until too late. I felt a heavy blow to my back, and the 
Gukko spiraled out of control toward the marsh. I clung to its back tightly, bracing myself for a 
painful crash. Out of the corner of my eye I saw several Nui-Rama circling around for another 
attack, their claws forward and their infected masks glistening in the sunlight. 
 
Makuta once again came to the rescue, sailing in between us and the nasty insects. They collided 
with each other and fell into the mire, probably at his command. The Gukko and I were lifted 
back up into the air, where the bird regained control after a few wobbles.  
 
Makuta smiled at me as we all landed in a tree next to the swamp. I dismounted from the 
creature, which chirped sweetly at me as I patted its head. He dismissed it, and it flew away into 
the forest. Makuta gave me his ingratiating smile. “Yet another thing you do well. But I should 
have expected that my angel could fly.” 
 
And yet another close call, due to Makuta’s foul creatures. Twilight colors were painting the sky 
by this time, and Makuta suggested we go back to the lair. That way I could sleep during the 
night while the Rahkshi played, and we could continue our tour of the island the following day. 
Makuta would keep an eye on me with X-ray vision--for my own safety, he explained--while he 
supervised his offspring. 
 
I nodded, even though it seemed like I would not get very much sleep with his plan. But at this 
point, sleep just felt like lost work time. There would be no true rest for me until I left these 
strange creatures and this former paradise far behind. As Makuta carried me back to Mangaia, I 
closed my eyes and imagined myself sinking into the comfort of my own bed. 
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Chapter 15: The Makuta Island Vacation Package, Part 2 
 
After splitting a frozen pizza with Makuta, I lay down on the couch and fell asleep right away. I 
woke once to find Accurahk, Elastorahk, and Lerahk peering at my face, but then I heard 
Shadrahk’s hissing, which by now I had learned to distinguish from the rest. The other Rahkshi 
quickly backed away. I heard some commotion as they left the lair, and then all was quiet again. 
I lapsed back into sleep. 
 
I opened my eyes, stretched, and rolled over on the big leather couch. I felt something lumpy 
against my back, and I jumped up with alarm. There was a kraata curled up next to me, sleeping. 
As my scream echoed through the empty lair, the kraata snapped open his eyes and shrieked, too. 
Then I realized it was Pinky. I breathed a sigh of relief.  
 
The placid pink kraata slithered onto my knee, and I patted his head. “It looks like it’s just you 
and me, kid,” I remarked, looking around. I stood and walked to the kitchen, with Pinky trailing 
after me on the stone floor. 
 
There was a box of cinnamon rolls on the counter. I started the coffee maker, pulled a cup off the 
shelf, and put a little milk and sugar in it. When the coffee was finished brewing, I poured it and 
reached for a plate for my roll. I turned back to my mug, and Pinky was leaning over the side of 
it. 
 
“Hey! Get out of my coffee,” I frowned. Pinky retreated from the cup and looked at me wistfully. 
I picked up my dishes and started to leave the kitchen, but then I set them back down. “Oh, all 
right, you can have some, too.” I got down another cup and filled it half full of the steaming 
beverage for Pinky. “You like milk and sugar in yours?” I asked, and he nodded. I fixed up his 
coffee, put an extra roll on the plate, and carried everything to the living room. 
 
I sat on the couch, sipping from my mug. Pinky stuck his whole head in his cup and eagerly 
slurped up all his coffee. I laughed and offered him a cinnamon roll. 
 
Pinky ignored the pastry. He started to shudder. I watched with astonishment as he ran across the 
room and up the wall, then scuttled across the ceiling and down the opposite side. Then he ran 
back to the couch. He kept going, making another lap, and then another. 
 
After several more laps, Pinky froze at the apex of the ceiling. He fell down onto the floor and 
lay on his back, his prolegs twitching. 
 
“Oh, no!” I cried, jumping up from the couch. “Pinky!” I ran over to the quivering kraata. 
 
“Relax, darling. He does that every time.” I glanced up to see Makuta standing behind the sofa. 
 
I looked at him sheepishly. “I guess I shouldn’t have given him any coffee.” 
 
“Decaf,” he said with a grin. “Come on, love. Let’s go see the rest of Makuta Island.” 
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I picked up the pink kraata and laid him gently on the couch. Then I drank the rest of my own 
coffee and climbed onto Makuta’s lap. 
 
We shot out of the Kini-Nui and headed for Mount Ihu. The snow glittered in the sunlight, and I 
felt the bite of the cold wind that had sculpted the drifts into graceful curves. Makuta hummed 
“Let It Snow” as we flew higher and higher, up through a ring of clouds toward the summit. He 
set me down on the very tip of the ice-clad peak and stood behind me. My foot slipped, and I 
reached back for his arm. Below me, the ground dropped away precipitously. I watched the ice 
chunks I had just dislodged plummet hundreds of bios before they struck the glacier below. 
 
“Nice view, don’t you think?” he said, putting his arms around me. He was keeping me from 
falling off the mountain, so for once I didn’t mind.  
 
When I had overcome my fear, I gasped at the amazing panorama. Through the wispy mantle of 
clouds, I could see the ocean in every direction. From the golden desert in the north, to the 
sparkling bay in the northeast, to the rocky volcanic slopes in the east, to the verdant jungles in 
the south, to the icy foothills in the west, to the craggy canyons to the northwest—the whole 
island lay at our feet. I suddenly understood why Makuta wanted to own it. Everything he could 
want was here. Except for loyal subjects, unless you counted the kraata and Rahkshi. It was 
actually rather sad that his hateful nature had driven him deep underground, away from the 
magnificent beauty he craved to possess. 
 
After we had admired the scenery for a few minutes, he said, “Why don’t we go skiing?” 
 
“All right,” I agreed. Makuta let go of me and pushed my back. I screamed in terror as I tumbled 
off the mountain. 
 
“Put your axes on your feet like a snowboard,” he yelled as he flew next to me. I did, even 
though I figured I would be dead as soon as I hit the ground. 
 
But when we reached the slope below, I felt as if gravity had been reversed, slowing me down. I 
landed unharmed on the snow and began to slide rapidly forward down the steep hill. Panting 
with fright, I gradually got control of my board and skidded to a stop against a big snowdrift. 
 
Makuta was skiing on his feet. He pulled up next to me. 
 
“You evil creep!” I shouted furiously. “I could have been smashed to bits!” 
 
“You’re always safe with me, sweetheart,” he smiled. “Come on!” 
 
I rolled my eyes. It was true that Makuta was capable of protecting me, if he wanted to. I just 
didn’t trust him to do it. And he seemed to enjoy watching me panic while I waited to see if he 
would. 
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I took a deep breath and followed him. We zoomed down the mountain, and Makuta whizzed 
around me in wide circles as we descended. He jumped a yawning crevasse, and I followed, 
because I was going too fast to stop. I landed on the other side, thankful I had made it.  
 
After an hour of this, I was actually starting to enjoy it. We made it all the way to the bottom of 
Mount Ihu, where the foothills began, and wove in and out of the conifers. Finally we stopped in 
a clearing. I sat down and pulled the axes off my feet, tired from the exertion. Makuta picked me 
up and flew north toward Onu-Wahi. 
 
He flew over the canyons and cliffs, turning and plunging into a deep gorge. Then he veered 
toward a gap in the wall and flew inside, humming “I Feel the Earth Move.” The crevice opened 
into a long tunnel, extending as far as I could see, even with night vision. The tunnel forked 
several times, and Makuta always chose a direction without hesitation. We hurtled forward into 
the darkness with dizzying speed until he slowed down and set me on the ground at the edge of a 
huge mine shaft. I recognized the Great Mine from the online game. 
 
“This is amazing!” I marveled, peering over the edge. The cavernous mine sparkled with 
lightstones all around, receding into the darkness hundreds of bios above and below us. Matoran 
tools were strewn around as if abandoned in a hurry. The elevators hung motionless from cables 
attached to pulleys far overhead. 
 
“As hard as I tried to scare them off, those little guys kept coming down here,” said Makuta, 
shaking his head. “They just had to have that protodermis! And then that punk Takua figured out 
how to open the sundial. With light, no less. I should have put some Manas down there.” 
 
I leaned cautiously over the edge to look for the sundial. There was an alcove off the main shaft 
at the bottom of the mine, but I couldn’t see into it. 
 
Suddenly the earth began to shake. I retreated quickly from the ledge. But then I looked up to see 
tons of earth falling toward me from the ceiling. A few hours ago I was about to fall to my death 
from the highest peak on the island, and now I was about to be crushed inside the deepest mine. 
As horribly creepy as he was, Makuta was once again my only hope. I dove for the ground at his 
feet, closed my eyes, and prayed. 
 
The rumbling grew louder, and I heard huge masses of dirt and rock falling all around us. As the 
sounds died away, I looked up. Makuta had formed a shimmering shield over our heads, and the 
last few rocks bounced off it. 
 
I sighed and stood up. Makuta smiled at me. “You’re so jumpy, darling. You need to learn to 
relax! We’re on vacation, after all.” 
 
“Please just get me out of here,” I pleaded. He picked me up, and we flew straight up the Great 
Mine. Then we leveled out to enter a smaller tunnel. Soon we had emerged from a stone entrance 
and were sailing over the rugged terrain of Onu-Wahi. 
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Makuta veered to the northwest toward the cliffs of Po-Wahi, humming “I'll Turn to Stone.” As 
we flew, I turned my head and looked up at him. “Makuta, would you please do me a favor?” 
 
“Anything, my sweet.” 
 
“Would you take us somewhere nice and flat, where I can’t fall off, and nothing can fall on me?” 
 
“No problem,” he smiled. 
 
He flew us under a natural stone arch, then spiraled around a cone-shaped promontory. I was 
amazed by the variety of beautiful shapes, eroded by eons of wind and water. He dove through 
the narrow opening into the quarry and let me admire the magnificent Kanohi sculptures hewn 
from striated sandstone. Then we flew out into the open desert to an area strewn with large 
boulders, and he set me down. 
 
“How would you like to have a little picnic?” he asked. 
 
I was famished from all the excitement and exercise. “Sure, that sounds great.” 
 
“I’ll be right back.” He vanished into thin air. 
 
I sat on a rock to wait for him. Then I heard a rattling noise behind me, and I spun around just in 
time to see a Nui-Jaga raise its tail and hurl a huge glob of venom at my mask. 
 
My eyes burning and blinded, I doubled over in pain. I heard an impact, the whistle of something 
flying past my head, and a thud, followed by the hiss of the immense scorpion. Then I felt a 
piece of cloth swabbing off my Kanohi, and a hand on my forehead. The searing sensation 
disappeared, and I opened my eyes again. 
 
The tracks of the Rahi disappeared behind a dune. Makuta was standing in front of me, holding a 
napkin covered in green slime. “You sure have a way of getting into trouble,” he remarked. 
“Good thing Pohatu isn’t the only one around here who knows how to kick rocks.” 
 
I frowned at Makuta. He probably had known the Nui-Jaga was approaching. Smiling, he tossed 
aside the napkin and spread a blanket over the sand. He sat down and opened a picnic basket. 
“Come and eat, sunshine,” he invited, taking out some roast turkey sandwiches and fruit. 
 
 “I don’t get it, Makuta,” I said, sitting cross-legged on the blanket and picking up a slice of 
melon. “You never sleep, yet you eat.” 
 
“I don’t have to eat,” he shrugged. “I just like to. I can have a physical body if I want one, so I 
might as well enjoy it. And that’s also why I like to ski, and lava surf, and fly around. Especially 
with you in my lap.” He ate a sandwich in one bite. 
 
“Uh, yeah. But why don’t you like to sleep?” 
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“I worry that something will happen while I’m not watching,” he sighed. “I have a lot of 
enemies.” 
 
“What did you do before you got into Bionicle?” I asked, just out of curiosity. 
 
Makuta looked at me sideways. “I’ve been in Bionicle longer than you probably realize,” he 
replied. “Before that, I had a few odd jobs on earth. Ever wonder how the dinosaurs became 
extinct?” 
 
“Well, there’s a theory that a giant meteorite hit the earth and raised so much dust it changed the 
climate,” I replied. Then my eyes opened wide in surprise. “You’re not going to tell me you had 
something to do with that!” 
 
“I can throw a pretty wicked curve ball,” he grinned. 
 
“I’ve noticed that about you. So, what do you have against dinosaurs?” 
 
“Nothing, darling. It was a paid gig.” 
 
I was skeptical. “But that was destiny. Humans and dinosaurs were never supposed to coexist.” 
 
“I’m not particular, honey. I’ll work for anyone who can afford my price.” 
 
“Oh,” I said simply. I had no way of knowing whether he was lying or not. But I had no desire to 
see him prove it to me. 
 
Makuta leaned back on one elbow. “So, my lovely, do you finally trust me?” 
 
“Trust you? How could it possibly be in my interest to trust you?” I frowned, setting down my 
sandwich. 
 
“Well, I’ve saved you, what, six times in two days? I figured by now you might have realized 
that I’ll always look out for your safety.” 
 
“I might believe that, except that you were also the one to put me in danger six times in two 
days.” 
 
“Oh, well, I had to set up the test somehow,” he laughed. 
 
“Listen, Makuta, I have my own theory about all this,” I said boldly. “You could easily rebuild 
the villages yourself, or make the Rahkshi do it. But I think you keep me around just so you can 
feed on my fear. You really seem to like it when others are afraid of you.” 
 
Makuta jumped to his feet, his eyes flashing red, and slowly approached me. “How dare a weak 
little creature like you presume to understand me!” he snarled. I scuttled backwards against a 
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rock and looked up at him in terror. Why had I opened my big mouth? My best chance of 
surviving all this would obviously be to shut up and go along with his charade. 
  
He leaned over and grabbed my throat. I inhaled what could be my last breath and looked past 
the Mask of Shadows into his eyes, hoping for mercy. 
 
Then he released my neck and cupped my chin in his hand. “I think you might be onto something 
there, poppet,” he grinned. “It is fun to scare you.” 
 
I remained silent, but my heart was pounding. 
 
He patted me on the head and sat down again. “Of course, I would much rather have your love 
and loyalty,” he continued. “Just think what I could accomplish with insight like yours working 
for me! But failing that, your fear is the next best thing.” He picked up the last sandwich and 
offered it to me. Dazed, I shook my head. My appetite was gone.  
 
Makuta ate the sandwich himself while I slowly picked up the trash. He set the pile on fire with 
his eyes, and then he pulled me into his lap for the flight home. “I hope you enjoyed our little 
vacation as much as I did, sweetheart. But it’s far too bright up here for my taste. I’ll be glad to 
be home again.” 
 
I couldn’t agree more. 
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Chapter 16: Cold Comfort 
 
I woke to the clamor of the Rahkshi trooping through the dining room on the way to breakfast. I 
groaned and rolled over, covering my head with the blanket. What had I done to deserve this 
bizarre torment? My mind ran through a list of possibilities. I had been lazy, uncaring, and 
downright mean to a lot of people who counted on me. I sighed, got up, and followed the 
Rahkshi into the dining room. 
 
The Rahkshi seemed happy to see me again. They hissed at me enthusiastically. Makuta was 
passing out bagels with cream cheese to his offspring. Greeting me cheerfully, he handed me my 
breakfast and stepped into the kitchen to get me a cup of coffee. 
 
I sat down on the couch with my bagel and coffee and flipped through a stack of pictures of Ko-
Koro that Makuta had left on the end table for me. I glanced around for Pinky, but he was 
nowhere in sight. 
 
Shadrahk sat next to me on the sofa. “I hope you had a nice vacation, Mistress. What’s the plan 
for the next village?” he asked eagerly. 
 
“Thanks, Shadrahk. Well, I need to go see what Ko-Koro looks like now, and then I imagine 
we’ll be cutting and stacking a lot of blocks of ice,” I answered. 
 
Makuta walked in, motioned for Shadrahk to move over, and sat between us. “It’s just a lot of 
busted igloos. You’ll have to clear out the mess, then rebuild the Sanctum, a tunnel, and a few 
huts.” 
 
I smiled with relief. “Well, that should go quickly, then, if the Great Beings are willing.”  
 
“I’m as great a being as you’ll ever need, honey,” he grinned. 
 
“Right,” I muttered. “Well, I’m sure Thermorahk and Laserahk will enjoy cutting ice instead of 
stone.” 
 
“It’ll be easier for them, no doubt,” he agreed. “Oh, and the cable car motor is wrecked, too, and 
the cable is broken.” 
 
My heart sank. That would probably be difficult to repair, and I didn’t know where I would find 
spare parts for it. 
 
“Don’t you have some parts we could use, Master?” asked Shadrahk. 
 
“Of course. Just let me know what you need,” Makuta smiled. 
 
Reassured, I stood up. “Let’s get going, then.” We gathered all who were willing to work and 
flew up to the icy village. As had been the case in Le-Koro, several new workers joined us. The 
Rahkshi of sleep, illusion, silence, ice resistance, and stasis field came along, and I named them 
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Somnorahk, Illusorahk, Tacirahk, Frigirahk, and Statirahk, respectively. Chamelerahk, the 
chameleon Rahkshi whom Makuta had already named, volunteered as well. 
 
I remembered how Mount Ihu had looked in the daytime, all dazzling white. By the light of the 
moon it was still beautiful, robed in subdued blue hues. Unfortunately, working the night shift in 
Ko-Wahi meant enduring temperatures well below freezing. The previous day, when I had been 
there with Makuta, I had felt much warmer, because of the physical effect of the sun on my back 
as well as the cheer it gave me. 
 
As before, Shadrahk sent the newcomers off with Vorahk for some basic training, and then we 
started on the village. Getting rid of the debris was a simple matter with Plasmarahk in our 
number. He simply vaporized everything that rose above ground level. The cold of the night 
quickly froze it into a glassy surface again, which would no doubt be covered with snow in a day 
or two. 
 
Then we scouted around for a good source of ice. There was a frozen lake a kio away from Ko-
Koro that made a perfect quarry. Thermorahk and Laserahk set about cutting chunks of ice, 
which the other Rahkshi ferried to the village. Then they stacked them where Accurahk had 
marked out the locations of the buildings. By the end of the night, we had built all the huts and 
laid the foundations of the temple, and Plasmarahk had re-opened the collapsed tunnel that led to 
the village. 
 
Makuta anticipated the needs of the cold, hungry crew of Rahkshi by feeding us each a big bowl 
of beef stew. After dinner Makuta disappeared into the Rahkshi’s barracks to prepare some new 
bunks while the creatures played in the weapons room. I started the online game to get some 
pictures of Onu-Koro, the next village. We wouldn’t need them for at least a day or two, but it 
wouldn’t hurt to start thinking about how to rebuild the earth village. Then I glanced at the home 
theater system and noticed a copy of the Mask of Light DVD on the shelf. I hesitated for a 
moment before inserting the disk into the player and turning on the television. 
 
At the sound of the movie, a few of the Rahkshi came into the living room. They hissed with 
anticipation and sat cross-legged on the rug to watch. More and more of them gathered until they 
were all there. When Takua appeared onscreen, Turahk snarled angrily.  
 
Makuta walked in and sat next to me on the couch. I caught my breath, afraid he would be 
displeased. But he smiled at me. “I’m glad you started this,” he said. “I’ve been meaning to get 
the boys to watch it, so we can learn from our mistakes.” 
 
The whole assembly hissed with delight as the massive wave of lava approached the hapless 
Takua. As Tahu swept him off his board, their tone changed to low growls. Then the kolhii 
match scene started. When Gali walked onto the platform and waved at the Matoran in the 
crowd, the Rahkshi all turned around to look at me. I sunk a little deeper into the couch cushions. 
 
Makuta put his arm around me. “That Gali creature looks like your mistress, but that’s not her,” 
he explained. “If you ever get confused, just look at their eyes. Your mistress’s are blue, not 
yellow.” The Rahkshi seemed satisfied with this. They turned their faces back to the screen. 
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Then Makuta delivered his first soliloquy in the movie, and all the Rahkshi bounced up and 
down eagerly. Soon came their own debut, with Lerahk’s fist crashing through his stasis tube. 
The green Rahkshi hissed proudly, shook Thermorahk, and pointed at the screen. As we watched 
the three Rahkshi leaving the lair on the television, the excitement of the real Rahkshi was 
palpable. 
 
When Lerahk, Panrahk, and Guurahk burst out of the Kini-Nui, the entire group of Rahkshi 
cheered enthusiastically. They hissed with disapproval as Gali eluded their search, but they 
thoroughly enjoyed watching the destruction of Ta-Koro. 
 
The creatures were fairly quiet except when various Rahkshi were frozen, buried by rocks, 
handcuffed with climbing claws, and paralyzed in solidified magma and glass. They growled and 
shrieked as they saw Turahk being blasted by the newly transformed Takanuva. Then came the 
scene where the Toa built the Ussanui, and the crowd got ugly until Makuta took the remote 
control and stopped the movie.  
 
“I understand, my sons. You don’t like to watch your brothers being horribly abused any more 
than I do.” He switched off the home theater system. “I think we’ve seen enough for today. Now, 
what have you learned?” 
 
The Rahkshi all hissed at once. Makuta yelled, “Stop!” and there was silence. “Raise your hand 
if you have the answer.” Two dozen hands shot up. “Kurahk?” 
 
The white Rahkshi hissed at his master. “Yes, Kurahk, that’s good. Always keep an eye out for 
your brothers before you swing your weapon. I’m glad you learned something useful from that 
mistake.” Turahk hissed crossly at Kurahk, but Makuta motioned for him to be quiet. “What 
else?” Hands went up again. “Magnerahk?” 
 
After listening to his minion, Makuta nodded. “Good point. Hesitation can be deadly. Don’t 
stand around waiting to see if your enemy is really knocked out if there are still others to fight. 
Come back to him only after you’ve defeated his allies. Anything else?” He pointed to Guurahk, 
who hissed his answer. 
 
“Yes, that’s very true. If there are three of you, don’t all go after the little powerless guy, even if 
he has the prize you seek. Two of you can cover the back of the one who does. That would have 
saved you from being frozen in that lake.” He paused and scanned the throng of Rahkshi. 
 
“You know,” Makuta continued, “our enemy was quite crafty in that skirmish. He was 
outnumbered three to one, and yet he prevailed. What can we learn from what he did right?” 
 
Xefonirahk had an answer. “Yes, son, that’s good. He sent the Matoran and the mask down the 
hill to safety while he faced you guys alone. He might well have quoted General Sun Tzu to us: 
‘The natural formation of the country is the soldier's best ally.’ What else?” 
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After Pyrorahk’s response, Makuta smiled. “True. He used his powers of observation to 
anticipate your first attack. Information is incredibly useful in battle. Never underestimate the 
power of knowledge.” 
 
Finally, Makuta stood up. “I’m very proud of you all. You picked up a lot of important points 
from that little fiasco. Now, it’s time for bed. Sleep well, so you can work well tomorrow night.” 
The Rahkshi filed out of the room, a few of them punching, snapping, and hissing at each other.  
 
Makuta watched them go. Then he stretched out on the couch, laid his head in my lap, and 
looked up at me. His feet hung over the other end of the sofa. I started to get up to sit somewhere 
else, but I felt myself being pressed back into the cushions with a force several times that of 
normal gravity. When I stopped struggling, the pressure let off. 
 
“Something has been weighing heavily on my mind, beloved,” he began. Then he turned his 
head and snapped, “Go to bed, Chamelerahk.”  
 
I watched a red and gold Rahkshi materialize in front of the stereo. He had been so well 
camouflaged I hadn’t noticed him at all. He slunk silently away into the tunnel. 
 
Makuta gazed up at me again. “Anyway, doll face, I just feel so bad about letting my boys down. 
I should have made a lot more of them after the Matoran found that horrid Avokhii. They might 
have had a chance against six Toa, but once they were outnumbered… it’s all my fault they were 
beaten by the Toa.” 
 
“Why didn’t you make more to begin with?” I asked. 
 
“Well, LEGO told me to make six, because that’s how many sets they planned to release. Still, 
they probably wouldn’t have noticed a few duplicates. An extra Vorahk here, an extra Guurahk 
there… that could have made all the difference.” 
 
“I see,” I replied. “But you were supposed to lose.” 
 
Makuta sighed. “Yes. But my Rahkshi were apparently very popular with the kids. I bet if I had 
won, LEGO would have sold just as many copies of the movie. That’s all they really care about, 
you know.” 
 
“I don’t think so at all, Makuta. They wanted to show light triumphing over darkness, just as it 
ultimately does in real life.” 
 
“Well, that’s what sequels are for!” he grinned. “They could have doubled their profits.” 
 
“I think you’re crazy to believe you can change the destiny of the storyline, Makuta.” 
 
Makuta sighed. “Perhaps you’re right, sweetheart. I should just be content to finally have this 
island for my own. A nice place to raise my family, where I can be feared and revered. That’s all 
I ever really wanted, anyway. If it weren’t for my scoundrel of a brother, I would have had it 
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long ago. But at least I do now, with him safely asleep. You know, in his last days of 
consciousness, his illness was really driving him mad. He was starting to become a danger to 
himself and others. It was really for his own good that I freed him from his pain by sending him 
into blissful slumber.” 
  
“But you have the power to heal. Why didn’t you use it on your brother?” 
 
“You’re so naïve, darling,” he chuckled. “We’re not talking about a head cold here. Naturally, I 
did what I could for him. Putting him to sleep was a desperate last resort. Of course, once the 
Matoran start trying to wake him again, I suppose I’ll feel compelled to do something about it. 
But for now, I’m happy to have a beautiful island paradise for my children. And if the Matoran 
are too foolish to come back and enjoy my reign, let them face the dangers of Metru Nui 
instead.” 
 
I shifted my legs under the weight of his head, wondering when he would be finished with his 
rant.  
 
“I’m going to start a thriving civilization here, with one of every kind of Rahkshi. They’re 
getting along splendidly with each other, since you’ve been teaching them. I could never have let 
so many of them run around at once without your gentle influence, my angel.” 
 
I doubted that my presence was enabling Makuta to make more Rahkshi than he could have 
supervised alone, but the thought still worried me. I wondered if that was really the reason he 
wanted me here. “So when I leave, you’re going to put them back in stasis, right?” I asked 
nervously. 
 
“If you leave, precious,” he smiled. “I’m still hoping you’ll change your mind.” 
 
It was my turn to sigh. “You know I never will, Makuta.” 
 
“Don’t even say that. Just let me dream.” He closed his eyes and was silent for a long time. His 
breathing became very slow, as if he were asleep. But from experience, I knew that he was 
capable of feigning just about anything. 
 
Finally, I became drowsy myself. Since he was taking up the entire couch, I decided to go lie 
down on the rug. As soon as I tried to get up, however, I felt overwhelming force pushing me 
down again. So I lay my head on the arm of the sofa and fell asleep. 
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Chapter 17: Four Down 
 
The next night, after fortifying us with ham and cheese omelets, Makuta waved goodbye to the 
Rahkshi and me as we headed out into the cold again. We quickly got back to work, hewing ice 
blocks and arranging them to form the rest of the temple. Once the Rahkshi had gotten back into 
the rhythm, with Accurahk’s crew ensuring compliance with the pictures and the other teams 
each assuming responsibility for one wing of the building, I walked over to the cable car winch 
with Shadrahk and Therahk. 
 
The mechanism had been smashed and melted, and the cable was severed near the Ta-Koro end. 
It flailed around savagely in the icy wind, beating against the side of the cliff. “How do you think 
we should fix this?” I wondered aloud. 
 
“Well,” said Shadrahk, “we obviously need more gears from the lair. Let’s see if we can remove 
the old mechanism and bring it there so Master can find us some replacement parts.” 
 
I nodded. “Then we’ll need to repair that cable at the other end, perhaps with Thermorahk 
welding it back together.” 
  
Then Therahk hissed, and Shadrahk translated. “Therahk says we can all hold up the cable while 
he re-attaches it.” 
 
“Good idea, Therahk.” I smiled. “All right, let’s take the machinery apart.” 
 
We started prying on the parts with our hands. Unfortunately, the small amount of moisture on 
my fingers, present ever since Makuta had given me water powers, made them freeze to the 
metal gears. With the end of his staff, Shadrahk shoveled through the snow down to the ground 
and suggested I dust my hands with dirt. I did, and then I was able to work without discomfort. I 
was amazed at the Rahkshi’s cleverness. But then, their father was quite intelligent in his own 
twisted way, so I supposed I shouldn’t be surprised to see occasional flashes of brilliance. 
 
Soon we had taken the winch motor off the axle of the cable spool. We stopped at the work site. I 
asked Frigirahk to come with us and told the other Rahkshi they could take a break, and 
Shadrahk suggested that Vorahk train everyone in aerial combat skills. The entire group hissed 
enthusiastically. Then Shadrahk, Therahk, Frigirahk, and I flew to the lair, with the ice-cold 
block of machinery in Frigirahk’s lap. 
 
Makuta was playing “Tony Hawk’s Underground” on the Xbox when we landed in the living 
room. “So that’s where you get your decorating ideas!” I exclaimed. 
 
The Master of Shadows laughed as he put down the controller. “Hey, give me a break! It’s a 
bachelor pad! And I did make one room nice for you.” He gestured at the furniture and the 
Oriental rug. “But I’m guessing you’re not here to renovate my lair. You need some machine 
parts, do you not?” 
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“Why, yes, we do,” I said. He led us to the spare parts room and let us rummage for new pieces. 
The Rahkshi and I soon found replacements for all the winch parts, including the components 
which were melted together. Meanwhile, Makuta assembled himself a skateboard and tested it, 
leaping over the piles of parts and riding up the walls on it. 
 
Shadrahk, Therahk, Frigirahk, and I sat down with the old and the new parts. After about an 
hour, we had assembled a new motor. Then we flew back to Ko-Koro.  
 
We landed and checked with the Rahkshi. Turahk had taken charge and sent everyone back to 
work after the lesson from Vorahk. Frigirahk picked up the motor again, and we flew over to the 
cable car. But as we fitted the new motor to the mounting plate, Shadrahk spun around. 
“Muaka!” he hissed. 
 
I turned my head to see the enormous catlike Rahi looming over us, roaring. I grabbed the axes 
off my back and braced myself, wondering which of us it would decapitate first with its 
menacing jaws. Shadrahk blasted the creature with a burst of dark energy from his staff.  
 
The Muaka recoiled from the force of the blow, clawing at its eyes. I guessed that the darkness 
had temporarily blinded it. But now it was mad. It reared up on two legs and lunged at Shadrahk. 
 
Therahk stabbed the beast in the ribs with his staff, but it tossed him aside with one paw on the 
way to his brother. Shadrahk leaped out of the way just as the huge jaws closed on a mouthful of 
snow. I hit the Muaka with a jet of water, which slowed it momentarily. But then it turned to me 
and growled. Frigirahk danced around it, jabbing it with his staff. It gnashed its teeth and took a 
swipe at him, which he dodged. We were distracting it, but none of our efforts seemed to injure 
it, or even convince it we were more trouble than we were worth. 
 
Then Shadrahk’s head plates split apart, and out shot a thin stream of green liquid. It hit the 
creature’s masks. The Rahi staggered backwards. Then it lowered its head. It turned around and 
lumbered away into the icy mountains. 
 
“Why was it attacking us, when it wasn’t even infected?” I panted. 
 
Therahk crawled out of the snowdrift where he had been thrown and hissed an answer. “He says 
the Muaka are natural predators, and they especially like to attack Rahkshi,” explained Shadrahk. 
“But I don’t understand your question, Mistress. Why would Master send his creatures against 
us?” 
 
I had my suspicions, but I kept them to myself. “Oh, infection seems to make them ill-tempered,” 
I shrugged. I rubbed some dirt on my hands and gripped the winch motor to maneuver it into 
place. “So, Shadrahk, when you infected it, did your master realize it was threatening us?” 
 
Shadrahk and Therahk helped me hold the equipment while Frigirahk snapped in the pins. “Yes, 
I alerted him to what was happening, and he sent it away. Master will always look out for us.” 
 
“Well, thanks. I’m not sure how we would have defeated it otherwise,” I said gratefully. 
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“You underestimate us, Mistress,” said Shadrahk, with what looked like a smile on his reptilian 
face. “I infected that Rahi because I didn’t want to harm it. Besides, it was the fastest way to get 
it to leave us alone, and we’ve got work to do. But any of us would eventually have taken it in a 
fight. Especially now that Vorahk has taught us a few things.” 
 
By the end of the night we had the equipment working again. It would smoothly reel in a length 
of cable and let it back out. We stopped by the village, where the Rahkshi had just completed a 
beautiful replica of the original Sanctum. I shook Turahk’s hand and thanked him for doing such 
a good job of supervising the work, and his spines rattled with pride. Then I turned to the entire 
group. “Thank you all for your hard work. You did a fantastic job! Tomorrow, we’ll need 
everyone’s help to hang the cable. Then we’ll learn a new sport called ‘ice hockey.’” 
 
The Rahkshi hissed excitedly as they jumped into the air for the flight home. Makuta’s big meal 
of roast pork, rice, and broccoli disappeared in minutes down their hungry throats, and they were 
soon sleeping soundly. 
 
“You’ll need a puck for your hockey game, won’t you, love?” called Makuta as he rode his 
skateboard out of the parts room. He hopped off the board and handed me several Matoran 
throwing discs. 
 
“Thanks, these will be perfect!” I said with a smile. I noticed he had fitted the skateboard with a 
small rocket. I lay down on the couch and watched him zip back and forth through the living 
room on his new toy.  
 
Finally Makuta jumped off his rocket board and leaned it against the wall. “I’m sorry, darling. 
You probably need some sleep.” He picked up a biography of Joseph Stalin and sat by my feet, 
reading quietly while I dozed off. 
 
The next night, the Rahkshi were clearly excited about finishing the village so they could have a 
tournament. When we got to Ko-Koro, they leaped around energetically, sparring with each other 
dangerously close to the new buildings, until I shouted “Stop!” They quietly gathered around me. 
 
“All right,” I smiled, glancing around the circle of eager Rahkshi faces. “I know you want to get 
this village done almost as much as I do. So let’s work together carefully, so we’ll only have to 
do it once.” I gestured towards the cable car. “The only thing left to do is repair the cable. I need 
everyone to fly along the cable, take a position, and lift, so we can carry the loose end toward the 
terminal at Ta-Koro without dragging it across all those volcanic rocks down there in the valley. 
Understand?” 
 
The creatures nodded. Shadrahk suggested, “Perhaps each crew chief should fly along the cable 
and coordinate the efforts of his workers.” 
 
“Good idea, Shadrahk. Let’s go,” I said. The teams gathered around their leaders, and each set 
out to pick up a section of cable. I told Thermorahk and Vorahk to fly ahead to Ta-Koro, and I 
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rode in Therahk’s lap behind them. We landed on the crag that held the Ta-Koro cable 
mechanism, which had survived the Rahkshi attack on Ta-Koro in the movie. 
 
Shadrahk flew back and forth along the cable as the Rahkshi began to lift it, checking with the 
leaders. The incredibly long piece of braided metal rose slowly, and Turahk’s team, at the Ta-
Koro end, began to fly toward the fire village to take up the slack. When the frayed end arrived 
at the mechanism where we were standing, I shouted to Shadrahk. He flew over to me, and I told 
him to instruct everyone to hold his position. 
 
As the Rahkshi hovered, Vorahk pulled the broken ends together for Thermorahk to fuse with his 
eyes. I quenched the weld with water, and soon it was cool. Shadrahk started the motor and 
reeled up the loose cable, and the Rahkshi let go as their sections were wound around the 
spindle. Then Shadrahk flew back up the cable and dismissed everyone. They all gathered 
around us, waiting to see the final test. 
 
Panrahk sat in the hook, and I turned on the motor. Several other Rahkshi flew next to him as he 
rode all the way from the volcano to the ice-clad peak, receding into dark dots. Soon they all 
flew back to report that he had arrived safely at the other end. The Rahkshi broke out into 
cheerful hissing and clanking of staffs, and we all soared back to the region of ice for the hockey 
tournament. 
 
I looked at the new village, sparkling in the moonlight, as we flew past, and my thoughts became 
bittersweet. I thought about all the suffering that evil had caused the silent, brilliant Toa of Ice 
and the Ko-Koronans, who wanted only to be left to ponder life’s beauty and mystery in peace. 
But their struggles had made them wiser and stronger, and now they were on their way to a new 
adventure. I dedicated the rebuilt Ko-Koro to Toa Kopaka. 
 
From Shadrahk’s lap, I directed him to fly around until we found a frozen lake. Meteorahk 
created a whirlwind to clear the loose snow down to the ice. Accurahk and Laserahk etched the 
boundaries of two fields, and Plasmarahk hollowed out four large blocks of ice for goals.  
 
After I explained the rules, I handed out the pucks, and the teams paired up for a scrimmage. 
Then the tournament began in earnest. I acted as referee on the field where Turahk’s team played 
Accurahk’s, while Shadrahk officiated between Gravirahk’s and Telerahk’s teams. I stuck one of 
my axes in the snow to function as a primitive sundial. When the shadow of the axe reached a 
mark, the games would be over. At my signal, the competition began. 
 
The action was fast and furious, and after a few minutes of attempting to enforce penalties for 
violent behavior, I gave up and simply kept score. The Rahkshi didn’t seem to mind being 
jabbed, shoved, and tripped, anyway. The puck flew across the ice, and the Rahkshi scrambled 
and skated after it, hitting it with their staffs toward the goal every time. The score mounted 
rapidly on both sides at first, but then both teams started stationing players in front of the goal, so 
the game remained tied for quite a while.  
 
But then Accurahk’s team made a discovery. They realized that if they passed the puck among 
their teammates, they could catch their opponents off-guard long enough to score. This 
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development enabled them to pull ahead before Turahk’s Rahkshi figured out their strategy and 
tried it themselves. By the time I announced the end of the games, Accurahk’s team was ahead 
14-9. On the other field, Gravirahk’s group had defeated Telerahk’s, 10-8. 
 
Then we all watched the consolation match between Turahk’s and Telerahk’s teams. Turahk’s 
group had learned from their loss, and they started passing the disc among themselves right 
away. It took their confused opponents too long to catch on to the winning tactic, and Turahk’s 
team won the game 12-5. The Rahkshi along the sidelines hissed and danced when their brothers 
scored or blocked a shot, and they knocked the puck in-bounds whenever it started to cross the 
line. 
 
It was time for the long-awaited championship match, and Accurahk’s and Gravirahk’s teams 
took the field. I motioned to Shadrahk to get in the game. He jumped onto the ice, hardly 
concealing his glee, and took a few practice swings with his staff. I wondered if he resented his 
responsibilities when they prevented him from participating. But he always approached his work 
with calm, dedicated competence, and never a trace of sullenness. 
 
The game began, and the Rahkshi threw themselves into the sport with total abandon. The puck 
whizzed so fast from one end of the field to the other that it was just a blur. Accurahk’s team, 
with their passing skills, acquired an early lead. But Shadrahk, the newcomer on Gravirahk’s 
team, caught on to the practice, and he shouted to his teammates to cover the others in a man-to-
man defense. The Rahkshi of Darkness himself fired a perfect shot into the other goal to start his 
team’s recovery. 
 
There was one timeout while Therahk tended to an injured player. Florahk had been stabbed in 
the eye with Kurahk’s staff, but he was soon blinking his healed eye and resuming his place on 
the field. Then play continued, with the score tied. The action was fiercely intense, with the puck 
zinging back and forth, and neither team made any points for quite a while. The shadow of my 
axe inched toward the mark. Accurahk, quite naturally the lead forward of his team, swung his 
staff at the puck just as it ricocheted toward him off Shadrahk’s weapon. The black disc zipped 
past the goalie and lodged into the icy wall of the goal. The final score was 7-6. 
 
Accurahk’s team leaped in the air, turning flips over their staffs and slapping each others’ spiky 
backs. The rest of the Rahkshi screeched and hissed joyfully as well, as excited for their brothers 
as if they had won themselves. I was pleasantly surprised by their good sportsmanship. Since we 
had started the tournaments, the Rahkshi had learned to work as a team as well as to play as one. 
And the sports activities had gotten me a lot more help, as more of the creatures joined the group 
with the promise of a fun reward. 
 
Makuta, as usual, had made a stealthy appearance during the game, and he congratulated the 
victors with firm handshakes. Then he spoke to the entire group. “Well played, boys. I’m very 
proud of all of you.” 
 
Finally, he turned to me. “Words just can’t express how I feel about you,” he smiled. I shuddered 
with dread as he enfolded me into his arms. I reminded myself that I had only two villages to go. 
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Though I worried about what Makuta would actually do if he got back into the storyline, I had 
faith that LEGO would ensure a victory by the Toa somehow. 
 
Pinky showed up for the pizza party in the lair that night. I suspected Makuta had summoned him 
in a crass attempt to soften my heart, but I didn’t really care. Unlike his master, Pinky had never 
done anything to threaten me. I let him perch on my shoulder and eat some of my pizza. When 
Pinky slithered away toward the Rahkshi barracks at bedtime, with the big, heavy feet of his 
brothers pounding the stone floor all around him, I asked Therahk to keep an eye out for him. 
The healing Rahkshi nodded knowingly. 
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Chapter 18: Underground 
 
The reconstruction of Onu-Koro seemed like it would be easy in some ways and daunting in 
others. The village’s underground location was familiar territory for the Rahkshi, and they were 
very comfortable roaming the passageways under the surface of the island. For me, however, the 
tunnel system felt claustrophobic and disorienting. On the other hand, the flooding problem 
seemed quite tractable with my water powers, and building huts out of mud didn’t look very 
difficult. 
 
A lot more Rahkshi joined up with us as we started to work on this village. I was glad to see the 
Rahkshi of Rahi control, vacuum, dodge, and adaptation added to the group, and I named them 
Rahirahk, Vacuurahk, Evitarahk, and Adaptarahk. I was a little worried when the Rahkshi of 
confusion, power scream, and molecular disruption decided to join us. But I figured it was better 
than having them run loose on the island, especially since the first of these had been the 
ringleader of the renegade Rahkshi who had attacked us in Ta-Koro. So I told Confusirahk, 
Xefonirahk, and Disruptirahk they were welcome as well. I was glad we already had Tacirahk in 
our midst. Perhaps his silence could counter Xefonirahk’s scream if necessary. 
 
As I sent the new workers off with Vorahk for their basic training, I remarked to Shadrahk, “I’m 
surprised we have so many volunteers. You guys must really be enjoying the tournaments, to be 
working this hard to participate in them.” 
 
“We really do, Mistress. But that’s not the main reason we’re here.” He leaned closer and hissed, 
“You don’t realize what it’s like for us to work for Master. You’re a good deal more forgiving 
than he is.” 
 
My eyes widened. “Well, let’s get started.” 
 
The first task was to stop the influx of water into the village. During the Mask of Light, the 
Rahkshi had caused cave-ins all over the tunnel system, which had released groundwater into the 
village. We needed to seal off these water sources, or they would simply replenish the water 
standing around the huts as fast as we could bail it out. 
 
I pulled Shadrahk, Therahk, Plasmarahk, and Guurahk aside, telling the others they were free to 
play, as long as they stayed away from the villages. Then the five of us explored the tunnels, 
looking for underground leaks. Wherever we saw a pool of water, I dove in and felt around for 
openings to other caves underwater. If there were any, I instructed Guurahk where to shatter the 
stone to block off the openings. Plasmarahk used his staff to melt the rock fragments together to 
form a watertight seal. Then I evaporated some of the pool with my water powers, and we 
watched to see if it filled back up. I felt underwater for currents, traced any sources of seepage, 
and told Guurahk and Plasmarahk how to plug those as well. 
 
Shadrahk’s job was to guide us through the tunnels and help us communicate. Therahk’s role 
was to keep me uninfected. Unfortunately, the wild kraata enjoyed the darkness of the tunnels as 
much as their brothers who ran the Rahkshi, and they were everywhere. During the night I was 
infected and healed twice. 
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Several hours later, as we slogged down another half-submerged tunnel, I turned to Guurahk and 
asked, “How long did it take you guys to cause this much damage, anyway?” 
 
Guurahk hissed his response, and Shadrahk translated. “It was Turahk, Kurahk, and Vorahk, not 
him, he says, and they’re not the best at wrecking things. It took them about fifteen minutes. He 
says he could have done it by himself in five.” 
 
After a whole night of spelunking and diving, we had sealed off all the obvious flooding sources, 
except for the tiny stream that crossed through the center of the village. I scratched a deep groove 
into one of the Onu-Koronan huts at the waterline. Then I used my powers to evaporate a few 
inches of the water. We watched for about fifteen minutes, and the water didn’t rise. It seemed 
that we had successfully blocked the flow of water into the village. Shadrahk clanked his staff 
against my axe. “Well done, Mistress,” he hissed. 
 
We decided to break for dinner. The following night we would organize a bucket brigade to clear 
the water from the village and dump it into an abandoned mine shaft nearby. I could clear up 
some of it, but there was too much water for me to handle by myself. Gali could probably have 
done it alone, with her superior power and control, but I was a mere shadow of the real Toa of 
Water. And besides, I was already really tired from using my powers to find the leaks. 
 
As we flew back to the lair, I was startled to see a black and green Rahkshi dragging himself 
painfully toward us down the tunnel. He hissed at us, and Shadrahk hissed angrily back. With no 
room to pass him in the narrow passageway, we landed.  
 
“What’s he saying?” I whispered to Shadrahk. I winced as I noticed that the Rahkshi’s arm was 
dangling limply, partially torn from a damaged shoulder socket, and his foot was strangely 
twisted. 
 
“He wants Therahk to heal him,” growled Shadrahk. “But he’s never done any work for us, and 
he’ll heal eventually on his own. So I told him to get out of our way.” 
 
I was horrified. “Therahk, please heal him,” I said firmly. Therahk stepped forward and waved 
his staff. Soon the Rahkshi was moving his arm and foot freely again. He knelt at my feet. 
 
“Get up. It’s all right,” I reassured him. I glanced at Shadrahk. “Who is he, and what happened to 
him?” 
 
The two Rahkshi hissed back and forth for a moment, and then Shadrahk said, “He’s the Rahkshi 
of Density Control, and he got caught in a cave-in. Lentirahk told him that Therahk could heal 
others. He thanks you, and he promises to work hard for us now.” 
 
“Well, you’re welcome, um, Densirahk. Welcome to the team.” I patted the newcomer on the 
back.  
 
“Mistress,” said Shadrahk meekly, “I’m sorry.” 
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“No problem, Shadrahk,” I smiled. He picked me up, and we flew with our new recruit through 
the tunnels toward the lair. 
 
Over a fine dinner of chicken Kiev, Makuta announced that he had just gotten a phone call from 
LEGO, and in about an hour he would go meet with them for more contract negotiations. The 
Rahkshi broke out into riotous cheering at the good news. I found myself smiling, too. This time 
I wasn’t worried about managing the Rahkshi by myself. We had settled into a good work 
rhythm, and they protected me from physical harm. Therahk was there to reverse the effects of 
their more primitive kraata brothers, who were still obeying their instincts to infect me. And I 
could communicate with them all through Shadrahk. Makuta informed us he had stocked the 
pantry, so we wouldn’t even have to concern ourselves with food. 
 
After the Rahkshi went to bed, Makuta poured two cups of coffee and sat next to me on the 
couch. “Will you be all right while I’m gone, angel?” he asked. 
 
“I’ll be fine,” I replied. “I guess I’d better get these last couple of villages done in a hurry, if 
you’re about to get a contract.” 
 
He laughed. “Just keep doing what you’re doing. I don’t want you to rush things and get hurt or 
anything.” He swallowed the rest of his coffee and stood up. “Well, I’d best be going now. You 
won’t get any silly ideas about trying to leave the island, now, will you?” His eyes flashed, 
briefly turning a fiery blue. 
 
I remembered his warning from the last time. “No, of course not,” I said quickly.  
 
Makuta leaned over and kissed the top of my head. “Ciao, bella,” he said sweetly. Then he spun 
around and vanished. 
 
I sighed and looked around at the empty lair. I had the feeling I would be sleeping better without 
Makuta sitting by my feet, reading books about generals and dictators. But as I pulled the blanket 
around me and lay down, it suddenly occurred to me that Makuta might not actually be going 
anywhere, and that he might still be watching me. Whether he was gone or not, though, I would 
do the same thing. I would finish rebuilding the villages so I could go home. 
 
When I woke, the Rahkshi were ripping into boxes of cereal. Elastorahk stretched out his arm to 
an unnatural length to hand me a box of Froot Loops. I shrugged and ate a few handfuls of the 
colorful food. After I made myself a cup of coffee, we set out for Onu-Koro. 
 
I sent Accurahk’s team to Ta-Koro to retrieve the buckets we had used to scoop lava while we 
gathered a few more from inside the flooded huts. We set up a line of Rahkshi from the village to 
the mine shaft, and when the others returned, they joined the line. Buckets passed swiftly from 
hand to hand, and Telerahk gathered them a few at a time at the mine end and reappeared with 
them at the village end. Soon we could see the water dropping farther below the mark. Every 
now and then I would dry up some water with my powers, then rest for the next time.  
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By the end of the night, we were standing in a few inches of silty mud. The huts had been 
weakened by the standing water, and most of them had subsided into lumps of earth. We would 
have to shovel out the mud the next day, and then we could build new huts, and we would be 
finished. I had just declared the work over for the night, when Telerahk came running over to 
Shadrahk, hissing urgently. 
 
“What is it, Shadrahk?” I asked. 
 
Shadrahk replied grimly, “We have company.” He hovered, waiting for me to climb into his lap. 
We followed Telerahk as he shot down the maze of tunnels, through the main room of the lair, 
and into the protodermis chamber. He stopped behind one of the broken columns and peered 
around it. Then he motioned for us to look. 
  
To the left of the great Hau doorway, a pile of stones was moving. When the rumbling stopped 
and the dust cleared, there stood Onua, holding his saws. Takanuva, Whenua, Nuparu, and Taipu 
were right behind him. 
 
“Wow,” said Taipu, craning his neck to look around the room. 
 
“Stop gawking, Taipu. You’ve seen this place before,” snapped Nuparu. 
 
“Yes, but it’s still really cool,” remarked Taipu. 
 
Shadrahk gestured to Telerahk, who then vanished. Meanwhile, my mind was racing. Here was 
my chance to escape! All I had to do was step out into the light, and run to Onua and Takanuva, 
and they would be able to save me. But what were they doing here? And what would be 
Makuta’s reaction when he realized I was missing? As I debated with myself, I realized that 
Shadrahk had enveloped both of us in a veil of darkness. I looked down, and I couldn’t even see 
my own body in the impenetrable shadow. 
 
“Taipu,” said Whenua, “where do you suppose you dropped it?” 
 
“Well,” replied the Matoran, “I don’t know. It must have slid off my rock somewhere between 
the village and here.” 
 
“Obviously,” grumbled Whenua, “because no one saw it in the boat, and we would have heard a 
splash if it fell into the sea.” 
 
“I can’t believe you want to haul your favorite rock all the way to Metru Nui,” muttered Nuparu. 
 
“Why did you let Taipu balance something so valuable on top of a big rock, anyway, Whenua?” 
asked Takanuva. 
  
“All right, let’s not squabble over what’s happened in the past,” said Onua. “There’s no harm 
done, because I still have my powers. Let’s just start retracing his steps. Takanuva, why don’t 
you go with the Matoran and light their way while they search? Whenua and I can see in the 
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dark, so we’ll use my Kakama to run up to the village and start at that end. We’ll meet in the 
middle. Hopefully with my symbol.” 
 
Now I understood why they had come back. Onua’s symbol was lost somewhere in these 
tunnels! What was I going to do?  
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Chapter 19: Light or Darkness? 
 
As Onua and Whenua disappeared in a green blaze, I weighed my options. If I revealed myself to 
them, they could convey me to Metru Nui. But Makuta would find out immediately. I shuddered 
as I imagined the Master of Shadows flying over the silver sea with a host of Rahkshi to hunt us 
down. No Matoran vessel could outrun them, I was certain. Onua’s earth powers would be 
worthless in the middle of the ocean. And it was unlikely Takanuva could prevail alone over 
Makuta as he did before, since he had won by switching their masks. Makuta might just pluck 
me up and spare the others, or he might smash the boat and leave them floundering in the liquid 
protodermis, and it would be my fault. And then I would face Makuta’s wrath for my actions. 
 
Or perhaps the Toa could take me in the other direction, through the lair. All we would have to 
do is get past three dozen Rahkshi and a few Manas, and we would be in the LEGO parking lot. 
Then LEGO would find out that Makuta had taken over the island again, and Makuta would get 
kicked out. He would roam the earth homeless, unemployed, and seething with anger at one 
creature… me. On second thought, this option didn’t seem very promising. 
 
On the other hand, if I stayed in the shadows, or even helped them find the symbol so they could 
leave, I would be right where I started—Makuta’s prisoner, staking my hopes on his word. As 
unpleasant as this option was, I was the only one it placed in danger. 
 
How I longed to run to my friends! But I decided it would be best not to risk their lives. I turned 
to Shadrahk, or rather, the spot where I remembered him to be, and whispered, “Can you hide the 
stuff in the lair from them while I go organize the others?” 
 
He hissed a barely audible ‘yes,’ and I crept away through the cavern, still cloaked in shadow. I 
glanced over my shoulder. I saw Takanuva holding up his staff, illuminating the protodermis 
chamber while the Matoran scanned the ground. Gradually the darkness narrowed around them 
until there was only a tunnel of light left. Takanuva frowned at his staff and tapped it against his 
palm. Then he held it up again. He shrugged and walked forward, remarking to Taipu, “Even 
though Makuta’s dead, his lair is still really creepy. Man, I hate the dark!” I turned and ran 
toward Onu-Koro, as quickly and as quietly as I could. Soon I was riding the elevator up the 
shaft of the Great Mine. 
 
I didn’t cross any of the Rahkshi on my way to the village, and I prayed Onua and Whenua 
hadn’t, either. When I got there, the creatures were gone. Probably Shadrahk had told Therahk to 
get them out of the village. I crouched in the tunnel entrance out of sight while the hero and the 
elder stood in the center of Onu-Koro discussing its condition. “I guess LEGO has come down 
here and cleaned things up,” commented Onua. 
 
“Yeah, I remember there was water everywhere,” agreed Whenua. “But look at this, Toa Onua. 
These tracks… could they be Rahkshi tracks? It doesn’t make sense. It looks like they were 
made after the water was drained.” 
 
“Weird. Very weird.” Onua scratched his head. “And my earth sense is telling me that… wait! 
Whenua, I’ve lost my earth powers!” 
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“Well, let’s just start looking for the symbol. And be on your guard!” The two began to walk 
steadily across the village toward me. 
 
This was very bad. The Rahkshi must have found Onua’s symbol! I quickly followed the 
Rahkshi tracks, noticing that my cloak of shadow was starting to wear off. They led to the Great 
Mine, but instead of flying down the shaft, the Rahkshi had apparently gone down another 
tunnel. I ran as long as the ground was even, then scrambled over some loose boulders, skated 
across a mud slick, and found myself in a large chamber that looked like the Kolhii stadium. The 
Rahkshi were all there. They had divided themselves into two large teams, and they were playing 
a game of hockey. The puck flew right in front of me, and I gasped when I realized that it was 
Onua’s symbol. 
 
“STOP!” I yelled. The Rahkshi froze in place, the puck ricocheting off the earthen wall of the 
arena and sliding to a stop. 
 
“That isn’t ours!” I said urgently to the crowd of Rahkshi, pointing at the symbol. “You need to 
stay hidden in here until I can--” 
 
Someone whizzed past me and grabbed the symbol. Taipu held the carved stone above his head 
and called cheerfully, “Here it is, guys!” Then he looked around. “Guys?” He saw the Rahkshi 
and inhaled sharply, his green eyes wide with fear. 
 
I backed against the wall, hoping Taipu wouldn’t see me. The Matoran walked slowly toward the 
door of the cave, glancing nervously around him. Plasmarahk grabbed the symbol and lifted it. 
Taipu held on, dangling from the stone plaque, his legs wiggling. Then Gravirahk waved his staff 
at him, and the Onu-Koronan fell heavily to the ground. Plasmarahk tossed the puck back into 
play. 
 
But Taipu got up, his eyes glowing eagerly, and pulled a kolhii staff off his back. He jumped in 
front of the flying symbol and fielded it. Dodging Kurahk, who lunged in front of him, he guided 
the puck around Entorahk and Thermorahk. Then Florahk intercepted it, passing it to Accurahk, 
who made a shot. The symbol flew by Tacirahk into the goal, and Accurahk’s team burst out into 
a cheer. 
 
I wasn’t sure how to intervene without Taipu seeing me. I watched anxiously as the face-off 
went to Meteorahk, who fired a pass straight at Taipu. The Matoran expertly gained control of 
the puck and drove toward the opposite goal, his compact form once again weaving between the 
long legs of the Rahkshi. Taipu brought back his stick for the shot. The solid sound of the blow 
attested to the little Matoran’s strength. The symbol blazed past Laserahk, who dove desperately 
to block it, and into the goal. Telerahk’s team jumped up and down, hissing jubilantly. 
 
“Well, fellows, it’s been fun, but now I need to take this back to my Toa,” smiled Taipu, tucking 
the symbol under his arm. The Rahkshi converged in front of the exit to block his path. 
 
“Rahkshi!” I yelled. “Let him go!” The Rahkshi parted to let him through.  
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Taipu turned around and stared at me in disbelief. “Toa Gali? I thought you were in a boat, 
halfway to Metru Nui!” 
 
I didn’t know what to say. I whispered to Somnorahk, who touched Taipu with his staff. The 
Matoran dropped to his knees and crumpled over, fast asleep. Followed by a few Rahkshi, I 
picked up Taipu and the symbol and carried them down the passageway, over the mud and rocks, 
to the fork in the tunnel that led to the Great Mine.  
 
I could feel footsteps approaching through the earth. “Hurry!” I whispered. I propped up Taipu 
against the wall of the main passageway and put the symbol in his lap. Together Therahk, 
Somnorahk, and I rolled a huge stone in front of the tunnel opening behind him. We sat with our 
backs against it, panting. 
 
Soon we heard voices in the corridor. I held my breath, hoping Onua wouldn’t use his Akaku. 
“Taipu!” called Whenua. “You found it! But what are you doing asleep?” 
 
“Wake up, Taipu,” said Nuparu. 
 
Taipu groaned. “You guys are not going to believe what just happened to me. I found the 
symbol, in a room full of Rahkshi. They were playing kolhii with it. So I played with them for a 
little while. I even scored a goal! When I picked up the symbol to leave, they blocked my way, 
but Toa Gali told them to let me go, and they obeyed her! Then a Rahkshi came over and 
touched me with his staff, and I fell asleep.” 
 
“Poor Taipu,” said Onua. “Some more rocks must have fallen on his head.” 
 
“Maybe he wandered into West Mine Shaft 42-B, where the poisonous vapors always seep out of 
the earth, and he got confused,” offered Nuparu. 
 
“No, I think he just dreamed the whole thing,” replied Whenua. 
 
“What if all that really did happen to him?” asked Takanuva. 
 
There was a short pause, and then riotous laughter broke out. The Rahkshi and I looked at one 
another and heaved a sigh of relief. 
 
Then we heard the sound of Onua’s saws starting up, and we froze in fear. The digging 
continued for a moment and stopped. “Ahh,” Onua’s voice resonated, “it’s good to have my 
powers back. All right, let’s go.” 
 
“Toa Onua, we should track down whoever took your symbol,” suggested Nuparu. 
 
“No, it doesn’t really matter now,” came Onua’s reply. “Besides, whatever it was, it can’t be 
much of a threat. It ran off when it heard Taipu coming. I bet it was just a Rahi sniffing around 
for something to eat.” 
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“We need to get back to the boat, anyway,” agreed the Turaga. “We’ll have to row fast to catch 
up with the others again. Come on, dreamer.” 
 
Taipu chuckled. “Yeah, I guess I must have fallen asleep. You know what? In my dream, Gali 
had blue eyes!” 
 
“You have such a vivid imagination, Taipu,” laughed Whenua. Their footsteps receded down the 
passage. 
 
I listened for the sound of the elevators, muffled by the rock. “All right,” I said after a few 
minutes, “they’ve had time to get out of here. Let’s get back to the lair.” We pushed the boulder 
out of the way, and Therahk flew me down the shaft of the Great Mine. As we reached Mangaia, 
I saw that the lair was still shrouded in shadow, and the others had left and re-sealed their exit. 
Shadrahk was hanging spider-like from the ceiling of the protodermis chamber. He dropped onto 
the floor, exhausted. 
 
“Shadrahk, are you all right?” I asked. 
 
“Yeah,” he panted. “They left without seeing anything, I think.” 
 
“Well done. Thank you,” I sighed. He nodded, too weak to speak, and lay back on the ground. 
Vorahk poked him with his staff, then fell to his knees just as Shadrahk sat up. They looked at 
each other and emitted their strange hissing laugh. I smiled at Vorahk’s generosity. The others 
helped the two black Rahkshi to their feet. 
 
The Rahkshi bounded ahead of me, eager to eat their dinner. I was so tired I lagged behind. As I 
walked slowly down the tunnel to the main room, I turned a corner and froze in fear. Two 
immense, glowing red eyes leered at me from the cave wall ahead. 
 
“Peek-a-boo,” rumbled a familiar voice. 
 
“Hello, Makuta,” I groaned. My heartbeat slowed to a normal rate again. 
 
Makuta materialized in front of me, and the giant eyes disappeared. “It’s so good to see you 
again, darling,” he smiled, touching the side of my mask with his hand. “So, did anything 
interesting happen while I was gone?” 
 
I crossed my arms. “I expect you saw the whole thing from wherever you were.” 
 
He laughed. “You did wonderfully, beloved. I’m so proud of you and the boys.” 
  
“Thanks,” I said with a wry smile. 
 
“And you definitely made the right decision. Dare I hope that you might be starting to trust me?” 
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“No, I still don’t trust you,” I sighed. “But I figured it was best to avoid a confrontation between 
them and you. I don’t think I have much choice but to believe your promise to take me home 
when the villages are rebuilt.” 
 
“Of course I will, sweetheart. Just as soon as you’re finished, if that is still your wish.” Makuta 
put his arm around my shoulders. “Come, precious, let’s get you some food and rest.” He led me 
back toward the living room. 
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Chapter 20: Five Down 
 
I woke up and rubbed my eyes. Makuta closed his copy of The Prince by Machiavelli and smiled 
at me. “Ready for breakfast, love?” 
 
“Sure,” I muttered. I stretched and yawned. The events of the previous day flashed through my 
mind. As my creepy host stalked away toward the kitchen, I wondered if I would regret my 
decision not to go with Onua and Takanuva.  
 
“Thanks,” I said as Makuta handed me a cup of coffee and a doughnut. “So, how was your 
meeting with LEGO, anyway? Did you tell them we were rebuilding the villages?” 
 
“What? And spoil the surprise?” he grinned, sitting next to me. “Things went well, darling. I 
think they realize that they need me in the storyline, for completeness, if nothing else. Everyone 
wants to know why I put my brother to sleep.” 
 
Including me, I thought to myself. “So, do you have a contract yet?” 
 
Makuta sighed. “Not yet. But we did work out a few issues.” He smiled slyly as he opened his 
hand. “I came away with a few samples, too.” In his palm lay a collectible sterling silver krana-
Kal. I rolled my eyes. Apparently he was telling the truth about going to the LEGO headquarters, 
at least. 
 
The Rahkshi swarmed into the room, sniffing the air. Evitarahk leaned over and studied my half-
eaten doughnut, then shrieked joyfully. The creatures all scrambled for the kitchen. 
 
Soon we were on our way back to Onu-Koro. The work was muddy and tedious, but the Rahkshi 
didn’t seem to mind. The only challenge was keeping them focused on their work, as mud-
slinging fights kept breaking out. By the midnight break, all of the Rahkshi were almost 
indistinguishably brown. I looked down and noticed that I matched them. I lined them all up and 
washed them off, but after they had spent their recess on martial arts training, they were muddy 
again. I shrugged and gave up on cleanliness, figuring that I would just spray them off at the end 
of the night. 
 
Shortly after the break, the muck was largely cleared from the village. We set to work making 
earthen bricks, which Plasmarahk heated gently to remove the moisture. Then, checking against 
a picture of the village, Accurahk and I drew circles on the ground where the huts would be. 
Telerahk’s and Turahk’s groups began to stack bricks while the others continued to make them. I 
gave Thermorahk some pictures so he could etch letters onto the signs above the tunnel 
entrances, and he flew away with them. Lentirahk and Densirahk started digging a better-defined 
channel for the stream through the center of the village, and Laserahk carved a small bridge out 
of stone with his eyes. Panrahk and Guurahk had flown back from the lightstone mine with their 
arms full of the glowing crystals, and they were arranging them around the walls of the cavern.  
 
I stood back to admire the new village. Four Rahkshi were stacking the last few bricks onto the 
largest hut, Whenua’s, from the inside, and the others were smoothing a layer of mud onto the 
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other structures. But then I noticed something alarming. A gray-green moldy substance covered 
two of the huts next to the highway tunnel. As I watched, the fungus crept over another hut and 
spread along the ground toward a fourth. 
 
“Shadrahk!” I called. “What do you suppose that is?” 
 
“I don’t know, but it looks really bad,” he said, worried. “We’d better--” 
 
Before he could finish his sentence, Lerahk leaped in front of us, brandishing his staff. A wave of 
bright green poison washed into the mold. At the interface between them, the poison sizzled, and 
the fungus turned black and boiled away into smoke. The line of venom gradually advanced. 
Therahk was ready, waving his staff to neutralize the poison as soon as all the mold was gone. 
 
“Amazing!” I cried, patting Lerahk on the back. His strange power had been invaluable to the 
rebuilding effort, after all. He straightened his back and hissed with pride. I patted Therahk, too. 
He was more accustomed to my praise than his green brother, but he seemed pleased as well. 
 
Adaptarahk, standing on Vorahk’s shoulders, spread mud on the last bare patch of Whenua’s hut 
just as Thermorahk flew back into the cave. “That must mean we’re all finished,” I smiled, 
kicking off a wild kraata that was crawling up my leg. “Let’s go see your work, Thermorahk.” 
Shadrahk picked me up, and I admired the neatly lettered sign and the map at the entrance to the 
highway tunnel as we flew into it. We all followed Thermorahk to the fork in the tunnel. Above 
us, the stone plaque read TACO-RO. 
 
All the Rahkshi and I burst out laughing. “You’re too funny, Thermorahk!” I grinned. Guurahk 
shattered off a layer of stone, and Thermorahk corrected the sign. We went back underground for 
the tournament to celebrate our work.  
 
I shook my head sadly as we flew through Onu-Koro. I wished its strong, quiet Toa could have 
seen it restored. In fact, I wished I was in his company now, sailing toward Metru Nui, instead of 
being trapped here with these bizarre creatures and their frightening master. The Onu-Koronans 
had really made this underground town feel alive, with their soft chatter and clanging tools. Now 
it was ghostly quiet. But the Matoran were doubtless filling the mines of Onu-Metru with their 
songs and stories now, and I was happy they had new hope. I dedicated the rebuilt Onu-Koro to 
Toa Onua, who jokingly called me his little sister. 
 
“What sort of tournament will we have, Mistress?” asked Shadrahk. I snapped back to reality and 
explained that this time it would be tunnel races. To make it more interesting, I proposed a relay, 
with one of my axes as the baton for each team. Shadrahk suggested we use an abandoned Ussal 
race track, and he led us there. Part of the track disappeared into a tunnel, which looped around 
and emerged on the other side of the subterranean stadium. The teams assembled to race two at a 
time. As I gave the signal, the first flyer for each team zipped off the starting line. 
 
We heard their humming recede down the tunnel, and soon they were coming out of the other 
side. The next flyers reached for their respective axe and raced off into the darkness. 
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The cheering and hissing got louder as the race progressed. Turahk’s team gradually took the 
lead, and finally Vacuurahk sailed triumphantly across the finish line, seconds before Rahirahk 
completed the last lap for Telerahk’s squad. The red Rahkshi’s group leaped for joy. 
 
Then Accurahk’s team faced Gravirahk’s, and off went the racers. The excitement reached a 
fever pitch by the time Shadrahk flew past the finish line right in front of Pyrorahk, cinching the 
race for Accurahk’s team. 
 
Finally came the championship race. Turahk, the first runner, snarled threateningly at Gravirahk, 
who gripped his axe tightly and hissed back. On my signal, they were off. When they came back 
around after an unexpectedly long time, they both looked rather scuffed. As the handoffs were 
completed, I warned the others that unsportsmanlike conduct would result in disqualification. 
 
The race continued without incident until the last runners zoomed toward the finish line, 
Shadrahk neck in neck with Vacuurahk. They both blazed past the line at about the same time. 
Gravirahk lunged at Turahk, and they snapped at each other. Angry shrieking echoed through the 
cavern until I yelled “Stop!” 
 
The Rahkshi all turned to look at me. I stammered for a moment. Then I announced, “The race 
was too close to call. It was a tie! Everyone won!” 
 
Gravirahk leaped into the air and seemed to hang there as he turned a quadruple flip. Then he 
landed and clanked his staff against that of his surprised red brother. All the Rahkshi cheered and 
hissed with joy.  
 
“Time to hit the showers!” I shouted as Shadrahk handed me my axes. The Rahkshi lined up 
dutifully, and I sprayed them, and then myself, with water. Dripping wet, I turned around to see 
Makuta standing behind me.  
 
“That’s just unbearably cute,” he grinned, looking back and forth between me and the wet 
Rahkshi. 
 
“Whatever,” I sighed. 
 
“Five villages built already! Who knew you could do it so fast?” he remarked, leaning back on 
his staff. 
 
“Your kids do good work, when they want to,” I shrugged. 
 
“I really didn’t expect the little nippers to be so obedient.”  
 
“What’s you point, Makuta?” I asked impatiently. I was tired, and I wanted to get the Rahkshi 
fed before they became irritable. They were already really punchy from their hard work on the 
village and the excitement of the race. “Come on, guys, let’s get back to the lair.” 
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Makuta picked me up and we flew back toward Mangaia. “Maybe I should have given you a 
more challenging task, darling,” he replied. 
 
Suddenly I regretted my impertinence. This task was challenging enough, in my opinion, and I 
was almost finished with it. I’d better tread carefully, and avoid offending this powerful, ill-
tempered spirit, if I ever wanted to get home. “Makuta, you made a deal with me, and I’m doing 
my best to keep my end of it. I really appreciate your help, getting your sons to listen to me, and 
giving us good food and spare motor parts and an extra push on that big tree.” I leaned back in 
his lap and looked up at his Kraahkan to see his reaction. 
 
He gazed down at me benevolently. “It’s always a pleasure helping you, love,” he crooned. We 
landed in the living room. The Rahkshi were already rushing into the dining room to devour their 
portions of baked ham, navy beans, and green salad. 
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Chapter 21: Building on the Rock 
 
As I sat on the couch and flipped through some pictures of Po-Koro, Shadrahk leaned over my 
shoulder. “What’s the plan, Mistress?” he said through a mouthful of breakfast taco. 
 
I twisted my head around to look at him. “Hi, Shadrahk. Well, we’re going to let Guurahk and 
Panrahk go berzerk for about half an hour, and then we’ll be hauling rubble for the rest of the 
night, I reckon.” 
 
Makuta strolled in with two cups of coffee and a plate of breakfast tacos and sat by me. “Already 
at work, darling? Such dedication,” he remarked. 
 
“Thanks, Makuta.” I drank some coffee and set down my cup. As I turned back to the pictures, a 
rapid movement caught my attention. Without taking my eyes off the page, I said, “Pinky, get 
out of there.” 
 
Pinky backed away from my cup. He crawled onto my knee, and I scratched his back while I 
talked to Shadrahk. “If there are any larger pieces of stone that are still intact, we can save them 
to make into statues, huts, and bleachers for the kohlii stadium.” 
 
“I’ll make sure Guurahk and Panrahk eat a good breakfast,” said Shadrahk. He left for the dining 
room. 
 
I ate a burrito and stood up to finish my coffee. I left a few drops in the bottom of the cup, set it 
on the end table, and nodded to Pinky. Immediately the creature’s head disappeared into the 
mug. He popped back out, his fast-moving tongue cleaning off his mouth parts, and then he 
started zipping crazily all over the lair. 
  
Makuta stood up, almost tripping over the pink kraata that whizzed between his feet, and smiled 
at me. “Well, it looks like you have things under control, princess. Just let me know if you need 
anything.” 
 
“I will,” I replied. “Come on, guys, let’s get started.” Shadrahk picked me up, and we were on 
our way to the village of stone. 
 
Po-Koro must have been grand indeed at its prime. Now most of its magnificent statues were 
shattered, and its enormous Kolhii stadium was faulted, the walls crumbling and the seats half 
buried in drifts of blown sand. Shadrahk, Accurahk, Panrahk, and Guurahk toured the village 
with me as I inventoried the usable blocks of stone. Fortunately, we identified enough chunks of 
sufficient size to make new huts and sculptures that we wouldn’t have to haul any rock from 
outside the village. A new, smaller stadium could be built from pieces of the ruined one. The 
sculptures along the Path of Prophecy were damaged, but we could hew chunks of new stone 
from the cliffs and make them again.  Miraculously, the main gate statue was intact, as was the 
giant kolhii ball perched at the very top between the twin spires. 
 



Makuta Island  GaliGee 

 108

Guurahk and Panrahk set about demolishing everything we couldn’t use while teams of Rahkshi 
moved the salvaged stones into place. Then we found some wooden palettes in the livestock 
barns outside the village, which we could load with rubble and drag on the ground. Under my 
close supervision, Guurahk made an opening in the ring of cliffs around the village. We would 
haul the debris through this passage out of sight and then block off the hole with boulders when 
we were finished. 
 
Vorahk returned to the village with the new Rahkshi he had trained—Mentorahk, Invulnerahk, 
and Sonirahk, who wielded the powers of mind reading, limited invulnerability, and sonics. 
Shadrahk assigned them to work groups. “We’ve got every single Rahkshi working for us now,” 
he declared proudly after taking a head count. “Thirty-eight of us in all. The only ones we don’t 
have are the ones Master hasn’t made yet.” 
 
So Makuta had only four Rahkshi left to make, and then he would have all forty-two. A few 
short weeks ago, the sight of one Rahkshi made my knees weak with fear. Now I was overseeing 
the work of almost two score of them.  
 
The work continued smoothly until Panrahk fragmented a large piece of stone that was supposed 
to be used for a statue. Accurahk snarled at him angrily, but Shadrahk stepped in before things 
could escalate. Accurahk pointed at the statue in the picture and hissed at me. 
 
“You’re right, we did need that one,” I agreed. “But maybe there’s another we could—wait, 
Guurahk! Don’t smash that rock!” 
 
Guurahk shrugged and moved on to the last boulder. “See?” I smiled. “We’ll use that other one 
instead. No harm done.” Accurahk hissed apologetically to Panrahk, who slapped him cordially 
on the back as if to say all was forgiven. 
 
As the Rahkshi made peace with each other, the sky suddenly darkened. Shadrahk flew up to the 
lookout post, which was undamaged, and came back. “Mistress, there’s a really big sandstorm 
brewing,” he warned. “We’d better get Meteorahk on it right away.” 
 
I nodded, and he flew to Meteorahk, who was loading a palette with the chunks of the boulder 
Guurahk had just shattered. He dropped the piece he was holding, and Shadrahk and I followed 
him up to the post. The weather Rahkshi waved his staff, and we watched to see what would 
happen. 
 
The energy from Meteorahk’s staff was sucked into the maelstrom without a trace, so he fired 
another blast. Glowing shards of his energy flashed inside the vortex as if they were wrestling 
with the power of the storm. The spinning slowed slightly for a few seconds, but the great 
column of wind and sand kept approaching, howling louder and louder. It was heading straight 
for the village. 
 
“Get everyone under cover,” I shouted to Shadrahk over the deafening noise. “You, too, 
Meteorahk.” The gold Rahkshi reluctantly complied. He seemed disappointed that his power was 
ineffective against the sandstorm. 
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Shadrahk gathered all the Rahkshi, and we crawled into a low cave in the side of the cliff. 
Gravirahk levitated a boulder earmarked to become a statue and pushed it gently until it floated 
in front of the opening. He scrambled into the cave and let the stone drop. We were sealed inside. 
 
A few seconds later, the full fury of the storm hit. Tacirahk waved his staff, partially muting the 
overwhelming din of air whistling past and sand grinding on stone. When silence returned, 
Gravirahk lifted the rock again and pushed it aside, and we stepped out. 
 
The bowl-shaped valley that contained Po-Koro was filled with new sand dunes about a bio 
deep. It was fortunate that we had removed most of the loose pieces of stone from the village, 
because all but the largest ones had obviously been thrown about as if they were mere pebbles. 
The rocks that we had set aside for statues and huts were chipped and pock-marked from the 
flying fragments. The ring of cliffs surrounding the village had protected us against debris from 
outside. 
 
“Is everyone accounted for?” I asked Shadrahk. He checked with the team leaders and replied in 
the affirmative. “Now we need to get all this sand out of here,” I groaned. “And there are still a 
few rocks.” 
 
Gravirahk tapped on my shoulder. He, Magnerahk, and Densirahk had come up with a plan. The 
blue and silver gravity Rahkshi levitated all the remaining rocks while his black and gold brother 
waved his staff so the minerals in them were attracted to each other. They slammed together, 
forming a solid raft. Then the black and green Rahkshi increased the density of the air below 
them, so they were buoyed up on a cushion of heavy air. The three creatures gave the raft a push 
and then jumped on. They hissed jubilantly as they rode through the tunnel out of the village.  
 
The other Rahkshi snickered and hopped around as they watched their brothers. But Shadrahk 
was looking morosely at the sky. I stepped beside him. “You’re as surprised as I am that 
Meteorahk’s power didn’t work, aren’t you?” I said in a low voice. 
 
“Surprised, no. Worried, yes,” he replied. He glanced around. “Meteorahk can overpower any 
natural weather event.” 
 
“Yes, I figured that.” Neither of us spoke for a few minutes. Then I said, “You say you’re not 
surprised?” 
 
Shadrahk leaned closer. “You know how you were saying Master promised to take you home 
after you finished the villages? Well, I don’t think he’s ready to let you go just yet.” 
 
I shivered, even though it wasn’t cold. 
 
When I turned my attention back to the work site, I saw Meteorahk and Vacuurahk herding 
everyone back into the cave. The weather Rahkshi gestured for me to follow them. I looked at 
Shadrahk, and he shrugged. “They must have a plan. Let’s go.” 
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Meteorahk made up for his inability to control the storm with an ingenious way of getting rid of 
the sand it had left behind. I peered through a crack and watched him summon his own 
whirlwind, and it picked up a lot of sand. Vacuurahk had run through the tunnel and was 
standing on the other side. He sucked the air, and the sand with it, out of the village. They did 
this over and over until all the loose grit was evacuated. Then the orange and black Rahkshi ran 
back into the village and did a victory dance with Meteorahk. 
 
“Well done!” I cheered. Five Rahkshi had put their reptilian heads together to undo the damage 
of Makuta’s storm in less than an hour. Maybe I would be going home soon, after all. Gravirahk 
and Vorahk moved some boulders over the tunnel opening. The debris was all cleared. 
 
The sky was turning rosy with the first rays of the rising sun. I announced the end of the work 
night, but as I climbed into Shadrahk’s lap, I saw something that caught my eye. A pale kraata 
was dragging himself wearily into the village through the main gate. “Wait, Shadrahk! It’s 
Pinky!” 
 
We ran over and knelt down next to him. “Did you crawl all the way from Mangaia?” I asked in 
disbelief. 
 
Pinky nodded and hissed. “He says he took the elevator, but it was still a long trip,” said 
Shadrahk. 
 
The pink kraata took a drink of water from my cupped hands before he continued. “He says 
Master was talking about sending a storm to slow you down, Mistress,” reported Shadrahk 
solemnly. “He says he’s really sorry he was too late to warn us.” 
 
“That’s all right, Pinky. Thank you so much for coming to tell us.” I stroked his leathery back. 
“That big sandstorm must have passed you on your way here. How did you survive?” 
 
Pinky spat out some sand and then hissed his answer. “He hid under a big rock.” 
 
I looked at Shadrahk. “I wonder why your master told him that.” 
 
The dark Rahkshi interpreted Pinky’s response. “He says Master wasn’t talking to him. He was 
talking to the door.” 
 
“Talking to the door? Has he gone mad?” I scratched my head. 
 
“I think Pinky means the gate to Metru Nui,” Shadrahk explained. “I’ve seen Master talk to it, 
too, when he thought no one was looking. I don’t know why, though. It never answers.” 
 
“He was talking to his brother!” I exclaimed.   
 
“Oh, like he did in the Mask of Light?” asked Shadrahk. “That part confused me. Is his brother 
real?” 
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“I believe so, yes,” I nodded. 
 
“So that means we have an uncle! But why does Master want to keep him asleep?” 
 
“That’s a good question. But I wouldn’t ask him about it, if I were you.” I stood up and picked 
up Pinky. “Shadrahk, we should--” 
 
“—make Pinky some armor,” finished Shadrahk. 
 
I looked at him, amazed. “Exactly. What kind of kraata is he?” 
 
“He’s a shape-shifter. You can’t tell by looking, because he’s, well, lacking in pigment, but 
Master mentioned it once. Luckily, he hasn’t made one of those Rahkshi yet. And I know of 
another shape-shifting kraata who lives in the Fau Swamp.” 
 
I told Turahk he was in charge of getting the Rahkshi back to the lair while we ran a quick 
errand. Shadrahk picked me up and flew toward Le-Wahi, followed by Therahk and Pinky. We 
found the swamp and flew low over the marshy ground, Shadrahk and Therahk hissing to 
summon the kraata. Finally a dark gray kraata with yellowish green sides crawled to the top of a 
bush. Shadrahk swooped down and plucked him off the branch, and we headed back to Mangaia. 
Although we had been working hard all night, I was too nervous to be hungry, even when we 
flew down the tunnel and smelled the roast beef and baked potatoes. 
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Chapter 22: Stormy Weather 
 
We landed in the living room and walked into the dining hall. The other Rahkshi were already 
eating supper. “Hello, my dove, and my sons,” said Makuta warmly. “Come satisfy your 
hunger.” He pulled out my chair for me. “Oh, there’s Pinky and that other shape-shifter! I was 
looking for a couple of those. Would you like to toss one of them in the protodermis so the armor 
will develop while we eat?” 
 
“Uh, sure,” I replied. I took the gray and green kraata off Shadrahk’s shoulder and followed 
Makuta into the protodermis room. Pinky slithered along behind us, stopping a safe distance 
from the pool. 
 
“Go ahead, darling,” Makuta smiled. I put the kraata on the floor and watched him hiss joyfully 
and wriggle into the silver liquid. Then we went back to the table. 
 
“What beastly weather there was up on the surface tonight,” he remarked as he pushed in my 
chair. “I’m glad everyone is all right.” 
 
I looked down at my plate. Shadrahk cleared his throat and said, “We got hit by a really powerful 
sandstorm, Master, but with a little teamwork, we managed to clear the debris.” 
 
“Good,” nodded Makuta. “Please pass the bread, Somnorahk.” 
 
When everyone was finished eating, Makuta led me back to the protodermis room. He pulled 
four Rahkshi out of the fluid with his staff. Pinky, who had been waiting patiently by the pool, 
was soon joined by three more kraata, and they all crawled into their armor and stood up. The 
three Makuta had made jumped up and flew all over the room. But Pinky’s first act as a Rahkshi 
was to hiss at me gratefully and throw his new arms around my neck. 
 
“You’re welcome, Pinky,” I laughed. “You have a new name now. You’re Morphorahk.” He 
looked at me quizzically, his blue head cocked to one side. “All right, I’ll just call you Pinky.” 
 
Pinky leaped in the air and did a handspring, then flew after his companions. Makuta pointed to 
each one. “Electricity, cyclone, and chain lightning. And that makes forty-two,” he announced 
with pride. 
 
“Electrorahk, Cyclorahk, and, um, Fulgorahk,” I said quietly. 
 
The Master of Shadows sighed. “Well, with such a fine crew, you’ll be finished in no time, I’m 
afraid.” 
 
“Weather permitting,” I said, looking at him sideways. 
 
He laughed and put his arm around me as we walked back to the living room. I heard something 
drop onto the floor, and I glanced behind us. Shadrahk had been hanging from the ceiling, 
watching.  
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The new Rahkshi were soon frolicking with their brothers in the weapons room while Shadrahk 
and Makuta played a game of “Brute Force” on the Xbox. After the creatures went to bed, I 
curled up on the couch under my blanket. Makuta put on a Sarah Vaughan CD and listened to a 
few songs, sitting on the floor with his head resting against my legs. Then he read a biography of 
Rasputin while I fell asleep. 
 
The next night, Makuta fed us a breakfast of scrambled eggs and hash browns. As we prepared to 
leave, he stepped into the crowd of Rahkshi and put his hand on Pinky’s shoulder. “I think I’ll 
keep Pinky here, to help me out with a few projects around the lair,” he said casually. 
 
My heart beat faster. I hoped he wasn’t planning to punish Pinky for coming to warn us about the 
sandstorm. I glanced at Shadrahk as I climbed into his lap, but the Rahkshi’s dark face was 
expressionless. 
 
“Well, have a nice night at work, darling,” Makuta smiled. “And you might want to bring an 
umbrella. I hear there’s rain in the forecast.” 
 
I clenched my jaw as we flew away. This was a very unpleasant turn of events. As we sailed over 
the desert, Shadrahk remarked, “We’re going to have to work quickly, and be very organized. It 
sounds like we’ll be wasting some time battling the elements.” 
 
“I’m afraid it does,” I agreed. But then I sat up with a start. As Makuta’s favorite son, Shadrahk 
was probably part of this plan, in some way. I would have to be careful what I said around him. 
 
Vorahk took the three new Rahkshi aside for their training. I wished Pinky could be there to 
participate. I cringed when I thought about what might be happening to him, but then I pushed 
aside my pessimistic thoughts and focused on the work at hand. 
 
The Rahkshi gathered before me as I spoke. “The only thing left to do in this village is carve. If 
we let the specialized Rahkshi do all of it, it will take too long, and the rest of you will be idle. 
So you all need to learn to carve.” I turned to Guurahk. “Can you show us how to do it without 
using your powers?” 
 
Guurahk’s reptilian face twisted into something that looked like a frown. Then his eyes lit up. He 
walked up to a rock and pulled his staff apart. He held the pointed tip of one end of the staff 
against the boulder. Then he took a smaller stone and pounded on the end of the tool where the 
shaft normally fit in. He was essentially using the end of his staff as a chisel, with a rock for a 
hammer. He struck the tool a few times, and bits of rock flaked off. 
 
The others were eager to try it. They spread out across the village and began to chip away at 
various rocks. “It looks like you guys have the hang of it,” I smiled. “Now, come back over here, 
and we’ll figure out who’s going to chisel what.” 
 
With the help of Shadrahk and the team leaders, everyone was assigned an object to sculpt. 
Guurahk and Panrahk, with their powers to remove large chunks of material, took on the 
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daunting task of making the kolhii stadium. After Plasmarahk had used his power to slice large 
pieces of rock from the cliffs outside the main gate, Thermorahk and Laserahk, the more precise 
carvers, set to work making the detailed sculptures in front of the village. Plasmarahk roughed 
out the shape of the huts by burning a hole in each large stone, and then the other Rahkshi 
finished them with their new chiseling technique. 
 
I wasn’t surprised when the sky grew dark again. Large raindrops began to pelt us, leaving wet 
pits in the sand. “Just keep working,” I shouted over the rumbling thunder. “As long as there’s no 
lightning--” 
 
At this, a huge bolt of lightning tore through the sky and struck the lookout post, sending sparks 
and rock fragments flying. “Get under cover!” I yelled. The Rahkshi filed toward the cave where 
we had sought shelter from the sandstorm.  
 
Fulgorahk and Electrorahk hissed at Shadrahk, who translated, “They say they can draw away 
the electrical charge of the storm by directing the lightning outside the village.” 
 
“All right,” I agreed. “I’ll come with them and see if I can use my water powers to keep the 
water off us. Shadrahk, if we are successful, please get everyone back to work.”  
 
Fulgorahk carried me up to the lookout post, Electrorahk flying close behind. The three of us 
crept along the ridge and found an overhang to protect us while we worked. They aimed their 
staffs at the boiling mass of thunderheads, and I watched in amazement as a circle of lightning 
began to race around inside the cloud instead of hitting the ground. Then I raised my axes and 
concentrated. The water stopped falling from the sky for a few minutes. But then it returned with 
redoubled fury. 
 
I slipped out of the shelter and looked down into the village. Shadrahk had brought everyone out 
again, but with the renewed rainfall, they were having trouble working. Their tools slipped off 
the wet rocks. Then a bolt of lightning struck right behind me. The blast knocked me off the cliff, 
and I tumbled end over end as I fell. I felt an impact, and I realized with relief that Shadrahk had 
flown under me and caught me. 
 
“Thanks, Shadrahk,” I smiled gratefully, putting my hand on his shoulder. I turned to Telerahk, 
who was standing next to us. “Will you please get Fulgorahk and Electrorahk back down here 
before they get hurt?” He teleported himself to the cliff, and soon he and the lightning and 
electricity Rahkshi were crawling into the cave with the rest of us. 
 
“We’ll just have to wait it out, I’m afraid,” I said to the disappointed workers. “I’m sorry my 
powers aren’t strong enough to fight this storm.” 
 
Shadrahk crawled over to me and whispered, “Master isn’t being just with you.” 
 
I looked at him in surprise. “No, he’s not. But there isn’t much we can do about it.” 
 



Makuta Island  GaliGee 

 115

The Rahkshi started to get restless, trapped in the cave together. I showed them how to play tic-
tac-toe in the sand on the cave floor, but they soon figured out the system, so the game became 
boring. Then I taught them to thumb-wrestle, and that kept them occupied for a while. I 
scratched a checkerboard into the sand and taught Shadrahk to play checkers. We used pebbles 
for pieces. The other Rahkshi watched, fascinated. I won the first game, but then the dark 
Rahkshi caught on and became unbeatable.  
 
It felt like hours until the storm finally let up and we crept back out of the cave. The village, in 
its ring of stone, was full of water, about a bio deep. The hard-packed sand was fairly permeable, 
but there was apparently a layer of bedrock below it that prevented the water from draining. The 
opening of the main gate was slightly higher than the rest of the village, so the threshold trapped 
the water. Flooding was apparently not a problem the Po-Koronans had ever faced. 
 
I led Gravirahk, Guurahk, and Panrahk to the tunnel we had made when we cleared the debris. I 
instructed the gravity Rahkshi to remove the rocks we had used to block it, and then I asked 
Guurahk to fragment the stone at the bottom of the tunnel to make it deeper. Then I got Panrahk 
to blast a large basin on the other side. When the Rahkshi had finished their work, the water 
drained out of the village and into the basin, forming a pond. 
 
Shadrahk had gotten everyone else back to their posts, and they were chipping away. He had to 
break up a squabble after Mentorahk’s flying chips struck Kurahk, but other than that, the work 
progressed uneventfully. By the end of the night, the stadium was roughed out, the huts were 
hollowed out and in place but still irregular on the outside, and the sculptures along the Path of 
Prophecy were beginning to take the shape of Matoran heads. I looked at the damp village and 
sighed. 
 
“We’ll get it done, Mistress,” Shadrahk said reassuringly. “It may take a little longer than it 
would have otherwise, but we’ll do it.” 
 
I never would have expected to hear encouraging words from a Rahkshi, but it was happening. I 
laughed to myself. On this strange island, anything was possible. 
 
Accurahk hissed at Shadrahk, and he turned to me and pointed at the passage from the pond. 
“Look at that,” he groaned. 
 
I stared in disbelief as I saw a clump of vines that extended through the tunnel and into the 
village. “Did those just now grow there?” I asked. As I watched, I realized that the plants were 
growing at a rapid rate. They spread into the village, quickly covering the sand. Their tendrils 
reached the statues and huts, wrapped around the stone, and crushed it until it began to crack. 
 
“Florahk! Lerahk!” I yelled. They were already waving their staffs. Florahk managed to get the 
vines to peel off the huts and twist harmlessly around themselves in a large open clearing. 
Meanwhile, Lerahk’s poison was starting to take effect. The vines turned brown and withered 
into slime.  
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“Thank you, you two,” I sighed with relief. Therahk aimed his staff and neutralized the poison. 
Then Plasmarahk stepped forward and carefully burned off the brown decay. 
  
We flew back to Mangaia. Makuta and Pinky were waiting for us with a meal of teriyaki beef 
and rice with vegetables. The Rahkshi and I ate hungrily. After dinner, I pulled Pinky aside and 
whispered, “Are you all right?” 
 
The Rahkshi nodded. He hissed to Shadrahk, who was standing behind me. Shadrahk explained 
in a low voice, “He says Master has been kind to him, but he won’t let him leave the lair.” 
 
“I know the feeling,” I muttered. 
 
“I’ll get Vorahk to train him during our recreation time,” promised Shadrahk. 
 
Later, as I lay down on the couch and Makuta tucked the blanket around me, I looked at his 
blithely smiling Kraahkan and remarked, “What you’re doing really isn’t fair.” 
 
He laughed as he picked up his book, a biography of Admiral Yamamoto. “All is fair in love and 
war, darling.” 
 
I wondered which one he considered this to be. 
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Chapter 23: Hail Fire 
 
The next night, after eating our Cream of Wheat and orange slices, the Rahkshi and I were 
gathering in the living room for the flight to Po-Koro. I cringed as Makuta walked up to the 
group. What impediments would he throw in our way this time? 
 
“I’m so impressed by your work on that Kaukau statue that I think I’ll have the Rahkshi make a 
Kraahkan sculpture for me here in the lair,” he smiled. “I’ll need… hmm… Thermorahk, 
Plasmarahk, and Vorahk to stay here tonight.” 
 
I groaned to myself. These were three of the most useful Rahkshi for rebuilding the stone village. 
But at least he was letting Pinky come with us this time. 
 
“Oh, yes, and Pinky, too,” he added, winking at me. 
 
“Come on, guys,” I said quickly, before he could think of anyone else to keep with him. We 
hurried out of the lair and flew across the desert. 
 
Without Thermorahk, the work on the Path of Prophecies statues went at half-speed, but 
Laserahk worked hard, and in a couple of hours one of them was finished. It was a beautiful 
thing, indeed. “Hafu, the master stone-carver of the Matoran, would be very proud of such a 
sculpture,” I said to him. He hissed softly and tilted his red head. 
 
Meanwhile, the kolhii stadium was getting new bleachers, and several of the huts already had 
windows and doors. The Rahkshi were carving diligently. They seemed to have a new sense of 
urgency. Shadrahk, Accurahk, and I toured the site and checked the work against the pictures. 
Everything was proceeding according to plan. 
 
When it was time for the Rahkshi to take their midnight break, they split into groups and did 
martial arts training. Without Vorahk, they did their best to help each other, but it was clear he 
was missed. 
 
As we got back to work, the sudden rumble and lurch of an earthquake caught us all off-guard. 
The liquefied soil rippled like the sea, and many of the taller statues toppled over. The giant 
kolhii ball that had been delicately supported by the pinnacles of the main gate crashed to the 
ground and lay shattered in the doorway. 
 
The Rahkshi flew panicked in all directions until Shadrahk shouted at them to gather in the 
clearing in the center of the village, where nothing could fall on them. When the shaking 
stopped, I sighed and surveyed the damage. Nothing of value was broken except for the kolhii 
ball, but we would have to push a lot of really heavy statues back up to a vertical position. And a 
lot of loose stone had fallen from the cliffs. 
 
We divided into teams again. I assigned Gravirahk’s and Telerahk’s groups to clear the rubble, 
while Turahk’s and Accurahk’s set the statues back up. The first two groups finished their task 
quickly and came to help the others. Then it began to snow. 
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I wondered if snow had ever fallen in Po-Koro before. Rain was strange enough, but this was 
truly a bizarre sight. I didn’t have time to admire the beauty of the half-finished huts in their 
sparkling blanket of white icing, however, because the light snowfall of fluffy flakes soon turned 
into a horrific blizzard. The air was white with pellets of stinging ice, whipping around us in a 
bitter wind. I staggered through the storm and found Shadrahk. “Tell everyone to get under 
cover, again,” I shouted. 
 
After I had told Telerahk and Turahk, I fumbled around until I had found the cave we had gotten 
used to hiding in. Everyone was there except for Shadrahk and a few members of Gravirahk’s 
squad. They stumbled into the cave a few seconds after me. 
 
We settled down for a long stay in the cave again. The Rahkshi split into pairs and started 
playing checkers. After about an hour, they started to get very fidgety. I poked my head out of 
the cave and noticed that the wind had stopped. The snow was still falling, but we could 
probably work if Plasmarahk melted the snow for us. Then I remembered he wasn’t here. We 
would have to shovel the drifts out of the way. 
 
As I stood up and gestured for the Rahkshi to come out, I noticed that the falling snow was 
turning to rain. The air became much warmer. The white blanket covering the stone started to 
melt and drip. Everyone took a few moments to stretch, and then we went back to work, brushing 
the wet snow off the carvings. The air got warmer and warmer, and steam rose from the patches 
of slush. Then fire began to rain from the sky. 
 
“Gaaah!” I yelled in frustration, shaking my fist at the sky. Blobs of what looked like burning oil 
glowed orange as they streaked down from a black cloud above us, leaving trails of acrid smoke. 
A flaming drop hit my Kanohi, and I bent over in pain and covered my mask with my hands. 
More drops struck my back and arms. 
 
“Come on, we’d better get back inside,” said Shadrahk, leading me into the cave again. The 
Rahkshi, hissing with dismay, followed us. I looked out the cave mouth and saw fireballs of 
various sizes falling all around, leaving hissing spots of glass in the sand. The statues and huts 
were dotted with burn marks. I looked at the Rahkshi, and they were covered with black blotches 
as well. Therahk touched my mask with his staff, and the searing sensation stopped. 
 
“Oh, this is too much,” I groaned. “We can’t go on like this.” 
 
“You’re right, Mistress,” agreed Shadrahk. “I think you should just tell Master you’ll stay with 
him, and then he’ll let us work in peace.” 
 
I stared at the dark Rahkshi. “I’m not going to stay with him! Please don’t take this the wrong 
way, since you’re related to him, but he’s an evil creep. I’m not going to give in just because he’s 
making my life miserable.” 
 
Therahk sat next to us and hissed. “Therahk says everyone’s all right now,” said Shadrahk. 
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“Well, that’s a relief.” I turned to the other Rahkshi and showed them how to play marbles with 
the pebbles on the sandy floor of the cave. 
 
When I crawled back over to Shadrahk, he was looking at me intently. “Mistress, Master really 
loves you. I know you find him frightening, but you’ll get used to him. He’s always careful to 
protect you. When he was about to strike the cliff with that bolt of lightning, he told me to be 
ready to catch you.” 
 
“That’s supposed to prove he loves me? Before knocking me off a cliff, he made sure someone 
would keep me from hitting the ground?” I groaned and covered my mask with my hands. 
Makuta had no doubt told him to try to persuade me to stay. “It’s not your fault, Shadrahk. You 
have no way of knowing what it really means to love someone.” 
 
Shadrahk sat up straighter. “Maybe not. All I know is that I don’t want you to go away, either. 
You have no idea how much better our lives are with you here. But it’s my duty to serve you, so 
that’s what I’ll do. Even if it means you’ll leave us.” 
 
I looked at Shadrahk in surprise. “It’s very kind of you to say that.” But then, Makuta had 
probably told him to act loyal. 
 
Therahk hissed, and Shadrahk interpreted. “He says we’ll really miss the games.” 
 
“Well, now that you know how to play them, you can organize yourselves,” I shrugged. Then I 
smiled at them. “It’s been lots of fun teaching you. But I really want to go home.” 
 
“If you won’t stay with Master, then you basically have three options,” said Shadrahk. “The first 
is to tell him you will, and then say you’ve changed your mind after Po-Koro is finished.” 
 
“I’m not going to resort to lies,” I frowned. “That’s sinking to his level.” 
 
“Option two is to escape.” 
 
“I’ve already ruled that one out. Even if I got away, he might track me down,” I sighed. 
 
“He most definitely would,” nodded Shadrahk. “Then you’re left with the third option. We’ll go 
to war against him,” reasoned the dark Rahkshi. 
 
“Fight Makuta? That’s crazy!” I gasped. I looked at him suspiciously. Why would Shadrahk 
want to fight his master? Perhaps he had other reasons to rebel, of which I was unaware. 
 
“Well, obviously, a direct attack would be suicide. We’ll have to resort to strategy and trickery, 
because Master’s so powerful. But that’s the most efficient way to wage war, anyway. As 
General Tzu says, ‘All warfare is based on deception.’” 
 
My eyes narrowed. “Have you been sneaking into your father’s library?” 
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Shadrahk’s reptilian face twisted into something that resembled a smile. “It’s really handy being 
the Rahkshi of Darkness. If Master isn’t looking for me, he doesn’t see me.” 
 
Therahk hissed, and Shadrahk said, “If you decide to fight Master, you’ll have our help.” 
 
I looked back and forth between them. “You two can’t be serious. Your master controls all of 
you! Besides, how could we deceive him in battle, when he can read our minds?” 
 
“Can you think of any other choices?” asked Shadrahk. 
 
I thought for a moment. “Yes, I can. I’ll go to him and demand that he give me a fair chance to 
do the job he assigned to me.” 
 
“It’s bold, but it just might work,” shrugged Shadrahk. “I think you should try it, Mistress. Shall 
we go back to the lair?” I nodded. He spread the word, and we got ready to make a dash for the 
shelter of Mangaia. 
 
The Rahkshi raced through the cloud of fiery drops. Shadrahk leaned forward to cover me as 
well as he could. Once we were away from the village, the sky cleared, and we slowed down 
again. We plunged into the cool of the tunnels, our protodermis skins throbbing with dozens of 
small burns. When we got to the living room, Therahk got to work healing me and then the 
others.  
 
Makuta handed me a glass of iced tea. “Hello, beautiful,” he smiled. “You must be hot and tired 
after your long night of work.” 
 
I smashed the glass on the floor and glared at him. The Rahkshi stopped walking toward the 
dining room to watch us. “Let’s skip the politeness, Makuta. You’ve made it impossible for me 
to do the task you’ve given me. And you’re putting me and the Rahkshi in danger every night. 
All I ask is that you stop this infernal weather and let us finish.” 
 
Makuta started to embrace me, but I backed away. Then I felt my feet stick to the floor as if by a 
strong magnetic force. He enfolded me in his arms as one would comfort a lost child. 
 
“My precious,” he purred, “you’re so right. I’ve been very negligent, not protecting you from my 
weather experiments. Can you forgive me?” 
 
“If you stop, yes,” I said into his chest. 
 
He let go and led me toward the dining room. “I’ll make every possible effort in my power to 
keep the skies clear above you,” he smiled. 
 
“And the earth stable below me?” I asked. 
 
“And the earth stable below you,” he agreed. 
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“No hurricanes or high winds?” 
 
“No hurricanes or high winds.” 
 
“Good,” I muttered. 
 
“You’re going to love the Kraahkan the boys carved for me, princess. I can’t thank you enough 
for teaching them such artistry,” he said, pulling out my chair for me. I took my seat in front of a 
feast of roast duck, wild rice, and asparagus shoots as he walked to the other end of the table. 
 
I looked down the long row of Rahkshi, and at the other table full of them next to ours. I realized 
that each one, besides wielding a power of his master, also had one of his personality traits. 
Kurahk had his irascibility; Thermorahk, his wit; Accurahk, his perfectionism; Lerahk, his sense 
of mischief; Turahk, his desire to dominate; Pinky, his affection; and Shadrahk, his secrecy. 
Knowing the legend of Mata Nui, I was somewhat surprised there was no Rahkshi of Jealousy.  
 
“Nice job, Mistress,” whispered Shadrahk, seated to my right. “You see? He does love you.” 
 
I rolled my eyes. These creatures had really low standards for love. 
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Chapter 24: Rumors of War 
 
Much to my relief, Makuta let all of the Rahkshi go with us the next night, except for Pinky. As 
we spread out over the village, each Rahkshi to his carving, Shadrahk told me about his 
conversation with Pinky during recreation time. “Pinky says Master is treating him well. Master 
made him a whole pot of decaf last night.” 
 
I laughed. “I’m sure Pinky would rather have had the real thing, but he probably enjoyed it, 
anyway.” 
 
“That’s not good, Mistress. Master is going to win his favor that way.” 
 
“I don’t see where you’re going with this, Shadrahk.” 
 
The Rahkshi plucked a lone blade of grass off the ground and began to chew it thoughtfully. 
“Well, Mistress, it’s like this. Master has promised to relent with the weather, but I’m certain his 
heart is unchanged. His desire for you to stay will drive him to find some other way to hinder our 
work. And with Pinky stuck in the lair all night, the best thing we can do is get him to spy for 
us.” 
 
“Are you pushing this war idea again?” I frowned. 
 
“I’m not promoting it, per se,” replied Shadrahk. “But if worst comes to worst, we must be 
prepared for anything.” 
 
“Shadrahk, fighting a virtually omnipotent being could only end in disaster,” I sighed. “We just 
need to work as fast as possible while he’s in a good mood.” 
 
“Of course, Mistress. But in the meantime, we should keep Pinky happy. ‘What enables the wise 
commander to strike and conquer is foreknowledge,’ says General Tzu. ‘None should be more 
liberally rewarded than spies.’” 
 
I was starting to suspect that Shadrahk actually wanted a war, so he could test his budding 
knowledge of strategy against his father’s. But I didn’t want to be involved in this personal 
power struggle. “I’m going to be nice to Pinky whether he spies for us or not. But I’m not going 
to entertain any more talk of war,” I said firmly. 
 
“Very well, Mistress,” said Shadrahk, taking a polite little bow. “I’ll to see to the work crews, 
then.” He took a picture of the kolhii stadium and flew over to supervise Guurahk and Panrahk. 
 
I turned to Therahk and shrugged. Therahk hissed softly. 
 
Hours passed, with only the sounds of chipping and occasional hissing. The statues were all set 
back upright and the burn marks chiseled off the stone. Two more Path of Prophecy statues were 
finished. Guurahk carved another kolhii ball to sit above the main gate, and Gravirahk used his 
power to levitate it while Guurahk and Vorahk guided it into place. By break time, most of the 
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huts were complete, and others were already helping the two who were working on the stadium. 
The Rahkshi assembled in the center of the village, where Vorahk showed them a new tactic, 
whereby a fighter could use the enemy’s momentum against him by grabbing him as he lunged 
and then flipping him overhead. He demonstrated the move on Frigirahk, who landed with a thud 
in the sand. Frigirahk jumped up and hissed with annoyance. But Vorahk sent Pyrorahk against 
him, and the ice-resistant Rahkshi flipped his brother just as easily as he had been tossed. He 
hissed gleefully. The workers split into pairs and began to practice the technique. 
 
Suddenly the Rahkshi stopped what they were doing and tilted their heads as if listening to 
something. Then they crowded around Shadrahk and began hissing. 
 
“What’s going on, Shadrahk?” I asked. 
 
“Master has invited everyone back to the lair for a pizza party,” he said with a frown. “But I’m 
telling them they should really stay and work. I don’t think Master is offering the pizza without a 
price, if you know what I mean.” 
 
I scratched my head. “Actually, I don’t,” I replied. 
 
He leaned closer and said in a low voice, “Master is going to send them against us.” 
 
“How do you know that?” I whispered back.  
 
“Because he told me to keep you safe when they attack,” he hissed.  
 
My mind reeled. Was Shadrahk telling the truth? Or was he using an innocent celebration to 
bring about the war he craved to fight against his master? Or was Makuta behind everything, 
even his minion’s mutinous thoughts? Before I could decide, Shadrahk turned to the workers and 
announced, “A choice has been set before you, brothers. If you wish to do the right thing, and 
forsake the pleasures of Master’s table to pledge your loyalty to Mistress, then you are more than 
welcome to stay. If you would abandon her in time of need for a mouthful of his delicacies, then 
go now, and don’t come back.” 
 
The Rahkshi milled around for a few more seconds before about half of them took off in the 
direction of Mangaia. The others hissed among themselves and then gathered around Shadrahk 
and me. I stared in astonishment as Shadrahk said, “These, then, are your warriors, Mistress.” He 
quickly took a head count. “We’ll need to set up some defensive positions and prepare for an 
exploratory offensive foray. We can ill afford to be unprepared.” 
 
“Wait, Shadrahk. I can’t risk open war with your master,” I protested. Even if he was right, I 
didn’t want his actions to trigger a conflict with the Master of Shadows if there was some way to 
avoid it. 
 
He removed the blade of grass from his mouth. “Mistress,” he said calmly, “war is upon you, 
whether you would risk it or not.” 
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I scanned the crowd of Rahkshi, who were looking at me expectantly. Maybe Makuta was 
simply distracting the others with the pizza party, and they would soon return to help again. Or 
maybe Shadrahk really knew what was in the mind of his master. “All right, I suppose we should 
set up some lookout posts, just in case. But let’s focus on getting the work done. And we should 
avoid doing anything that might be seen as a provocation. All right?” 
 
“Yes, Mistress,” he replied. “You have nineteen of us, and yourself. We’ll keep Guurahk, 
Panrahk, Laserahk, Thermorahk, and Plasmarahk here to do the carving, obviously. They’ll be 
helped by Densirahk, Gravirahk, Accurahk, Lentirahk, Pyrorahk, Florahk, and Elastorahk. I 
propose we put Vorahk in charge of organizing the defenses, and he can use Turahk, Lerahk, and 
Meteorahk. Telerahk will be responsible for communications with the troops, since he can get 
back and forth instantly. And of course Therahk and I will stay by your side.” 
 
“All right,” I sighed. “Make it so.”  
 
The Rahkshi of Darkness stood up a little straighter and ordered everyone to get to work. I 
watched my construction crew, now reduced from thirty-nine to twelve, resume their places 
around the site. The five who had been chosen to defend us conferred briefly, and then three of 
them flew off to nearby cliffs. Vorahk continued to lend his strength to the building effort, but he 
stopped once in a while to hiss with Telerahk, who teleported himself back and forth between the 
guard posts and the village. 
 
The remaining Rahkshi worked hard. In an hour the carvers had finished a fourth Matoran head 
in front of the main gate, and there were only two huts left to complete. The stadium walls were 
done, and about half of the bleachers were smooth and level. Meteorahk looked up at the stars 
and hissed to Shadrahk, and I guessed that he was saying that the missing Rahkshi would be 
finished with their pizza by now.  Telerahk and Vorahk had a quick discussion, and the 
teleportation Rahkshi made his rounds again. The tension in the air was palpable. 
 
Sure enough, Telerahk came right back with his report. “He says there are two groups of three 
Rahkshi approaching from the southeast.” 
 
But were they friends or foes? If they were returning to work for me, it would be a grave mistake 
to attack them. Still, I didn’t want to endanger my loyal, hard-working Rahkshi, or allow their 
work on the village to be damaged. “Telerahk, if you fly out to meet them and they are hostile in 
any way, you can safely teleport yourself away, right?” I asked. The blue and green Rahkshi 
nodded. “Then please do so.” 
 
In a few minutes Telerahk returned, looking bedraggled. His movements were jerky, and arcs of 
electricity danced over his body. “Telerahk!” I cried in alarm. Therahk stepped up to him and 
waved his staff, and the teleportation Rahkshi’s spasms stopped. I sighed with relief. 
 
“Now do you believe me, Mistress?” asked Shadrahk grimly. “Vorahk!” The black Rahkshi 
saluted. “Put together an attack squad, and ring the village with defenders!” 
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Vorahk and Telerahk hissed at one another. Then Vorahk singled out a few Rahkshi from among 
the workers, who had gathered around him. 
 
I wondered if the Rahkshi who had hit Telerahk—obviously Electrorahk—had done it out of 
personal aggression, or if this was really an organized attack. “Please be careful,” I implored 
Vorahk. “Don’t hurt anyone unless it’s absolutely necessary. They could just be a few 
troublemakers.” 
 
“Doubtful, Mistress,” replied Shadrahk. “This is what happened. When Telerahk got to Turahk’s 
outpost, Turahk showed him the three headed his way. Telerahk appeared right in front of them, 
and Electrorahk landed next to him. Telerahk asked him if they were returning to work on the 
village, and Electrorahk told him, ‘No, Master says we get to wreck the village now!’ Telerahk 
said, ‘That’s not fair to Mistress.’ And then Electrorahk zapped him.” 
 
“Oh, no,” I groaned as two teams of four Rahkshi flew away to confront our attackers, while 
others took defensive posts. Vorahk followed at a distance. Telerahk transported himself away 
again, probably to check in with the guards. 
 
Shadrahk and Therahk and I flew up to the lookout post. “Don’t worry about anyone getting hurt, 
Mistress. They can’t use their powers at full strength while they’re flying. If they land to shoot, 
we can dodge them. If our fighters knock them out of the air, they’ll be too disoriented to use 
their powers until our soldiers are on top of them. And if we do injure them, they’ll heal, or 
Master can heal them. And we have Therahk on our side, if any of our number get hurt.” 
Therahk hissed and nodded. 
 
“Well, that’s reassuring to hear, Shadrahk. And at least we don’t have to defeat your master, just 
fend off these attacks. But I hope we don’t get too distracted with all this.” I looked back down at 
the carvers, who were working with redoubled effort. 
 
The teams of Rahkshi receded toward the horizon, and then I saw the dots of the other Rahkshi 
approaching. They engaged my Rahkshi in a dogfight, looping and swerving around each other. I 
saw a few dots plummet to the ground, but I couldn’t see which ones they were. Then a dot 
began to fly rapidly toward us, followed by several others. As the lead Rahkshi came into view, I 
recognized Disruptirahk and gasped. I had never seen him use his power, but its very name, 
molecular disruption, bode ill for my almost-rebuilt village. 
 
Vorahk and Pyrorahk were zooming after the renegade Rahkshi. I could see Turahk flying in 
from his post, and Shadrahk leaped into the air, too. Turahk intercepted Disruptirahk, and they 
collided and fell right in front of the Path of Prophecies. Vorahk turned around and dove onto 
Electrorahk, who was following them. They swiped at each other with their staffs, but both 
missed and flew around for another pass. Pyrorahk landed next to Disruptirahk and struck him in 
the head with his staff as he got up. But Fulgorahk had reached them, and he tumbled onto 
Pyrorahk and took him down. Disruptirahk vaulted over the heads of the two carvers, 
Thermorahk and Laserahk, and aimed his staff at the kolhii ball over the gate. As Laserahk spun 
and tackled him, the edge of the disruption power stream struck the ball. It glowed orange for a 
moment before it exploding. A mist of incredibly fine grains of sand rained down on our heads. 
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The gases and water vapor that had been trapped in the stone were released with a strange 
hissing sound. 
 
Turahk blasted Disruptirahk with his staff, and the disruption Rahkshi cringed. The Rahkshi of 
Fear, his feet firmly planted, swung his staff and aimed at the other attackers, who were just 
flying over, and then at Electrorahk, who was lying on the ground with Vorahk sitting on him. 
Sonirahk had quietly landed and shattered one of the Matoran head statues with high-frequency 
sound before Shadrahk threw him down and Turahk shot him with a fear beam. The assailants all 
fled in fear, and the defenders returned. Shadrahk and Vorahk gathered their soldiers and 
assessed the damage.  
 
“We’ll have to replace that blasted ball again, and that statue,” groaned Shadrahk. “But everyone 
is basically all right.” Pyrorahk opened his back and shook out the sand, and Laserahk snapped it 
closed for him. 
 
“I guess we can’t go back to the lair for dinner,” I said. 
 
“Definitely not. But we can hunt and gather. We kraata are scavengers by nature. Vorahk? 
Florahk?” The two Rahkshi flew away. 
 
My Rahkshi went back into the village, except for the guards, who flew back to their posts. I 
turned to Shadrahk in despair. “This is awful. With just one attack by a handful of Rahkshi, 
they’ve set us back a few hours already. It’s always harder to build things than to wreck them. 
We’re outnumbered, and they have the ultimate weapon—your master. I don’t see how we’re 
going to finish this village.” 
 
Shadrahk looked thoughtful. “Mistress, there’s something we have that they don’t. Have you 
noticed that the Rahkshi who have stayed with you are the ones who have been with you the 
longest, and the ones to whom you’ve shown mercy? To quote General Tzu, ‘He will win whose 
army is animated by the same spirit throughout all its ranks.’ Those others are fighting because 
they put pizza before principles. But we, your loyal Rahkshi, are fighting because we know it’s 
right to give you a fair chance to build the villages.” 
 
I shook my head. “I don’t like the way this is turning you against your brothers and your father, 
Shadrahk.” I thought of Pinky and wondered if Makuta would send him against us, too. 
 
“You forget that we like to fight,” he laughed. 
 
Vorahk flew slowly back into the village with a slain Mukau across his legs and a load of dead 
wood piled on top. Florahk was carrying a lapful of fruit. They piled the wood on the ground in 
the center of the village, and Thermorahk set it ablaze. Soon the Mukau was roasting over the 
fire on a spit made from the handles of two kolhii sticks. In an hour, just as the sun began to rise, 
the meat was ready. Laserahk carved it while Florahk set portions of fruit onto flat stones for 
everyone, and the Rahkshi and I sat in the shadows of the cave and ate. 
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“Well, it’s not the gourmet fare your master has been feeding us, but this is pretty good!” I 
remarked in surprise.  
   
Suddenly Makuta materialized in the middle of the square. “Speak of the devil…” I muttered 
under my breath. 
 
“What’s that, Mistress?” asked Shadrahk, but I was already walking out to meet Makuta. I 
gripped my axes tightly as I stopped a few bios away from him. 
 
“So, has it really come to this, darling?” he asked sadly. “What a cruel twist of fate. The one I 
would take up in my arms has taken up arms against me.” 
 
“You haven’t given me much choice, Makuta,” I replied solemnly. 
 
“Why don’t you come back to Mangaia with me, where we can negotiate in comfort?” 
 
After hearing that he had told his Rahkshi they could destroy the village, I didn’t want to leave it. 
“I don’t think so, Makuta. I’m going to stay here until we’re finished.” 
 
“Oh, that might take a very long time, my lovely,” he grinned. 
 
I frowned. “Call off your Rahkshi and let us build in peace.”  
 
“And what will you do for me in exchange? Come back to me, and grace my lair with your 
presence forever?” 
 
I started to stammer an answer, but I really couldn’t think of anything to offer. “We don’t mean 
you or the others any harm, but we’ll defend ourselves and our work if we have to,” I finally 
replied. 
 
As Makuta walked up to me, I found my axes becoming too heavy to hold. They dropped to the 
ground. He loomed over me ominously. “Hasta la vista, baby.” Then he spun on his heels and 
vanished. 
 
Shadrahk had come out of the cave and was standing behind me. “It’s not too late to go with 
him, Mistress. He’s only doing this out of love.” 
 
“Going with your master is even more frightening to me than fighting him,” I sighed, staring at 
the spot where Makuta had stood. I turned around to face Shadrahk. “General, prepare for a 
siege.” 
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Chapter 25: The Siege of Po-Koro 
 
General Shadrahk seemed to relish his new assignment of making preparations for the 
prospective siege. He moved around the village of stone, talking to various groups of Rahkshi. 
Every now and then he would stop and renew the shroud of darkness that he had established over 
the village with his powers, which enabled the Rahkshi to work well into the morning hours 
before he finally got too fatigued to maintain it.  
 
Vorahk, Gravirahk, and Densirahk had gone hunting again, but instead of bringing back dead 
prey, they carried weightless, powerless livestock. They set several Maha and Mukau down in a 
corner of the village. Florahk and I planted and watered a row of vines, which grew to form the 
other two sides of a makeshift corral. By the time the animals regained their strength, there was 
grass growing in the enclosure for them. Then Florahk planted a garden of berry and melon vines 
for us. 
 
With our food supply assured and guards stationed in the shadows of the cliffs, the rest of us 
crept back into the cave and went to sleep. I missed the leather couch and blanket, but I was too 
tired to think about it for long. 
 
When night fell again, Shadrahk gently prodded me awake, and after some fruit for breakfast, we 
got back to work again. The guards were rotated so those who had been on day duty could sleep. 
Vorahk pushed a large stone in front of the cave to muffle the sounds of chiseling for them. 
 
As I watered the garden, I noticed a bright orange creature on one of the leaves. I bent over to 
pluck it off, thinking it was a really large caterpillar, when I realized it was actually a kraata. I 
backed quickly away. 
 
“Oh, that’s Neezy,” said Shadrahk. “You don’t have to be afraid of him. He’s a Stage Six, so he 
knows not to infect you.” 
 
“He’s—he’s translucent!” I exclaimed. “What’s his power?” 
 
“Amnesia. I don’t think he made it onto the kraata powers list, because he’s the only one of his 
kind, and the Turaga never caught him.” 
 
“So if he were a Rahkshi, he could make you forget your past? Like your master did to the 
Matoran when they came from Metru Nui?” 
 
“Exactly,” replied Shadrahk. “Maybe Master’s done it to us at some point, too. Perhaps we’ve 
had adventures we don’t even remember. There’s no way to know.” 
 
This thought sent a shiver up my spine. I decided to busy myself by checking on the carving 
work. Plasmarahk had hewn another large chunk of stone from the cliff to replace the statue 
Sonirahk had shattered, and Panrahk had shaped it roughly into a Matoran head. Gravirahk and 
Elastorahk were chipping stone off the back of it, and Thermorahk was refining the curves of the 
forehead and adding eyes when I walked up. 
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“Excellent work, guys. Thermorahk, that face is looking great,” I smiled. Temporarily blinded 
from the intense heat, he blinked at me, or rather, at the location of my voice. He hissed softly, 
put his hands on the sculpture to figure out where he was, and resumed his carving. 
 
Laserahk and two others were putting the finishing touches on another statue, and I 
complimented his crew’s work as well. There was only one more Path of Prophecy sculpture to 
finish now, along with the kolhii stadium, which was lacking only a few seats. Guurahk had 
crafted another kolhii ball, and he, Pyrorahk, and Densirahk were gathering around it, making 
plans to lift it back on top of the gate. With many of the carvers sleeping or guarding the village, 
work proceeded more slowly, but the Rahkshi were still making steady progress. 
 
Shadrahk flew up and landed next to me as I surveyed the village from the lookout post. “Since 
Telerahk is asleep,” he said, “I’ll go check on the outposts.” He nodded to me and flew away. He 
returned in a few minutes. “All clear,” he reported. “But as soon as they finish their breakfast, I 
expect they will be back.” 
 
“It’s a race against time,” I remarked. “Listen, Shadrahk, I’m really grateful for what you’re 
doing for me. But I can’t help but worry that we’ll be defeated, and your master will punish you 
severely.” 
 
“Mistress, helping you is the right thing to do. It’s worth the risk.” 
 
“Both of us have a lot riding on this outcome,” I sighed. 
 
Shadrahk looked me in the eye. “Have you forgotten what you told me in Ta-Koro? Don’t you 
still believe that good will prevail over evil?” 
 
I stared at him in surprise. “Well, overall, of course I do. But unfortunately, good doesn’t win 
every battle along the way.” 
 
“Even though evil is more ruthless, good has some military advantages, Mistress,” he smiled. 
“You’ve taught us to work in unity. ‘An Army is a team. It lives, sleeps, eats, and fights as a 
team. This individual heroic stuff is pure…’ well, Maha dung.” 
  
“That doesn’t sound like General Tzu,” I grinned. 
 
“Nope. General George S. Patton.” He scanned the horizon again. “Oh, I see Meteorahk flying 
from his post. I’d better go see what’s going on.” He sprang up and flew away to the southwest. 
 
I thought about what Shadrahk had just said to me. Perhaps his moral stance was simply a trick 
of Makuta’s. But this eerily intelligent Rahkshi seemed to appreciate the practical results of 
mercy and compassion when he saw me showing them to the other Rahkshi. Either way, I had 
little choice but to accept his protection if I wanted the work to progress. And finishing the work 
seemed to be my only ticket home. 
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Shadrahk returned right away with bad news. “Here they come,” he said grimly. “I’ll go mobilize 
the troops.” He dove down into the village and summoned the others. Soon a squadron of seven 
Rahkshi was flying in V-formation toward Meteorahk’s post. Therahk flew up from the village 
to watch with me. 
 
 This time the fight happened away from the village, near some cliffs. In the distance, I could see 
a pitched elemental battle taking place, presumably between Meteorahk and Cyclorahk. For a 
while there was so much sand in the air I couldn’t see anything. When it cleared, I saw the 
Rahkshi swooping and diving on each other, knocking each other out of the sky. The fallen were 
pounced on by the victors and disabled with flashes of powers, which I couldn’t distinguish from 
my vantage in the lookout post. There was a loud rumbling of falling stone at one point. I cringed 
every time I saw a blast of dark energy, hoping it wasn’t one of my Rahkshi getting hurt. For that 
matter, I didn’t want the others to get hurt, either. I hoped they would just get discouraged and 
give up. But with their master’s stubbornness, I doubted that would happen. 
 
In a little while my Rahkshi returned, some draped limply over the shoulders of others. Therahk 
and I met them at the gate, and he began to administer his healing. Several of the fighters had 
injuries of varying severity from crashing into each other or the ground. And a few of them were 
suffering from the effects of their opponents’ powers. Guurahk was so confused that he kept 
wandering off into the desert, but Panrahk patiently led him back to the village. Meteorahk was 
fast asleep in Shadrahk’s lap. And Lerahk had apparently been magnetized. He was stuck to 
Lentirahk’s back. Lentirahk hauled him into the village and sat on a rock to wait until the effect 
wore off and they could pull themselves apart. 
 
“Thank goodness everyone is in one piece,” I breathed. “Thank you all very much. You did a 
terrific job. Not one of them got through! How did you get them to break off their attack?”  
 
“Well, Meteorahk held them off with a sandstorm until the rest of us could get there. Then 
Vorahk sapped a few of them, and I hit two with darkness and blinded them, and Guurahk and 
Panrahk made a landslide fall on the rest.” 
 
“Will they be all right?” 
 
“Them? They’ll be fine,” shrugged Shadrahk. “Let’s get back to work.” He assigned some fresh 
troops to the guard stations, and everyone else returned to his carving. The Rahkshi who had 
been asleep wandered out of the cave and joined the construction activity. Shadrahk and I 
returned to the lookout post. 
 
Soon the noise of chipping echoed off the cliffs around the village again. Guurahk, Pyrorahk, and 
Densirahk went back to their kolhii ball and began to lift and guide it toward its place on top of 
the gate. But just then, Telerahk appeared next to us and hissed at Shadrahk. 
 
“Here we go again,” said Shadrahk. He flew down into the village and organized another group 
of fighters, and they took off, this time toward the south. I watched with dread as they engaged a 
pack of Makuta’s Rahkshi. Lightning flashed in a cloudless sky, and a huge swarm of Nui-Rama 
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appeared from behind a cliff. The huge insects attacked fiercely until they began to drop heavily 
from the sky, one by one. 
 
The dots swirled and struck at each other again and again. Finally they began to fly swiftly 
toward Po-Koro. I spotted Entorahk and Sonirahk in the lead, pursued by three of my Rahkshi. 
But this time, Vorahk had arrayed several defenders in front of the Path of Prophecy. They 
hissed at each other as the attackers approached. Lentirahk aimed his staff at Entorahk, and he 
tumbled to the ground. Meteorahk swept Sonirahk from the air with a tiny, focused tornado. 
Entorahk struggled to get up in slow motion, but Lentirahk pinned him to the sand. Before 
Meteorahk could summon another vortex of wind, however, Sonirahk was able to get to his feet 
and point his weapon. I heard an ominous humming noise for a moment before the new kolhii 
ball, which Guurahk and his brothers had just placed on top of the gate, shattered into a thousand 
shards of stone. Guurahk, hissing furiously, fired a blast at his feet and sent him flying. Then he 
pounced on the Rahkshi of Sonics and began to bludgeon his head with his staff. 
 
Vorahk ran over and touched Sonirahk with his staff, then pulled Guurahk off him. Guurahk 
reluctantly backed away. Then Vorahk incapacitated Entorahk. He hauled both immobile 
Rahkshi to his commander, who was standing just inside the gate. Therahk flew me down to 
meet them. 
 
Shadrahk leaned in close to the fallen Rahkshi’s faces. “You each have a choice, Entorahk and 
Sonirahk. You may help with the building effort, working in harmony with these others, and we 
will provide you food and shelter. Or, your kraata will be pulled from your Rahkshi armor so that 
one of those over there can drive it and do the work.” He gestured at the garden, where a couple 
of wild kraata were grazing on the fruit vines. They turned their heads to look at Shadrahk. 
 
“Will that really work, Shadrahk?” I whispered. 
 
“Yes, Mistress. If the kraata are the wrong type, they won’t have any powers in the Rahkshi 
armor, but they will still be able to fly, work, and so on.” He turned back to the captives. “When 
your strength returns, give me your answer.” Then he pivoted on his heel to greet the returning 
troops. 
 
My loyal Rahkshi straggled in. Laserahk was carrying Plasmarahk, who had been put in stasis. 
And Telerahk and Florahk were hissing angrily at each other. Shadrahk gestured to Densirahk, 
and they pulled the two enraged Rahkshi apart before the argument came to blows. Therahk 
mended a dislocated knee and some lightning burns. 
 
We walked back into the village. Vorahk was gripping the prisoners’ arms. They hissed meekly 
at Shadrahk, who replied, “Good. I’m glad you are willing to be reasonable about this. Vorahk, 
take them to Panrahk, and ask him to put the new recruits to work.” Therahk waved his staff to 
heal Sonirahk’s dented head. 
 
As they headed toward the kolhii stadium, I complimented Shadrahk on the treatment of the 
prisoners. “It wasn’t my idea,” he said. “General Tzu calls that ‘using the conquered foe to 
augment one's own strength.’ Why waste a couple of strong backs?” 
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Telerahk appeared before us with more news. Shadrahk listened and then shook his head. “Three 
more Rahkshi on the horizon.” 
 
Vorahk led a party of five out of the gate, and Therahk and I watched nervously from the lookout 
post. But instead of fighting, the incoming Rahkshi landed and threw their staffs on the ground. 
They spoke with my Rahkshi, and then all eight of them returned to the village. I smiled when I 
recognized the extra three as Pinky, Illusorahk, and Chamelerahk. We flew down to greet them. 
 
Shadrahk translated Pinky’s excited hissing. “Pinky persuaded his friends to sneak out of the lair 
with him. They want to join us.” 
 
“Well, of course they’re more than welcome!” I exclaimed, patting Pinky’s arm. “How did you 
escape your master’s watchful eye?” 
 
Shadrahk listened, then said, “Pinky changed himself into an end table, and Chamelerahk 
blended into the stone wall. Then Illusorahk created an illusion of himself on the other side of the 
room and made a lot of noise. They all crept toward the tunnel in the shadows when Master was 
looking the other way.” 
 
“Brilliant, guys! Thanks for braving the danger to come over to our side,” I smiled. “Come on in. 
Let’s get you to work.” 
 
Pinky hissed some more, and Shadrahk said, “Master is planning a big attack. The entire group 
of Rahkshi is coming to surround the village. They are already on the move.” 
 
“Oh, no,” I gasped. 
 
“Actually, Mistress, that’s not a bad thing,” said the dark Rahkshi calmly. “When they take up 
positions, we’ll know exactly where they are. We’re ready for a long siege, with the provisions 
we’ve made. And now we outnumber them.” 
 
“But won’t they just hammer at us incessantly and keep us from working?” I asked, worried. 
 
“They’ll try to. But a siege is very frustrating for the attacking commander. Whoever he is, he 
will lose patience after a while and get sloppy. He’ll send troops into hopeless situations, and 
we’ll capture them and get stronger.” 
 
My eyes widened. “You’re very confident, Shadrahk. But what if your master joins the fight 
himself?” 
 
“If he does, we’ll lose right away. But it’s not Master’s style to fight as long as he still has 
minions to do the dirty work. By the time he realizes they’ve been defeated, we’ll have finished 
the village.” 
 
I had to laugh at Shadrahk’s assessment of the enemy. Apparently he knew his father well. 
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Shadrahk took the five best carvers aside and put Guurahk in charge of them. He conferred with 
Vorahk, and they divided up the remaining Rahkshi into the original four divisions under 
Accurahk, Gravirahk, Turahk, and Telerahk, rearranging a few of them to make the numbers 
even. Vorahk sent Gravirahk’s group to the cave for a short nap so they would be fresh for day 
watch duty. 
 
Thermorahk and I set about preparing dinner. He dispatched two Maha with a quick slash to the 
throat and started a fire. I tended the meat as it cooked, rotating it on the kolhii stick spits over 
the blaze. When it was almost ready, Florahk harvested some melons and greens from the 
garden. A wild kraata hissed with annoyance as he flicked it off a vine. Florahk also picked me a 
bouquet of little yellow flowers. I smiled, thanked him, and tucked them into my shoulder armor. 
  
Telerahk came in to report that enemy troops were encircling the village, taking positions behind 
the surrounding cliffs just out of firing range. Accurahk’s division, distributed atop the natural 
stone walls of Po-Koro, kept a close eye on them, but they made no threatening moves. “The 
waiting game works in our favor,” explained Shadrahk. “As soon as they start mobilizing, we’ll 
execute my counterstrike plan. But until then, we’ll just keep working.” 
 
When we sat down to dinner, I got an update on the construction from Guurahk. The kolhii 
stadium was finished at last. Panrahk had roughed out the one remaining Path of Prophecies 
statue, and Plasmarahk had cut a chunk of stone for the kolhii ball—the third one, Guurahk 
pointed out with a sigh. 
 
Vorahk woke Gravirahk’s group for supper, and Turahk’s crew replaced Accurahk’s on guard 
duty. As I dished up the food for the two groups, it occurred to me that I had served as 
construction foreman, coach, governess, and prison warden on Makuta Island. Now I could add 
‘army cook’ to the list. 
 
After we cleaned up, Shadrahk recommended I get some rest. “I’ll wake you if anything 
important happens,” he assured me. “Sleep well, Mistress.” I crawled into the cave with 
Accurahk’s and Telerahk’s troops and lay my head on the pillow of vines that Pinky had woven 
for me. I tossed and turned for a little while before I was overcome with fatigue and fell asleep. 
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Chapter 26: Six… Down 
 
I woke to the noise of explosions. I crawled out of the cave into the mid-morning light to see a 
piece of the cliff across from me covered with arcs of electricity. Then it collapsed onto a group 
of huts. 
 
Rahkshi were flying everywhere, and Shadrahk was barking orders. Therahk pulled me back into 
the cave. In a few minutes the noises stopped, and the dust began to settle. 
 
Shadrahk popped his head into the cave. “It’s safe to come out, now, Mistress,” he said. “We’ve 
sustained some damage, but it’s not too bad.” 
 
I stood up, stretched, and looked around. Gravirahk’s crew was inspecting the pile of rubble. 
Nothing else was broken, apparently. Then I saw Guurahk hissing crossly and gesturing at the 
gate. The kolhii ball had once more fallen to the ground and smashed. 
 
“A couple hours after sunrise, they saw that we were still working on the village under my 
mantle of darkness, and Confusirahk led an attack on us,” explained Shadrahk. “They probably 
realized we would finish while they were sleeping, if they didn’t do something about it. 
Unfortunately, the key elements for my counterstrike plan were asleep, so we just defended 
ourselves. Electrorahk broke through our lines, and then he eluded capture. I apologize, Mistress. 
I should have had an alternate strategy prepared.” 
 
“You were going to work all day?” I asked incredulously. I noticed that the Rahkshi of Darkness 
looked very tired. “Thanks, Shadrahk. But now that they’ve caused this much destruction, you 
should probably just go to sleep. You won’t make it until nightfall.” 
 
“True, Mistress,” he agreed. “I’d better not succumb to the temptation play the hero, and 
endanger the whole plan by being too tired to fight. That no-good gray-green son-of-a-dog is no 
doubt planning some kind of desperate all-out assault when we’re almost done.” 
 
I patted his back, trying to hide my worry. He hissed some orders to Vorahk, then crept into the 
cave to get some rest. Therahk did his medic duties, and Turahk deployed fresh soldiers to the 
lookouts. Everyone settled into their places for the night, and I went back to sleep. 
 
The next time I woke, it was dark. Plasmarahk was hollowing out some new huts while 
Gravirahk’s team cleared the rubble. Guurahk picked out a piece of stone from the debris to use 
for the kolhii ball. As Sonirahk passed by with an armload of rock chips, Guurahk hissed at him 
resentfully. 
 
Shadrahk stepped in between them. “Guurahk!” he snapped. “Meet your new helper, Sonirahk.” 
He gestured at the Rahkshi of Sonics. “You will work together in harmony to make the new 
kolhii ball. Is that clear?” Guurahk nodded. 
 
Shadrahk turned around and saw me. “I won’t have discord among my troops,” he muttered. 
“They’ll just have to learn to get along.” 
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Guurahk hissed with resignation as he rolled the irregular piece of rock away from the crushed 
huts to a clearing, Sonirahk tagging along behind him. 
 
The sound of chiseling began to echo across the village as the Rahkshi worked on the 
replacement huts. Laserahk flew in the gate and hissed excitedly at Shadrahk. “The Path of 
Prophecy statues are finished,” announced the Rahkshi of Darkness.  
 
The Rahkshi and I followed him out the gate to admire the amazing work of the carvers. I caught 
my breath as I gazed at the row of sculptures, as beautifully detailed as the ones the Matoran had 
crafted in a happier age. “All right, back to work,” ordered Shadrahk. But he was smiling. 
“Vorahk, double the number of troops around the gate.” 
 
Florahk walked among the Rahkshi, handing out melons. The workers, determined to finish, 
didn’t want to stop for breakfast. They gulped the fruit down whole. 
 
Guurahk and Sonirahk worked on their kolhii ball with a considerable amount of squabbling, but 
when it was finished, they proudly lugged it to the gate together. They flew over to Gravirahk to 
ask for his help to set it atop the spires. But Shadrahk said, “Wait until the huts are done to put 
that thing up. It’s obviously their favorite target.” Guurahk hissed in agreement, and the two 
workers joined the hut construction crew. 
 
Shadrahk called Vorahk and Telerahk, and along with Therahk, we flew up to the lookout post. 
The Rahkshi of Darkness gestured at the hut builders. “Since they’re almost finished, I’ve 
changed my mind. Rather than wait for the inevitable last-minute attack by those scoundrels, I 
think we should bring it about ourselves. That way we can control the circumstances of the 
battle.” 
 
Therahk and I nodded. Vorahk hissed, and Shadrahk answered, “Yes, Vorahk, that’s true. We 
need to keep the fighting away from the village. There’s always the danger that a stray shot by 
one of our own troops could damage our hard work.” 
 
“How are we going to do that?” I asked. 
 
“Well, Mistress, we’ll create a diversion behind their positions on the back side of the village. 
That will draw the bulk of their troops away from the most vulnerable part of Po-Koro, the main 
gate. Then the most lethal of our Rahkshi will fly to the cliff where our foes have been hiding, 
and they’ll blast the enemy from behind while the others, arrayed on top of the village walls, use 
their powers to pick off anyone who tries to flee.” 
 
“The most lethal?” I frowned. 
 
“Yes, that would be Plasmarahk, Sonirahk, Guurahk, Panrahk, Laserahk, and Thermorahk,” he 
explained. “Then--” 
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“Wait, Shadrahk. It sounds like might kill someone that way. Can’t we try something less 
mercenary?” 
 
Shadrahk cocked his head at me. “Mistress, do you want to get out of here or not?” 
 
“Of course I do,” I retorted. “But not by killing creatures who are just doing their master’s 
bidding. Besides, those are also the best carvers. Is there any way we can let them work on the 
village while someone else protects them?”  
 
Shadrahk sighed. “I don’t think they would actually kill anyone. But if you prefer, we can try 
something else instead. Lentirahk can slow them down, and we can pull out their kraata. 
Unfortunately, it’s more risky, because it will take longer, and we’ll have to move in close.” 
 
“Let’s try that, then,” I smiled. Therahk seemed pleased with this idea, too. I wondered if he 
would feel compelled to heal anyone that needed his care, whatever side the injured Rahkshi was 
on. 
 
“With all due respect, Mistress, I see why Master gets impatient with you,” remarked Shadrahk. 
“All right. We’ll attack as soon as they start eating breakfast. Telerahk, go spy on their 
positions.” Telerahk saluted with his staff and vanished. 
 
Soon Telerahk reappeared and hissed rapidly to Shadrahk. “Thank you, Telerahk,” he nodded, 
then turned to me. “Master teleported them several dozen Krispy Kreme. The bad news is that 
they’ll be really amped on sugar. But the good news is that they’ll be so distracted they won’t 
know what hit them.” He and Vorahk flew down to the center of the village, and they summoned 
Gravirahk, Telerahk, Pinky, Illusorahk, and Chamelerahk, and hissed some instructions. 
 
I watched in astonishment as Pinky began to morph before my eyes. Soon I was looking at a 
blue, gold, and gray Maha. Illusorahk projected the image of a large boulder around himself, and 
Chamelerahk’s color gradually changed to match the sand. Telerahk gripped his staff tightly and 
disappeared. Then Gravirahk removed the stones from the opening of the tunnel out the back 
side of the village, and the others walked out into the night. The Maha trotted ahead, followed by 
the boulder, which slid quickly, then stopped, then slid again. Behind them crept a patch of 
shifting sand. 
 
The party of illusionists disappeared behind the next row of cliffs. Vorahk, meanwhile, had 
gathered everyone but Gravirahk, Guurahk, Sonirahk, Laserahk, and Thermorahk, who 
continued to carve the last few huts. The others split into their divisions and awaited Vorahk’s 
signal at various places around the village. Shadrahk returned to the lookout post. 
 
Behind the cliff on the back side of the village, where the enemy army had taken its position, 
there was the rumble of a landslide followed immediately by shrieks and hisses. Two divisions of 
defenders flew up to the top of the village walls, while Panrahk, Lentirahk, and Vorahk flew 
behind the village. Shadrahk instructed Therahk to follow him with me in his lap. “If it gets too 
dangerous, take her back to the lookout.”  
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We sailed over to the cliffs behind the village, where a pitched battle was taking place. On the 
bluff just beyond the enemy position stood twenty Rahkshi, silhouetted in the moonlight, firing 
off darkly glowing blasts at the soldiers below. Down in the valley, the enemies were shooting 
back, but their powers seemed to have no effect on our warriors. More of the enemy fighters 
were arriving from the sides of the village. Suddenly I understood that the twenty Rahkshi were 
not real, but a mirage created by our own Illusorahk, who was crouching with Pinky and 
Chamelerahk behind a big rock. They must have flown there after using the carving skills 
Guurahk had taught them to start the landslide. Telerahk was probably back at the village, 
reporting to the others. 
 
As the enemy blasted in vain at the imaginary Rahkshi, Panrahk stood behind them, firing 
destructive energy into the opposite cliff to maintain the distraction and chaos. Next to him, 
Lentirahk picked off our foes one by one with his power. Vorahk flew among his brother’s 
victims, sapping their strength with his staff. Then he yanked open their backs and removed the 
kraata. But Mentorahk must have sensed what Illusorahk was doing with his mind-reading 
power, because he turned and hissed a warning to the others. Their cover blown, Lentirahk, 
Panrahk, and Vorahk fled to the village. Pinky, Illusorahk, and Chamelerahk followed, as did 
Shadrahk and Therahk, with me in his lap. The ruse had been very successful. Vorahk shoved 
seven captured kraata into the sleeping cave, and Panrahk sealed off the entrance with a small 
landslide. 
 
Meanwhile, the defenders on the walls were shooting at the remaining attackers. From the 
lookout post, I began to shoot jets of water at them while Shadrahk blasted them with darkness. 
Telerahk appeared behind us and hissed. “They’ve finished the huts!” exclaimed Shadrahk. 
“Telerahk, tell Guurahk they can raise the ball now. And get Plasmarahk to release the livestock 
and burn up the corral and garden.” 
 
I glanced at the opposite wall of the village. Pinky had apparently transformed himself into a 
frame, and Elastorahk held onto the two sides with his hands and feet. Accurahk was using him 
as a living slingshot to launch rocks. I watched them knock Electrorahk out of the sky. Lerahk 
missed a shot at Tacirahk, and the silence Rahkshi landed next to him. They grappled on the cliff 
and fell off the far side. I winced as Cyclorahk picked off Pyrorahk with a vortex of wind. 
 
Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Guurahk and Sonirahk lifting the kolhii ball. Gravirahk 
was on the ground, waving his staff, protected by Vorahk and the gate guards. 
 
Shadrahk was firing at Evitarahk, but predictably, he was dodging the blasts. While the darkness 
Rahkshi was distracted, however, Confusirahk and Kurahk had crept along the wall and suddenly 
flew up into view. I realized with horror that if my general lost his focus, the battle could be lost 
as well. I extended my axes in front of the beam to deflect it. A little of the energy struck me 
instead, and I reeled back in confusion. I looked at Shadrahk. “Shouldn’t we start the party 
now?” I asked. 
 
Shadrahk turned on me, fury in his eyes. “If you had let me run this war my way, none of them 
would have gotten out of that trap!” he shrieked. “We would be building in peace!” 
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“But the guests are all here,” I smiled. 
 
Shadrahk raised his weapon to strike me, but Therahk pulled him away. The fog began to lift 
from my brain, and I realized Shadrahk must have been hit by Kurahk. Just as Confusirahk 
landed and prepared to fire again, Telerahk reappeared and jabbed the enemy commander with 
his staff, knocking him off the cliff. 
 
Shadrahk shook his head and watched his rival fall. “Thanks, Telerahk,” he said grimly. 
Lentirahk, on the wall beside us, shot Kurahk as he approached again, and the anger Rahkshi 
tumbled to the ground as well. 
 
Rahirahk had evidently used his power to summon a fearsome horde of wild animals, which 
were now thundering across the desert. I spotted a dozen Nui-Jaga, some Kane-Ra, and several 
Nui-Rama. Entorahk waved his staff, and the Rama scattered. Among the animals I recognized, a 
beast with Rama wings, a Jaga tail, Muaka jaws, and Kane-Ra legs was galloping toward us. 
“What is that?” I asked, cringing. 
 
“That’s the Rahi Nui. It’s one of Master’s homemade creatures,” groaned Shadrahk. Meteorahk 
was already summoning a mighty sandstorm, which swept away all but the huge mutant beast, 
which only clawed at its eyes in irritation. Vorahk dove toward it like a sparrow attacking a tiger. 
The huge paw swung at the fast-moving Rahkshi. One blow would have crushed him instantly. 
But his swiftness and agility allowed him to dodge the gnashing teeth and land on its back, where 
a touch of his staff rendered it helpless. It crashed to the ground. 
 
Further along the cliff, Panrahk was having trouble. He was trying to bury Adaptarahk and 
Invulnerahk with a landslide on the outside wall of the village, but Adaptarahk had figured out 
how to create a shield around himself, and Invulnerahk just popped up out of the rubble 
unharmed. Finally Illusorahk created two imaginary foes to distract them while Florahk grew 
some vines around them. But Adaptarahk was soon using newfound fire powers to free himself 
and his brother. Densirahk made them float in the air and gave them a strong kick, sending them 
drifting away from the village. 
 
“How much longer can we hold them off, Shadrahk?” I asked anxiously.  
 
As Shadrahk leveled a beam of darkness at Mentorahk, he replied in a calm voice, “‘It is 
precisely when a force has fallen into harm's way that is capable of striking a blow for victory,’ 
in the words of General Tzu.” 
 
I looked behind me to see Turahk send Mentorahk fleeing in fear, Lerahk splatter Tacirahk with 
revolting poison, and Plasmarahk melt the sand under Electrorahk’s feet. Perhaps Shadrahk was 
right. My Rahkshi were fighting valiantly. We had disabled all but a few of the attackers, and the 
village wasn’t damaged at all. 
 
But then I saw a chilling sight. Xefonirahk was tipping his head back and clutching his staff. I 
looked nervously at the kolhii ball, which Guurahk and Sonirahk were lowering gently into its 
cradle between the two spires. Just as I heard the solid ‘thunk’ of stone hitting stone, the Power 
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Scream Rahkshi’s cry began to pierce the air. Panrahk fired a blast at his feet, but a bubble of 
shielding suddenly surrounded him and deflected the beam. Vorahk, flying toward him, saw the 
shield too late and bounced off. As the dust cleared, I saw Makuta standing behind the purple 
Rahkshi, power surging from his chest through his arms and into his minion. The scream grew 
louder and louder until the air resonated with its energy. The kolhii ball shattered, as did the 
spires, as did the statues in front of the gate. The lookout post crumbled, and we slid precariously 
forward on an avalanche of broken rock. All of Po-Koro crashed to the ground in a huge cloud of 
dust, including the ring of natural cliffs that formed its walls. The captured kraata slithered free 
of the smashed prison toward their empty armor. 
 
Shadrahk caught me, and we flew to safety on the sand. He set me down and aimed his staff at 
Makuta.  
 
“Stop!” I shouted. “We surrender!” The Rahkshi all stopped fighting and looked at me. 
 
Shadrahk frowned and lowered his weapon. “Are you giving up, Mistress? After all you’ve 
taught me about standing up for what’s right?” 
 
“There’s nothing left to defend, Shadrahk,” I said dejectedly. “We can start Po-Koro all over 
again, if you master will promise to leave us alone, but there’s no point in fighting over ruins.” 
  
Makuta strode up to me, and I felt my chest constrict with despair. “And how exactly do you 
plan to haul thousands of tons of stone across the desert, honey?” 
 
I meekly hung my head. “I guess you’ve won, Makuta. I’ve tried my best to reconstruct the 
villages to help you get your job back, but there’s no way I can build faster than you can 
destroy.” 
 
He laughed, a long, nasty laugh that echoed off the distant cliffs. Then he tilted his head and 
looked at me thoughtfully. “If only you would surrender your heart as readily as you just 
surrendered your army, darling.” 
 
I glanced nervously at Shadrahk, standing to my right. “Please don’t be too hard on Shadrahk. 
He was only doing what he thought was his duty.” 
 
“Why would I be angry with Shadrahk?” he grinned, turning to the red and black Rahkshi. “Son, 
you performed your role wonderfully. You brought about this little war with brilliant cunning, 
and you did a fabulous job of planning your strategy and managing your troops. Have you been 
sneaking into my library?” He gave his dark minion a sideways look.  
 
Shadrahk nodded, and Makuta patted his spiky back. “Well, you’ve got a promising future in my 
organization, my boy. I look forward to teaching you more.” 
 
Confusirahk stepped out of the crowd and stood in front of Shadrahk. The two commanders, who 
had been locked in a violent struggle just a few minutes before, amiably clanked their staffs 
together. 
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My worst fears were confirmed. Shadrahk’s apparent rebellion against his master was all part of 
a big, sinister plan. With the destructive force of Makuta and all the Rahkshi aligned against me, 
my attempt to rebuild the villages had been doomed from the start. I had never felt so alone in all 
my life. 
  
“And now for the spoils of victory,” smiled the Master of Shadows, turning to face me again. 
“My lovely little blue prize. Finally, you’ll take your rightful place by my side, and care for my 
children while I guard my brother’s sleep from those who would cause him pain.”  
 
He reached out to touch my mask, but I backed away from him. He put his hands on his hips. “I 
grow impatient with your reluctance, beloved. Why won’t you just embrace your destiny and fall 
joyfully into my arms?” 
 
“Because I’ll never be happy with you.” I dropped to my knees and pleaded with him. “Makuta, I 
just want to go home. Please find it in your heart to--” 
 
Makuta sighed. “It was a rhetorical question, dear.” His eyes began to burn a brilliant blue as he 
turned to the Rahkshi of Darkness. “Shadrahk, infect her.” 
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Chapter 27: Consequences 
 
I looked over at Shadrahk, the piece of Makuta I had made a fool of myself by trusting. His eyes, 
glowing red in his impassive reptilian face, betrayed no trace of emotion. In seconds, the plates 
of his velvet-black head would split apart. A stream of vile fluid would hit my Kanohi and 
deprive me of my free will, perhaps forever. 
 
And then I raised my eyes to the one I would soon be calling ‘Master.’ He stood with his hands 
on his hips and a slight smirk on his Kraahkan. Why hadn’t I fought him instead of getting into 
his car? Why hadn’t I run past the inert Manas when I had the chance? And why hadn’t I gone 
with my friends when they walked right past me into the lair? Maybe I would have died 
attempting to escape, but it would have been better than this. Still, I knew Makuta would have 
found a way to recapture me alive, no matter what I tried. Somehow I felt like he had planned 
every one of my steps along the twisted path that had just brought me to my knees in front of 
him. Humiliated and horrified, I closed my eyes and braced myself for the burning sensation on 
my mask. 
 
I heard Shadrahk’s voice above my head, calm and quiet. “No, Master. I will not infect her.” 
 
My eyes snapped open. The Shadow Rahkshi stood between me and Makuta, one end of his staff 
planted firmly in the ground. 
 
“What?” demanded Makuta incredulously. 
 
“Mistress did as you required. She rebuilt all the villages with our help. She has served you well, 
and now she longs for you to take her home, as you promised her you would. You never said she 
had to keep the villages rebuilt.” 
  
“Will you defy the one who gave you life?” roared his master, raising his staff. 
 
“I will side with the one who showed me there is more to life than destruction,” replied 
Shadrahk. “But I will accept my Master’s punishment for my choice.” He bowed his head. 
 
Makuta groaned. “And I had such high hopes for you, Shadrahk.” He leaned to the side to speak 
to me. “Get back, darling.” 
 
I stumbled to my feet, wondering if this brave stand by Shadrahk was yet another layer of 
Makuta’s deception. “Shadrahk…” 
 
The dark Rahkshi turned his head to look at me. “You’d better do as he says, Mistress.” 
 
“All right, if you won’t protect yourself, then I will,” shrugged Makuta. A shimmering dome of 
shielding appeared around me. Then Makuta pointed his staff at Shadrahk. It began to glow red-
hot, and fire shot out of the end, enveloping the Rahkshi. Shadrahk screamed in agony as he 
crumpled to his knees, flames consuming the soft parts of his armor and melting the metallic 
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plates. His back popped open as his body collapsed, and his scorched kraata rolled out, twitching 
feebly. A wisp of black smoke rose from his fallen form. 
 
“Oh, no! Shadrahk!” I cried, pounding in vain against the shield. Unbidden tears welled up 
behind my eyes. Whether or not this was staged by my evil captor, it was terrible watching this 
creature sacrifice himself to protect me from his master. 
 
The astonished Rahkshi circled around us. As Therahk jumped over to his dying comrade, 
Makuta warned, “Heal him, and you will suffer the same fate.” Therahk stopped in his tracks, but 
he didn’t retreat. 
 
Then Vorahk leaped out of the crowd with a savage yell and tackled Makuta, knocking the Staff 
of Darkness out of his master’s hand. They rolled on the ground for a moment, giving Therahk 
time to wave his staff at Shadrahk. The purple kraata, still covered with burn marks, crept back 
into the damaged armor, and Shadrahk got up on all fours. The healing Rahkshi, weakened by 
the intensity of the effort, extended his hand to his brother and pulled him up. Their arms around 
each other, they staggered to remain standing. 
 
Makuta pinned Vorahk to the ground, but in the process he touched the Rahkshi’s staff. He 
jumped off his minion, yelling, “You rotten little power thief!” Vorahk leaped to his feet, 
radiating new strength, and they circled each other. Makuta reached to the side and called his 
staff, which flew into his hand. Vorahk took advantage of the distraction to deliver a flying kick 
to the side of Makuta’s head. Makuta stumbled backwards but kept his balance, striking the 
Rahkshi’s legs with his staff just as he landed and knocking them out from under him. As 
Makuta brought the staff down again, sand flew in all directions, but Vorahk rolled out of the 
way and sprang up. He lunged again, but this time Makuta was ready. He blocked Vorahk’s 
spinning kick with his upraised forearm and staff, then punched with his other fist. Vorahk took 
the blow squarely in the chest and landed on his back. Stunned, his stolen power wearing off, the 
Rahkshi dove desperately at his master again, but Makuta caught him in his arms and squeezed 
him. The Rahkshi gasped for air and then went limp. Makuta tossed his body a few bios away. 
 
He pointed his staff at Shadrahk and Therahk, but Pyrorahk jumped in front of them and 
intercepted the fiery blast without harm. All the Rahkshi—even those who had fought for 
Makuta--began to approach in a constricting circle around their master, their staffs forward. 
Forty-two pairs of glowing red eyes were locked on their master. 
 
Makuta twirled his staff and raised it in the air. This time it emitted an immensely powerful 
shock wave, knocking all the Rahkshi flat on their backs. Huge chunks of stone tumbled from the 
cliffs all around, and the rumbling reverberated through the desert. 
 
Inside my bubble, I couldn’t stand it any more. “Makuta!” I yelled. “Don’t hurt them any more! 
I’ll come peacefully!” 
 
The shield disappeared, and Makuta walked up to me. “Well played, Toa prototype.” 
 
“Except that I lost,” I moaned. “Was this last fight part of your plan, too?”  
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“I wish I had thought up something that clever,” he chuckled. “By the way, you didn’t lose.” 
 
I looked at him in confusion. “Technically, Shadrahk is correct,” he continued. “You did rebuild 
the villages, just as I asked. And with your innocent charm, you’ve managed to turn my own 
sons against me. If I keep you here against your will, I’m clearly going to have a riot on my 
hands. I can suppress them physically, but there will still be rebellion in their hearts.” 
 
My mouth dropped open in astonishment. He put his arm around me and gestured at the Rahkshi. 
“You can thank your little buddies for convincing me that I’d be more miserable with you than I 
ever was without you. So I’m taking you back to your house.” 
 
“Well, thank you, Makuta,” I stammered. The Rahkshi were slowly getting to their feet. “And 
thank you, Rahkshi. Thank you all very much.” 
 
Makuta waved his staff at Shadrahk, Therahk, and Vorahk, and their health was restored. I was 
overwhelmed with relief at his change of heart. “Maybe LEGO won’t need Po-Koro for their 
flashback,” I said with a hesitant smile. 
 
The Master of Shadows leaned back his head and laughed heartily. “I don’t care about the 
villages, love. That was just something I thought up so you would teach the Rahkshi to work 
together. To think I figured it would take you three months, and you finished in one!” 
 
“You—you didn’t even want the villages rebuilt?” I asked in dismay. Makuta had been lying to 
me the whole time! Not that it surprised me much, really. And still, he said he was taking me 
home. I decided I’d better not act too indignant. 
 
Panrahk hissed at Makuta, who replied, “Yes, since I don’t really need the villages, you boys can 
go wreck them if you like.” The Rahkshi hissed and shrieked with joy. They jumped up, waved 
goodbye to me, and scattered in all directions. Several of them came over to me and clanked 
their staffs against my axes before they flew away, including Therahk, Lerahk, and Pinky, who 
also gave me a wink. I smiled and waved back.  
 
As Vorahk brought his staff up against my axe, he said, “Guesss what, Missstresss? I’m a 
Ssstage Ssseven now! Sssee?” He opened his head plates to show off his new purple color. 
 
“That’s wonderful, Vorahk! You’ve really earned it,” I grinned. He and Shadrahk clanked their 
weapons together. Vorahk flew away, but Shadrahk stood a few bios away from Makuta and me, 
possibly waiting for instructions from his master. 
  
“So why did you want me to teach the Rahkshi to work together, then?” I asked Makuta. 
 
“In fact, you did much more than that. I never dared to dream you would actually teach them to 
fight. Now all I have to do is give them a little endurance training for the long flight, and they’ll 
be ready.” 
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“What long flight? Ready for what?” I asked, my anxiety growing. 
 
“For the invasion of Metru Nui,” grinned Makuta. 
 
I felt my knees grow weak underneath me. He had tricked me into betraying my friends, after all! 
The threat of slavery felt trivial compared to this. I couldn’t bear it. The world seemed to spin 
around me, and I lost my balance. Then everything went black. 
 
When I came to, I was lying in the sand. Makuta and Shadrahk were leaning over me, and 
Makuta was fanning my mask. “Precious? Are you all right? It was just a joke!” 
 
I sat up and glared at him. “That wasn’t funny!” 
 
He helped me up. “Why, I was certain you would be the one telling me how preposterous that 
idea is,” he laughed. “The people at LEGO would take the draft copies of my new contract and 
stuff them into the shredder faster than you could say ‘Great Kanoka.’ And why would I be 
telling you about it, when I’m about to drive you back to your house? I’m not stupid, honey.” 
 
 “No, of course not,” I groaned, rubbing my head. “Will you please take me home now?” 
 
“Certainly, my kitten,” replied Makuta sweetly. “Besides, if I did decide to flout the storyline, I 
wouldn’t do it that way. Why endanger my boys, when I can just download the blueprints for an 
SS-20 Sabre intermediate-range ballistic missile off the Internet? You’d be amazed what you can 
find online these days, if you know where to hack—er, look.” 
 
As I pondered this unsettling thought, Shadrahk stepped up to me and clasped my hand. “It’s 
been an honor and a privilege serving you, Mistress,” he said. “You have opened my eyes to 
many things.” My own eyes grew wide as I watched the dark Rahkshi kiss my hand. 
 
Makuta grabbed him in a headlock and rubbed his fist on the Rahkshi’s head. “He’s a chip off 
the old block, isn’t he, darling?” He released Shadrahk, who gingerly rubbed his neck. 
 
“Shadrahk, I don’t know what to make of you,” I smiled, putting my hand on his arm. “Thank 
you for being so loyal. I’m really grateful for all your help.” The dark Rahkshi nodded. 
 
“All right, son,” said Makuta, gripping him by the shoulders. “You’re in charge until I get back. 
I’ve already informed the others. You can do whatever you like, as long as you boys don’t hurt 
each other. Or mess up my things in the lair.” He patted Shadrahk’s skinny rear end. “Now, go 
have some fun.” 
 
Shadrahk’s head tipped back and split open. He let out a wild shriek that echoed off the nearby 
cliffs. He pointed his staff at one of the stone crags and fired a blast of pure darkness. An 
immense mass of rock plunged to the ground, shaking the earth. Then he flew away, turning a 
flip in the air as he sailed toward the southern horizon. 
 
“He’s a good kid,” remarked Makuta. “Well, let’s get going.” 
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Chapter 28: The Road Home 
 
“You know, poppet, I was thinking of trading in the Caddy for a HumVee, but after spending all 
that time tuning the rockets and beefing up the suspension, I think I’ll just keep this car,” Makuta 
remarked, patting the dashboard of his convertible. “It’s held up really well, considering. And I 
do like the ride. Are you comfortable, my sweet?” He glanced at me. I sat silently with my arms 
crossed, looking straight ahead at the road. 
 
“You’re not going to pout the whole way home, are you, princess?” he sighed. “Because it’ll 
seem like a really long drive if you do.” 
 
I turned to face him. “I have just one question, Makuta.” 
 
“Shoot, darling.” 
 
“Why? If you don’t really care about rebuilding the villages, and you aren’t really planning to 
invade Metru Nui, then why did you put me through all that?” 
 
“Because it was fun,” he grinned. “Don’t you think so? I mean, you got to have water powers, 
just like your hero, and you got to see a lot of cool things the Rahkshi can do. And you got to 
explore an island paradise and learn how the Matoran build and live. As for me, I got to watch 
my angel win the hearts of my sons. It was so sweet. You just can’t buy that kind of happiness.” 
 
“Well, for me it was terrifying. I wish you would realize that it’s wrong to abduct and deceive 
and torment someone just for your own entertainment.” 
 
“Oh, come, now, precious. You have to admit you had a good time. I know I did. I’ll never 
forget our time together.” He looked dreamily off into the distance. “Ahh, the life of villainy. 
Sitting on a big leather couch with soft music playing, reading books about my favorite despots, 
my pretty captive asleep next to me…” 
 
I buried my mask in my hands. 
 
“…dancing with her on the beach by the moonlit sea…” 
 
“What?” I snapped. 
 
“Don’t you remember, sweetheart?” 
 
I glared at him. 
 
“All right, I admit, that last part was wishful thinking. But just imagine the wonderful epic you’ll 
be able to write,” he continued. “Your readers always clamor for stories about us. I think they 
want you to fall in love with me.” 
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“No, they don’t!” I protested. “You’re evil and dangerous. They wouldn’t wish that on their 
worst enemy.” 
 
Makuta shook his head. “I may be powerful, but I’m not dangerous. I can’t believe you still don’t 
trust me, cupcake, after all the time we’ve spent together. Have I ever done anything to hurt 
you?” 
 
“Well, there was the time you hit me so hard I fell backwards out of the car, and--” 
 
“It was a rhetorical question, dear,” he grumbled. He put his hand on my forehead. “I’ll go ahead 
and take those powers back. Except I think I’ll leave you with night vision, just in case you ever 
decide to come back to me. There’s always a chance, however slight, that one day you’ll get over 
the goody-two-shoes thing, and you’ll leave behind your boring little existence on earth to 
embark with me on an exhilarating life of adventure.” 
 
“I’m looking forward to being bored,” I muttered. 
 
“You’ll be ready for more excitement soon enough, darling,” he smiled at me, “You know, if I 
get this flashback deal with LEGO, I’ll need some help catching all those kraata and putting 
them back in stasis. Would you like me to come pick you up?” 
 
“Uh… no, I think I’ll pass, thanks,” I mumbled. “I’m sure the Rahkshi would help you, though.” 
 
“Well, I’ll worry about that when the time comes,” shrugged Makuta. “At least I got a hard drive 
loaded with full-body scans of you sleeping. That might come in handy against the Toa 
someday.” 
 
I sat up with a start at this unsettling thought. But then I remembered that LEGO had made quite 
a few field modifications to the real Toa after they built me. At least he didn’t have that 
information. I tried not to show my relief on my mask. 
 
“Of course, when I compared them to the 3D models I got when I broke into—er, logged onto 
the LEGO internal network, I noticed that there have been a few upgrades,” he added. “But I still 
think you’re just perfect, the way you are.” I sighed and lay back in my seat. 
 
We rode in silence for a little while, stopping for gas and to pick up a lunch of barbecue 
sandwiches at a roadside shack. As we got back into the car, I glanced into the back seat and was 
surprised to see a guitar case and an amplifier. “Do you play the guitar, Makuta?” I asked. 
 
“Well, yes,” he replied, a little sheepishly. “I’m not very good, though. I wish I could play the 
music I like to listen to—you know, the kind that soothes your soul. But being a spirit of 
destruction, about all I know how to play is loud heavy metal stuff. Why do you ask, beloved?” 
 
“Because I see you brought it along.” 
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“I did? I didn’t even notice it back there,” he laughed. “I must have left it in the car when we 
moved everything. Good thing I parked in the shade back at the LEGO headquarters.” 
 
“As articulate as you are, I imagine you could write some interesting songs.” 
 
“My songs have no words. Words can’t express how lonely I am,” he sighed. “You have no idea 
what it’s like.” 
 
“Sure, I do. Everyone gets lonely sometimes,” I shrugged. I took a sip of coffee. 
 
“Yes, but everyone is nice to you. As for me, no one really understands me. Even you, 
sweetheart. You keep calling me the Spirit of Evil in your stories, and I’m not. Sure, I’m a spirit 
who’s done some evil things. But the Spirit of Evil? With capital letters? That’s really harsh.” He 
set the cruise control and drank some of his coffee. 
 
“Actually, I stopped calling you that after the Mask of Light. I figured you couldn’t have done 
what you did for Jaller if you were totally evil. Now I just call you the Master of Shadows.” 
 
“Very perceptive of you, sweetheart. I appreciate that,” he said, eating a cinnamon roll in one 
bite. 
 
“You did say you were a spirit of destruction. What’s the difference?” 
 
“A lot! Destruction is useful—no, essential. Ask any kid who’s built a LEGO set according to 
the instructions, and then had a hankering to build his own creation. You have to destroy the old 
thing to make a new thing.” 
 
“Yes, I can see that,” I agreed. “I guess the confusion comes from the fact that destruction is 
often a tool of evil.” 
 
“True. But it’s not the same thing. Any creative act is preceded by some destruction. If you want 
to make an omelet, you have to break a few eggs.” 
 
“But you’re not building anything, Makuta. All you’ve done is cause a lot of pain and suffering 
with your destruction.” 
 
“What about my Rahkshi, darling? They built the villages as well as the Matoran did! And in a 
fraction of the time!” 
 
“And as soon as you let them, they flew away to rip the villages apart again,” I added. “I did see 
some good in the Rahkshi, especially Shadrahk. And Therahk. And Pinky. And Vorahk. And--” 
 
“All right, I get the idea,” he chuckled. “And I made them all, sweetheart. The good in them 
came from me. You have to admit I have a good side.” 
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“Sure, buried somewhere under all that malice. But let’s face it. You’re mostly evil. You have no 
qualms about using any means necessary to get your way, even turning friends against each 
other.” 
 
“Not always. I could have infected you, you know. I could have made you love me.” 
 
“For a while I was afraid you would.” 
 
“Would that have been so terrible? Wait, don’t answer that. I decided not to, because it just 
wouldn’t have been very sporting.” Makuta sighed and leaned back in his seat. “Besides, I 
wanted you to remain capable of independent thought. The Rahkshi needed your gentle, patient 
guidance to do constructive work.” 
 
“That’s nonsense. You can make them do anything!” I retorted. 
 
“Sure, I can intimidate them into working hard, but they responded better to your encouragement 
than they ever did to my threats. You brought out things in them like creativity, camaraderie, 
compassion, and humor.” He turned to look at me. “You could do the same thing for me, my 
lovely. You could bring out the good in me.” 
 
“Makuta, I don’t have that kind of time. I’m mortal,” I said with exasperation. “And besides, you 
terrify me. Why can’t you take a hint and just forget I even exist? You were alive for eons before 
you even knew about me.” 
 
“Forget about you? You’re asking me to do the one thing I am utterly powerless to do,” he said 
sadly. Then his eyes turned a colder shade of blue. “You’re just like the Matoran,” he growled, 
looking straight ahead at the road. “They thought they were too good for me. I showed them the 
beauty and power of destruction—earthquakes, tidal waves, volcanic eruptions. But instead of 
being impressed, they were afraid of me. Later on, they called the Toa heroes for doing those 
very same things. But not me. No, they hated me, because my brother had poisoned their minds 
against me.” 
 
I swallowed hard, hoping he wouldn’t carry this particular analogy too far. “Uh, Makuta, I’m 
sure Mata Nui wasn’t really trying to turn them against you,” I said nervously. 
 
“Listen to you, defending him! You have no idea what that devious scoundrel is really like. He’s 
corrupted your mind, too, and he’s not even awake! I bet if he were, you would fall in love with 
him. I would watch you gaze adoringly into his eyes and walk away with him, arm in arm. And 
then I would be really mad!” 
 
Makuta was already mad enough, in my opinion. I realized I had hit a nerve, and I’d better just 
keep my mouth shut. 
 
“The harder I tried to fight his lies and win the Matoran’s favor, the more they despised me. I can 
see where this is going. I couldn’t exterminate them without getting in trouble with LEGO. But 
you, on the other hand… you aren’t in the storyline.” Makuta let off the accelerator and applied 
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the brakes. I watched in horror as he pulled onto the shoulder, put the transmission in ‘Park,’ and 
got out of the car. He walked around to my side. By this time his eyes were flashing red. He 
opened my door, released the belt, grabbed my neck, and dragged me out of the convertible. 
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Chapter 29: There’s No Place Like Home 
 
I looked up at the Master of Shadows, who was gripping me by the throat, his eyes flashing red 
with fury. “Makuta, please don’t hurt me,” I said in a strained voice. “If you were to change--” 
 
“Change?” he roared. He shoved me to the ground and stood over me. 
 
“—and be less evil, then I could be your friend,” I finished meekly. I couldn’t believe I had 
survived a month of living with Makuta, managing a construction crew of Rahkshi, and waging 
war with them against an army of their brothers, only to die pathetically by the side of the road. 
 
Makuta raised his staff. Dark clouds rolled in out of nowhere and blotted out the sun. I cringed, 
wondering which of his many powers he would use to destroy me. I felt static electricity in the 
air a split second before I saw a blinding flash of light. The ground shook as thunder echoed 
through the valley, and a burning smell filled the air. 
 
I opened my eyes and realized I was still alive. Makuta was leaning over and extending his hand 
to me. “I could never kill you, my angel,” he said gently. 
 
I glanced next to me at the patch of glass that had been sand moments before. My heart 
pounding, I took Makuta’s hand and stood up. Then I heard joyful hissing. In the back of the car, 
three Rahkshi were jumping up and down. It was Illusorahk, Chamelerahk, and Pinky. 
  
“Hey!” shouted Makuta. “I didn’t tell you to come along!” 
 
The Rahkshi looked timidly at one another. Illusorahk hissed at Makuta. 
 
“Well, technically you’re correct,” Makuta laughed. “I didn’t tell you not to come, either.” He 
scanned the car with his eyes. “I guess it’s just you three, eh? You little tricksters! If I hadn’t 
been distracted by other things…” 
 
He led me back to the car. After he helped me in, he buckled my seat belt. I smiled weakly at the 
Rahkshi. Pinky leaned over and rubbed his face on my mask. He turned to Makuta and hissed. 
 
“No, of course I wasn’t really going to kill her,” he growled. “Now sit down and be quiet.” 
 
The Rahkshi complied. I noticed that the guitar case and amplifier were gone. Apparently I had 
really been looking at Pinky and Illusorahk. I should have guessed, since the case had been gray 
with blue hinges and gold locks. And Chamelerahk must have made himself blend in with the 
upholstery. 
 
Makuta put the transmission in gear. He reached over and patted my knee. “Sorry, darling. I got 
a little carried away. Thinking about my brother makes me rather upset sometimes.” 
 
I nodded silently. I was still shaking like a leaf. 
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“But you see why the Matoran would be well advised to let sleeping dogs lie,” he added. 
 
Now that they had revealed themselves, the Rahkshi had plenty to say. They hissed, bounced in 
their seats, and shoved each other. Makuta glared at them, and they calmed down a little. 
 
After a month on the night shift, my sleep patterns were completely reversed. Even though it was 
broad daylight, I began to get very tired. I finally lay my head against the door and slept. 
 
When I woke, I was leaning against Makuta, and he had his arm around me. It was dark, but I 
had no idea what time it was. I frowned at him as I sat up. 
 
“Forgive me, darling,” he said sadly. “I just couldn’t resist pretending you were mine, one last 
time. But I’ve been alone ever since my brother became ill, so I suppose a few more centuries of 
solitude won’t kill me.”  
 
“How long did I sleep?”  
 
“It’s almost morning,” he replied. The sun began to rise, painting the horizon with dramatic red 
and orange streaks. I watched the sky transform into a glorious stretch of blue. It felt good to be 
awake in the daytime again. We stopped at a Starbuck’s for two big cups of gourmet coffee and 
some cinnamon rolls. 
 
We all quietly watched the scenery for a while until a large yellow ‘M’ sign appeared in the 
distance. The Rahkshi began to get agitated. They hissed and tapped on Makuta’s shoulder. 
 
“All right, boys. We’ll stop for lunch,” he agreed. He pulled into the McDonald’s parking lot. 
“Since there are only three of them, I suppose we could go inside.” 
 
We piled out of the convertible. Fortunately, we were the only customers in the place. Makuta 
and I walked to the counter while the Rahkshi ran to the playscape. The counter employee 
looked rather worried, but she took our order, and Makuta paid. Soon she slid us two trays full of 
food. 
 
“Lunchtime,” called Makuta. The Rahkshi scrambled over to the table and sat down. They 
wolfed their burgers and fries, gulped their drinks, and returned to the play area. I cringed as I 
watched Illusorahk pry off a piece of the plastic tunnel and toss it to Chamelerahk. He batted it 
with the end of his staff, and Pinky caught it. 
 
Two women walked in, chatting rapidly, with two young boys in tow. They went to the counter 
while the kids headed for the playscape. The boys looked about eight years old, and each was 
clutching a Rahkshi toy. 
 
“Makuta,” I whispered, “we should get the Rahkshi out of there before something bad happens.” 
 
“Relax, darling,” he said offhandedly. “They love children.” 
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“To eat?” I asked nervously. 
 
Makuta laughed. “Of course not. They’ve already eaten.” 
 
I didn’t find this very reassuring. I watched the children out of the corner of my eye as I listened 
to Makuta talk. They were looking back and forth between the seven-foot-tall creatures and the 
toys that were made to represent them. 
 
“Anyway, now that my favorite playmate is leaving Makuta Island,” said Makuta, tweaking my 
chin, “I’m going to be really bored again. I think I’ll release the Bahrag, just so the Rahkshi will 
have something to do.” 
 
“What will they do with the Bahrag?” 
 
“Well, once Cahdok and Gahdok are free, they’ll start producing krana again, and the island will 
be overrun with Bohrok. That should make for quite an exciting little war.” 
 
I watched the boys come running out to their mothers’ table. “Mommy!” one exclaimed. “There 
are real live Rahkshi on the playground!” 
 
“That’s nice, dear. Now, sit down and eat your lunch,” replied one of the women. She turned 
back to her companion. “Children have such vivid imaginations.” They resumed their 
conversation. The youngsters ate a few bites of their burgers. After trying unsuccessfully to get 
their mothers’ attention again, they returned to the playscape. 
 
“Are you listening, darling?” asked Makuta. 
 
“Uh, yeah,” I replied. “Who do you think will win? The Bohrok are so numerous, but the 
Rahkshi seem far more powerful.” 
 
“That’s exactly why it’ll be fun to watch. But I think it will be rather lopsided unless I take a few 
Bohrok and convert them to Kal for those old biddies.” 
 
The Rahkshi had the children in their laps, and they were flying slowly around the slides. They 
seemed to be treating the boys gently enough. 
 
I suddenly understood the implications of what he had just said. “Makuta, you have the powers 
of the Kal, but the Bahrag don’t. Did you make the Kal?” 
 
“You never know,” he answered enigmatically. 
 
The boys came out of the playground again, this time holding the Rahkshi’s hands, and led them 
to their mothers’ table. “See, Mommy? I told you they were real! And they can really fly! Can 
we keep them? This one can make himself invisible, and--” 
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The women screamed and dropped their sandwiches. They grabbed their children and dashed out 
the door as fast as they could. The Rahkshi hissed and ran behind Makuta’s chair. I couldn’t help 
but laugh. 
 
Makuta rolled his eyes. “Don’t be silly, boys. Humans don’t have any powers.” The creatures 
hissed at each other and then ambled over to the women’s table to finish their abandoned lunch. 
 
“I mean, how strong can that protodermis prison be, anyway?” he continued. “I could probably 
just break those fibers. Or, failing that, I could figure out a way to pick the lock. I mean, the key 
is the Nuva symbols, but I have all those elemental powers anyway.” 
 
I noticed Makuta’s car keys sliding across the table all by themselves. They started floating 
across the room. “Makuta, speaking of keys--” 
 
“If I channeled some power into that cube, I bet it would just pop right open,” he smiled. “Then 
let the fun begin!” 
 
“Makuta!” I waved my hand in front of his mask. He turned and looked out the window, where I 
was pointing my finger. His car was backing out of the parking spot, with Chamelerahk at the 
wheel and his two brothers next to him in the front seat. 
 
Makuta leaped up from his chair. He pulled me into his lap and hovered for a moment. “Hold on, 
darling!” I covered my head with my arms just before he crashed through the plate glass 
window. He zoomed along about ten feet above the road, chasing the Coupe de Ville as it 
merged into highway traffic. 
 
We closed in on the vehicle. Pinky turned and saw us and shook Chamelerahk’s shoulder. The 
car accelerated and started weaving around the other vehicles. Makuta did likewise. As 
Chamelerahk sailed past a semi, Makuta finally caught up. He dropped me into the back seat. I 
panicked as I fell, but I bounced unharmed onto the plush upholstery. Makuta landed next to me. 
He vaulted into the front seat and pushed Chamelerahk aside. Grabbing the wheel, he finished 
passing the truck. “You little rascals! Are you trying to get us all killed?” he snarled at his 
offspring. 
 
The Rahkshi hissed meekly and climbed into the back seat again. They lifted me into the front. I 
was afraid of what Makuta would do to them. But he smiled broadly at me and said, “It’s a good 
thing they didn’t figure out how to start the rockets.” 
 
The Rahkshi and I sighed with relief. “Couldn’t you have just commanded them to stop by mind 
control or something?” 
 
“Now, where’s the fun in that?” he said with a wink. 
 
The Rahkshi began to hiss and leap up and down in unison. “No, I’m not going to use the 
rockets!” snapped Makuta. “I don’t have much fuel, and you never know when some overzealous 
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law enforcement type might pull us over and ask for my registration papers. I haven’t gotten 
around to forging any yet.” 
 
The Rahkshi sniffled. Makuta glanced into the back seat. “Oh, no,” he groaned, “not the puppy-
dog eyes!” He fixed his gaze on the road.  
 
The Rahkshi kept whimpering pleadingly until he finally agreed. “All right, all right. Just let me 
pull ahead of these other cars, so I won’t catch them on fire. It’s not like those people worship 
my brother or anything.” The creatures bounced with excitement. “But just for a short distance. 
Now sit down, shut up, and hold on.” 
 
I looked nervously at Makuta. He opened a panel on the dashboard, revealing a control stick and 
several switches, gauges, and lights. He flipped a couple of toggle switches and waited. A light 
came on, and he turned to me. “Are you ready, cupcake?” 
 
“I guess so,” I replied. 
 
He patted my knee. Then he pushed a button, grasped the stick, and pulled it back. A roaring 
sound began under the car. “Here we go!” he grinned. 
 
I felt myself being pushed back into my seat with tremendous force as the Cadillac accelerated. 
A shimmering dome formed above our heads as we lifted off the ground. My chest was so 
compressed I could barely breathe, and my hands felt too heavy to lift. I moved my eyes to the 
side and watched Makuta. He was clearly relishing the experience. The landscape rushed past us 
in a blur, and soon there was nothing but sky flying by. As we soared into the air, the clouds 
seemed to get closer until we were sailing through diaphanous white wisps. The air grew colder, 
but the shield kept the wind from buffeting us. We reached cruising altitude, and it gradually 
became possible to move, breathe, and speak again. 
 
“So, what do you think, darling?” asked Makuta. “I’ve still got a few modifications to make, but 
they’ve been working pretty well, I think, considering that I’m just an amateur.” 
 
“Amazing,” I admitted. “Really amazing. But won’t the FAA arrest you or something?” 
 
“Not if they can’t catch me!” 
 
That seemed to be Makuta’s attitude about everything. I sat back in my seat. Behind us, the 
Rahkshi were quietly pressing their faces against the shield and looking down at the ground ten 
thousand feet below. Finally Makuta let off the gas pedal, which he had apparently rigged to 
double as a throttle for the rockets, and we coasted down toward the ground. With a sudden 
bump, we were riding on an empty stretch of road again. 
 
The rockets shortened the trip by several hours. But as we reached the outskirts of my city, I 
became really anxious. Was this long nightmare finally over? I hardly dared to hope so. After 
one more gas stop, we were almost home. I looked apprehensively at Makuta as he pulled back 
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onto the freeway. He was humming along with the Billie Holliday CD. He looked back at me, 
smiled, and put his arm across the back of the seat. 
 
“Where would you like me to take you to dinner, my kitten?” he asked. 
 
I gestured toward the back seat. “I’m not so sure that’s a good idea, Makuta,” I said in a low 
voice. “Remember what happened in the McDonald’s?” 
 
“Well, yes. But I can put them in stasis while we eat.” 
 
“Oh, Makuta, I hope you won’t.” 
 
“You’ve grown quite attached to them, haven’t you?” he asked slyly. 
 
I laughed. “I guess I have. Some of them even risked your wrath for me!” 
 
“Little brats,” he muttered. Then he smiled. “But you certainly do have a way with them. Now 
that you’re leaving me, they’re going to run me ragged. I’m afraid I’ll have no choice but to put 
them all back in stasis.” 
 
“Or figure out something constructive for them to work on. You know, they can do wonderful 
things, if you direct their energy into something organized, like a sport or a project. If you spent 
more time with them, you’d see for yourself.” 
 
“Finally, some good advice about my children!” snorted Makuta. “How long ago did I ask you 
for some? And you dismissed them as my ‘evil spawn.’” 
 
“They are your evil spawn! I think they’ll always be demolition machines at heart, but they’ve 
got potential to build, too.” 
 
“All right, sweetheart. Enough with the parenting lesson. I suppose I need to get back home 
before the Rahkshi wreck the island beyond recognition, anyway. So I’ll just take you back to 
your house. Unless you’ve changed your mind.” Makuta glanced over at me. I quickly shook my 
head. 
 
“I’ll swing through Huntsville on the way back, to get some more fuel. You boys up for a long 
rocket ride?” He twisted around in his seat to look at the Rahkshi, who bounced up and down 
approvingly. 
 
Makuta turned his eyes back to the road with a grin on his Kraahkan. 
 
When the convertible finally pulled up to my house, I felt immense relief. Home at last! The 
Master of Shadows parked the car, and I got out. “Well, Makuta, thank you for keeping your 
word and taking me home.” 
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He teleported himself between me and my house, catching me in his arms as I passed the 
mailbox. “Thank you for coming with me, love. It’s always a pleasure having a battle of wills 
with you,” he said sweetly. 
 
“Uh, yeah. Goodbye, then,” I said nervously, trying to squirm out of his grip.  
 
Makuta tightened his embrace and looked into my eyes. “One day you’ll submit to—er, learn to 
trust me, my angel, and come home with me to stay.” 
 
“Right,” I muttered. “That will be the same day Ta-Koro freezes over.” 
 
“I can arrange that,” he grinned. “Because I only have eyes for you.” His eyes began to burn 
bright blue, then red, then white. Unable to free myself, I stared at him in dismay for a moment 
before I closed my eyes and turned my head away. I heard the mailbox explode into flames 
behind me. 
 
Makuta laughed and released me. “Don’t forget to write, darling.” He got back into the Cadillac. 
He revved the engine, slammed the transmission into ‘Drive,’ and roared away down the street. 
Illusorahk, Chamelerahk, and Pinky lurched, then waved from the back seat. 
 
I waved at the Rahkshi. Then I ran to get the garden hose. 
 
 
THE END 
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